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The day was chilly, but the sun still shone down on him as he rode his 2004 Harley-Davidson Road King through the streets of St. Martin headed for the BDSM bar called Manacle. He knew he was nuts to still be riding it, but Sidney Haxby was about to say goodbye to his beloved bike, his father, and the U.S. to head back home to London.

After leaving over a nasty breakup, he’d run to the States to lick his wounds and see if there was something more to offer him in another country. 

There wasn’t.

More meaningless affairs, more one-night romps. No true feelings or control. The Dom Sidney craved was not to be found. Maybe he didn’t exist. 

As he pulled in, he felt his heart tugging. Sidney hadn’t spent as much time with his father as he’d wanted over the few months. Traveling around from state to state in his search had left little time for it. In fact, over the years, that seemed to be the case. 

When Kaitlin Haxby, Sidney’s mother, was in the States for college, she met and fell in love with a woman who she thought would be her life partner. Linden Mooney had been her best friend at that time and consented to become the sperm donor for the lesbian couple so they could have a child. Four months into the pregnancy, however, Charlene left suddenly, having found someone else. Kaitlin was beside herself, so she ran back home to London. 

Lin wanted to be a part of his child’s life and though it had been difficult, had maintained a relationship with Sidney. Neither had had as much time as they wanted with one another on this trip, but Sidney couldn’t stay. Being in an entirely different country made it all the more glaring he’d never find the Dom he wanted.

Lin was behind the bar, as usual. He was a badass Dom who didn’t know his son was a sub. Master Mooney thought his son was a Dominant, like himself, and Sidney didn’t have the heart to tell him he was wrong. “Pops!”

The gray eyes of Lin’s that Sidney had inherited lit like a city at night. “Sid! Good to see you!” He came around the bar and hugged his big son tight. “How was your trip?”

He’d inherited more than his father’s eyes. He was tall, like Lin, between six-foot, three and four inches, and muscled, like his father, though that was through hard work. He’d gotten the dark, nearly black hair from Lin as well, though Lin preferred keeping himself shaved. 

His face, however, was a mix of both parents. His father’s eyes, his mother’s small, slightly upturned nose, and his beauty was all Kaitlin. Masculine, to be sure, but her more delicate features came through that easily. 

So badly, Sidney wanted to tell his father everything, have the older, wiser man tell him it would be okay, that someday he would find the guy he wanted. Instead, he told Lin, in his slight British accent, “It was fine. I need to head home, though, before my savings are completely shed.”

Looking disappointed, he said, “That’s too bad. Why don’t you stay a few more days? I can take some time off and we can spend it together.”

That sounded so good, but Lin’s house was always overrun with subs clambering to be the next one in Lin’s chains. “Pops, last time I stayed with you I got little sleep.” This was embarrassing for him to admit, but as his face heated, Sidney finished, “Your playroom isn’t soundproof.” His father smiled, bit his lip, and blushed.

Before Lin could comment, a sub Sidney had met a couple of times bounced over to them and the first thing Sidney noticed was that the purple Mohawk he usually sported was green. His name was Dayton Binx, but everyone called him Binx. “Sidney, Lin, I swear I wasn’t trying to overhear, but I did anyway.”

Sidney barely heard him, though, because a man had come out of the back that intrigued the hell out of him. Master Brandon Love, the manager of Manacle. The man was a couple inches shorter than Sidney and was about as big around as one of Sidney’s muscled thighs. However, the power he radiated took up the entire space around all of them. From the first time Sidney had seen him, a feeling like nothing he’d experienced before ripped through him like a million electrified razor blades and the feeling happened again each time Brandon was close.

He didn’t look like the typical Doms that came into Manacle. He wore Buddy Holly style glasses and button-down pastel shirts, but Sidney felt that those were not the only uncommon things about the man.

“Son? Did you hear him?”

Coming out of his thoughts, Sidney looked at his father. “Pardon me?”

Lin smiled and shook his head. “Binx was telling you about a house.”

“So sorry! I was thinking of something.”

Motioning to a bar stool, Lin and Binx sat at the bar and Sidney sat between them. Lin ordered for them, “Master Love, would you be so kind as to bring us all coffee?”

Never taking his eyes from Sidney’s, making the submissive man urgently need to cast his gaze down, Brandon said, “Of course, Master Mooney.”

Finally breaking the eye contact, Brandon turned to leave and suddenly Sidney felt like he could breathe. “Now what’s all this?”

Binx told him, “Well, you know Jack Colton? He’s a Dom that comes in sometimes with his sub, Rebel Marino. Well, Rebel owns a house he rents out and it just became available. My Doms and I found our own house closer to town so my Sir could make it to the clinic faster. He’s the primary doctor there and they really need him. Though Max is a great doctor too, of course...”

Lin rolled his eyes. “Get to the point, Binxie.”

“Sorry, Sir! Um... oh yeah! Okay, so since it’s up for rent it would be a good place for you to hang for a while and then Lin could go up there and you could have some quality time. It’s beautiful in Apishipa Creek, even in the winter.”

Sidney had been there a few times and agreed the town was lovely. It was tucked up into the mountains west of the foothills, surrounded by tall pine and quaking aspen. He thought it would be a wonderful retreat. “I couldn’t stay long, though.”

Binx waved off his concern. “Rebel is in no hurry to rent it. It’s fully furnished, and he keeps the electricity on so the heater works and all you have to do is go into the basement to turn on the water and make sure it’s off and the pipes emptied when you leave.”

It would be perfect. He could take some much-needed time away from people and the cities he’d been frequenting. The solitude would be welcome and so would having his father come to visit. “I’d like that, really.”

Master Love came back out with the coffee in big mugs, the steaming liquid scenting the air. He barely noticed, though. All he saw was Brandon’s hazel eyes piercing through those silly glasses into his, and all he felt was his body responding, chills down his back and heat over his chest. 

“Thank you, Master Love,” he said low and got a nod for it. 

Lin huffed as Brandon left, breaking the hypnotic spell he’d had on Sidney. “He needs to have more fucking respect being that you are a Master too, or whatever you call it in England.”

Sidney noticed that Binx broke out into a smile and turned his face so Lin wouldn’t see it. He’d told Travis Walton, the owner of manacle, that he was a sub, so maybe Travis could help him figure out how to tell his father. Travis was a good friend to Lin, having bought the bar from him after Lin’s heart surgery a year before, but he’d had no advice. Travis and his own father had recently gone through a severe parting of the ways, and not just because Travis’s father, Conway Walton, didn’t approve of his son’s sexuality. He’d been a conspirator in a bombing in Apishipa Creek and later tried to kill Travis’s boyfriend and sub, Lonnie Lane. 

It seemed that Sidney’s secret about being a sub had gone a bit past the ears of Travis.

“Don’t worry about it, Pops.”

Lin grumbled a bit. Binx said, “Listen, let me call Rebel and set it up. It would be great having you around. Plus, we could get Lin out of the club once in a while!”

Sidney noticed his father was trying to be gruff with the green-haired sub, but loving the idea, he smiled instead. “Do it, Binxie. I won’t let my son have time to change his mind.”

In a short time Binx called Rebel and set up a month of Sidney’s stay, Lin offering to pay for the rent himself before Sidney could argue. The younger sub and older Dom took over the plans for him, and it was nice for a change. Not that he could have contributed much anyway. The Dom behind the bar again mesmerized him. Shit, Dom didn’t seem to cover what Brandon Love was. It was too small a word. He encompassed the space like he was a cloud of dark smoke, choking out the air and sounds. 

Lin clapped him on the back. “It’s settled. Ride to my house and park in the garage, get in my pickup and head to Apishipa Creek. I’ll see you up there in a couple of days and bring up a bunch of supplies, so you don’t have to come back to the city.”

“Alright, Pops. I’ll see you then.”

The last thing he saw as he was leaving the club was Brandon staring at him over his glasses. It riveted him to his bones, but once again he shook it off. There was no way he could be with a Dom from St. Martin. Not with his father there. 

After exchanging his bike for his dad’s Toyota pickup, he stopped at the grocery store to pick a few things up to tide him over, headed up into the mountains and was immediately taken away from his worries.

The trees were thick on the sides of the road once he passed the manmade lake outside of St. Martin. The air seemed to shine, vividly clear, and the sky was so blue where it shone through above the white peaks that a peace fell over him just looking at it. 

The couple of times he traveled to Apishipa Creek, he’d thought it was beautiful, of course, but this time he appreciated that beauty more than ever. It was somehow welcoming, and right then he needed to be welcomed. Feeling like some outcast, a lone man making his way through the world, was disheartening to say the least.

The directions Binx had given him were spot on and he made it to the house as another truck pulled in behind him. As he got out, he saw a man he’d seen a few times before, Rebel Marino. He was sub to Apishipa Creek’s sheriff, Jack Colton.

“Sidney! Good to see you again.”

He was a good looking man, Rebel. From what he’d heard, Rebel also rode a motorcycle. “How are you?”

Rebel smiled and held up his hands, showing grease stains. “Busy and making money. Very good things! I was glad Binx called me about you taking the house for a while. Listen, no rush, no hurry, you take it for as long as you need. Lin wanted to pay, but I don’t need the money so much as I like to have someone in it. I worry about vandals and the weather beating it up if it’s empty.”

“Well, then, I’m your man. I will take proper care of it, I promise you.”

Rebel grinned widely. “That accent, man. Damn.”

Actually, Sidney hated it. At least when he was in the States. It made him stand out more than his 6’4” muscled body did. “I’d tell you to sod off if I knew you better,” he said, smiling. 

“Yeah, well, we’ll just have to change that. Why don’t you come for dinner sometime this week? We could have Lin up, and maybe Travis and Lonnie. I’m sure Binx and his Doms would love to come, too. Give you an Apishipa welcome?”

As nice as that sounded, he’d much rather be alone, but it would be rude to decline, especially after Rebel’s generosity letting him stay in his house for free. “I’d like that. I’ll call you if you leave your number. Well, I suppose you will need to, anyway. In case I need to speak with you about the house.”

Rebel said, “Yeah, no problem. Let’s go in before we freeze. I’ll show you around and get the water turned on. Just let the faucets run a little at night and that will keep the pipes from freezing.”

After he got a tour of the small ranch-style house, he and Rebel talked for a long time about motorcycles as he put his few groceries and dry goods away. Once Rebel left, though, the silence surrounded him, threatening to suffocate him. 

He sat in the comfortable living room chair and gazed around at the eclectic decor of rock-and-roll posters, colorful tapestries, and black velvet paintings, thinking about what he wanted to do next. There was no way he wanted to run home to London and Lionel. For two years, he’d given everything to the man, suppressing his need of submission. Lionel hadn’t understood the BDSM lifestyle and often chided him for his longing for it. All Sidney had wanted to do since he’d been young was to find a man he could serve and give himself to. Lionel thought it was insane and wanted him to speak to a psychologist about it. Sidney hadn’t, of course. 

Sidney had been a small boy, weak, stick thin, picked on by the bigger boys. Most boys would hate it, but the more he was pushed around and degraded, the harder his young dick would become. His first sexual experience had been with an older boy who’d made him suck his cock in the boy’s room in school daily. There were no kisses or loving feeling, just serving that boy’s cock every day. He’d come in his pants from having a cock forced down his throat and he was hooked.

Then when he was sixteen, his mother pushed him to go outside and get fresh air and exercise. He’d started to get an appetite, filling out and growing strong. He’d fallen in love with physical activity and graduated with a degree in sports medicine. Still, his size couldn’t take that instinct inside of him to lower his eyes and be submissive. When he stopped fighting it, he embraced the need and that had been the moment his hunt for a Master had begun.

There were a few he’d been with over the years. Some had come close to giving him what he needed, but men who wanted a full-time slave were rare. He didn’t want the weekend scenes and occasionally playtime. He wanted to live at the feet of a man who could take him to places he had only dreamed of. Now that he was 31, he was starting to think he would never find that man.

oooOooo

Binx drove to the sheriff's station as soon as he got back into town and rushed to Deputy Lonnie Lane’s desk. “I have news!”

Lonnie sat back in his chair and smirked. “Sidney Haxby is renting Rebel’s house.”

Binx was deflated for only a second. “Rebel told you?”

Lonnie had his long black hair back in a ponytail like he always did at work but brought it around to twist in his fingers. “Yeah. What, do you want to go stare at him?”

Binx sat on the corner of Lonnie’s desk, shushing him so the receptionist and town gossip, Patsy, wouldn’t hear. “Not so loud! If Nathan or Pappy found out, I’d get denied for a month.”

“Again, you mean.”

Binx’s partners and Doms, Dr. Nathan Lee and Rev. Mark (Pappy) Rafferty, knew that their beloved sub could take any punishment they laid out for him except for denial of orgasm. When they were punishing him for real and not just for fun, it was their go to. “Yeah, again! I just got off that a week ago.”

“Well, stop fucking up!” Lonnie had little room to talk. His Dom, Travis, was just as strict with him. More so since their breakup the summer before when Lonnie had blatantly disobeyed. “He is gorgeous. That dark wavy hair and those eyes... shit! Anyway, how long is he gonna stay? Rebel didn’t know.”

“Beats me. I hope for a long time. He’s really nice.”

Lonnie scoffed. “Sure, he’s nice, but he’s fucking hot, too. He’d be some nice eye candy for our sub days.”

The three of them plus another sub, Mike Borikov, got together most Wednesdays as a day off their duties as subs and spent that time together. Maxine Winters, the other doctor at the town clinic besides Nathan, joined them some Wednesdays when she wasn’t with her girlfriend. “That would be great. At least there would be someone hot there besides me.”

Lonnie tossed a crumpled paper at him and grinned. “Well, we’ll see what happens, but he’d still be the only one without a Dom. Kinda sad for him.”

“Well, we could always find him one,” Binx said with a twinkle in his eye.

Doing his best Ricky Ricardo impression, Lonnie said, “Luuucy...!”

“What? I’m only trying to spread the love! Hey, that new Dom, what’s his name... Chuck Marygold? He’d be perfect. He’s big and Lin told Nathan that he’s got a big dick.”

That is when Patsy’s ear perked and she dropped her book into her coffee cup, splashing it all over her desk. Lonnie started laughing hysterically before he calmed enough to order, “Get out of here and go home to your Doms.”

All the way home, Binx started scheming, and it wasn’t long before he had a plan cooking in his green accented head.
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The two days with his father were more than pleasant. There was no BDSM shop talk, and that was refreshing. They reminisced over old times, the last conversation of the evening having to do with the way Sidney had come out to his parents.

“I’m sorry I blamed you, but to be fair, I blamed Mum first.”

Lin laughed and took a drink of the only beer left of the twelve pack he’d brought two days before and said, “I guess it surprised me you were upset. I mean, what gay kid has it easier to come out besides one with both parents who are gay themselves? What I didn’t realize is that had to be a little bit of a mind fuck for you.”

“It was. Throughout it, I kept thinking if you both weren’t gay, then I wouldn’t be... until you flew all the way to London, took me out for my first beer, and told me that most gay kids come from straight parents. You asked me to explain that and when I couldn’t, you just smiled. You were a bloody wanker at times, Pops.”

Lin grinned like a cat with a mouse. “You were one yourself. Good grades, polite, but fighting with the both of us for being cool with you instead of strict! What kid wants a strict parent?”

“You both were so wonderful about everything. I was envious of the kids who bitched about their parents.”

“So sorry!”

Sidney drank some of his Sprite and set the can down on the coffee table. “Mum is still wonderful. I couldn’t have asked for a better mother. You’re a one of a kind father as well.”

This was said with a smirk, and Lin nodded in agreement. “I wasn’t the pitching the baseball type of father, but I took you to your first rock concert. That has to count.”

“It did. I was quite the talk of my chums. Not just a rock concert, but one in America. They thought I’d done drugs and had sex with groupies.”

When it was time to see Lin off, it saddened him to see him go. Lin promised to make it up in a few days. Next to come was the dinner with the folks he didn’t know very well. Rebel called the day Lin first arrived and made him promise to come the night Lin left. 

He guessed it was good he wasn’t going to be alone to wallow, although he wasn’t up for socializing. That he would get plenty of back in London, starting with his mother. He loved her dearly, but Sidney didn’t want to explain his sojourn to America had put his hopes in an even darker place than they had been when he left.

After dressing quickly in a nice blue shirt and new jeans he got ready and started for the truck but as he got out of the door, the clouds that were overhead blocked out the moonlight, leaving the yard in almost complete darkness. He went back in and flipped on the outside light, shedding an eerie glow over the wide yard. 

He thought he saw movement in the trees ahead of him, but the yellow glow was probably tricking his eyes. There was no sign of anyone, or hell, anything. He was in the mountains. Any number of animals could be lurking there.

In the truck, he thought it was probably for the best that he got out of the house. He’d been there for four days, barely sticking his nose out the door. The air felt good on his face, so he rode with the window cracked enough to feel it but wouldn’t freeze. The temperature in the mountains was much lower than he was used to, he’d just come from Arizona where it was seventy degrees. 

As he pulled in, he saw someone’s face at the window. A sinking feeling came over him, but he smiled. They all knew he was a sub. A bottom. The gigantic man was a kneeling submissive, or at least he wanted to be. They hadn’t judged him for it, though. The other subs seemed to want him around and that was a nice feeling. He got out of the truck pulling his leather jacket, which was not great in the winter, around his throat as he jogged to the door. 

Before he could knock, Rebel had it open and his smile was bright. He was so beautiful. All the men he was about to dine with were great looking. They were also already matched up and he would be the odd man out. That was beginning to be his most familiar role.

“Sidney! Great you are here! Come in!” Rebel was as exuberant as Binx usually was. 

“Thank you for having me, Rebel.”

Lonnie was there as if by magic, pulling the jacket from his shoulders. “We have been so excited to see you,” Lonnie said as he was walking away, taking the coat into another room and Rebel ushered him through the kitchen into the living room where Binx was passing around a tray of hors d’oeuvres. Sidney looked around the room and saw the Doms sitting, visiting, then quieting as they noticed he had arrived. Jack got up with a proffered hand.

“Good to see you, Sidney. Do you know everyone?”

Travis was there, of course he knew the owner of Manacle, and Binx’s Doms who he’d met through his father at the club. The other man, however, was a stranger to him. Beefy and wide shouldered, a trimmed, reddish blonde beard on his smiling face. “I don’t believe we’ve met?”

The man got up, and Sidney was surprised to see that the red head was taller than him by a couple of inches. That was rare. “I’m Chuck Marygold. Very nice to meet you, Sidney.”

The handshake he received from the man was firm, but before he pulled his hand away, he caressed the back of Sidney’s hand with his thumb. A gesture that could only mean one thing. He was being set up. Instead of being upset, he grinned and shook his head, laughing a little as he said, “Nice to meet you as well. Sir?”

Chuck gave him a wink and waved to the couch where he’d been sitting, Sidney taking the spot next to him. He glanced up at Binx who was smiling so wide Sidney could see his molars. He thought, why the hell not? It was an evening with a good looking man and who knew how it would turn out?

Binx disappeared back into the kitchen, followed by the other two subs and he took the opportunity to say to the Doms, “I’ll just go help out.”

“No, really, they have it!” Travis shook his head and started to stand.

Sidney beat him to it and said over his shoulder as he headed into the kitchen, “No really, I insist.”

Once there, he caught the three in a huddle. In a course whisper, he said, “Hey!”

Binx jumped and Lonnie looked like he was about to shit his pants. Rebel turned slow, though and looked at least as guilty as he should. “You figured it out, didn’t you?”

It was so comical, their guilty yet triumphant faces. All he could do was chuckle and say, “You’re all incorrigible. I understand that you know my secret, but that man probably knows my father too! If something did come of it, there would still be the whole problem with telling Lin.”

Lonnie cocked his head, looking rather like a puppy. “Are you ever going to tell him?”

“He’s got a bad heart! Of course, I don’t want to keep things from him, but this is big! He’s rather happy with the thought of my being a Dom.”

“That doesn’t mean he would keel over at you being a sub,” Binx reprimanded, then made a gesture like he was zipping his lips shut as Chuck walked into the kitchen. 

The man was big and stern looking, but he didn’t exude that commanding nature. That didn’t mean he didn’t have it, of course, but it was not readily exuded like Brandon Love.

That was a man he’d thought a lot about the last few days. It was hard to get those dagger-like eyes out of his thoughts. That feeling like he took up the room, no one else was there but him and Sidney. That’s what he wanted, but the one he was in front of now was looking like the one he’d end up with for the night, if not a little longer.

“Sidney, I was wondering if we could talk alone somewhere?”

Binx bounced like he always did and told them, “They have a spare room and dinner isn’t for another fifteen minutes.”

Sidney threw the younger man an evil glare while telling Chuck, “Of course.”

Rebel showed them to the spare bedroom and Chuck shut the door behind them. Sidney busied himself with looking at the coats piled on the bed and fidgeting. “Turn around.”

As he did, he was brought into Chuck’s meaty arms and held tight as the man breathed hard, eyes staring into his. “You are a beautiful man, Sidney. I would love to take you to my playroom tonight.”

So much for his resistance. He wanted to be fucked. So what if this wasn’t the one he wanted? Chuck was there and he wanted Sidney. “I’d like that.”

He was kissed then, a scratchy kiss from the large bear and he melted into it as much as his body would allow. Chuck kissed well, but the kiss was more timid than he liked. Feeling his way into Sidney’s mouth instead of insisting. Disheartening, yes, but nonetheless arousing to his needy body. He could kneel right then, begging to be allowed to worship the man’s cock if they didn’t have a houseful of people waiting to see if their dirty trick had worked.

When the kiss ended, Chuck said, “Let’s finish this matchmaking event early, huh?”

So, he knew that it was a set up as well. Sidney smiled. “They are not subtle, are they?”

Chuck’s laugh was deep. “Not at all.”

They left the bedroom just in time to see Binx and Lonnie bringing the food into the small dining room, the table there full to capacity with food. They sat together and as Travis poured wine into his glass, Chuck rubbed Sidney’s leg under the table. The touch was warm and comforting. His dick was only half hard, but if the older man kept it up, he would be pushing the table off the floor with his wood. 

As they were about to dig into the pork tenderloin and baby potatoes, there was a knock on the door. Rebel got up to answer, but Jack followed. 

They were all quiet, listening to see who would be coming to interrupt, and they didn’t have to wait for long. Jack came back into the room, followed by Brandon Love. Sidney’s body went rigid. “Everyone, Brandon was in the area and the snow got to be too much for his car. I invited him to join us.”

Brandon nodded to everyone except for him. The man’s beautiful, menacing eyes didn’t once meet his. Not knowing why, disappointment overcame him. He tried to shake it off but couldn’t. He was with someone, someone he had plans with for the night. Why would Brandon’s snub affect him at all?

Conversation broke off into smaller groups as the meal was eaten. Chuck’s hand intermittently found Sidney’s leg while he talked to Travis, and Binx pulled Sidney into a conversation about Europe. 

“When my parents took me to London the first time, I thought I was going to see jousts and knights. I was such an idiot. Of course, I was only seven.”

Sidney smiled warmly at the younger man. “No, just a dreamer. We have festivals where men dress in the old garb to joust and tournament. When I get back there, I will email some you may want to see.”

Binx smirked. “I don’t have any money anymore. My parents cut me off when they found out I was not only gay but liked to get strapped down and flogged. That is where the money train stopped.”

Nathan grabbed his sub’s head and drew him into a kiss. “Your Sir has money, Pup. Maybe one day we can all visit Sidney and his homeland.”

Lonnie spoke up then. “If you go back, Sidney. Don’t you mean if?”

As Lonnie’s eyes went from Chuck back to Sidney, Sidney glanced toward Brandon whose eyes had narrowed considerably. Sidney dragged his gaze from the Dom and told Lonnie, “Well, I’ve been here for months. It’s about time I get back and find a job.”

Chuck squeezed his knee then. “Unless we can convince you to stay.”

Fuck, he was getting hard again, but not from the attention of the man to his right. The man down and across the table was seething and he had never looked more beautiful. Sidney didn’t know why Brandon was obviously angry; he’d never showed any interest in him. Unless maybe someone else at the table was in his sights. He couldn’t imagine who it could be.

Jack looked at the window then and said, “Shit! I saw it coming down, but it’s getting really bad.”

Sidney looked back and saw that the world was washed out in white. Before he could comment, Chuck said, “So much for me getting home tonight. I’m sure the road is closed.”

“You can stay here, Chuck. We have an extra room,” Jack assured him, and Rebel kicked him under the table. Sidney hid his laugh, not wanting to embarrass Jack. 

Chuck stuttered for a moment and Sidney didn’t save him. Seeing Brandon made him realize that a man like Chuck, as fine as he may be, couldn’t come close to giving him what he wanted. The decision was made then and there, he would head back to London at his first opportunity. “I should go, too.”

Brandon spoke up quickly. “You have a spare room as well, don’t you?”

The room got quiet and all eyes were on Brandon one second then glued to him. The pressure of the room dropped, and he found it hard to breathe, let alone talk. Rebel saved him. “Yeah, there is another room there, but you could bunk here, too.”

The Dom stood and shook his head once. “Lin would never forgive us if something happened to his son going home alone. I’ll follow him.”

Chuck started to rise, but Brandon glared at him. Sidney didn’t have the slightest idea what was happening, though he knew he didn’t want a confrontation over something as stupid as a spare room in one house or the other. “That’s fine, Master Love. Thank you.”

After saying his goodbyes to his hosts, Chuck stopped him in the room as he was getting his coat. “I’ll see you soon.” A kiss was followed by a whisper, “Gonna make you cry on my table, boy.”

The whisper woke his cock, but not his heart, and definitely not his deeper needs. There was no true feeling in it. There was no real domination in it. Another man who just played at the lifestyle, perhaps, or just didn’t have the dedication to it that Sidney desired. He smiled at the big Dom. Brandon was waiting inside of the back door, staring at him. Was it disapproval that painted his face as Sidney walked in front of Chuck out of the room? Chuck touched Sidney’s ass and told him, “Soon, Sidney boy, soon.”

As they got out into the blowing snow, Sidney tried to keep his attention on the pickup truck, but it wasn’t easy when he could feel the other man’s eyes on him. He turned to see that indeed, Brandon was staring at him. Above the wind the man said, “I’ll follow you in your tracks. You have four-wheel drive, so I suggest you lock your hubs.”

Sidney had no idea how to do that and his confusion must have shown on his face. Finally, Brandon held up his finger and went back into the house then came back out and told him, “I’ll drive.”

Sidney got in the truck, but Brandon didn’t. Not immediately. He was going around the truck doing something to the tires. When he did get back in, the wind blew snow into the cab. “With these old trucks you have to lock the tires into four-wheel drive manually.”

“Thank you.”

The trip to the house he was renting was precarious. The roads were icy, and visibility was next to nil. All he could see out of the windshield was snow. Snow covering the ground that the headlights shown and blowing snow in front of them. Brandon didn’t look a bit concerned, which helped Sidney not freak out like he wanted to, and once they pulled into the driveway, he let out a long breath. 

“Scared?”

He turned to look into Brandon’s deep, shaded gaze. There was nothing on the man’s face that gave Sidney the slightest hint of what was going on in his mind. And yet, so much was said in that look that if it were written down, it would need its own library to hold the volumes. “Terrified.”

The look he got then, spoke to him as well. It screamed like a banshee and it said, you should be.
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Chapter 3
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Sidney couldn’t shake the chill that had set into his bones and knew it had nothing to do with the weather. His jacket shed and hung on the back of the kitchen chair he went to the thermostat to turn up the heat.

“Why do you look so sad lately?”

He turned to see that Brandon was walking around the house, looking over the old furniture and interesting wall hangings depicting the 1960’s. He liked the art fine; it was actually something to look at when he was alone at night, but he had a feeling Brandon Love didn’t give a shit about it. 

“I didn’t realize I did,” he finally answered. 

Nodding before he turned, Brandon said, “You do. A lot. Care to tell me why or just show me to my room?”

What would be worse, to confess all, or to ignore it once more? Ignoring it had worked for him so far. “The spare is right down the hall past the bathroom. I have an extra toothbrush in my bag.”

“Thank you.”

Once Brandon was squared away, Sidney went into the bigger bedroom and sat so hard on the bed that he bounced. In the house with him was a man who captivated him. From the first time he had seen Brandon, something was intensely compelling about him, still though, it didn’t stop all the reasons it could not happen. 

Dressed in nothing but his underwear and in bed, the covers thrown to the side because he’d turned the heat up a little too much, he rolled onto his stomach and tried to find a position that was comfortable. Not to sleep. Sidney doubted he would sleep a bit, but if he was going to lie awake all night, he may as well be comfortable doing it.

When he heard the door slowly creaking as it opened, he thought that he hadn’t closed it completely. That was before the shadow on the far wall showed him differently. He turned to see the hall light behind Brandon’s silhouette. “Do you need something? Another blanket or-”

“Shut up.”

The voice had been low, but again it felt much louder. Sidney rolled to his side slowly, his body quivering. 

“So, you really wanted to fuck that man? Your cock was straining your pants.”

Did he mean Chuck? Who else could he mean? “I... don’t...what is it you want, Brandon?”

He was here, in the home he was renting. There was no need to use the title Brandon Love was most likely used to. Master Love didn’t seem to notice, though, as he answered, “You. I want you.”

Moving into the room, Brandon began to come into focus so that he was more than a shadow. Again, a blank look on his face, but that was not what was calling Brandon’s attention. The man had a shirt of tattoos. Both arms were sleeved in Celtic tribal tats and his chest was a BDSM scene depicting a Master standing, looking down, surrounded by dark clouds and lightning on one side of him and a bright sky full of birds on the other. There was only a small area without ink. It was at the feet of the masked Master. A place for Brandon’s future slave perhaps?

“Y-you want me?”

As he climbed on the bed and pushed Sidney onto his back, he said, “Yes. I want you. I’m sorry if I am not the bear from Jack’s house. I must not come close in comparison. You would have been a slut for him tonight if I hadn’t shown up, I’m sure.”

The statement was true, he’d thought it himself. As Sidney stared at the man who was leaning over him, he couldn’t find words. To neither affirm nor deny. How could he deny any of it? The man had aroused him.

“That’s what I thought. You ran out of men in Britain to fuck so you had to come here.”

Sidney scooted up as much as he could and said, “No. I’m not a slut.”

Mocking laughter came out in a breath. “Virgin then?”

He was confused and shaking! What did this man want from him? “What do you want of me? I’m quite sure I don’t know and...and...”

“And what? Did you want Chuck to fuck you tonight?”

Without his glasses and the pastel shirt, not to mention the tattoos covering his body, Brandon Love was more intimidating than ever. “Yes. Alright? Yes, I did!”

“Honesty. Good.” Brandon moved his face closer to Sidney’s, their lips close to touching and his wine fragrant breath making him dizzy with desire. “Now you want me?”

The man wanted honesty? “Yes. Yes, I want you.”

Brandon touched his lips to Sidney’s as he said, “See. Slut.” He was off him and over his shoulder he called, “Goodnight,” as he left the room, closing the door behind him.

oooOooo

Tossing and turning took on a whole new meaning for Sidney that night. As soon as he flipped to his stomach, his erection practically pushed him back onto his side and the blankets rubbing against it was pure torture. He was alone in the room and there was nothing to stop him from taking care of it, but for some reason he just couldn’t. Sidney could not face wanking his cock and he did know why.

There were so may images in his mind that he could think on while doing it, but there was only one that would pop up the minute he tried. Brandon Goddamned Love! His face and body, oh shit, that tattoo covered body would be the only thing that could come into his imagination, so he would rather not try.

The light was muted when he woke from his restless sleep. Sidney had no idea when sleep had finally come, but he was guessing it was predawn. He climbed out of bed, grumpier than he’d been in a long time, got on a pair of sweat pants and made his way into the kitchen, afraid to take his morning piss because his cock was flaccid and touching it would just get the damn thing started again.

With the coffee brewing, he started cutting up a cantaloupe for his breakfast when his unexpected roommate walked in, in his underwear, beautifully shirtless and started looking through the cabinets for a glass. Sidney tired of watching him search so he opened the cabinet a little too fast, letting it slam against the other cabinet door, and cut the air with his hand as gestured to the glassware and said, “There!”

Brandon stared at him blankly. “Rough morning?”

“No, it’s perfectly fine, thank you.” He took his bowl and walked into the living room, staring out at the snow, which besides the tops of the trees, was all he could see as the sun began to come up in the east. Brandon walked in with his glass of juice to stand by him.

“We’re snowed in.”

“Brilliant deduction,” he commented snidely, then regretted it. “Sorry. I guess I’m a bit tired still.”

As the man sat on the edge of the coffee table, he took a drink from his glass and said, “I think you can do better than that. I thought you were honest.”

The Dom in Brandon worked its way into the most casual of conversation! Brandon Love was the most frustrating man alive! “Honest? Fine! I was awake half the night because of the tremendous erection I had thanks to you.”

Sidney sat in the easy chair and stared at Brandon who looked like he didn’t have a care in the world. “Why didn’t you jack off?”

That was an answer he refused to be honest about, so he took a different tact. “I didn’t have permission.”

With only the slightest bit of curiosity showing on his face, he turned to look at Sidney and asked, “Oh? Who didn’t give you permission? I hadn’t realized you were owned. Chuck?”

“Of course not, I only met the man last evening.”

“Then you have another Dom I’m not aware of? If so, I don’t think he or she would be very happy about you making such a slut of yourself with Chuck and then me. Or should I say trying to make a slut of yourself?”

That monotone voice and eyes that he couldn’t read for the life of him made Sidney want to scream, but he had been rude enough that morning. “I have no Dom.”

Was that a flicker of sympathy from Brandon? “You’d like one, though.”

So much overcame him then, the pain of his search and his longing for something he may never find added to the desire he had for this man in front of him. A man he barely knew and who seemed to take such pleasure from fucking with Sidney’s mind that he exploded, standing up and towering over Brandon. “Of course, I do! Are you daft? I want nothing more than to be at the feet of a man who wants to own me and possess me, but that man doesn’t exist! Do you want to know how badly I want a fucking Dom? Do you?”

Sidney may have been screaming, yet Brandon’s voice didn’t raise a decibel and he didn’t react at all to Sidney’s tirade except to say, “Yes.”

Turning slowly, he closed his eyes and waited for Brandon to see the tattoo he’d gotten years before and the same one Lionel had hated with a burning passion. 

He listened but didn’t hear movement, so when the tender hand touched him, he jumped a little. “Sidney...this is...this is extraordinary.”

Sidney had two tattoos. One on his arm was a dragon wrapping around his right bicep. The other was on his back. It was a drawing of Sidney’s own arms, dragon tattoo and all, and they were bound at the wrists with thick, black shackles. 

“I had the tattoo artist put it there as a way for me to feel my submission no matter what was going on in my life. My dream of how my life should be.”

Brandon turned him around and took his face in a gentle grip with one hand. “It’s beautiful. Like you.”

Their first kiss happened in a heartbeat, shaking Sidney to his core. The snow that covered the world outside didn’t weigh an ounce compared to the heaviness of that kiss. The brush of Brandon’s lips against his was a tiny caress, but it was huge. It affirmed for him all that Sidney felt about Brandon from the first time he’d seen that man. Brandon was a true dominant and he was the one Sidney craved.

“This could be complicated,” Sidney whispered their lips still so close and as Brandon moved back, he saw in those hazel eyes the desire he felt. 

After Brandon turned away from him, he said, “I don’t do complicated.” He then left the room and Sidney to crumble inside.

oooOooo

Binx watched the snow falling in buckets and sighed as Pappy came up behind him, wrapping his arms around Binx’s waist. “What’s wrong, Pup? Are you missing your Sir?”

Nathan had been called out in the early morning to care for a group of men and women who’d been caught out in the blizzard. Binx nodded, saying, “I do, but that isn’t the only thing bothering me.”

Pappy pulled his Pup over to the couch and onto his lap. “Tell me.”

Binx chewed his lip for a moment until Pappy put his finger to his mouth to stop him. “Well, I feel bad for Chuck. It was all my idea just so we could get Sidney to stay here. I mean, not that there is anything wrong with Brandon, but...”

“You just don’t think they go together?”

Shaking his head, he said, “No, not really. Brandon is all commanding and mysterious and stuff, but he’s tiny compared to Sidney.”

After caressing his finger over Binx’s swelling bottom lip, Pappy said, “The size of the Dom matters just as little as the size of the sub. You should know that. I’m not much bigger than you, Pup.”

“You still rule my world, Master,” he purred, leaning in to kiss his Master’s soft, demanding lips. 

Pappy rubbed over his thigh and soothed, “I think it’s sweet that you wanted to get them together.”

“I just want everyone to be as happy as we are.”

He got another kiss for that and the kiss warmed him so much he could melt the snow. Pappy stared into his eyes searching there. “Are you happy, Binx? Really happy?”

How could he ask? How could he ever wonder that? “Let me show you, Master?”

The turquoise in Pappy’s eyes darkened to a midnight blue as the pupils widened. “Show me.”

Binx slid off the man’s lap and knelt in front of him, tenderly spreading his Master’s legs to move between them. Pappy unbuttoned his jeans and Binx smiled. He was fully dressed despite the fact he couldn’t get out of the house. Nathan and Pappy had invested in a four wheel drive vehicle with a shovel attachment for the winter to assure Nathan could get out of the yard and make it to the clinic in emergencies, but the other cars would not make it in the snow that had already fallen.

As Pappy pulled out his erect cock, Binx’s mouth filled with saliva and he was glad once again he’d pushed himself to endure the pain of getting the tongue ring. It was not the kind of pain he liked and the swelling had been gross, but when he used it to aid in satisfying one or both of his beautiful Doms, it made all the pain worth it.

Binx took the glans in between his lips, swirling his tongue around and then bending his tongue skillfully to fit the ball of the piercing into Pappy’s slit. For that, he got a deep groan and he smiled around his Master’s cock.

“Suck me, Binxie. Suck your Master deep, yeah...”

He loved his Master’s gravely sex voice only slightly less than he loved the cock the man possessed. Sliding his mouth over the length of it, he tasted the salt of the smooth skin and took the smell of him in, a deep breath, because his air was about to be cut.

Sure enough, Pappy grabbed the back of his head and pulled until the cock was jabbing into Binx’s throat. Pappy took over the act, controlling the movements of the sub’s head, but he had no control over the things Binx could do with his lips and tongue. The forceful swallowing of his Master’s cock did not deter him from gliding the ball of his tongue ring on the veins under the shaft or the sucking of it until his cheeks hollowed. Pappy’s voice groaned out encouragement and orders as Binx worshipped his member and it spurred him to suck harder.

“Binx, baby, my sweet Pup, take it, oh take it baby...” Pappy’s legs fell open wider and his head back, then up, so he could watch. As much as Binx wanted to close his eyes to further enjoy the feel of that long dick on his tongue, he kept them open, not only to watch the pleasure he was giving his Master, but so he could regain eye contact with the man when Pappy could focus on his face.

“Close, Pup, so close.”

His own erection throbbing, he would wait until his wonderful Master deemed him worthy of coming. Pappy groaned louder, rocking his hips, and fucking his sub’s mouth rougher. The rougher the better as far as Binx was concerned. As the shaft slid faster through his lips, Binx got harder, his hand gripping tighter onto his Master’s legs until he tasted the salty bitterness sliding down his throat. 

He was breathless as Pappy came then pulled the cock from Binx’s mouth. Pappy wasn’t finished with him. After taking a grip of Binx’s arms, the pup was pulled back onto the couch and Pappy had his hand down his sweats, starting a tight jerking of the cock there. Binx yelped and smiled, grateful for his Master’s attention. “That feels so good, Master, please don’t stop!”

“Not until you come for me. Do you want to come for me, Pup?”

Fuck! That sex voice. Binx often wondered how his sermons would sound in that voice. He guessed that Pappy would have a packed church every week. 

“Yes, Master, I want to!” Pappy was into edging and was working Binx up to being edged for hours now. Binx loved it, normally, but right then, he wanted the simple, sweet release. Pappy’s eyes twinkled with wickedness, making Binx know it wouldn’t be that easy.

“Yeah, my pretty puppy wants to spill his come all over my hand. Mmm, so nice to see that. You are so hot when you come, Binxie.”

He was so close! Had been from the minute Pappy touched him. Damn his Master, damn his skilled grip and heated glare! “Please! God please!”

Pappy’s other hand snaked down, and his fingers found the crack of Binx’s ass, slid between the cheeks until his finger pressed insistently against the pup’s hole. With one quick movement, Binx was being fingered, his pucker tight around Pappy’s finger and he was about to lose his mind with arousal. 

Another finger joined the first and Binx couldn’t take it. “Please, please, Master!”

The chuckle was evil and Binx bit his lip to keep from screaming, but Pappy kissed his neck and told him to come before he could cry with the need of it. “Come for me, baby.”

It took a few more pumps of his cock, but he obeyed and kissed Pappy as he lost his breath from the stimulation and whole-body spasm of the intense climax. “Love you, love you so much, Master, love you!”

He was embraced by the sweet man then, the Dom taking a backseat as he was kissed tenderly, tiny caresses over his face. “I love you too. I like these times with you, just you. Don’t get me wrong, I love Nathan every bit as much, but it’s nice to get you alone.”

He felt the same way.

oooOooo

Nathan felt like someone was pulling his heart out of his chest as he looked at the young woman on the table. The ifs started in on him right away. If he’d gotten to her sooner. If he’d heated her body slower. If he’d started the saline sooner. If, if, if. 

Maxine Winters, the other doctor at the clinic, was a good friend to Nathan, Binx and Pappy. When he was about to breakdown, she laid her hand on his shoulder. “Nate, she was in the snow all night. She should have never been up there in the first place.”

The hiking trip the four young people had taken in the dead of winter had been foolish, of course. To be fair, the storm hadn’t been predicted, not to the severity it was, but it didn’t matter. A woman lost her life. 

Her companions lay in the beds in the trauma center of the clinic. None of them knew yet that Olivia Mendelsohn’s heart had stopped beating on his watch. “I’ll go tell her friends.”

Maxine said, “No, I will. You go home to your men. You need them right now. I have everything covered here.”

Normally he would argue, but he didn’t have the will. “Thanks, Max.”

“I’ll call you if anything happens. Get some rest.”

Rest? How the fuck would he rest? He’d lost his first patient. The first person that had counted on him and he’d lost the fight for her. He didn’t lose! It wasn’t in his nature to stand for it. He got into the Land Rover and drove to the house he shared with two men. Two men he’d fallen in love with. There was a victory he’d had! Not only one man he’d wanted, but two. 

It hadn’t started out that way, of course. At first all he’d wanted was Pappy. When they met, he had thought the man a snake oil salesman because he preached the word of a Lord Nathan no longer believed in. Nathan scoffed at the man and his calling, but as he got closer to Mark Rafferty, he realized that it didn’t matter that they were as different as night and day. They belonged together.

The fly in the ointment was that they were both Doms and Pappy had a submissive. Binx was a mess, an overly enthusiastic pain in the ass, but again, as Nathan got to know the man under the annoying spunkiness, he fell madly in love.

Pappy was at the door of their three bedroom cabin. When they found it, they had taken turns carrying Binx over the threshold then the three had collapsed inside of the door laughing until their laughter turned into kissing and the kissing turned into making love, right there on the floor with the door not fully closed.

Grief took him, he wrapped his arms around the steering wheel, sobbing from a place inside of him that he had forgotten about since he’d lost his beloved parents as a child.

In a heartbeat, Pappy was there, pulling him out of the vehicle and into arms that he didn’t feel he deserved. “Come on baby, come with me. Max called, she told us what happened.”

Feeling like a broken man, he let himself be led inside and Binx was there, worry on his sweet face. How he wished he could erase that worry and replace it with happiness, but he couldn’t. Maybe he never would again. 

Pappy was speaking to him and he loved that voice. He wished he still prayed at that moment because Nathan would have prayed to never have the two men he loved so much ever on his table if they needed a doctor. “I had Binx start a bath when Max said you were coming.” He was being led to the bathroom, so that made sense. 

The Pup was quiet. That was never a good sign. He searched for him and found him like a shadow following behind him and Pappy. “Binx.... Binxie.”

“I’m here,” Binxie’s voice said, but it didn’t sound like him. He was so quiet!

The two undressed him and before he knew it, he was in the bathtub leaning back on Pappy while Binx knelt next to the big garden tub that had cinched the deal in buying the house. It was big enough for three.

“Binxie, please get us some scotch then come in with us,” Pappy whispered.

“Yes, Master,” Binx said before turning and running out of the door. 

Nathan laid his head back on Pappy’s chest while his lover ran his hands over his arms. “Tell me about it if you like, Nate, or just relax. I’m right here.”

Could he talk about it? The dead blue eyes shone in his mind and he knew he couldn’t. “Just hold me.”

“That is my pleasure,” Pappy said. Binx was back with the bottle of scotch and glasses, pouring one quickly before handing it to Pappy. “Come on, baby, drink this. Relax.”

Nathan took the drink and held it in a shaking hand. “Thank you.”

Binx crawled into the tub. Nathan hadn’t realized he’d gotten naked, but there he was, laying to their right and staring at him with his brow furrowed. “Sir, I’m so sorry about your patient.”

“We both are. It’s a tragedy to be sure, but Nate, it’s not your fault.”

Max had struck again. “Did she further tell you that the girl was the same age as Binx? That it could have been our Pup on that table, staring out at nothing?”

Was that really what was wrong? That it could have been Binx or even Pappy? The drink was pressed to his lips and the liquid poured into his mouth. Nathan swallowed the fire into him, chest warming and breath speeding up as Binx kissed over his chest. Pappy asked, “Have you always taken it this hard, your patient’s deaths?”

Nathan closed his eyes, but opened them again, those eyes of Olivia staring into his no matter what he did. “This was the first.”

Pappy got quiet for a second and Binx kissed Nathan’s shoulder. “I’m so sorry, Sir.”

“I am too, baby. We’ll get you through this. Binx and I are here.”
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Chapter 4
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The sleep he got for the next two days while they were snowed in was less than the first night. They didn’t say much to each other, but it seemed every time he turned around, there Brandon was with those eyes stabbing into his or their bodies brushing up against each other as they tried to get through doorways at the same time. 
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