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Jay Bannock is living a lie.

Sure, he likes women. In fact, he respects women but when he tries to kiss one and she does that tongue thing, he wants to spew.

Confused by his growing attraction to men, Jay seeks help from the only gay club he knows—Floggers BDSM Club.

Has he lost his mind?

Realization, he has been batting for the wrong team all his life comes in the form of a six-foot-seven Adonis by the name of Matt Duffey.

 Instantly attracted to the leather-clad Adonis, Jay’s complicated life spins out of control on a rollercoaster ride wrapped in Matt’s arms.
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Chapter One

 

 

Jay Bannock stared at the front door. A yellow glow seeped through the glass panels forming a pool of light at his feet. The street buzzed with the noise of a normal Saturday night. Teenagers spilled out from a loud party two doors up, and moved in small groups along the sidewalk, in a constant stream of chatter. Cars spun their wheels and, horns blasting with young men hanging out of the windows, roared up the road.

With a sigh, he pushed his hands into the back pockets of his jeans. What had just happened? His friend of the past six months, Rose McCarthy, had given him the finger, sworn colorfully, and slammed the front door in his face. He gazed at her neat two-story brick house, his mind frazzled. Okay, so he’d tried to kiss her, he’d wanted to be nice, and she had asked him for the kiss—no, she’d pleaded for one. It wasn’t his fucking idea. In truth, he had no inclination to kiss her or anyone. Perhaps he could have handled a straight kiss, but then she stuck her tongue into his mouth. She filled his mouth with the disgusting taste of stale beer and he nearly spewed his guts out. What could he do? He pulled back and wiped the taste from his mouth with the back of his hand trying desperately not to gag. Christ, she’d gone feral, and slapped him so hard he’d seen stars. Fuck! Then she went on and on insisting, he didn’t act normal, that he kissed like a girl. How the fuck, did she know how girls kissed anyway? Maybe she’s a lesbian and was using me to make her parents think she’s straight.

Jay rubbed the back of his neck and turned away from the house. Not again. He had—had being the operative word here—happened to have liked Rose. He’d met her at his gym and they’d worked out together. True, he appreciated her slim body, enjoyed their long chats, and her companionship. The trouble with Rose and all the other women he had dated over the past three years was making the move beyond being friends. Getting to second base at least had become a problem. Not that he wanted to, but women expected a man to make some kind of move on them in a relationship. Problem was he always made things worse by rejecting their advances. He happened to prefer being “just” friends. He liked women, well, at least until they did that thing with their eyes and expected him to fondle their tits. Hell, he even enjoyed going to the mall with them—but kissing them and the tongue thing—fuck, it made him uncomfortable—no he had to face it kissing girls made him ill. It would seem the eventuality of ever finding the right girl had become a personal nightmare.

He had to face facts—he didn’t like girls in that way.

He expected Rose’s words to haunt him forever. “You’re gay and can’t admit it to yourself. Normal men like women to touch them but not you—you move away. Do you look at girlie magazines to jerk off? Or are you thinking about the hot jocks sweating at the gym?” The worse thing was, he hadn’t been able to give her a reply—he had no excuse. In fact, he had never bought a girlie magazine in his life.

The look of disgust on her face burned into his mind, to join the list of other horror-date memories. Jay turned away from the house and walked slowly to his car, his mind reeling in silent anguish. He supposed the woman had a point. After all, he had never dated during high school or college, keeping to himself or hanging out with the other jocks. In truth, he liked the smell of men, the gloss of sweat on hard muscle, damp hair curling on a broad, muscular neck. He enjoyed men’s company and never had an awkward moment with any of the guys. To admit this after what Rose had screamed at him—fuck! His head throbbed with the implication.

Swinging into his car, Jay thought over the strange messages his body gave him whenever, he noticed men looking at him in that way. It happened all the time at the gym. As a personal trainer, he had clients of both sexes and kept things on a very professional level, but a couple of guys had brushed his leg and given him the look. His stomach had clenched as if in anticipation of a sexual encounter and his heart rate had quickened. Why? He had to admit, the thought of sliding his hands over a man’s hot, sweaty, body did not repel him. In fact, the very idea excited him to the point of arousal. Should he feel this way? Perhaps Rose was correct and he needed help with his sexual orientation. Who could help him decide? Hell, he couldn’t just walk up to someone in a gay bar and ask a question like that, he valued his teeth too much. What could he do? He had to discuss his problem with someone who would not laugh at him or punch him in the face.

I have to know if watching two men together turns me on. Yeah, I’ll pick up a couple of pornos. If the movies turn me on, then I’ll need to discuss my problem with someone. I’ll go online, and do a search for a help group. There must be someone in town I can speak to about my problem.

 

* * *

 

Lance Booker took in the man standing in the foyer of Floggers BDSM Club. He valued his ability to pick a sub or Dom at a glance, but this delectable guy’s BDSM predilection eluded him. To his experienced eye, he saw a confused man, albeit, a buff six-two, blond hunk of steel. Man, you are pretty. He plastered a warm smile on his face, strolled nonchalantly toward him, and extended his hand. “Lance Booker … how can I help you?”

“Jay Bannock.” He shook his hand with a look of chagrin. “I feel really stupid coming here.” He dragged in a long breath and his cheeks flushed bright red. “To be completely honest, I need to talk to someone gay and the Floggers’ website does say you’re looking for members. I thought you might be able to advise me.” He met Lance’s gaze. “Do you have a few minutes to spare?”

Bemused, Lance held his hand to check his reaction toward him, raised one brow, and eyed him critically. This guy didn’t look like he needed help and he sure didn’t have the confidence of a Dom or the submissive attitude he’d expect from a sub in his presence. He cleared his throat. “You’re not selling stuff are you?”

“Lord, no.” Jay gave a nervous laugh. “To tell you the truth, I don’t know any homosexual men and this being a gay club … well, I … I’m looking for some answers.” He shrugged and squeezed Lance’s hand. “I guess you think I’m crazy walking into a gay BDSM club looking for help, but I need to talk over something that’s bothering me, and I don’t think I’ll get what I need from a doctor or a shrink.”

After that confession, Lance held onto the man’s hand a little longer than necessary and rubbed his thumb over the back. Apart from the softening in Jay’s dark blue eyes, he made no effort to pull away and seemed to relax a little. Interesting. He inclined his head. “Sure, I always have time to speak to a new boy. Why don’t you come into my office? It’s more private in here for a chat.” He opened the door and ushered Jay inside. “I’ve just made a fresh pot of coffee.”

Placing two steaming cups on the long maple desk, Lance waved him into a seat. He rested his hip on the edge of the desk and gazed down at him, taking a Dominant position to check his reaction. When Jay dropped his gaze under Lance’s frank appraisal, he bit back a smile. Good sub material, strong but craves Domination. He had the guts to come in here, yeah a valuable quality in a sub. Sipping his coffee, he examined the cute guy. Nice skin. Jay had remarkably handsome features, high cheekbones, full lips, and those big, innocent, blue eyes that made him instantly hard. “So are you interested in BDSM?”

“I think I might be … yeah.” Jay lifted his chin and frowned. “That’s part of why I’m here.”

Lance leaned closer. Hmm, he smelled good too, clean with a hint of male musk. “So what’s the other part? Do you need to know what it costs to join a club like Floggers? The tests you need and the rules?”

“Yes, I’ll need all that but first”—Jay’s cheeks blushed again—“look, I’ll come straight to the point. How did you first discover you were gay?”

Fuck! “Well, the fact I prefer to have sex with men kind of tipped me off.” Lance ran a hand through his hair and stared at him with incredulity. This person had walked into Floggers and wasn’t sure if he was gay? What the fuck? He took a sip of his coffee. He would have to pull back and be gentle with him. “I have never had the slightest interest in women sexually. I’m also a Dom and like to dominate men sexually. I like to be on top and in charge all the time.”

“Were you always like … gay … or did you have a sexual experience with a man and liked it?” Jay reached for his coffee. “I’m so fucking confused. You see, although I appreciate a man’s body—a lot. I’ve never thought about one as a lover. Over the years, I’ve tried to date girls—women—but as soon as … you know… I can’t get it up. In fact, it never gets that far because I can’t even kiss them.”

Lance’s mind reeled. He’d picked Jay as gay the moment he set eyes on him. “I’ve always known I’m gay. I’ve never had any doubt. Are you suddenly attracted to men or did this come about because of a sexual encounter as you put it?”

A pained expression crossed Jay’s handsome face. “No!—The other night I tried to kiss a girlfriend—because she insisted and when I backed off, she kind of lost it. Fuck, she screamed at me and said I acted like a gay man … that I wasn’t normal.” Jay looked at Lance over the top of his cup. “The whole scene was pretty ugly.”

Lance scratched his cheek and stared down at him in complete amazement. “So why on earth do you hang out with women if you don’t find them attractive?”

“Fucked if I know—I guess in my mind, I thought I might eventually find one that actually attracted me.” Jay shrugged. “Rose … well, she was a good friend. I liked her company but she wanted more.”

Lance inclined his head. He needed more information. “Tell me about Rose, did she have big tits, nice ass and what made her a possibility in your eyes?”

“No, she is the opposite.” Jay sipped his drink. “Tall, muscular, slim and she didn’t have much in the way of tits to be honest. She liked to exercise.” He swallowed. “I met her in the gym and we worked out together.”

Very interesting. “I see and what do you appreciate in a man?”

“I like the way a man smells, and … I dunno … muscles wet with sweat, a nice body.” Jay drained his coffee and set the cup down. “I like eyes too, some men’s eyes have a kindness I find attractive.”

You don’t say. “It’s a drastic step going from an argument with your girlfriend to fronting at a gay BDSM club. What the hell did the woman say to you?” Lance rubbed the back of his neck.

Jay’s mouth turned down at the corners. “I’m sure you don’t want to hear the boring details, but a lot of what she said rang true because I do appreciate the male form, like I said. Although, I believe I’ve been fooling myself about the reason why I find men attractive. So I bit the bullet, as they say, and rented some gay pornos including a BDSM one … nothing too extreme.” He ran a finger around the top of his cup and drew a deep breath. “Watching them turned me on big time, seeing two guys. You know it kind of felt right.” He leaned back in his chair. “Like I said before I don’t know any homosexual men so I don’t have anyone I can talk to about this. I think I might be gay, and I’m not sure what to do. How do I know for sure if I’m really gay?” He rubbed a hand over his face. “From what I’ve told you it’s obvious, isn’t it? I just can’t admit it to myself.”

You think, huh. “There’s no halfway here, Jay. You’re gay, or you’re not.” Lance stood and moved closer to him. Standing legs either side of him and leaning toward him, he cupped Jay’s cheek and stared into his eyes. “From what you have told me, and how you react to me, I think it’s obvious.” He snorted. “You’re sure sending out all the right signals.”

“Signals?”

Lance ran the pad of his thumb over Jay’s full bottom lip. “Uh-huh, a straight guy wouldn’t allow me to touch him like this.” He sighed at Jay’s wide-eyed expression of astonishment laced with a hint of fear. He needed to pull back a little and not frighten him. “Look, this was just a test to see if you’re gay. I didn’t mean to alarm you and I have a boy I’m attached to, so as much as I’d like to pursue this with you, I think I should introduce you to a Dom around your own age.”

“Don’t you think that’s kinda jumping in with both feet?” Jay frowned. “What if I’m wrong? The thought of being tied up and whipped… I’m not sure I could do something like that with a stranger.”

Lance headed for the door. “You should follow your instincts. No one here will ever push you into anything you don’t want to do, but I think you may need a little shove in the right direction. Floggers can open up a world of pleasure you didn’t know existed.” He grinned. “It’s time to love my friend.”


 

Chapter Two

 

 

Jay glanced around the neat, tidy office. God, what am I doing here? The large, comfortably worn leather, office chair suited Lance. The man had the appearance of a warrior, so fucking tall, broad shoulders, and long black hair that brushed his shoulders. Dressed in black leather with a studded belt and cuffs, the man intimidated him in a strange but wonderful way. The room carried the big Dom’s scent, musky but delicious. He instantly liked Lance, and his lips still tingled from the heat of the man’s touch.

A large clock ticked loudly in the corner and with each minute, his stomach clenched in anticipation. What have I done? He had no experience with a male on male relationship or BDSM. Had he taken leave of his senses? When the door swung open, he started and jumped to his feet at the sight of Lance with a stunning huge man filling the doorway. Oh–my–God.

Lance grinned like a monkey and stepped inside the room. Standing beside him stood a six-foot-seven Adonis. Piercing green eyes traveled slowly up and down his body. The man’s gaze burned like a laser through his clothes, before stopping to rest on his face. One dark brow raised in a silent question. Jay swallowed hard and dropped his gaze to the floor. His heart thumped wildly at the image of the hard body encased in skin-tight leather pants, pierced nipples chained together, and a mass of black on black hair, streaked with bright blue, sticking out in all directions burned into his retinas. The man astounded him.

“Look at me.”

Embarrassed his face grew hot and he lifted his gaze, shocked to see the man flash him a dazzling white smile. Confidence and amusement poured from this big guy.

“So … you think you might be gay?” The man stepped closer. “I’m Matt—Matthew Duffey.” He held out a hand. “You’re Jay Bannock… I know you, well I’ve seen you at a distance. You work at the fitness joint down on Stuart Street.”

Pulse thudding in his ears, Jay shook Matt’s hand trying to avoid the heated sensation his touch ignited in him. “Yeah, that’s me.”

“No wonder…” Matt chuckled and turned to Lance. “This is the guy Stan tried to make moves on.” He grinned at Jay. “Fuck, Stan sure has a thing for you and I think he’s told me about every one of your sessions in detail.”

A strange tingling curled in Jay’s groin. Hell, did this mean he had a ‘thing’ for Matt? Christ, they’d just met. What was wrong with him? Yes, he not only knew Stan, but he’d also been the man’s personal trainer for the past three months. Numerous times Stan had invited him to this party or that nightclub, good Lord, he’d had no idea the man had been hitting on him. Fuck, I’m an idiot. He met Matt’s gaze. “As you can see, I am a little confused.” He rubbed his chin. “Although I don’t feel anything special when I’m training Stan. I’m not attracted to him … you know … that way.”

“I’m sorry but you’ll have to excuse me, I have a boy waiting for a scene downstairs.” Lance looked from one man to the other and chuckled. “I’ll leave you two to chat. I’m sure Matt can explain the rules, and if you decide to join Floggers, pick up the paperwork from the front desk.” Lance turned and left the room.

Jay met Matt’s steady gaze. “Rules?”

“Oh yeah, we have very strict rules.” Matt moved to the coffee pot, poured himself a cup, and turned to refill Jay’s cup. “You don’t get a foot in the door without test results and we like them repeated at least every three months. We prefer you keep sex within the membership because it’s safer.” He dropped into Lance’s chair. “Then there’s the dress code. We wear black and leather is best. No fucking jeans allowed.” He sipped his coffee. “Then there’s the waiver, what happens here stays here, no suing anyone because your ass hurts or whatever. Contracts with Dom and sub couples are optional but most of us have them signed before a scene, especially if we’re planning a scene with someone new.”

Jay rubbed his chin. “Test results?”

“Yeah … blood tests for all the STDs. There’s a clinic on the corner that does the tests and gets them back within three days.” Matt got slowly to his feet. “But this is all useless information if you’re not gay or into BDSM.” He stood and towered over him. “I’m looking for a new boy and a vanilla innocent like you would suit me fine. I need someone I can train to meet my preferences. I would be so good for you, and I’m in no hurry. We could take it real slow.” He ran a finger down Jay’s cheek. “How do I make you feel Jay … excited … nervous—or revolted?”

Matt stood so close, the scent of leather and clean man laced with the hint of expensive aftershave invaded his senses. Fire curled in his balls. He drew a deep breath and anticipation shivered through him. When Matt cupped his cheek in one warm hand, tingling sensations hurtled down deep in his groin. He swallowed hard. “Excited!—Yes, I feel excited and a little afraid, to be perfectly honest.”

“You have a job where you’re in charge and under pressure.” Matt stroked Jay’s cheek. “You can escape by giving me the control of your world for a scene. Subs who have high-pressure jobs or the sergeant major types make the best subs.” He gazed into his eyes. “All you have to do is let go and enjoy and then we both get what we crave.” He smiled. “We keep it here in the club. Outside I’m just plain old Matt but with sex, I’m in charge. Always.”

Jay leaned into the man’s warm hand and bit back a moan of pure lust. “Why would you want someone confused like me?”

“Well, let me see. You make me hard just looking at those untouched lips.” Matt placed his legs each side of Jay’s chair and motioned to the swollen front of his pants. “Look what you do to me. By now if you were my sub I would expect you to pay homage to your Master by licking my leathers.”

Oh, fuck. Jay’s cock pressed hard against the zipper of his jeans. He trembled at the thought of running his tongue across the hard ridge in Matt’s tight pants. The man’s thick thumb once again brushed his bottom lip, this time slipping inside and pushing against his teeth. He willingly opened his mouth, welcoming the intrusion then flicked his tongue across the nail, drew the digit deep into his mouth, and hesitantly suckled.

“Can you imagine my cock in your mouth? Or would you like me to lick you all over, and push my tongue into your virgin ass?” Matt removed his thumb and a long growl escaped his lips. “Lick my leathers.”

I’m going to come in my pants. Jay wet his lips. He had an overpowering desire to please this man. Hell, Matt drew him like a magnet. Without another thought, he swiped his tongue over the bulging outline of his hard shaft. The taste of leather flooded his senses as he used his mouth to slide up and down the hard ridge. Lord, under his tongue Matt’s hard cock throbbed and grew bigger. He nibbled, and caressed, then moved his hands to Matt’s hips and clung to him.

“Oh, yeah. Do you want more of me, boy? You need a man, don’t you?” The next moment, Matt unzipped his pants and released his impressive, glossy length. “Taste me.”

With a gasp, Jay pulled back and stared at the massive cock before his eyes. The man’s shaft reared up from tight hairless balls. He stared at the weeping slit and the stud under the helmet. When Matt’s warm musky scent poured over him, he inhaled, drinking in the smell of warm man. Christ, I’m going to start drooling. His mouth watered, fear gripped his belly and he glanced up at him. “I don’t know what to do.”

“You know instinctively what to do, pup. The point is how do you feel seeing my hard cock so close to your face and smelling me, knowing I want to fuck you?” Matt rubbed circles around Jay’s cheek with his wet thumb. “I can see your hard-on. Don’t be afraid, it is time to face reality, and embrace who you are. How you feel toward me is normal. You were born like this, don’t fight it.” He lifted Jay’s chin and gazed into his eyes. “You are not alone anymore. How do I make you feel?” He bent down to lick a path across his lips. “Do you want to taste my lips, suck on my tongue?”

When Matt pressed his soft mouth against his lips, he opened to welcome him. With a groan, he met Matt’s probing tongue and feasted, drinking in the man’s flavor. He arched his back pressing closer. Yes, this is what he craved, the taste and feel of a delicious man. The bristles on Matt’s chin scraped erotically against his cheek, God help him, he wanted so much more. His senses screamed, and his cock ached. When Matt sucked his bottom lip seductively and then lifted his head, he moaned at the loss. “Oh man, that was so fucking good.”

“Ah-huh … so you gonna admit you’re gay now?” Matt gave him a long meaningful stare.

Jay’s face grew hot. “Sure… I’m gay, yeah, definitely gay.” He stared back at Matt’s delicious cock. “I think I’m gonna come in my pants.”

Matt stroked his cheek with long, warm fingers “Then undo your zipper and let the beast free … suck me.”

Fumbling with the fastening on his jeans, Jay exposed his aching shaft. There will be no turning back now. He leaned forward, put out his tongue, and licked the sticky slit on Matt’s erection. The man’s hard shaft twitched and his mouth filled with Matt’s flavor. Opening wide, he took him in. Dear Lord, the slide of hot, silky flesh across his tongue, and the taste of this man felt so right. As he suckled, Matt cupped his head in his strong hands, and caressed his cheeks with his thumbs.

“Oh, that’s nice. I’m gonna move okay?” Matt rolled his hips. “You’re doing good so fucking good you’re gonna make me come.”

Could he handle that? Would he make a fool of himself and choke and spew? The velvet slide quickened, sending him into a strange euphoria. He loved Matt’s taste and the sheer bulk of the heavy shaft in his mouth. Hell yeah, his balls had drawn up so tight they were on fire. The next moment, Matt’s hot cock rippled against his tongue and a rush of wet heat hit the back of his throat. His mouth filled with hot cum and he gagged. With an iron will, he fought back the fear and swallowed.

“Oh, man your mouth is so hot and you are very talented for a virgin.” Matt smiled down at him. “The first time is a bitch but you can avoid cum hitting the back of your throat and making you gag. I’m gonna love teaching you.” Matt stroked Jay’s cheeks. “You’ll learn to enjoy it soon enough. You did real good and you have a nice technique. Now clean me up, boy. Yeah, lick me clean.”

Jay groaned. Heat filled his balls and he wanted to touch his aching cock to relieve the pressure. Matt’s flavor filled his mouth, and needing no instruction, he lapped up every delicious drop. He licked his lips and sat gazing at him not knowing what to do next.

“Stand up.” Matt smiled in a twinkle of white teeth and pushed his cock back inside his pants. “Turn around.” He pulled him hard against his muscular body.

The heat from Matt’s hot flesh scorched through Jay’s shirt. The man had him naked in seconds. I’m naked in Lance’s office, and what will he say if he comes back and finds us like this? The slide of Matt’s leather pants against his bare thighs banished all rational thought. The man’s hands caressed his chest, pinching his nipples until they hurt, but fuck, the sensual pain rocketed straight to his balls.

“Put your arms around my neck and turn your head a bit so I can kiss you.” Matt trailed his fingertips around Jay’s navel. “Fuck … you smell so good.”

With a sigh, Jay turned his head. Matt kissed him in slow deliberation using his hot tongue to stroke every inch of his mouth. Nothing mattered in that moment but Matt and it was as if time stood still. His world consisted only of the intense erotic waves surging through him, like surf thundering the beach in a ferocious storm. When Matt’s damp hand palmed his cock, his touch flamed his senses with an unfamiliar sizzle of awareness. He gasped and slumped against the man, knees like jelly.

“I can’t wait to taste you,” Matt growled into Jay’s mouth. “Come for me sweet thing.” He pumped Jay’s cock with slow even strokes.

Mindless, Jay gave himself up to the exquisite pleasure. Nothing in his life came close to the touch of Matt’s hand on his throbbing shaft. The slide of the man’s mouth, his hot breath—fuck this guy could kiss. He wanted this moment to last forever. He inhaled Matt’s scent and let the sweet buildup turn into a surge of heat. The man’s skillful hand used just the right pressure and speed and his rough thumb scraped the sensitive tip throwing him into erotic oblivion. With every muscle trembling, he let out a long moan, and came in a torrent of searing heat.

“Better?” Matt stroked Jay’s belly in small circular motions. “I love a man with muscle, and I would love to see you in a swing hanging helpless with sweat glistening on every ripped inch of you. I can picture you now with your legs up, ass wide open waiting for me.”

Reality hit him and he swallowed hard. “I don’t know the rules about BDSM.” He moved away from Matt and reached for his clothes. “Hell, I just found out I’m gay and this is going way too fast for me.”

“I want you.” Matt ran a hand down his back in a tender caress. “You like me. I know it and we have a connection.” He moved closer. “I guess you have the same crazy idea about BDSM as most in the vanilla world, that badass Doms beat the crap out of their subs.” He lifted Jay’s chin and gazed into his eyes. “That couldn’t be further from the truth. A Dom asks a sub for his trust and a Dom respects his boy.” He cupped Jay’s ass. “You allowed me to take charge without question, and knew instinctively I would make it good for you.” He pulled him hard against him. “A sub gives himself completely to the wishes of his Master. For this trust, a Dom gives his sub the ultimate sexual experience—Doms care deeply for their subs—their enjoyment is paramount to a good relationship.” Matt licked a path across Jay’s mouth. “I get off on being in control, of seeing white flesh redden under my flogger. A sub likes to be out of control and lost in a world of receiving pleasure.” He smiled. “It’s a partnership of trust and respect—both ways, and taking you as my sub would be my ultimate goal for us but because you are new to the scene and lifestyle, I’ll need to get to know you first, to make sure we fit.”

Jay fell into Matt’s green gaze. His stomach gave a funny flip. This magnificent man wanted him. Why? Surely, this Adonis could get any man he wanted. “Just how do we do that?”

“We start hanging out together.” Matt chuckled. “Or don’t you want to be seen with me?”

“Yeah, I’d like to hang out with you.” Jay smiled. “Seems to me, from what you mentioned about Stan, most people at the gym already think I’m gay.”

“Ah-huh.” Matt brushed a kiss across his lips. “I know you’re clean … fuck, virginal, but get the tests out of the way first.” He raised a brow. “Then I guess we’ll need to draw up a schedule. If this works out between us, I’ll want to see you every spare minute. I’m a musical director for a few groups, so I work odd hours and I’m guessing, as a personal trainer, you are much the same.”

“Yeah, but the staff can handle the gym if necessary.” Jay drew a deep breath. “I’ll be able to shuffle my clients around to fit in with your schedule.” He pulled on his clothes. This seemed too easy and he sure as hell needed more information on him. “You seem to know all about me, and I know little about you, so tell me about yourself. How come a great looking guy like you wants to take the time to train a confused virgin?”

“I like that—the idea of me training a confused virgin. Oh yeah, that sounds good to me.” Matt winked. “Okay —I have two brothers. One is gay, and the other is straight. I live in a penthouse on Villiers. I’ve had six subs and the last one broke my heart. We broke up about six months ago and it has taken a while to get over him to be honest. Lately, I’ve had scenes with the house subs for mutual enjoyment but I haven’t felt a connection to anyone until today. You really turn me on because I don’t usually make it a habit of seducing men in Lance’s office.” He sighed. “I know you’ll ask how I became a Dom. Well, I joined Floggers about five years ago. Lance trained me, and the man’s like a big brother to me. He knows my fantasy is to train my own sub … to have a virgin. But, finding a virgin over twenty-one is near impossible, and at the old age of twenty-five, I don’t consider subs under twenty-one.” He let his gaze travel over Jay. “Lance knows I like my men hard and muscular with the stamina to keep up with my insatiable sex drive. That’s why he put us together—trust me there are six other Doms down there who would kill to be in my place right now.”

Jay’s cock twitched with awareness. Holy cow, the man’s words and the look of hunger in his eyes sent shivers of desire straight to his balls. “So how about starting out by having dinner with me tonight?”

“Sure … you live over the gym, don’t you?” Matt gave him a slow sexy smile. “I’ll pick you up at eight. I know a place that serves a great steak, and later, I can see how well you dance.”

Is this part of being a sub? “Dance?”

“Ah-huh because, tonight is your ‘coming out party.’” Matt nuzzled his ear. “Then you gotta get some leathers. I’ll take you shopping on our next free day because I wanna fit you personally.” He chuckled softly. “Your job is to relax and let me take charge and trust me, I’m a good Dom.”


 

Chapter Three

 

 

Waiting for Matt to show up that evening had driven Jay insane with doubt, but the moment he laid eyes on him, heat pooled in his groin. He longed for Matt to kiss him again, but the man refused to enter his apartment. He gazed up at him suddenly apprehensive. To his surprise, the man had removed his leathers, exchanging them for blue jeans and a black T-shirt worn under a denim jacket.

“If we hurry we’ll make the reservation.” Matt took his hand and pulled him toward the elevator. “Sorry I’m late. I had a phone call. You see, in my business, some people think I’m on call 24/7.”

After a delicious dinner, he followed Matt down the steps to a nightclub. Music blared out over the babble of conversation and the heavy smell of alcohol laced with hot men hit him at the front door. To his surprise, Matt had been very attentive during dinner constantly touching his hand or caressing his thigh under the table. They had exchanged schedules and made times to meet. When Matt pressed a hot kiss to Jay’s temple, the simple gesture spun him into overdrive. A rush of heated sensation curled up his thighs and his cock filled so fast his vision blurred. Dear Lord, every nerve ending tingled at the thrill of being with this sexy man.

“I’m gonna sign up at your gym on Tuesday.” Matt took his hand and linked fingers. “I want to be with you as much as possible. Can you fit me in your schedule, sweetheart?”

Jay squeezed Matt’s fingers. “Tuesday mornings at ten?”

“Fine by me.” Matt led him toward the bar. “More Pinot Noir or do you fancy something else to drink?”

Jay glanced around the dim nightclub. He drew a deep breath trying to calm his racing heart. Men gyrated together on the packed dance floor under flickering lights. Others turned to gaze at him, some winked or smiled. Uncomfortable by the attention, he turned to Matt. “I feel a little strange drinking when you’re not but I’d love a brandy.”

“I’m driving, and a glass of wine with dinner is enough for me to be honest.” Matt grinned. “I don’t like anything to affect my performance.” He turned and ordered a brandy and a glass of cola.

Standing with Matt at the bar, he experienced a variety of emotions. For the first time in his life, he understood the admiring glances from other men. Most of all, he enjoyed the protection Matt gave him. He really liked the way he pulled him into his side and glared menacingly at every man who dared open his mouth to speak to him.

“Come on—it’s time to dance.” Matt dragged him toward the dance floor. “I’m getting sick of everyone drooling over you.” He pushed Jay before him. “Fuck this never happens at Floggers, one warning and they back off.”

With his back pressed hard against Matt’s broad chest, he moved in time to Matt’s erotic moves. Wrapped in his muscular arms, the heat from his body seared through his shirt, and the man’s hard shaft ground seductively into his backside. They moved as one in a slow grind lost in the music. By the third dance, sweat trickled between his shoulder blades, his heart pounded. He slowed his steps and Matt’s large hands moved over his chest then his hot breath brushed his cheek.

“Wiggle your sweet ass, move with me like I’m fucking you. I want you.” Matt closed his teeth around Jay’s earlobe and bit down.

Speechless, Jay swayed his hips and tipped his head back on Matt’s broad shoulder. Hot bodies moved around them, each couple lost in their own delight. Jay turned in Matt’s arms to face him and twisted against the delicious man, pressing his throbbing shaft against his flat belly. He moved to the rhythm of the music and hung on his neck, meeting his sultry gaze. Oh God … I so want to kiss you.

As if reading his thoughts, Matt lowered his dark head capturing his lips in a blistering kiss. Hungry, he opened his mouth and pushed his tongue deep into the man’s cola sweet mouth. Their tongues danced, mouths slipping in mutual delight.

“I’m gonna take you home now.” Panting, Matt lifted his head. “Or I’m fucking you right here on the dance floor.”

Jay took a steadying breath. “I’m not ready.”

“Not ready to go home or not ready to trust me?” Matt raised a brow. “For sure as hell, you’re ready to have sex.” He led him from the dance floor and headed toward the stairs. “Your brain may be telling you to slow down but you have to admit your body wants me.”

“I’m just not sure about the sex—I know I can trust you.”

“Then forget about the sex because I need the trust.” Matt pulled him under one arm and strolled toward the car. “Unless you change your mind. Fuck, I’ll make it so good for you, I promise, and you’ll enjoy every second.”

 

* * *

 

Matt glanced around the spacious open-plan apartment. He watched Jay with interest. The pup had become a mess on the drive home, sending him furtive glances under those tawny eyelashes. He pushed down the desire to grab him and show him what he had been missing all these years. He had to give him a little space, because he had pushed him—a little—in Lance’s office. There could have been only two outcomes. Jay would have punched in the mouth or given him the best blowjob he had had in years. He had enjoyed the second option. Fuck, Jay’s mouth was so fucking soft. The tentative way he used his tongue, and the look of sheer pleasure in his blue eyes had given him a savage climax. He imagined having sex with this sweet innocent man would blow his fucking mind. I need to back off a little now, or I’ll lose him.

“Nice place.” He walked toward the sound system and scanned the rack of CDs. They had the same taste in music. “Can I put on a CD?”

“Sure, make yourself at home. I’ll make coffee.” Jay went into the kitchen.

Slipping a CD into the disc holder, he turned to see him leaning against the kitchen bench staring at him.

He raised a brow. “Having second thoughts?”

“No … not at all, in fact, I’m relieved.” Jay licked his lips. “I’ve never had feelings like this before. Well, it’s kind of like opening a present, I guess.” He laughed. “You know, when you get your first bike and think ‘hell this is what I’ve always wanted, but hey, what if I break my neck trying to ride it?’”

Matt’s heart gave a funny little twist. He marched into the kitchen and cupped Jay’s glowing cheeks. “Oh, babe, I promise I won’t break your neck.”

Coffee forgotten, he drew him into his arms and kissed him. He slanted his head to slide his mouth over his full tempting lips. The boy tasted of brandy. When Jay slipped his cold fingers under his shirt, he growled in approval and lifted his head. “Yeah, touch me, and grind that fine cock into me.”

He lowered his head and kissed him possessively pushing his tongue deep, branding him. His pup responded by fisting his hair in one hand while the other grasped his ass. Oh yeah, Jay was on fire. He dragged his mouth away and gazed into Jay’s steamy eyes. “Bedroom?”

“Yeah, follow me.” Jay scrubbed a hand over his face. “Fuck, look at me I’m shaking.”

He followed Jay down the hallway. To his delight, his pup had a huge bed in the spacious room. He glanced at the black sheets and bedspread. An open door led to a large bathroom with one of those super-shower cubicles, all white tile and chrome with the showerheads set in the wall. Nice. He reached into his pocket for a tube of lube and a strip of condoms and tossed them onto the small bedside table. He turned, reached for Jay and stroked his ridged back. “Relax, we’ll go real slow. How about we take a shower?”

“A shower? Do I stink?” Jay sniffed under his arms.

Matt chuckled and drew the man close. “No, you don’t stink. I want to make love to you slowly and the warm water will help you to relax. The shower is a very good place for us to get to know each other.”

“Oh … is it?” Jay glanced in the direction of the bathroom. “Okay then.” He tugged at Matt’s T-shirt. “I thought you’d want to spank me first.” He pulled the shirt over his head.

“Oh, I wanna spank you, and I will, but maybe it’s not a good thing to do for your first time.” Matt kicked off his boots, unzipped his jeans, and stepped out of them. “If you want me to be your Dom, you’ll have to give yourself to me in complete surrender then I’ll teach you how to fly.”


 

Chapter Four

 

 

Jay walked into the bathroom and turned on the shower. He wondered if Matt could hear his heart thundering. His legs trembled as he stepped under the flow and turned to face him. “This is gonna hurt bad, isn’t it?”

“Not unless the water’s too hot.” Matt grinned. “You’re not afraid of the shower are you?” He stepped into the cubicle and closed the door.

Steam billowed around them and hit the wall, enclosing them in a cocoon of condensation. Jay swallowed the lump of fear in his throat. His gaze drifted in admiration over Matt’s hard body. He met the man’s amused gaze. “I didn’t mean the shower. I was referring to the sex.”

“Oh, the sex. Well, if you’re not planning to trust me and relax, yeah it’s gonna hurt.” Matt pumped a little shower gel into his palm. “Pushing my hard cock into your tight little hole will hurt like a bitch.” He rubbed the soap in small circles across Jay’s chest. “You’ll think I’m splitting you in two, but then if you relax while I push through the tight ring of muscle, you’ll feel the heat of me deep inside and fuck that’s bliss.” He scraped his nails over Jay’s nipples, bending to sip the droplets of water from his lips. “Turn around.”

Pushing down the need to run, Jay turned around and rested his head on the cold tiles. The sound of rushing water pounded in his ears. He breathed in the familiar scent of the shower gel, and forced his muscles to relax. Matt slid his soapy hands across his hips and over his thighs. With a determined expression, Matt soaped his buttocks in long sweeping circles then slid his thumbs down the cleft in Jay’s buttocks to circle his hole. He wanted to shrink away from his intimate touch and the intense feelings shivering through him. He gasped and moved away. “I can’t do this.”

“Trust me.” Matt pushed his thumb into Jay’s tight entrance. “How does this feel? Do you like my hands on you?”

Yes. “It feels nice.”

“Am I hurting you?” Matt pumped his thumb into him in slow rhythmic delight. “You’re so tight.” He pressed kisses across his back. “I want you to surrender to me but right now just relax and let me give you pleasure.”

The glide of Matt’s wet flesh slipping against him, sent shimmers of lust coiling in his balls. His legs shook. “I’m sorry. I can’t do this. For some reason, I can’t seem to relax—not in here.”

“Hey, that’s fine.” Matt rinsed off the soap then turned off the shower. “I expected too much from you too soon.” He stepped from the cubicle, pulled a towel off the bench, and dried himself.

Shit, I’ve upset him. I’m such a coward. Jay reached for a towel and dried off in slow, deliberate strokes. His cock stood out thick and heavy, the head purple. He walked toward him and touched his cheek. “Will you kiss me again?”

Matt lifted his head, his eyes blazed with passion, and in one stride, his large hands had closed around Jay’s arms. The man propelled him backward through the bathroom door. His back hit the wall and Matt’s mouth came down in a possessive kiss. The man took, and then took some more, his agile tongue claiming his mouth. Excitement, fear, panic, and lust rolled into one desire, he wanted Matt, right here, right now. Pressed hard against the wall by a mountain of damp muscle, he moaned his approval. His cock slid seductively against Matt’s hard rod. With a feral growl, Matt broke the kiss, strode to the bedside table, reached for a condom, and suited up.

“Get on that chair, put your knees on the armrests, and place your forehead down on the back.” Matt pointed to one of his large stuffed leather chairs. “Do it.” He picked up the lube and strolled over to him. “I’m not a toy—you can’t just turn me on then walk away.” He placed the lube on the seat of the chair. “You want me. I know it. I feel it. Now get on the fucking chair.”

God, Matt looked stunning, his tanned flesh shimmering with droplets of water, his hair wet from the shower. So, this was his Dom face—not hard but determined, and with eyes smoldering pools of lust. Without a second thought, he obeyed and climbed onto the chair. Knees open, stretched wide, he shivered with anticipation. “I’m sorry … I didn’t mean to—”

“What is your fantasy? Tell me.” Matt palmed Jay’s shaft in one slick hand. “What is going on inside your head right now?”

Jay moaned and dropped his gaze to the floor. “You spanking me, and using me for your pleasure, forcing me to submit … fucking me.”

The first two slaps came close together ringing out in the room. No pain but rather a shudder of awareness echoed deep in his ass. He sighed and relaxed into the next six slaps. Yes, this is what he craved, this sensation vibrating through his entire being.

“Oh yeah. Your sweet ass is blushing like a virgin now.” Matt bent his head to lick the red handprints. “I’m so gonna taste your ass.” He opened Jay’s buttocks and warm lips brushed his hole.

Jay squirmed. “Oh! Matt—what the fuck?” He couldn’t get his mind around the intense pleasure of Matt’s mouth on his ass. When his hot, wet tongue circled, and probed deep into his hole, his sac drew up tight, and his cock begged for release. “You’re gonna make me come.”

“I just bet you want me to lick you some more first?” Matt caressed Jay’s tight balls.

Jay nodded and glanced at him over one shoulder. “Yeah, that was amazing.”

“Nah, right now I think I’m gonna fuck you ’til you scream, sweet virgin.” Matt squirted liberal amounts of lube on Jay’s ass.

Jay groaned at the heated head of Matt’s shaft against his hole. The swirling over his entrance became an insistent pressure. When Matt gripped his hips in his large hands, he turned his head to look at him. The man’s face was a mask of concentration.

“Spread your ass for me, pup. It will make it easier for you.” Matt smiled at him and squeezed his hips. “Yeah like that, good boy.”

The next moment, burning hot pain speared Jay’s hole and he tensed then hearing Matt’s hiss to relax, gulped in long breaths. To his relief, the sharp pain quickly passed into a sting. The warmth radiating from Matt’s massive cock surprised and delighted him. Then his lover gave a long feral growl and drove into him stretching him to the limit. Oh my God. His vision moved in and out of focus and he panted swaying against the pleasure pain. Matt grunted and pushed in deeper until the heat of his groin burned against his buttocks.

“Such a good boy.” Matt bent forward, and pressed wet kisses down his spine. “You took all of me.” He stroked Jay’s back. “Take a few deep breaths and get used to the feel of me inside you. Fuck, you fit me like a glove. You have some sweet ass.”

Filled to the limit with his cock full to bursting, Jay gripped the back of the chair. “I’m good.”

“Oh, you are so much more than good, pup.” Matt dug his long fingers into his hips and began to move. “So fucking tight, your ass is milking me.”

Tumbling into a rollercoaster of emotion, Jay cried out with each thrust. Nothing could describe the intensity of the slide of Matt’s cock deep inside him. Fire licked his shaft with each magnificent shove.

“Are you okay, man?” Matt slowed the pace and ran his palm over Jay’s back.

“Oh yeah, it’s incredible.” Jay turned to look at him and forced his mouth into a smile. “Don’t stop, that feels so fucking good. Ride me hard.”

“I’m so gonna get you a ball-gag. I like my subs, silent and submissive.” Matt swirled his hips. “Let’s take this up a notch.” He rocked his hips faster.

The sound of bodies slapping together filled the room. He could smell Matt’s musky scent mixed with the smell of the leather chair. His senses heightened, plunging him into erotic paradise. He shuddered, and white spots danced before his eyes. When Matt’s fingernails dug deep into his hips and his hard cock pounded into him, Jay lost control, fell into the pleasure, and spiraled into a shattering climax.

 

Sweat ran into Matt’s eyes. He slumped over Jay’s back too exhausted to stand. His heart pounded. Driving into his super tight virgin ass had been harder than climbing a fucking mountain. He grinned. His pup had made such sweet moans after the initial shock of penetration. He pressed kisses on the man’s back. “You okay?”

“Shit … there’s cum all over my chair.”

Matt chuckled and slipped from Jay’s tight ass. “So I guess I didn’t hurt you too much.”

“Oh, it hurt.” Jay climbed off the chair and ran a hand through his hair. “It hurt good.” He moved closer to him. “And I liked the spanking … Master.”

Raising a brow, Matt met his hot gaze. He drew him close and cuddled him. “If I take you to Floggers as my sub, I’ll do things to you—good things—but it’s a big step. Remember what I said, complete surrender.” He shrugged. “For now, let’s clean up and get to bed.”

“You wanna sleep with me?” Jay raised an eyebrow in question.

“Uh-huh. One fuck is never enough for me, pup, and I’m gonna keep your tight ass open all night.” He cupped Jay’s damp cheek. “Don’t plan on getting any sleep tonight, boy.”


 

Chapter Five

 

 

The following morning, Jay opened his eyes and stretched. Every muscle in his body ached. His ass tingled and his thighs cramped. He smiled, his mouth tasted of Matt. His lover had taken his ass many times during the night, and he’d had no idea men could perform so many times in a row. He rolled over and blinked. The bed beside him was empty and the sheets cold to the touch. His stomach cramped in dismay and he stared at the nightstand. Oh fucking great, he didn’t even leave a note to say goodbye. With a sigh, he sat up and threw his legs over the side of the bed. Staggering into the bathroom, he stared at his reflection in the mirror. Oh my God. Red love bites marked his chest, neck, and thighs. The sight of these small remembrances of a night of incredible passion filled his cock. He shook his head. “I’m a failure in man love as well.”

He showered and dressed. The gym opened on Sundays but he usually allowed the staff to handle any new clients. Suddenly feeling alone and vulnerable, he wondered into the kitchen to put on a fresh pot of coffee. He glanced around the room but nothing remained of Matt’s visit apart from the burn is his ass and the tingle from his bites. It was as if he had dreamed the entire affair. He fingered the mark on his neck and smiled. Well, almost nothing.

Deciding to take charge of his life and join Floggers with or without Matt, the following Monday, he attended the clinic for the blood tests. He cruised around the shops buying suitable leathers, with the thought of running into Matt again at the club, constant in the forefront of his mind. If not, Matt had mentioned many other Doms seeking a new sub. He would find someone else if Matt didn’t want him. He craved sex now. The sweet, tender memories of his first lover exhilarated him. He craved what a man could give him. For the first time in his life, he belonged, after so many years of wandering in a sexual wilderness. You are not alone. Matt’s words ran constantly through his mind. He found himself smiling at the world with a new self-awareness.

Everything had changed but the essential ingredient in his happiness was missing.

Matt.

Tuesday arrived and it didn’t really surprise him when Matt failed to come by the gym. Three days passed, and the arrangements they’d made over dinner to meet went by without any sign of him. Self-doubt and heartache soon turned to anger. Jesus … he used me. The next day, he dropped his blood tests into Floggers, and after questioning Lance, discovered Matt had gone out of town to handle urgent business. Why hadn’t the man at least called? What a fool he had been to fall for his smooth talking. He went home and kept busy trying to push Matt from his mind but his body ached for him.

The following Saturday, he went to the gym as usual and worked out his frustration on the weights. Pissed off with the world, he ignored the office girl trying to get his attention and left early slipping out the back door. She would just have to deal with any problems for one damn day. After moping around, that night, he sat staring at the wall with his mind in turmoil. Fuck sitting here like a wallflower. I’m going to Floggers and I’m gonna find myself a Dom that appreciates me.

 

* * *

 

Jay arrived at Floggers a little after ten. He made his way to the bar and allowed his gaze to travel over the VIP section. Not that he wanted to have it out with Matt—on the contrary, he understood the meaning of a one-night stand. He hadn’t been born yesterday and if Matt wanted to ignore what he’d describe as a night of mind-blowing sex, well—fine. He should thank him for awakening his sexuality and pushing him soundly down the right path. He had to admit that whatever the future brought him, he would never forget their fucking incredible night together.

Taking a position between two collared subs perched on stools, he ordered a drink, and leaned his back against the long, polished bar. Surveying the room, he drank in the heady smell of leather, beer, and man. He’d taken the time during the week to read a few books on the art of BDSM and had discovered a little more about the scene and the lifestyle. He understood the Master and slave relationship better now, and although the thought of becoming a sub excited him, it frightened him as well.

“You’re new here. Hello, I’m Damien. Welcome to Hell.” The man beside him held out his hand.

Jay took in the young man beside him. Self-confidence oozed from him and he was certainly nothing like the other small group of subs he’d passed on the way to the bar. Damien belonged to a Dom, going by the black leather studded collar hanging loosely around his neck but the black band was the only part of him to describe him a sub. How strange? He looks so dominating. He smiled and met the guy’s amused expression. “Jay … yeah, it’s my first time.” He indicated toward the VIP area. “Which one of those guys belongs to you?” He shook the man’s hand, and tipped his head toward the group of Doms in the VIP section.

“The tall, dark one with the flogger hanging from his belt—Nash Mage, belongs to me.”

“Have you been together long?” When Jay met Nash’s gaze, the man raised one perfect dark eyebrow and glared menacingly toward him. His hard expression prickled the hairs on the back of Jay’s neck and it took all his willpower to ignore the obvious threat from a man who gave him the impression he could tear him apart with his bare hands.

“About a year … you know, if you stare at a Dom, he’s gonna come over.” Damien’s lips curled into a smile. “You don’t want to upset my Dom. You see, Nash is very possessive. He’ll want to know who you are and why you’re talking to me.” He chuckled. “He gets so mad when I insist we ask another Dom to join us in a scene but I like it rough and when he’s mad he is edge play dangerous.”

Jay swallowed hard. Fuck, Lance had insisted the Doms at Floggers respected their subs. Nash Mage sounded like a sadist. He cleared his throat. “I had the impression, the Doms here were different.”

“Oh, my dear, you are vanilla.” Damien drummed red polished nails on the bar. “Every Dom has a different preference, that’s why there are house subs, darling, to cater for all tastes.” He wet his lips and leaned forward in a conspiratorial manner. “Subs have different needs too. Some of us like to curl their Doms around their little fingers. You see, the Doms think they are in charge. In the dungeon, they may well hold the whip but really, we control them. In any case, Nash loves me, so if I want edge play or another Dom in a scene, he’ll allow it although, he is one jealous hunk of delicious.”

Jay glanced back toward the VIP section and peeked at the Dom from below his lashes. Nash Mage, his face like granite, was moving toward him, and right behind him followed another man mountain. Oh, fuck. Okay … take a submissive pose. He dropped his gaze and stared into his glass of mineral water as if swirling the ice had become a new hobby.

“I wanna dance.” Nash pulled Damien toward him and squeezed the man’s butt. “Who the fuck is this boy?”

“This is Jay and it’s his first time here so be nice.” Damien molded his body against Nash and winked at Jay. “He is a vanilla pup and just ripe for the picking.”

“Are you cruising for a Dom … sweet thing?” Nash lifted Jay’s chin with the handle of his flogger.

The next moment a familiar voice broke over the music, loud and dangerous and Matt strode into view. “Back off Nash—He’s my boy.”

Jay glanced over Nash’s broad shoulder and gaped in surprise. Matt stood thumbs in the back pockets of his leather pants with a stupid grin on his face. Oh right, leave me without a word then claim I’m yours. Nice one Matt. With a snort, Jay dropped his gaze back to his drink. A wave of anger and relief hit him with the same intensity. His heart had leaped at the sight of Matt, and yet he wanted to kick the bastard in the balls for disappearing without a word.

“Well, if he’s yours get a fucking collar on him. Frank here was gonna take him down the back for a ‘let’s get acquainted scene.’” Nash took a toothpick out of his mouth and dropped it into an ashtray. He turned to Damien and his eyes flashed in anger. “Did I say you could laugh? Get your sweet ass on that dance floor and show me some moves.” He sauntered off toward the dance floor towing Damien behind him.

“Hey, leather suits you.” Matt slipped close beside Jay at the bar. “Miss me?”

“Did I miss you? Fuck!” Jay dropped his voice to a whisper. “What kind of an asshole are you? First, you act all nice when you wanted my ass then the next morning you vanished. It’s been a fucking week, Matt, and without a word from you. I’m not some star struck kid here. Did you really think I’d sit by the phone waiting for you to call?”

“So, I gather you didn’t get my messages?” Matt frowned and rubbed the back of his neck. “I left heaps of messages at the gym and I didn’t give up when you didn’t get back to me. I kept on trying. I left my number with the girl in the office, so maybe it’s you who owe me an apology?”

The nagging memory of the office girl hit him in a wave of remorse. He met Matt’s dark gaze and shook his head. “No, I didn’t get your messages. What I want to know is why the fuck didn’t you wake me before you left?”

“I tried to wake you but you were out cold. I guess I wore you out.” Matt ran an agitated hand through his hair.

Jay glared at him. “Right, so why did you leave so fucking early if you were interested in starting a relationship with me?”

“I didn’t have a choice, man. I received a call from Lance around five. He informed me, I had to catch an early flight and get my ass over to Los Angeles to re-cut tracks for an album.” Matt sighed. “FYI, as well as owning Floggers, Lance is my business manager.”

Jay shrugged. He calls this an excuse for ignoring me for a damn week. “You could have called me from the airport or any time along the way.”

“I don’t make calls to my subs in front of my business partners. It’s not a professional thing to do, Jay. People don’t understand our type of relationship and I couldn’t call later either. My work is usually in lockdown, no phones, and no disturbances.” He sighed. “We worked straight through without sleep. When we’d finished, the guys went straight into party mode and after working so long, I needed a break. We ended up getting trashed in the hotel room for two days. Jimmy … umm … one of the band, was stinking drunk and tossed my cell phone into a fish tank before I had a chance to call you. With the phone went your number, so when I finally woke up, I called the gym and left a couple of messages to say I was working. I called again today and left a message with the girl, for you to meet me here tonight.” He shrugged. “Seeing you here, I thought everything was cool with us.”

Jay glared at Matt. The excuse sounded feasible. His pulse pounded in his ears and insecurity made his stomach cramp. “I never got any messages from you—did you fuck Jimmy?”

The subs seated at the table fell silent and sat eyes wide staring, as if waiting for Matt’s reaction to his disobedient sub.

“Hell, no. Why would I want to do something like that—with him?” Matt rubbed the back of his neck and glared at the subs at the bar. He rolled his shoulders. “I can see you don’t believe me and sure as hell, don’t trust me.” He grimaced. “We’re not married and I don’t have to explain where I’ve been or what I’m fucking doing to you or anyone else.” He turned away and stared at the men moving to the music on the dance floor. “It looks like I made one hell of a mistake with you, pup.” He straightened then turned and walked away. “Shame … you are pretty and have a tight little ass.”

Gutted, Jay followed Matt’s saunter toward the dance floor. His stomach twisted at the sight of his lover dancing with another man. Oh, shit. People looked at him as if he’d suddenly grown two heads. I have to get out of here. Standing, he turned to leave and pushed his way through the crowd, heading for the foyer.

“I thought you and Matt were a match made in heaven.” Lance stepped out from his office. “He likes you a lot and told me he thought you could be ‘the one.’”

Stunned, Jay stared into Lance’s dark gaze. “Oh yeah? Really? The one, huh? Well, he walked away, not me.”

“What did he say to you?” Lance leaned against the doorframe. “Because, he walked into my office not ten minutes ago saying he missed you like crazy. In fact, he asked me to draw up a contract for you to sign.”

Jay blinked. “Contract? What damn contract? Why do I need a contract and for what?”

“Ah-huh … he didn’t explain how we do things in Floggers? We have contracts between subs and Doms for different reasons. The contracts are agreements on what a sub permits his Dom to do in a scene. Here, we respect our subs wishes and the majority of Doms here are not sadists. The moment Matt met you he wanted exclusivity. He is a good man and the agreement states, he would give you pleasure and seek nothing in return but your trust. I have never seen one like it in all my days as a Dom.” Lance shrugged. “What the fuck happened to make him change his mind about you?”

With a sigh, Jay dropped his gaze to the midnight-blue carpet. “We had a wonderful night together and hit it off fine. The next morning, I woke up, and he was gone … no note, no fucking call—nothing. Then he turns up tonight as if this is normal—Is it? Is it normal to fuck with someone’s mind like that?”

“For Matt? Nah, he isn’t into mindfucking his boys but he does vanish all the time mostly because of business. The bands he works with are pretty volatile party animals.” Lance rubbed his chin. “If you want him, his lifestyle goes with the territory but you have to trust him. Believe me, he is a one-man guy. He doesn’t play around in a relationship—not ever.” Lance narrowed his gaze. “And he wants you real bad.”

Shaking his head slowly, Jay lifted his chin. “Sure he does, that’s why he’s down there rubbing himself all over some other guy.”

“I can fix that if you want him enough to fight for him. Do you?” Lance grinned like a monkey. “Come into my office. I have a plan.”

Inside, Jay shook hands with Lance’s sub, Sol. He was a large man wearing nothing but butt floss and a gloss on his muscles. He glanced at a piece of paper Lance thrust under his nose. “What do you want me to do with this?”

“Sign it right under Jay’s signature.” Lance grinned. “I need to cover my ass.”

He raised an eyebrow in question. “What do you mean? I need you to explain. I’m new at all this remember?”

Okay. We’ll go into the VIP bar and have a drink all cozy like and make sure Matt sees us together. Then after a little while, we’ll make our way down to my dungeon.” Lance raised a brow. “I know Matt likes to use the swing so I’ll set it up for you nice and private in my dungeon.”

Jay pushed his hands into the back pockets of his pants. “Oh, man, I’ve been having dreams about being helpless in a swing.”

“So you have a fantasy, that’s good and acting out something that turns you on makes a good scene for your first.” Lance glanced at Sol. “I’ll send Sol over to Matt acting all upset because he saw you sign a contract with me.” He chuckled. “That should get his attention, and when he shows up to challenge me—and he will. I’ll get the hell out the dungeon and let nature take its course.”

Heart pounding Jay picked up the pen and signed. “I hope you know what you’re doing. Matt’s not stupid. What if he finds out he’s been set up?”

“He won’t, because everything I just said is the truth. You have signed a contract in front of my sub, which, Sol hasn’t read … have you, Sol?”

“No, Master.” The man in the butt floss dropped his gaze.

“And you are upset because I’m taking Jay down to my dungeon—is that true, boy?” Lance stared at Sol. “Because he knows you’re just the innocent type I crave too, isn’t that right, Sol?”

“Yes, Master.” Sol’s mouth curled into a smile.

“All settled? Good. Let me buy you a drink.” Lance moved around the desk. “It’s time to stir up trouble.”

With Lance’s arm draped around his shoulder, Jay stood at the VIP bar sipping a soda. The liquid cooled his throat but nothing would calm his frazzled nerves. What if this doesn’t work and Matt goes ballistic? His gaze flicked constantly to the dance floor to his lover. The man met his gaze, eyes blazing and ground his hips into the ass of the small blond man dancing with him.

“Well, we’ve certainly got his attention.” Lance leaned in to nuzzle his neck. “If looks could kill we’d both be dead.” He pulled him closer. “Finish your drink. It’s time for stage two.”

Jay followed Lance and they moved through the crowd, down the darkened hallway, and stopped at a door marked Lance’s Dungeon. He followed the big Dom inside. The glow of candles bathed the room in twilight. A shiver of apprehension shot down his spine at the heavy smell of wax, sweat, and sex in the air. He glanced around the room and his stomach clenched. Good Lord, this guy had every torture device invented. Chains hung from the ceiling and benches covered most of the floor. A large bed rested against one wall with manacles attached to the bars at each end.

Lance threw him a devilish smile, and moved around to light a few more candles, then put on some music. Mesmerized, he watched Lance wipe down a leather harness hanging from the ceiling. He pushed words out over the lump in his throat. “Is that the swing, Matt told me about?”

“Yeah.” Lance threw the used wipes into the trash. “There’s a box of condoms and tubes of lube on the bench, bring some over, and put them on the table.” He selected a flogger from a selection hanging on the wall and placed it beside the condoms. “Then take off your clothes.” He walked over to a chest of drawers, took out a plastic bag, and tossed it to Jay. “Put on this cock ring and ball-spreader for me. It’s my coming out gift.” He chuckled. “It will drive Matt insane.”

He stripped unconcerned by his nakedness then picked up the ball-spreader and glanced at Lance. The man’s gaze caressed his body in an intimate way. Aware his cheeks had heated, he swallowed hard. “How does this work?”

“Like this.” Lance took the small piece of studded leather from his hand and wrapped it around his cock and balls. “Now that looks sweet.” He took his arm and stroked his cheek in a little too familiar caress. “Come over here and let me help you into the swing.”

The door flew open and crashed into the wall. “What the fuck are you doing, Lance?” Matt slammed the door behind him and strode across the room. “You know fucking well that pup is off limits.”

“Does it look like I’m fucking him?” Lance stood legs apart, his arms folded across his chest. “I brought him down here for you and I’d planned to speak to you as soon as I had him ready. I was creating a fantasy scene for your sub.” He snorted. “Not that you deserve this sweet ass. The whole club saw you grinding against that do-me queen.”

“What fantasy?” Matt flicked his gaze over Jay. “We didn’t discuss any fantasy … did we?” He threw his arms up in the air. “Say something, for fuck’s sake, Jay. I just had Lance’s sub blubbering all over me that you had signed a contract with Lance. What gives?”

Jay cleared his throat. Fuck, he could smell Matt, his unusual aftershave mingled with clean, masculine sweat drifted across the room. “Do you remember mentioning the other day you wanted to see me spread out waiting for you on a swing? Since you told me, I haven’t stopped thinking about hanging in one helpless and waiting for you to flog me then take me hard like you did the first time. I think it’s become my fantasy too.”

Matt rolled his wide shoulders and huffed in a breath. “So if you wanted this fantasy with me, why did you sign a contract with Lance? I don’t share my boys, period. Do you know doing something like that destroys any relationship between us?”

Jay moved closer to Matt and glared at him. “Do you actually want a relationship with me, or are you really a player?” He snorted. “It sure looked like you lost interest real fast and moved on.

“You need a good flogging to show you who is the Dom here and who is the fucking sub.” Matt grabbed his arm.

“Don’t—take—another—step.” Lance shielded Jay with his body. “I saw you dump him in front of the entire club but he was willing to fight for you. He wants you, man. Can’t you see that? Jay signed a contract with you—not me. Do you honestly believe I would be so underhanded?”

Matt dashed a hand through his black hair making it stick out in all directions. “But Sol said—”

“Sol does what he is told. I sent him to you to make you jealous and because you need to see what you have here. This pup is pure gold and you know it.” Lance shrugged. “But if you don’t want Jay, well, he’ll suit me just fine.”

“I want him.” Matt ran a hand over his face. “Now get the fuck out of here so I can show him just how much I need him.”

“Sure.” Lance grinned. “I’ve wiped down the swing. Clean up before you leave and there are clean sheets on the bed. Take your time.” He left, shutting the door behind him.

 

Matt stared at his boots trying to pull his anger, frustration, and broken heart under some control. He did not intend to go down heartache road again. His attachment to Jay had been instant. Fuck, he’d yearned for the man every day and night since their time together. He’d called the gym four times and left messages. It wasn’t his fault if Jay hadn’t responded and if he couldn’t trust him now, after their endless night of passion—would he ever?

Turning, he strolled slowly to the door and slid the bolt across. He needed a little time to control the emotions making his head spin and placed both hands on the doorframe, resting his forehead on the oak paneling. Fuck, he couldn’t stop shaking with emotion. To think, he’d actually wanted to kill Lance for touching Jay and he was not only his manager but also his closest friend. This time, he would not let his cock rule his head. Damn. The sight of Jay standing naked with the sheen of sweat glistening on his muscular body, and seeing his delicious shaft restrained in that damn cock ring, had made him instantly hard. Then to hear his vanilla pup whisper the same fantasy haunting his dreams since their amazing night together had blown his mind.

His anger slid away replaced with the desire to take this delicious sub and make him his own. He gulped in air and let it out slowly through his nose. He had to set the record straight and make a few ground rules. I am a Dom, and it’s about time I fucking started acting like one.

“Jay, I behaved like a possessive fool and I’m sorry. You are so damn new to all this and I allowed my emotions to cloud my judgment.” He touched his pup’s back. “I’ll leave if you want me to and you can tear up the contract.” He drew in a deep breath. “But please … please, let’s part as friends.”

As he waited for a reply, his heart gave a twist and emotion swirled up inside him. His other sub had walked out without a word after they’d lived together for six months. Hell, he understood how Jay had suffered these past days not knowing if he would return. He must have thought I’d used him. Oh, fuck. “Do you believe I left messages for you?”

“Yeah, I do and to be honest, I was in such a shit from not hearing from you, I’ve been ignoring the office girl all week.” Jay sighed. “She did mention she had messages for me but I didn’t think they were from you. I expected you to call me on my cell phone.” He moved away. “I wish I had known because I didn’t want this to happen. Jesus, but I didn’t know what to think after such a fantastic night together—fuck, what was I supposed to think, Matt?”

Relief flooded over Matt. He turned and pulled Jay into his arms. “I’ve missed you and I did worry when you didn’t return my calls. Are we good now”—he licked a path over Jay’s ripe lips—“because you taste so fucking good and I want you so bad.”

He explored every crevice of Jay’s mouth, drinking in his pup’s cola-laced flavor. His delicious sub responded, straining against him and kissing him back with unbridled passion. He grasped his ass and the tightly bunched flesh burned hot under his palms. He moaned and ground his aching cock into his lover’s thigh. This was what he wanted, this man, this body and nothing else mattered. He needed confirmation and reluctantly dragged his mouth away. “Do you trust me? I need to know that more than anything.”

“Yes, Master. I’ve trusted you from the first day we met. You have been gentle with me and showed me the way out of the darkness. I have found what I’ve craved all my life and I feel safe with you.” Jay pushed his hands into Matt’s hair. “The swing isn’t my fantasy, Master, you are.” He pulled Matt’s head down and brushed his hot mouth across his lips. “Dominate me.”

Matt growled his approval and led him across the room to the swing. His boy was vanilla and although he wanted to scare him enough to enhance his pleasure, he still needed his trust. I will go slow and explain everything to him. “When you’re in the swing you’ll feel helpless, and vulnerable. I’ll be able to control everything you feel. Is that what you want?” He touched Jay’s cheek. “I’ll use the flogger, and if you want me to stop, all you have to say is ‘enough Master’ this is our safe word, are we clear on this?”

“Yes, I understand. Will you fuck me ’til I scream out your name?” Jay smiled. “Master.”

“Oh, you’ll scream.” He helped Jay up into the swing and arranged his legs and arms. He secured the cuffs, bringing Jay’s hands high on the chains and used a spreader pushing the man’s knees back and wide. For his pup’s first time, he used the head support to allow Jay to watch every move he made. With a groan, he took in the sight of Jay’s bunched muscles, and spread buttocks, waiting, trembling for him. “You are under my control, pup.”

Matt stalked around him to bring up the tension in the room. He pushed the swing a little and heard his gasp enjoying his immediate reaction. “When you swing like that, you’ll meet every blow from my flogger. You can’t flinch away and you will have to take each stroke, every touch of my hand or lick of my tongue. You are at my mercy now, sweet sub.” He moved to the table and picked up the flogger. “Where shall I start? Your tight sac? Mmm, they look so delicious in that ball separator. Or perhaps, I’ll start on your thighs, spread wide, just waiting for me to step between them and take your ass.”

“I—”

Matt licked his lips at the sight of Jay spread out on display. The man’s balls, split apart deliciously, had drawn up tight. “Now how about some rules, pup? You may not speak to me unless it is to use the safe word.” He chuckled. “Or, unless I ask you a direct question.” He raised the flogger. “Let us begin.”

With a flick of his wrist, Matt met each roll of the swing marking a pattern across each of Jay’s pristine buttocks. He constantly moved around him, trailing the flogger over his cock and balls, then up the man’s chest. Pausing to check his pup’s reaction, he bent to nibble on Jay’s flat nipples, tormenting, and suckling, until each small bud stood up cherry red. Hearing his boy’s moans of delight, he straightened then with slow precision, used the flogger across the back of each thigh, stopping between strikes to lick the red welts. He stepped back and gazed at Jay’s flushed face and leaking shaft. His pup had made plenty of noise but in passion, not pain.

Jay’s solid length strained against the cock ring, full and deep red. He moved between his legs, bent, and unclasped the snaps with his teeth. Nuzzling Jay’s cock, he used his mouth and tongue to taste the man. He suckled his deliciously restrained balls, hard against his tongue like ripe apricots. To his delight, Jay let out a strangled moan and bucked.

He kissed the tip of Jay’s soaking glossy cock and straightened. “I guess you are ready to come and as you’ve enjoyed my flogging, if I jerk you off now, my part of the contract is done.”

“No.” Jay glared at him. “Please.”

“Please? That’s not our safe word. Perhaps you need more of my flogger, or perhaps wax on those ruby nipples?” Matt moved to the table and picked up a new tube of lube. He broke the seal and poured a quantity on his fingers. His heart raced. I could lick you all over. You look so fucking good. “No, I won’t wax you today. Your Master is satisfied.” I just want to fuck you ’til you scream. He ran a hand over Jay’s stomach. “Tell me what you want from your Master?”

“Oh God!” Jay shot him a desperate gaze. “I so want you to fuck me, Master.”

“Are you sure, you want me to fuck you, boy?” Matt went to stand between Jay’s legs and pushed lube gently into the man’s tightly puckered hole. “You are still tight almost like a virgin again.” He sighed. “I won’t be gentle. If you want me, I’m gonna take and take and take so be very sure you want this pup.”

“Yes … Master.” Jay’s words came out in a long moan. Please, I want you to fuck me. I can’t wait another second.”

Matt strolled over to the bench and used the wipes to wash his hands. He pulled down the zipper of his pants and released his aching cock. Turning, he strolled back to Jay. It’s all the better for the waiting, pup. His sub was panting, sweat dripped from his forehead, and his tousled hair stuck to his cheeks. Without saying a word, he lowered the head support and heard Jay draw in a shuddering breath. He brushed a kiss over his crimson cheek. “Trust me. I will not let you fall. Your Master has promised to give you pleasure but first I need a little from you.”

Palming his cock, he wiped the wet slit across Jay’s lips. He moaned his appreciation when his boy opened his mouth with a groan and took him deep. Supporting Jay’s head, he rocked his hips sinking deep into his hot, wet mouth. He noticed his sub’s muscles tighten, the shiver as the man fought for control, so close to climax. He reluctantly pulled out and stepped back to secure the head support then walked back to the table and suited up. He wanted to push his pup a little closer to the edge and reached for the flogger then flicked at Jay’s ass cheeks.

The sheen of sweat on Jay’s body glistened in the candlelight. A rosy flush covered the man’s ass and the glow blushed across his cheeks. Matt positioned his boy’s body then rubbed the head of his cock against Jay’s glossy hole. “I am so gonna fuck you raw, boy.”

He gripped the swing and drove in deep with one, hot, delicious slide. His pup shuddered, cried out, and came in long white strings of cum. “Oh yeah, come for me.”

He grinned and drove into Jay’s tight ass. He used the swing’s momentum to meet each thrust. So hot, so damn tight, and his boy’s small moans of delight drove him wild. As Jay’s tightness closed around him, long tendrils of heated desire curled up his thighs. He gazed into Jay’s eyes and the passion he saw in those blue depths spiraled him out of control. He thrust harder, faster wanting to remain in paradise forever then a burst of heat poured into his balls and exploded into an earth-shattering climax. He rocked slowly, drawing out the intense emotion-charged experience for a few precious seconds longer.

The look of wonder on Jay’s face, overflowed into an emotion he thought lost to him. God help him, he’d fallen in love. He pushed out his words past the emotional lump in his throat to offer Jay comfort. “You did real, good.”

He withdrew and cleaned up before taking wipes to wash his trembling pup. After, he untied his delicious sub and held him firmly against his body, allowing him to get his balance. Emotions tumbled through him. Fuck, he wanted Jay in his life so much it hurt. After a few moments, he led him to the bed, sat down, and pulled him close. The pup trembled in his arms, a good reaction after a scene. He pressed kisses on Jay’s forehead, inhaling his unique scent. The cool down for his new sub was an important consideration, and he stroked his damp back understanding the rollercoaster ride of emotions going through him. “Did you enjoy our scene?”

“Oh yeah. You are incredible.” Jay slipped his arms around him and rested his head on his chest. “I feel kinda strange, like I should be crying. Stupid, eh?”

Matt lay down, drawing him with him. “That’s normal and I’m so damn proud of you. Giving me absolute surrender isn’t easy and I understand how strange that must feel. Do you want to discuss anything?” He cuddled him close. “Or do you want to sleep? I’m not going anywhere this time. You have my word.”

“Lance said it was time for me to live. Fuck, he wasn’t kidding.” Jay rested his head on Matt’s shoulder. “I can’t believe what just happened. It was surreal. I find it hard to understand why I enjoyed you flogging me so much, and you… Jesus, I think I’m falling crazy in love with you, man.”

Matt crushed him against his chest. “I feel the same way. What do you say we put the past behind us? I missed you this week—too fucking much. I’m not planning to leave you again. I want you in my life. I think it’s time for us to live, together.” He brushed a kiss over Jay’s lips and stared into his eyes. “What do you say?”

Jay licked his full lips and snuggled closer. “Hell yeah … Master.”
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“Please, Master.” Sweat dripped off the house sub’s chin. “Ride me to hell.”

Nash Mage gazed down at the glowing, red marks on the sub’s naked body and lifted the flogger. He brought the customized leather down in artful, even blows. How he enjoyed watching a sub squirm under his touch. He groaned. So much soft, white flesh, striped red from the thin, leather straps made him hot as hell.

Damn, he loved the sharp intake of breath the sub gave with each, satisfying thwack. The raised welts were hot against his palm; he fought the desire to lick a soothing path along each stinging cut. Blood rushed into his heavy cock, pressing it hard against his tight, leather pants. He ground his teeth and stood back to admire his work.

“Please... Fuck me, Master.” The sub lifted his glossy ass in invitation, straining against the rope tying him securely to the bench.

With a snort, he turned to the table and selected a candle. He hated nothing more than a sub who begged. A sub should keep his damn mouth shut! No way would he give the annoying little wimp the pleasure of his expert fucking. He pulled his cigarette lighter from the tight, front pocket of his pants, flipped open the top, and lit the candle. He inhaled; the smell of hot wax aroused and soothed him. After allowing the melted wax to pool around the wick, he flicked his hand to send a shower of hot wax across the sub’s red striped bottom. He chuckled and set the candle in a holder that angled over the man.

He stood back to admire his handiwork. The candle flame hovered just above the subs balls, hot wax dripping closer with each second. Without hesitation, Nash turned on his heel and left the room. He ran both hands through his long hair, the thought of offering a cool down cuddle abhorrent to him. He had turned into an asshole and didn’t give a fuck. Why the hell did I decide to pick that particular house sub? The boy was not pretty, was well used, and not nearly submissive enough. No, he required complete surrender and the true lick-my-boots-and-ass devotion only an innocent could provide. Now he had a hard-on that only a sweet, submissive mouth would relieve. At this point in time, no one came close to fitting his requirements. He walked into the bar and scanned the room. He pointed to a house sub. “Go into my dungeon and untie the asshole.”

 

* * *

 

Later that morning, Nash leaned casually against the wrought iron railing beside the entrance to The Floggers’ Club. With rising disgust, he watched the retreating back of the disgruntled sub. His hand ached from the punishment he’d inflicted. He clenched and unclenched his fingers then stared at the indentation from the flogger handle across the palm. Damn, he would have to remember to wear his gloves next time. He lifted his chin and gazed at the sub limping away in the distance. He’d offered the sub no cool down—nothing—and broken every damn rule in the book. What is wrong with me?

Lately, no one could keep his interest. He missed Damien. Fuck, his boy had left him cold, no note, and no fucking reason. Nash sucked in a freezing breath. He needed new blood. One with trusting eyes and that smooth, porcelain skin that deserved to carry his marks. Steam billowed from the drains in the gutter, in spasmodic, white clouds. It would be a white Christmas this year. The weather bureau forecast snow for the entire holidays. Nash took the toothpick from his mouth and flicked it into the road. Fuck, he needed a cigarette. Just one drag would soothe the craziness. I am losing it big time. Hell, he usually had pride in his self-control. He snorted and turned to his friend. “His nose is out of joint because I didn’t want to fuck the weasel.” He rubbed his hands together. “I hate it when they start making demands. If I’d had a smoke, I’d have ground it out on his balls.”

“Giving up smoking is a bitch.” Roger Connell pushed his hands into the pockets of his leather jacket. He stared after the sub and grimaced. “And that bitch will be telling everyone you’re an edge player.”

With a shrug, Nash stared at the gray piles of snow banked up at the curb. He lifted his chin, met Roger’s hazel eyes, and smiled. “I beat the crap out of the little do-me queen. Bitch thought he could Dominate me—fat chance.” He ran his fingers through his hair. “Maybe I am taking it to the edge. I’m looking for the same thrill I got from Damien. What I need is a sweet sub who appreciates my skills.” He sighed. “I gave that whining bastard what he asked for and more, but no way was I going to fuck him.”

“It was consensual. That house sub wasn’t an innocent and he should have expected a good flogging with your reputation.” Roger slapped him on the back. “It’s freezing out here. Come downstairs, and I’ll buy you a drink.”

At the bottom of the steps, the comforting scent of wax and leather, laced with the enticing aroma of musky, male sweat, wafted over him. The owner of the club, Lance Booker, met them at the VIP section of the polished mahogany bar. Nash shrugged out of his long, leather coat and threw it to a house sub. He met Lance’s disgruntled gaze. “I’m not banned again, am I? Not when Roger has just returned from overseas—we have some serious ass to claim.”

“Four house subs have fled in a week, Nash. At this rate, we’ll need to put ads in the newspapers for replacements.” Lance balled his fists on his hips. “I think it’s time you put a collar on your own sub.”

Nash took a toothpick from a jar on the bar and pushed it between his lips. He straightened his shoulders and glared at Lance. “Fuck, that’s worse than getting married. I’ll flog and fuck who I choose when I choose.”

“Sure,” Lance growled, turned, and strode away. Two seconds later, he was back in his face glaring at him. “But keep your hands off the subs for the auction.”

With a grin, Nash met his gaze. Lance intimidated most members of Floggers but not him or Roger. “I hope you’ve got some pretty boys this year.” He grimaced. “I’m getting bored with the ugly asses around here.”

“I put a notice up in Handcuffs and Whips two weeks ago.” Lance gave him a slow smile. “I’m looking for a new sub too. There’s a group giving us the once over tonight.” He turned to go. “Try not to spoil Christmas again this year.”

With a sigh, Nash removed the toothpick and stabbed it into the ashtray. He reached for the bottle of bourbon on the bar and poured himself a drink. He threw it back and poured another. Yeah, yeah rave on. He turned to speak to Roger. His friend was staring at a delicious sub, who was dancing slowly, obviously lost in a world of his own. He nudged his friend. “Nice but unobtainable.”

“I’m working on it.” Roger turned back to the bar. “Fresh meat at two o’clock.”

He ran his gaze over the group of four men removing their coats in the foyer. Three were definitely subs—cropped hair and wearing plenty of metal. The group moved into the bar and paused as if undecided where to go. He moved his attention over the fourth man—young, barely legal, with a slight build—just the way he liked his subs. Brown hair with gold highlights curled around a cherubic face. A long, gold earring hung from one ear. Damn, the man had big, brown eyes and long, “dominate me” lashes. Nash whistled. “It must be Christmas. My sac’s full, and I just found Santa’s little helper.”

Turning around, Nash leaned his elbows on the bar to get a better view. The group moved to a table beside the dance floor. The sweet sub wore jeans low on his hips. He snorted. To wear jeans in Floggers was almost heresy. Two buttons undone at the fly showed the top of the man’s white boxers and a flat, smooth, hairless stomach. Nice. “The young one is mine.”

The boy’s black leather vest hung open to display an expanse of honey skin pulled tight over muscle. As the newcomer moved, he caught sight of his delicious, flat, biteable nipples. He groaned and his cock ached. I’ll fuck you ’til you scream. Dear Lord, the boy had that smooth, silken, tanned skin that drove him crazy. He wore no metal, no rings, nothing but the gold sparkling in his ear. The sub glanced around furtively keeping his long lashes at half-mast. An innocent. His mouth watered. “I think I just blew in my fucking pants.”

“Oh, that’s a sweet sub.” Roger laughed. “You’ll break him in half.”

With a snort, Nash pushed away from the bar and stared intently at the young man across the room. “That’s the idea.”

To be continued….
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