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Part One







The blistering summer’s day as it slunk into evening became even more sultry with thunderclouds looming, the air thick and cloying. Michael Brock loved these kinds of nights.

It meant business.

His club, Badda-Bings, was the biggest and best gay gentleman’s club in the city as far as he was concerned, and tonight it was filled to capacity with patrons to prove it. To see all those bodies pressed together, sweating, seduction in the air as the drinks flowed, private lounges full of men doing what they desired with each other, was something to behold. Gave Michael the chills, it did.

The chill of cold, hard cash flowing into the club’s coffers.

Cha-ching! Cha-ching!

To get inside Badda-Bings on a night like tonight was a practical impossibility. Only those men Michael fancied the look of stood a chance. And even though the queue was long as a result, snaking around the corner of the building, it didn’t mean anything for the hopefuls outside.

Michael was very selective.

He had a reputation to uphold as the owner of the place, after all.

“That one, Larry—three away from where you’re standing,” Michael said through their communications setup to one of his bouncers while looking at the security camera’s feed. “The tall boy with the cute smile and intelligent eyes; I’ve not seen him before.”

“Him?” Larry answered, pointing immediately to the young man Michael had picked out from the rest of the hopefuls in line.

Michael smiled. Larry sure did his job brilliantly, and knowing Michael’s tastes was as important to the job as the job itself, that’s for sure.

“Yes him, Larry. Check his ID. If he’s good, you can let him in.”

“Right ya are, boss.” Larry approached the young man in question. “What’s ya name, buddy?” he asked, gesturing for ID at the same time.

It was handed over after a wallet was retrieved from a back pocket.

“Tachibana,” the young man said softly. “My name’s Tachibana Kushano—as my driver’s license will no doubt tell you.”

“Hey, just doin’ my job. No need to get smart, buddy.”

“Sorry.” Tachibana lowered his gaze; Michael thought that was cute. “I didn’t mean any disrespect.”

Larry pressed his lips together, but brightened. “None taken.” He handed back the ID, smiling knowingly. As he did so, Tachibana said, “I would like to see Michael Brock, if he’s available, please.”

Michael, perched within his private domain where he observed his thriving kingdom, sat up in his chair, intrigued. “Ask him why, Larry.”

Larry immediately asked Tachibana, “And why do ya want to speak to Michael?”

Tachibana shrugged, his gaze turning distant. “I want to take part in The Interview.”

Michael gasped.

Larry did too.

It was like a moment when the universe stopped, time and all.

“How does he know about that?” Michael managed, still taken aback, pleasantly so, he admitted. “Ask him how he knows, Larry. Ask him.”

Larry did so.

Tachibana’s reply was even more surprising. “I want my ass filled with as much cum as I can get from as many guys as possible—my boyfriend’s into felching. He likes sucking it outta me once I’ve been wrecked. And I heard Michael was the man to speak to so that can happen.”

Michael could only blink at the monitors. Larry was just as dumfounded. Because not even the regular bottom boys who frequented the club in herds over the weekends, thirsty as hell and gagging on as much cock as they could get their mouths and asses around after being bought a few drinks, were that forward.

And none of them, especially complete unknowns like Tachibana, guys Michael had never seen before either, had even heard of The Interview. And he didn’t know Tachibana Kushano from a bar of soap.

The Interview wasn’t exactly something Michael spread around for the gossiping crowds to get excited about, mostly because The Interview was a private and exclusive event.

So, how had Tachibana heard of it?

Normally, Michael only selected an experienced young man to participate in one of his gangbang events from those he knew personally. He was very, very selective about it. Because aside from being responsible for the bottom boy’s safety, Michael had to know whether or not the guy could take it, the intensity that wasn’t only about his physical state but his mental one, as well.

That’s why Michael was extremely cautious—gangbangs could go wrong in a heartbeat. The result of which wouldn’t be pretty if the bottom boy was pushed too far, sometimes causing a lot more than physical injuries.

He’d seen it plenty of times.

Not in his club, though.

But yeah, broken boys who weren’t ready weren’t a pretty sight. And Michael didn’t want that to happen in his club. Not ever—the cost to his reputation could be devastating; not to mention the inevitable insurance payout that’d have to be settled out of court.

But something piqued his curiosity about the young man who’d asked for him personally, his confidence most of all. “Send him up to my office, Larry.”

“Yeah, sure thing, boss.”

Michael wanted…no, needed to talk to Tachibana before he made any decision.




• • •




My wrists still kinda hurt from yesterday, Tachibana thought, rubbing them while he was escorted towards Michael’s office by one of the club’s security men—a big man with pecs the size of mountains along with everything else about him. He even had a military-style buzz cut to complete the menacing look.

As anyone would, Tachibana walked in his shadow.

And as he was taken beyond the public areas, into the bowels of the club as it were, muffled dance music thumping through the walls, vibrating them, he realized he wasn’t all that pleased about how he got to see Michael Brock so easily.

Now that it was happening, was this what Tachibana wanted?

Although, he didn’t like how he had to lie about his boyfriend being into felching to get him this far, Riyu wouldn’t do that sort of thing to him. Nope. Tachibana only served Riyu; only lived to please him.

And that was fine, because Tachibana was more than satisfied; he was dominated so completely by his boyfriend. It’s how they worked together. Always had because they had an understanding which meant Riyu could ask anything of Tachibana, so long as he was loved afterwards.

They approached a door.

Tachibana sucked in a deep breath. He had to go on. Riyu wouldn’t like him going back home without him having done as he’d been ordered.

I’ve got no choice. He smiled to himself. But that’s a good thing because Riyu makes them for me, and that’s something that makes our relationship so special. I love him so much.

“Stay here,” the mountain of a man said sternly. “I’ll go in first, then come get’cha. ’Kay?”

“Okay.”

As the guard entered Michael Brock’s office, Tachibana thought about how it didn’t matter how he felt. If Riyu wants me to get my ass wrecked by other men as punishment after I’d been lax in my duties around the house, then that’s what I’ll do.

As such, Tachibana wouldn’t disappoint Riyu again.

Besides, he was utterly and completely Riyu’s anyways, to be used as his boyfriend saw fit. Tachibana wouldn’t hesitate to do anything for Riyu either, even if that meant to his very last breath.




• • •




Michael reclined in his chair, leather creaking, fingers knitted in front of him, and putting on his best commanding look as would be expected of a man in his position.

Larry was bringing Tachibana to him, efficient and without fuss as always; he’d watched their journey on the monitor. The young man intrigued Michael. How could he not?

To his concern or perhaps it was his imagination, Michael swore he saw Tachibana rubbing his wrists. What was that all about? Was he nervous? If so…then maybe he wasn’t ready for The Interview.

Or was it something else?

Michael dismissed that thought for a moment, pressing the intercom to gain the attention of his PA.

As Michael expected of all his staff, efficiency and politeness above all else, the response was immediate. “How can I help you, sir?”

“David, can you have the interviewers ready to go in my private room, please? Get Kaleb, Clem, Adam, and Rory for this one, alright.”

“Yes, sir. Right away, sir.”

As soon as Michael clicked off the intercom’s outgoing button, Larry knocked on the door, his timing impeccable. “Enter.”

The imposing mountain that was Larry loomed in the doorway, blocking it. With a crooked and knowing smile, he announced, “Tachibana Kushano to see ya, boss.”

“Excellent.” Michael sat up, realising he couldn’t help himself. “Show him in, Larry, won’t you?”

“Yeah, boss.” Larry moved aside, gesturing for Tachibana to enter with his thick, meaty hand and sausage fingers.

What was revealed behind Larry was even more stunning than what Michael had spied through the security camera’s feed. Tachibana was, and to put no finer point on it, a breath of fresh air: cool and crisp and beautiful.

Michael had to do his darndest to suppress his instant admiration.

But he also had to remain professional.

Larry left.

It was now Tachibana and Michael. Alone. Suddenly, and he didn’t fully understand why, he found the air closing in around him. He shrugged it off. If there was one thing Michael never did, it was to develop any feelings towards anyone else, handsome or otherwise.

He’d been burnt too many times, by both men and women.

Clearing his throat, Michael said, “Please take a seat on the couch over there, Tachibana. And just so you know, before we proceed, I’ll need to know a few things about you. Alright?”

“Sure.” Tachibana nodded.

As the young man sat, thunder rumbled above the muffled din of the music from the club. There would be a storm tonight. A sign perhaps? Once more, Michael dismissed his thoughts. He had no time to think of such things.

He had questions to ask—The Interview already begun.

“Tell me a little bit about yourself, Tachibana.”

Tachibana rubbed his chin in thought, looking up. “I’m twenty-one years old, I work in a lawyer’s office as a clerk, and I like to read manga—oh, and I also love my boyfriend, Riyu.”

Michael sat up even more. “And I know you’ve said it earlier outside when Larry asked you, but Riyu is okay with you doing this?”

“He is.” A pause; a flash of something flicked across Tachibana’s thoughtful and cute expression, one of his legs jiggling nervously, before he added cautiously, “He wants me to be fucked by as many guys as will have me, because it really turns him on knowing that I have been.”

“And how do you feel about it?” Michael stood, moving closer to Tachibana, feeling the boy’s intoxicating presence even more than before, like something undefinable radiated from him. He simply took Michael’s breath away, breath he didn’t know needed taking.

“I want it too…of course.”

“I see.”

Tachibana then offered a quivering smile as Michael sat next to him. Sure, he looked really nervous now, all boys in this situation were no matter how much they desired the thought of being gangbanged—or believed they desired it. Such a reaction was normal. In fact, Michael would worry more if Tachibana wasn’t nervous.

“I’ve prepared myself,” Tachibana added, looking at Michael with his green-colored wonders that were his glistening intelligence-filled eyes. “And I’ll do my best to please the men you’ve organized for me, I promise.”

Michael only offered, “And what makes you think I’ve organized anything?”

Tachibana was taken aback, but if Michael wasn’t mistaken, looked worried too. “Please, I need this to happen.”

“Then tell me why you’re rubbing your wrists. You’re doing it now, in fact.”

Once more, surprise filled the young man’s expression. “Oh, it’s nothing.” Tachibana seemed to blush as well, like it embarrassed him that Michael had observed such a thing. “Riyu just got a bit too enthusiastic last night in bed after he tied me up.”

“Ah, you’re into kink too, are you?”

Tachibana averted his eyes. “He is.”

“And you?”

Without looking up, Tachibana said, “I’m into whatever he wants me to be into.”

“Like being gangbanged, for example?”

“Yes, like being gangbanged.” Tachibana then looked up again, his expression clear of anything he’d worn earlier. “I’m Riyu’s submissive, so I do as I’m told. Nothing wrong with that, is there?”

Michael snorted a laugh. “You’re not talking to a career counsellor here—I own a club where anything goes. I’ve seen it all. Heck, I offer it all too. So no, there’s nothing wrong with that.” He studied Tachibana’s reaction. None came. He therefore added, “So long as it’s done right, though. With mutual consent, respect, and understanding, I mean.”

Maybe that’d cause the young man to lower his guard for a moment. Reveal something, anything, which would cause Michael pause. To halt proceedings.

Michael’s added words didn’t give him the desired result.

Tachibana only jiggled his leg even more, an action done with even more wrist rubbing. There wasn’t the whole truth being told here, Michael sensed it. Because of that, in the depths of his insides, a dark feeling, like a specter manifesting itself, came into being.

And even if Tachibana answered every question, to Michael it wasn’t what was said, but what wasn’t. He couldn’t explain it. Perhaps he didn’t want to. But it did worry him.

More than it should, really.

He then had to ask, “I need to know how you found out about me and what I do.”

Tachibana shrugged. “Riyu told me about you and what you can offer here. I don’t know how he knows, so don’t ask, please.”
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