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As always, Isaac was right on time. The doorbell rang barely thirty seconds after Luis’s phone had chimed a reminder advising him of an imminent appointment.

Luis wiped the flour from his hands and went to answer the door. It had been raining and outside there was a damp, sweet smell. Isaac was waiting for him at the bottom of the steps. The still-clouded light acted on his skin like a filter, one pearly and nostalgic. He wore a thin jacket and a melancholy expression aptly suited to the wet London street behind him.

Luis smiled warmly. He was hospitable by nature, but Isaac made him feel fully benevolent, almost as if he were performing an act of charity instead of being paid by the hour. 

“Come on in,” he said, leaving Isaac to wipe his feet and close the door. He had unfinished business in the kitchen to attend to and, besides, Isaac knew the way.

He was just setting a timer when Isaac appeared, jacket-less and soft-footed. He hovered a little at the entrance, but was sure enough of his place and his welcome to drift up to the flour-sprinkled table and silently examine the mess of used bowls and utensils.

“I’m making a cake,” Luis told him. “You can have a slice after we’re done, if you’d like?”

Isaac bent at the waist and peered deep into the oven. “I didn’t expect cake,” he said placidly. The bulb was dim and the glass not recently cleaned, so there wasn’t much to see. But he seemed pleased with the idea. 

“I’m practising,” Luis said. “For a birthday. I don’t bake much so I thought I’d better try it out.”

“Is it for Jay?” Isaac asked. His voice was bright, interested—but then, suddenly self-conscious, he backed away from the oven as if disowning the question.

They didn’t speak about Jay much. Luis didn’t mind doing so, but Isaac seemed unsure of the rules around mentioning his name. Not long after their first meeting, Luis had let it be known that there was a long-term and very committed boyfriend in his life. Isaac, with his curious mix of fragility, inexperience, and determination, had appeared the type to fall immediately for anyone who cared to fuck him, so it had made sense to nip any nascent hopes in the bud. It had only taken a little while for Luis to see how unlikely that was. Isaac had come to him for help with intimacy, and though he’d gained much in confidence, love was something he, perhaps wisely, still shied away from.

“It is for Jay, yes,” Luis confirmed. “I love cooking, but it’s somehow always nicer doing it for someone else.”

Isaac glanced back towards the oven. “I think it’s lovely,” he said. “It takes a lot of effort, shows you care…” He stopped, appearing lost in thought.

Luis steered him over to the kitchen table and sat him down. “How’ve you been?” he asked, pushing a bowl and a bag of flour out of their way.

It was usual for him to begin each of Isaac’s sessions with a variation on this question. Most of his clients arrived knowing what they wanted in advance, but Isaac required a little extra consultation.

Isaac furrowed his brow, considering. He was pale, hazel-eyed, with hair the colour of wan sunlight. “Pretty good,” he said. “Saw my therapist on Tuesday and that was okay. We talked a lot about my family again—the cake reminded me.”

Luis nodded encouragingly, listening.

“I think the only person who ever baked anything for my birthday was a nanny we had when I was small,” Isaac said. “I must’ve been about four or five? Definitely before I went away to school.”

Luis kept quiet and waited for the rest. Isaac talked lots about himself and little about his family, so when they came up in conversation it was a sign of something important. 

“Everything was bought, you know, birthday cakes and all that,” Isaac continued. “All from the best places, I expect. Everything expensive and tasteful and perfect. But that one was the only cake that I can actually remember…” He trailed off again, chewing pensively on his lip. There was a short silence before he came back to himself, quickly and all at once. “Pathetic, isn’t it? Proper sad little rich boy stuff.” He gazed down at his hands. “Sorry, I don’t know why I’m like this—I shouldn’t have brought it up. It’s not fair on you.”

Luis reached over and lay a hand on his arm. “It’s your time,” he said, his grin lopsided and deliberately charming. “You can do what you like with it.”

Isaac snorted and unwound a little. “I guess,” he said. “But it still seems wrong to unload on you. I’d ask how your week was but it’s not really appropriate for you to answer, is it? Worse even than asking my therapist.”

Luis shrugged carelessly. “My week was pretty good,” he said. “I sold a painting and made a cake.”

Isaac’s true smile showed itself, sudden and sunny. He was absurdly appealing, with his soft golden freckles and grave brown eyes, and also completely unable to accept it. “Maybe I should just make my own cake,” he said. “Maybe that’s the answer. It sounds like something my therapist might say, anyway.”

“I’ll give you the recipe,” Luis said. “If you make it, you might find someone to give it to. That always makes me feel good.”

“Yeah,” Isaac said, falling deep into thought again. “That’s not a bad idea. Thanks.”

Luis moved subtly closer, so he could slide the tips of his fingers inside Isaac’s sleeve. The skin over his pulse was cool and soft. “Now,” he said, with a smile. “Are you ready for the fun part of your afternoon? A little bit of escapism might do you good.”

Isaac nodded; his eyes glimmered. Though he still suffered from shyness, it held him back much less than when he’d first asked Luis for help.

“Good, because I have an idea,” Luis said. “It’s completely up to you whether you want to go with it, but I think, after your success with Daksh, you’re ready for another challenge.”

“What kind of challenge?”

He had Isaac’s full attention. The threesome with Daksh had been a significant event, one much discussed both before and after. But Isaac needed something else to focus on—something which would build on his accomplishments.

“A little treat for me,” Luis said. “And a little practical lesson for you. I would like you to touch yourself while I watch.”

Luis felt the shiver travel through Isaac’s wrist. He slid his chair nearer and put his body within casual reach, offering himself up as comfort as well as an object of desire.

“You still seem to believe that everyone is politely putting up with you and your needs,” Luis told him. “I’d like to help you understand that you’re hot and that people want to fuck you. That I want to fuck you.”

Isaac’s lip was between his teeth again. “It’s not that I think you’re lying,” he said. “I just can’t seem to let myself really believe it.”

“Well, the quickest way to get there is to act like you do,” Luis said. “Ask yourself what an Isaac with complete self-confidence would do. I know you like the idea of being watched—you’ve told me often enough.”

Isaac, slowly growing pink and fidgety, was starting to show signs of rebellion against the obstructive parts of his mind. Luis knew from experience that once he broke free, there was usually no stopping him.

“How and where is completely up to you,” he said. “The only rule is you have to make yourself come without direct help from me.”

Isaac took in a deep, calming breath. His gaze, fixed on Luis’s, was already a little eager.

“I would prefer you to be naked,” Luis said, applying a little careful pressure. “That’s sort of the point—I’d like you to show off for me. If that’s too much, you could ease into it slowly.”

There was a short silence; Isaac seemed to be coming to a decision.

“What do you think?” Luis said. “You’re getting much more comfortable in your own skin—I think you can manage it.”

Isaac was leaning closer, drawn to Luis by his words and tone. His knee was pressed against Luis’s leg; he looked quite breathless. “Really?”

“Yes, really,” Luis said. “And if you can, then I’ll do the same for you.” He smiled easily and put a hand on Isaac’s thigh. “You like to watch me, don’t you? Put on a show for me and I’ll come anywhere you like.”

Isaac blushed fiercely. “Fuck. Yeah. Okay.” 

“Okay,” Luis agreed, grinning at him. “Then that’s what you’ll get.”

Isaac grinned back. “And a piece of cake, too.”

“The cake,” Luis said, seriously, “is an unconditional part of the deal. You get that regardless.”

* * *

The kitchen was almost clean when the timer went off. Luis took the sandwich tins out of the oven and prodded their contents cautiously. The toothpick test was inconclusive, so he gave them a couple more minutes while he wiped up the last of the flour. It wouldn’t hurt for Isaac to have a little extra time to get settled. Generally speaking, his problem was less about what actually happened in the bedroom, and more to do with getting him into it in the first place.

“Be quick deciding,” Luis had told him as he’d prevaricated about his task. “There’s ten minutes left on the oven timer—when it goes off I’m coming to find you.” He’d stood up to begin clearing the table then, and had given Isaac a friendly slap on the behind as he’d passed by. “And I’d better catch you with your trousers down when I do.”

When the timer rang for the second time, the cakes looked much better. Luis left the tins out to cool and followed Isaac upstairs.

Everything on the landing was very still. Aside from the bathroom, there were two bedrooms on the first floor. One functioned as Luis’s painting studio, which theoretically doubled as a guest room. The other, larger, room was reserved exclusively for use with clients. It held an oversized bed, plus several generous and well-organised cupboards filled with the paraphernalia of his profession. His own room was secreted away on the attic floor above, inaccessible to anyone who wasn’t strictly invited.

Luis paused, listening hard. A soft sound came from the bedroom; a sudden rustle of movement and the creak of a familiar bed. He put his ear to the door and waited for the opportune moment. When he judged it had arrived, he smoothly swung it open.

Isaac, kneeling exposed on the end of the bed, gave a loud gasp. His hand faltered; he wore only a t-shirt and a startled expression. Nestled on the eiderdown behind him was a sizeable dildo.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” Luis said, with a wide and very delighted grin. “I didn’t mean to disturb you.” He raised an eyebrow, lingering his gaze on the cock blushing beneath the hem of Isaac’s shirt. “Don’t stop on my account—it sounded like you were having a great time.”

Isaac flushed to the roots of his hair. “You were listening?”

Luis gave him a predatory smile. “It was hard not to,” he said. “It was even harder not to watch.”

Isaac glanced quickly at the door. “There’s no keyhole,” he said. “You can’t have been watching.”

“Exactly,” replied Luis. “That’s why I’m on this side of the door.” He positioned a chair by the window, far enough away so that Isaac would feel put out on display, and sat down.

There was a short pause. Isaac’s next breath hitched: it was now or never. With strong-willed determination, he resumed touching himself.

“Oh, yeah,” Luis breathed. “That’s it. Just pretend I’m not here.” 

At first, Isaac was hesitant. The sounds and movements he made were small and hushed; his rhythm was slow and his gasps were cut off, indistinct and inaudible. Over time, his eyes slid shut.

“Very nice,” Luis said approvingly.

Isaac started a little at the sound of his voice. But he rose to the challenge; he opened his eyes again and fixed them on Luis. His hand quickened and the quiet whine he tried to suppress became a moan halfway through.

“Whether you’re looking at me or not, I’m paying very close attention,” Luis told him. “Of course I am—look at you. You’re getting me hard already.” He spread his legs and palmed himself; the thin fabric of his joggers and his lack of underwear displayed the honesty of his statement well.

Isaac’s attention flickered over him, taking in his face and the wide spread of his fingers. “It’s difficult to pretend you’re not there when you keep talking,” he said. His voice, striving for petulance, came out needy instead.

Luis smiled again. “I’m just the voice in your head.” Then he pretended to reconsider. “Unless, of course, you actually like being watched?”

Something in Isaac cracked; he let out a loud groan, quickly stifled with one hand. The other he wrapped tight around his cock and began moving it in long, firm pulls.

“Mmmmn, that’s good.” Luis leaned idly back to watch, pleased with the progress on display. 

Isaac was sitting up on his heels, his torso a taut line, using his hand in earnest. His vigorous efforts dislodged the dildo beside him. It rolled heavily to one side and revealed a bottle of lube.

“Why don’t you lube yourself up?” Luis suggested. “It’ll feel even better. And, most importantly for me, it’ll look great, too.”

Isaac groped blindly for the bottle and then slicked himself up with wet, loud sounds. Luis was entranced; his dick was glossy, eager, curving up over the edge of his t-shirt. Its hem was smeared with spots of wetness.

“Pull your shirt up now,” he said. “Show me your nipples.”

Isaac obeyed. It was heady how biddable he was; Luis had to concentrate rather hard not to get off track.

“Lovely. Pinch them for me?”

Isaac started gently, working them between forefinger and thumb. He arched up with a hiss and tugged harder.

“Do you do that when you’re alone?” Luis asked, knowing perfectly well that he did.

Isaac nodded. His eyes were shut, his t-shirt shoved up to his neck. His nipples, standing proud, were the same bruised pink as his mouth.

“They look so sweet and dirty,” Luis said conversationally. “Just begging to be sucked on.”

Isaac’s next moan was loud, throaty. He’d forgotten to be shy or self-conscious, and had widened his stance on the bed, showcasing himself. He looked available, inviting.

“Look at the size of that dildo,” Luis said. “How do you think it’ll feel inside you?”

He’d had a little more coaxing prepared but it wasn’t needed; he looked proudly on as Isaac quickly prepared to show, not tell.

“Jesus, you look so good,” Luis told him. He slipped a hand inside his waistband and stroked himself lightly. “Anyone would want to fuck you seeing you like this.”

In the very beginning, Isaac hadn’t even been able to get undressed in front of him. Now, he was bearing down on his fingers, spreading himself open while the sun shone merrily through the open window. His skin was creamy, streaked with golden light, and he gazed at Luis with solemn, wanting eyes.

“Daksh wanted to, didn’t he?” Luis said. After the threesome, and a much-needed rest, Daksh had been very keen to take his turn with Isaac. And Isaac had been just as keen to oblige. “I thought you might have tired him out, but one look at you all willing and eager fixed that problem.”

Isaac was busy with the dildo and didn’t reply immediately. Spellbound, Luis watched him ease down onto it.

“He—ah—he did it again,” Isaac panted after a few heated moments had passed. “Fucked me, I mean. He asked me out and—” He broke off with a groan and wriggled further down on the dildo’s length.

For a moment, Luis was struck dumb. That was faster work than he’d supposed possible. “Did he really?” he said. “Was it good? Did you like it?”

Isaac nodded rapidly. “Yes, god yes.”

He’d found the position he wanted; holding down the dildo to ride it, his eyes tightly shut. Luis could guess who he was thinking of. After spending so long alone, Daksh was the feast after a starvation diet.

“What happened?” Luis asked.

“He asked me to meet him for a drink,” Isaac said. “And then, fuck. I just wanted him so much. We sort of— In an alley. On the way home.”

“Wow,” Luis said, impressed. “Nice.” He tried to picture it: Isaac bent over, or perhaps braced against a wall with his legs around Daksh’s waist—Daksh looked like he could handle that. A rearrangement of clothing; furtive, fast and intense.

His attention was drawn back to the bed. Isaac’s gasps were getting shorter, tenser; his hand moved with speed on his cock.

“I think it’s time to take your shirt off,” Luis said. “Let me watch you—show me everything.”

Isaac agreed wordlessly, trying to shrug off the t-shirt which had become trapped around his shoulders. Luis left his chair to help him, sweeping it over Isaac’s head to leave him blinking and brushing hair out of his face.

Luis smiled and eased down his joggers, exposing himself for the benefit of Isaac’s gaze. His cock was aching; he grasped hold of it and squeezed his fist slowly up and down.

“You’ve got to come first,” he said. “That was the deal. Remember?”

“Yes, yes,” Isaac said. His back was awkwardly bowed with effort; his thighs strained, his stomach was taut.

Luis was stroking himself openly now; Isaac watched at close quarters, his mouth open and his flushed, peaked nipples arched upwards like an offering.

“Ready to watch me come?”

“Yes, god, please,” Isaac begged. He had an arm crooked behind him to keep the dildo in place; with the other he stroked himself with light, rapid pulls.

“Well, you know what you’ve got to do,” Luis said, affectionately. He moved closer, putting a knee on the bed; a pale strand of hair had fallen across Isaac’s face and he smoothed it away. “Where do you want it?” he asked, hand on his cock.

“On me,” Isaac gasped. “Anywhere. Chest. Face— Ah!” His groan was loud and sudden; his cock jerked. He gripped hold of himself, gasping, as come spurted across his belly.

When he was finished, Luis planted a hand on his chest and pushed him back against the bed. Isaac flopped down gratefully, stretching out his legs. Automatically, he reached for Luis’s cock.

Luis laughed and deftly avoided his touch. “No, you have to watch,” he insisted. He swung a leg across him and knelt up over his chest. “Are you watching?”

Dimly, he was aware of Isaac nodding, of Isaac’s hands on his thighs, stroking, encouraging him on. He was saying things, too, but Luis could no longer focus properly. His cock throbbed with heat in his hand, straining, ready to come.

“You did so well,” he managed to grind out before the first shot landed square on Isaac’s chest. “Fuck.” He released his dick and rubbed it through the mess on Isaac’s belly instead, panting. “That was so good, you’re so good, so much fun.”

Underneath him, Isaac was making sounds of mingled disbelief and want; his eyes were huge and his mouth open as he watched the show unfold all over his chest. Luis grinned down at him. They stayed there, writhing and rubbing, wringing out every last gasp between them, until the mess between them grew sticky and uncomfortable.

“Look at you, all sweet and dirty,” Luis said. He bent down and kissed Isaac on the forehead. “I’m so proud of you.” Then he climbed off and went to fetch a towel.

Isaac was drowsy, but he didn’t fall completely asleep. Luis left him in peace—he was relaxed, with all his anxiety gone, and Luis didn’t want to hasten its return. A few moments passed before he stirred.

“I’m getting cold,” Isaac said, still not moving. “I should get dressed.”

Luis dragged a blanket out from under the bed and threw it over him. “There,” he said. “Just wait a bit—I want to talk to you.”

Isaac’s head shot up, his expression hunted.

“It’s nothing bad!” Luis said, holding up his hands. “I just wanted to ask you more about Daksh.”

“Oh.” Isaac sat up and shuffled up towards the pillows. “That.”

“Yeah, that,” Luis said. “Why on earth didn’t you tell me when I asked about your week?”

Isaac sighed. “I don’t know,” he said, picking at a thread which had come loose from the blanket. “I don’t know if it was a good thing to have done.”

Luis slid over to sit beside Isaac. “In what way?”

“Well, it’s not exactly normal, is it?” Isaac replied. “I’m not normal and the fact I have to see you isn’t normal.”

“Trust me, it’s a lot more normal than you think,” Luis said. Though none of his other clients felt, as Isaac did, that paying for sex was their only option, there were still plenty with the opinion that he provided them with something they couldn’t get elsewhere. “But, even so, Daksh already knows everything and doesn’t seem to care. So why should you?”

Isaac, with a huff of exasperation, turned to face him. “Look, this is what happened,” he said. “He asked me to meet him for a drink so I went along. It wasn’t great, because I froze almost completely up. After a bit, he offered to walk me home. On the way, a few streets from my house, I dragged him into an alley and practically jumped onto his dick. Now that is definitely not normal.”

Luis couldn’t stop himself from laughing. He put both hands over his face and tried to clamp down on it, but it just wouldn’t be suppressed. “I’m sorry, I know it’s not funny—” When he mastered himself, he added, “From the sound of it, though, he doesn’t seem to have minded.”

“Yes, but you haven’t heard the worst part,” Isaac said. “When we got back to mine, I just thanked him for a nice evening. I shut the door and left him on the fucking doorstep!”

A sharp, breathless pause followed this revelation; Isaac clutched imploringly at Luis’s arm. Then, together, they both burst into laughter. 

Luis couldn’t speak; he had to double over to catch his breath. When it subsided, he found Isaac somewhat recovered and gazing anxiously at him.

“I don’t know what I was thinking,” he moaned. “I fucked it all up, didn’t I?”

Luis was flooded with sympathy. He took firm hold of Isaac and pulled him into a hug. “Poor Isaac,” he said, as he rubbed his back. “You’ve made so much progress and are now reaping the rewards. Don’t beat yourself up about it. Dating is full of pitfalls.”

“The fact is I just don’t know what I’m doing,” Isaac said miserably. “And everyone else does.”

“That’s what you used to think about sex,” Luis said. “And look at you now.”

Isaac frowned. “Maybe that’s why I did it?” he asked. “I know exactly what I’m doing when…”

“When you’ve got a dick in you?” Luis helpfully supplied.

“What am I supposed to do?” Isaac said, with a touch of desperation. “It’s easier with you. There are no complications—I know you, I trust you. But I can’t rely on that forever.”

Luis took a moment to consider the problem; he could certainly see Isaac’s point. “Have you heard from him since?”

“Yeah,” Isaac said, biting his lip. “He’s supposed to be coming round on Saturday.”

Luis threw his hands in the air. “Well, there you are!” he said. “Everything’s fine, no need to worry. You obviously haven’t scared him off.”

“But,” Isaac started, “what if I do something stupid again?”

Luis sighed. He took hold of Isaac’s hands and looked deep into his eyes. “I don’t know if anyone’s ever told you this before,” he said. “But you will do something stupid again. Everyone will—Daksh, me, everyone. Nobody’s perfect. Nobody knows what they’re doing, especially when it comes to relationships.”

Isaac was silent for a moment while he thought that over.

Luis gave him a hearty slap on the shoulder and, stretching, started to get up. “Come on,” he said. “Time for some sugar of a different sort. A slice of cake will help you see things differently.”

* * *

“Thanks for listening,” Isaac told him once they were downstairs. “I don’t mean to bring my problems here, you know. I know that’s not what I pay you for.”

Both of them had dressed and cleaned up, and the business portion of the day had been settled. Isaac was nursing a mug of tea at the kitchen table, watching as Luis wrestled jam onto one of the cakes.

“You also don’t pay me for cake,” Luis said. “But you’re getting some.” He stood back and looked critically at the jam-covered spatula—there were cake crumbs all over it. “I think I should have warmed this up before I tried to spread it.” He shrugged and went to find the icing sugar. “Look, don’t worry yourself. We have to talk about some stuff, don’t we? That’s why you came to see me in the first place. I expected an element of, er, pastoral care.”

There was a pause while Luis put the cake halves together—both of them held their breath until the operation was successfully concluded.

“All the same,” Isaac said. “I’m sure there’s a line somewhere. I don’t want to cross it.”

Luis waited until the dusting of icing sugar had settled—it had made quite a cloud. “Listen,” he said. “I like knowing you and I like having you as my client. I promise I’ll say if you get close to crossing that line. Okay?”

Isaac smiled and nodded. “Okay.”

“And now, you can do me a favour,” Luis said. He cut a slice and plopped it on a plate. “Tell me what it’s like and please don’t spare my feelings. I need to know what to improve on.”

Isaac picked up a fork and dug in. “It’s good,” he said. “Really, really good.”

“Sure?” Luis stole a bit from Isaac’s plate. It was pretty good—light, not too sweet, which was important, as Jay didn’t have much of a sweet tooth. But it looked a bit lopsided—he’d have to do better at that next time. “Yeah, okay,” he said to himself. “Not bad.”

“Are you going to decorate it?” Isaac asked.

Luis looked at the cake. Isaac was right: it did look a bit plain.

“What do you think? Maybe some buttercream on top?” Luis asked. “And candles, of course.”

Isaac nodded, still chewing. His slice was already nearly gone.

“Guess I’ll have to practise my piping, too,” Luis said. He tore a sheet of paper out from his notebook and handed it to Isaac. “Here, have a go yourself. Make some for Daksh on Saturday.”

Isaac studied the recipe written on it, frowning. “I’m not sure I’ll be any good at baking.”

“Doesn’t matter,” Luis said. “You’ll learn, you’ll get better. If it goes wrong, you can laugh about it with him. He’ll get the message either way.”

“What message?”

“That the cake is unconditional,” Luis said. “There are no strings attached, not even your overwhelming need for dick.”

Isaac sat with an open mouth for about half a second. Then he snorted with laughter. 

Luis slid another slice of cake onto his plate and smiled. “Enjoy.”







  A Thank You



Thank you for subscribing to my mailing list! I hope you enjoyed this free story—it’s a small taste of the other shorts published in my first book Send Me One Back, and features a character who future readers will most definitely see again… :)

If you’d like to read more of my existing works, links and details are on the next page. If you’d like to just wait and see what else I’ve got in store, that’s fine too. I post occasional updates on work in progress on Instagram, and I will, of course, alert subscribers to new releases via my mailing list.

Thanks for dropping by!

Much love,

Lou xx
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