
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


POSSESSION POINTE

Leigh Jarrett


Copyright Notice

This book is a work of fiction. The characters, incidences, and dialog are drawn from the author's imagination and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to actual events or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.

POSSESSION POINTE; 2nd edition Copyright © 2012-2017 by Leigh Jarrett. All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.

All trademarks are the property of the respective owners.

My publisher, Steambath Press, does not consent to any Artificial Intelligence (AI), generative AI, large language model machine learning, chatbot, or other automated analysis, generative process, or replication program to reproduce, mimic, remix, summarize, or otherwise replicate any part of this novella, via any means: Print, graphic, sculpture, multimedia, audio, or any other medium.

I support the rights of humans to control their artistic works. 

Published by Steambath Press

eBook 1st edition published August 2012

eBook 2nd edition published August 2017

ISBN: 978-1-927553-08-4



Acknowledgments

I want to take a moment and thank my creative consultant, Tammy, who puts up with all the book ideas and cover images I throw at her, my many alpha and ARC readers, and my editing queen Sue. Without you, I wouldn't have the confidence to publish the stories in my head. Writing in a bubble is not fun. You've given me the support I need.

Thank you everyone!



Author's Note

This is a Dark Romance. One of the main characters in this book was brought up in a strict, right-wing Christian home. The teachings of his childhood haunt him as he explores his life and his sexuality. During the story, one of the main characters is physically attacked because of his sexuality. It leaves him with permanent damage that affects his ability to do what he loves.

If this is not for you, please stop here.
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The hardwood floors creaked happily beneath Adam O'Neill's feet, making him feel at home. It was early. The sun had only just risen above the horizon as the mandatory pot of coffee began spitting and steaming. Its aroma drifted out from the back office, mingling with the lingering scent of sweaty young bodies. Adam set his posture and studied himself in the panel of full-length mirrors that ran from one end of the ballet studio to the other.

They were all the same. Not the mirrors. Ballet studios. Worn wooden floors, stretching out from beneath massive warehouse windows. High barre on one side of the room. Mirrors on the other. Dusty little rosin box in the corner. Check. Decrepit piano. Check. Predictable. Yes. But also comforting. Especially when you were starting off in a new city with a new ballet company. 

Adam rose up on the balls of his feet and tested the give in the floor. It sprung back nicely, tempting him to begin his warm-up before he'd downed his first ...no, make that his third cup of coffee. He might even forego his next cigarette if he became distracted enough.

"What do you think?"

"The lighting is good," Adam said, turning to face Carolyn, his new ballet mistress, and as his finances required, his new boss. He'd moved clear across the country after a closed audition had landed him the principal male role in one of the fledgling company's productions. A lofty accomplishment, except he needed to eat and have a roof over his head. Something not attainable strictly on a dancer's wage. He had arranged to teach a few classes for Carolyn to supplement his income. The first of which was due to start in a few minutes.

"Are you prepared for this first lot of students?" Carolyn asked, her eyes crinkling merrily at the corners. She could barely contain herself. "They'll definitely present you with that challenge you were so anxious to undertake."

"Not quite what I had in mind when I said it," replied Adam as he set his posture in front of the mirrors again, examining his lines. He rolled his eyes as the first of his alleged students came barreling through the doors, shoving and jostling their immense bodies against each other, before dropping their bags like weighted sacks of potatoes on the floor.

"Gentlemen!" Adam shouted as he clapped his hands together briskly. "This is a ballet studio. Not a football stadium. Kindly keep your voices down." He spun back toward the mirror, annoyed, and caught a glint of amusement in Carolyn's eye. "What?"

"Nothing." Carolyn smiled knowingly. "I think perhaps these young men will be begging their coach for a reprieve from ballet hell once you're through with them."

Adam frowned, dipping his eyebrows. "You know what they're probably thinking, don't you? That they're big football stars, and what we do here, in this studio, is for sissies." He set his shoulders, prepared. "They'll be lucky to walk out of here alive."

"Of that, I have no doubt." Carolyn patted Adam's shoulder. "I'm heading out for a smoke. Are you coming?"

"And let the hellions run free in here. I think not." Adam grinned at Carolyn, loosening up slightly. "I'm trying to cut back."

"What kind of dancer are you?" Carolyn asked as an unlit cigarette bobbled about in her mouth, immediately endearing her to Adam.

His first ballet mistress had wandered about the studio with an unlit cigarette dangling from her lips. That had been twenty-five years ago, and he hadn't looked back. Ballet was his entire life now, and he couldn't imagine doing anything else. It was his true love.

"Next you'll be telling me you're thinking about giving up coffee," Carolyn continued as she headed for the door.

"Ha!" Adam coughed. "My lifeblood ...never." He rotated his neck to relieve the stress as he watched Carolyn leave. Three more men had arrived. They were quieter than the first two, but there were supposed to be eight of them in all.

He checked the clock. Tardiness was high on his irritation list. Luckily, one more stepped through the door before Adam strode over and locked it.

Carolyn would have to come back into the building through the office door after she finished her smoke. He had certain expectations. If his students couldn't be bothered coming on time, then why should he be bothered teaching them? Respect and discipline. Cornerstones of his world that these football hooligans would have to get through their thick heads.

Adam clapped his hands, startling the six men standing idly by the windows, peering down at the street below.

Perhaps warming up might've been a better choice, gentlemen.

Even his five-year-old students knew that. He brushed off the thought. His own son would be turning five soon. Joyous, except he wouldn't be there to celebrate his only child's birthday. Too far away, and too little money.

"Gentlemen," Adam began, speaking briskly. "Bare feet please, no talking, and take your places at the barre."

A snort of laughter had Adam grinding his teeth in annoyance.

Not that kind of bar.

He withdrew his cane from behind his back and cracked it sharply across the front of the piano with stunning results. Their coach probably didn't carry one of those around. The threat of getting their little asses whipped had got their attention.

"Places please," Adam repeated and smiled demurely as the panic-stricken men figured out what a barre was and attempted to stand correctly at it.

He approached them with the optimum speed and direction to make them feel uneasy. It was a skill really. The first man jumped as he stepped up behind him. "Name please."

"Ted ... sir," the first man said.

"Lovely, Theodore. Thank you." Adam stepped up behind the next man and adjusted the spacing between the two. When the man didn't speak, Adam tapped him lightly on the ass with his cane.

"Sorry. The name's Bill ... sir."

Adam nodded and stepped forward to the next man in line but looked back over his shoulder. "Stand up straight please, William. You don't have permission to slouch because I'm not looking."

"Yes, sir—"

"Master O'Neill," Adam said as he perused the man standing barely a step in front of Bill. "While in class, you will refer to me as Master O'Neill."

He directed the current man to take a few steps forward. Why on earth people felt the need to bunch up like that, he'd never understand. Better to be independent and have the freedom to move around. Free as a bird. After two failed marriages, that was his new motto.

"What's your name, sweetheart?" he asked.

"Marc, sir ... short for Marco, not Marcus."

"Well, Marc, short for Marco, not Marcus, you need to stay well away from William here. Unless, of course, you were hoping he'd fuck you the next time you bent over."

Adam let the rush of coughs and groans of amusement go unchecked. He wasn't a complete monster. Classes with him could be fun as long as everyone remembered who was in charge.

He hadn't meant to pick on the man lighting up his gaydar, but in his world, gay men made up a large percentage of its male population, and they were used to the ribbing. Expected it to be honest. And dished it out as readily as received it. It was part of their everyday banter. The comment had slipped out as naturally as breathing.

"That's enough, boys," Adam said as he tapped the floor with his cane, striding forward to the next student. "Name please."

Once the names were gathered and everyone was evenly spaced, Adam stood back to examine his group. It was obvious these weren't players from their defensive line. They were too leanly muscled to offer any kind of forceful resistance. These were their runners and receivers. These men needed to learn how to fly gracefully and land without breaking or twisting anything.

"Turn your heads, not your bodies. Watch me, please. We're going to start in first position of the feet. Like so." Adam placed his feet and waited for the men to copy. "One hand on the barre. The other in first position of the arms."

Lord help me. They've all got two left everything.

"Quickly please, gentlemen. If this is all we get done today, I'll have to take a Valium to soothe my nerves."

Walking down the line, Adam checked the positioning and posture of each man. Making slight adjustments as a means to exert his authority rather than correct, although they were responding well and making an effort to hold the corrections he'd made.

"Your hand should be resting lightly on the barre. I don't want to see anyone gripping it like their dick on a lonely Saturday night."

This statement brought on a round of snorting that had Adam smiling. He might actually have fun teaching these guys. They were boorish, but then, who was he kidding, so was he. One of the many reasons both his wives had left him. That and the smoking, drinking, and general fucking around behind their backs. Those days were behind him. As long as he remained single, he felt no inclination to smoke, drink, and fuck around. Well, maybe smoke, but that was it. For some reason, having a woman tied around his neck made him crazy. Drove him to do stupid things. He was better off alone. At least that's what he kept telling himself.

"We are going to start with plies in first position. Which in layman's terms means you are going to bend your knees, without sticking your ass out, and you're going to keep your knees nicely placed over your toes." Adam's eyes narrowed. Young Theodore appeared to be balking at the idea of doing plies. "The reason we do this exercise is to strengthen the muscles we require to keep our knees nicely placed over our toes at all times."

Ted exhaled sharply as he turned away from the barre. "Why? Why the fuck should I care about that?"

"Firstly, because, I swear to God ... if you ever speak to me like that again, I will cane you. And secondly, because doing so will reduce the chance of you fucking up your knees and ankles next time you receive a pass that might do just that."

"Coach already explained all this, Ted," Bill said, peering over his shoulder, not wanting to mess up what he'd achieved by turning around fully. "Flexibility, core strength ... agility. It's all good stuff."

Marc grunted and exhaled heavily through his nose.

"Did you have something to add, Marco not Marcus?" Adam asked as he stepped in to adjust Marc's posture. He tucked the cane under his arm, running one hand up Marc's chest to encourage him to straighten up, and the other hand down his back, pressing Marc's ass back under his hips.

"You need to keep your ass tucked under," he said. "If you keep tipping your hips back like that, people are going to talk."

And so they should with an ass like that.

Stepping back, Adam looked at Marc, who was blushing furiously.

Christ. I said that aloud, didn't I? Typical. Absolutely fucking typical. Would you like to embarrass yourself on the very first day of work, Adam? Yes, sir. Yes, please, sir.

"Center floor, gentlemen. No talking."

Marc fussed about with his bag as the other men gathered up their stuff and headed out the door. He watched them leave but showed no inclination to follow them.

"Did you wish to speak with me, Marc?" Adam asked. His back was turned to the room, but he'd caught Marc watching him in the mirror. He had been attempting to begin his own center floor warm-up, but Marc's roving eyes were distracting him.

He looked at himself in the mirror. There was nothing extraordinary about him. His body was developed as a dancer's should be, and his hair and eyes were an unremarkable brown. He'd often been told he was boy pretty. What that meant, he wasn't sure, but over the years, he'd received his share of attention from the gay men he worked with, and he'd soon learned how to handle them.

He directed his gaze at Marc's reflection in the mirror. Better to get it over with now. Otherwise the obvious attraction Marc felt for him might flourish unchecked.

"Marc," Adam began. "I'd like to apologize for calling you out in front of the class today. Twice, no less, but after my first remark amused rather than surprised your teammates, I assumed they already knew." He turned to face Marc and tilted his head. "Again, I apologize. I shouldn't have done that. I didn't mean to make you feel uncomfortable."

"No, it's fine," Marc said. "You're right ... they know. They harass me all the time."

Adam tucked his arms across his chest. A stance unfamiliar to him, but Marc's steady, hungry gaze was making his gut twinge. He pinched his face up, uneasy. "Was there something else?"

"We were wondering if you wanted to come to breakfast with us."

"Oh—"

"The guys all thought it would be a good idea," Marc continued. "Maybe you wouldn't bust our balls so bad next week."

"That's unlikely to be the case," Adam replied, amused. "I suppose breakfast would be all right though." He hadn't eaten anything that morning. Not an unusual practice for him, but agreeing to head out for breakfast with people who were practically strangers was extremely rare. He'd already been in the city for over a week. Perhaps it was time to start making some friends.

But football players?

Sure, what the hell. Hot football players could be his thing.

Adam's face flushed.

Fucking hell. I said that aloud too.

"I'm sorry," Adam said as he tried to regain his composure. "Sometimes my mind and my mouth have a miscommunication problem. My mouth doesn't always know when to keep quiet."

Marc shrugged his shoulders. "No problem. At least I'll know what you're thinking." He paused, eyebrows raised. "What should we call you now that class is over? Master O'Neill seems too formal for breakfast."

"Adam. Outside the studio, my name's Adam."

"Nice to meet you, Adam." Marc looked over toward the door. "We should go. The guys will be waiting for us downstairs."

"Let me slip on some street clothes."

Predictably, his sweatpants were at the bottom of his bag, forcing him to dig for them. While doing so, a handful of brightly colored jockstraps landed on the floor.

Damn, I hope Marc didn't see those.

He peered over his shoulder and smiled with embarrassment. Marc was still watching his every move. His mouth had lifted into a cocky half-smile.

Great. He could almost see the assumption wheels spinning in Marc's mind.

Finding the worn gray sweats, Adam pulled them on over his tight black leggings. He was glad to get them on. And not just because it was cold outside. Marc's attention had wandered over the lower part of his body more times than he was comfortable with.

Adam turned to face the mirror, preferring not to make direct eye contact with Marc. Despite the discomfort of being visually devoured, Marc's attention wasn't as unwelcome as he would have preferred it to be.

"Marc, before we go, I think I should explain to you why I joined ballet in the first place."

"Sure." Following Adam's direction, Marc took a seat on the piano bench. "Although I would assume, it's because you like dancing."

"That came later. When I was nine years old, my mother took me to my first ballet. I was in awe of the principal male danseur, and not for the reason you're currently assuming."

Adam smiled, remembering. "There he was ... dressed in his elegant costume, strong and confident at the center of the stage, girls spinning delicately around him, fawning over him, and desiring his attention." He sighed for emphasis. "To a nine-year-old boy, it was pretty powerful stuff. The thought of having all those girls dancing around me, desiring my attention, and my being required to lift them into the air, permitted to run my hands over their thinly clothed bodies ... it was like discovering the keys to a candy store."

"Damn, I'm sorry. I just assumed you were interested in guys." Marc wrinkled his brow. "The stuff you said to me at the barre ..."

Adam waved his hand dismissively. "Habit. Just ignore me."

Marc laughed softly, seemingly resigned but unconvinced. "When I was twelve years old, my mom took me to a college football game. I became fixated on the quarterback receiving the ball from the center. The thought of running the back of my hand down a guy's ass crease to receive the ball was my inspiration for becoming a football player." He leaned back against the piano keys and jumped when they sounded off. "How did your dream work out?"

"For the most part, the girls all thought I was gay. So they didn't come anywhere near me, except to be my friend. I had my own troupe of fag-hags following me around before I was twelve." Adam grinned as Marc creased up laughing. "As soon as I was old enough, I had to do some serious fucking around to change their minds. Judging by the results though, I may have overdone it. What about you? Any willing ass creases in your career choice?"

"God, no," Marc replied emphatically. "The very idea of imagining my teammates in that light turns my stomach."

"So, lesson learned," said Adam. "Do not determine your life's work on the advice of your dick. They should teach that in school."
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