
  
  
      
        
          Ferron's Journey Trilogy

          Books 3-6 The Playroom

		      
          JP Sayle

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  


Copyright JP Sayle 2020

 

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.

 

Book Cover © 2020 Design by Tina Løwén

 

Editing by Lucas Cornelius

Line Editing and Proofreading by HL Day

Book Formatting by JP Sayle

 

References to real people, events, organisations, locations, or establishments are only intended to give a sense of authenticity and have been used fictitiously.

 

The author acknowledges the copyrighted or trademarked status and trademark on Uber, Veuve Clicquot, Henley, Google, FaceTime, Dior.

 

Films, music, and lyrics mentioned are the property of the copyright holders.

 

Trigger Warning

There are scenes of abuse but not between the main characters at the beginning of book one, and referenced throughout. Some of the content of this book is sexually graphic, with the use of explicit language and adult situations involving two males. It is only intended for mature audiences.

 







  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Ferron’s JourneyTrilogy 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Book Family Tree
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Dedication
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Ferron’s Journey Part One Damaged
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Prologue 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Ten
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Eleven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twelve
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Thirteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Fourteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Fifteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Sixteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Seventeen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Eighteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Nineteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Epilogue
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Ferron's Journey Part Two Hidden
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Prologue
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Ten
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Eleven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twelve
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Thirteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Fourteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Fifteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Sixteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Seventeen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Eighteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Nineteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Ferron's Journey Part Three - Revelation
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Ten
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Eleven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twelve
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Thirteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Fourteen 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Fifteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Sixteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Seventeen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Eigheen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Nineteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Epilogue
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        My Forever Love - The Wedding
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Ten
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Eleven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twelve
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Thirteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About The Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Bonus Scene from Chozen Part One for anyone that wants to know what happened to Wren
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    

  


  
  
Ferron’s JourneyTrilogy 












Damaged: By a life-changing decision

Hidden: Behind the walls, we build to shield our hearts

Revelation: Can change everything if two men can trust in love and all that it offers!
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Below are the characters that can be found in other books and series written or being written in 2020.



Isaac — (Bar Manager of The Playroom, Ferron’s partner)—Dominated but not Subdued: La Trattoria Di Amore Series (book 2), Mine, Body and Soul: The Playroom Series books 1-3. Ferron’s Journey Part One: Damaged, The Playroom Series (Book 4), Ferron’s Journey Part Two: Hidden, The Playroom Series (Book 5) Ferron’s Journey Part Three: Revelation, The Playroom Series (Book 6)

Ferron — (Bartender in The Playroom, Isaac’s partner)—La Trattoria Di Amore series book 1&2, Mine, Body and Soul: The Playroom Series books 1-3. Ferron’s Journey Part One: Damaged, The Playroom Series, Ferron’s Journey Part Two: Hidden, The Playroom Series (Book 5), Ferron’s Journey Part Three: Revelation, The Playroom Series (Book 6). The App: Puppy Play (book 3) The App Series coming December 2020, 3 Is the Magic Number, (Book 3) The Flamingo Bar Series coming December 2020.  

Scott — (Waiter in LTDA, partner Luke)—La Trattoria Di Amore Series (book 1&2), Mine, Body and Soul Trilogy, The App: Daddy Kink (book 1), Always More (book 1) The Flamingo Bar Series.  The App: Littles (book 2), The Little Side of Me, (book 2) The Flamingo Bar release date October.

Adam — (Floor Manager of LTDA, partner Carl)—La Trattoria Di Amore Series (book 1), Main Character Dominated but not Subdued: La Trattoria Di Amore, (book 2), Mine, Body and Soul Trilogy, The App: Daddy Kink (book 1)

Carl — (Head Chef of LTDA and Co-owner of The Playroom, partner Adam)—La Trattoria Di Amore Series (book 1), Main Character Dominated but not Subdued: La Trattoria Di Amore, (book 2), Mine, Body and Soul Trilogy, The App: Daddy Kink (book 1)

Nathan — (Co-owner of The Playroom, partner Lenny)—La Trattoria Di Amore Series (book 1 & 2), Main Character Mine, Body and Soul Trilogy, The App: Daddy Kink (book 1), The App: Littles (book 2), The Little Side of Me, (book 2) The Flamingo Bar release date October.

Lenny — (Trainee Chef of LTDA, partner Nathan)—La Trattoria Di Amore Series (book 1 & 2), Main Character Mine, Body and Soul Trilogy, The App: Daddy Kink (book 1), The Little Side of Me, (book 2) The Flamingo Bar release date October.

Bailey — (main character)—The App: Puppy Play (book 3) The App Series coming December 2020, 3 Is the Magic Number, (Book 3) The Flamingo Bar Series coming December 2020.  Part Three Mine Body and Soul: The Playroom Series, Ferron’s Journey Part Two: Hidden, The Playroom series. Ferron’s Journey Part Three: Revelation, The Playroom Series (Book 6)

Richie — (Office assistant LTDA, partner Seb)—Main Character La Trattoria Di Amore Series (book 1), La Trattoria Di Amore, (book 2), Mine, Body and Soul Trilogy, The App: Daddy Kink (book 1)

Sebastian — (Co-owner of LTDA restaurants with Carl, partner Richie)—Main Character La Trattoria Di Amore Series (book 1), La Trattoria Di Amore, (book 2), Mine, Body and Soul Trilogy, The App: Daddy Kink (book 1), The Manx Cat Guardians (book 7)

Theo — (Waiter in LTDA)—La Trattoria Di Amore Series (book 1&2), Mine, Body and Soul Trilogy: The Playroom Series (books 1-3). Ferron’s Journey Trilogy: The Playroom Series (books 4-6)








  
  
Dedication








Sometimes life takes us on an unexpected journey that we think is wrong, but maybe it was to teach us a lesson.










  
  
Ferron’s Journey Part One Damaged






After Ferron has made the biggest mistake of his life, can the damage done by another be reversed?

Ferron Robertson is a lost soul searching for someone and something to connect with. In The Playroom, he finds his centre in submission and the grief he lives with becomes easier to manage.

Until he makes a fateful mistake.

Life for some is never an easy journey. After being rejected in the one place he feels safe, Ferron goes somewhere that is anything but safe to him. Now he must battle not only himself, but the Dom who refuses to let him go.

Ferron’s Journey: Damaged Part One, The Playroom series, is an MM gay suspense with BDSM and a cliffhanger ending. This is the first part of a trilogy and written from Ferron’s POV.

Warning:

This book has aspects of a non-consensual relationship, with possible triggers due to scenes of abuse.








  
  

Prologue 


Present Day









“My heart fluttered wildly in my chest as I walked towards the door of the psychologist’s office, heading for an appointment that Nathan, my boss, had arranged and paid for. The pills that my doctor had given me to help with the anxiety attacks did little to suppress the all-consuming panic I felt. A panic that wanted to drag me down into the dark places Devon had taken me to time and time again until they were all I knew.

I sucked in several breaths and rubbed my sweaty, trembling hands down my jeans.

You left him! He doesn’t control you anymore! You managed to come here on your own. Think of all the positives!

I sighed at my inner voice’s impatience. Isaac and Nathan had been working on boosting my self-confidence but the nagging self-doubt still hadn’t eased its tight grip on me. Come on. Listen to the voice, it helps. 

I was frustrated with the part of me that continued to not only hear my own inner voice, but Devon’s as well. It slid into my subconscious and undid some of the brave steps I’d taken since I’d run away.

At the sound of a door opening, I jerked, not having noticed that I’d reached the psychologist’s office. A man skirted around me as I stood in his way. He didn’t look at me, his gaze fixed on the ground. “Sorry,” he mumbled, but was gone in a flash before I could say anything. 

The door in front of me remained open to reveal a simple room, its pale blue walls decorated with stunning pictures of snow-capped mountains. Over by the far wall there were inviting pink chairs with lots of padding which made quite a statement. The carpet underfoot was thick enabling me to move silently into the room. Tucked into the corner of the room was a desk, behind which sat a young woman with bold blue hair which clashed horribly with the fuchsia and purple outfit she wore. My eyes widened and I was distracted from my worries. Surely this woman couldn’t be a psychologist’s personal secretary? 

Stop being so judgy!

I offered a tight smile as I walked over to her desk. She looked up and gave me a bright, bubbly smile. “Hello, can I help you?” she asked politely. 

The genuine happiness that seemed to shine from her caused the tension within me to release enough to allow my lips to curl up into a real smile. “I have a two o’clock appointment with Mr. Sharpe.”

She looked at her computer and tapped a few keys before glancing back at me. “Your name is?”

“It’s Ferron Robertson.” 

“Take a seat. I’ll let Mark know that you’re here,” she stated, indicating in the direction of the pink chairs. I did as she’d asked, walking over and parking my backside in the soft seat. I glanced at the array of magazines on the small coffee table next to my seat. Just as I was about to grab one for something to do, the door behind the receptionist opened and a balding man with a warm smile stepped out.

My stomach knotted and my mouth dried quicker than a desert in a dry spell.

There is nothing threatening about him. 

He was slim and wore a tailored brown suit with a cream shirt and pink tie. What was left of his hair, was dark with flecks of silver which matched his silver eyes. Eyes which crinkled with warmth as he offered his hand to me as I stood. “Ferron, it’s nice to meet you. I’m Mark.” He shook my hand. “Why don’t you come into my office?” As he spoke, he released my hand and stepped back as if he knew I was about to run for the hills.

I swallowed before following him into his office. At the sound of the door closing, I gulped, my fists clenching at my sides.

“I’m sure this is hard for you, Ferron, and if you feel it’s too much for you today, then that’s okay. We can try again when you’re ready.” His calm voice soothed the anxiety clawing at my throat which was making it close up.

You can do this. You can. Isaac and Nathan believe in you.

With that running through my head, I licked my lips. I glanced at Mark’s face but saw nothing but empathy. There was no condemnation. “I want… to stay.”

Mark waited a moment as if he thought I might change my mind, but when I didn’t he gestured over to two leather padded seats that looked as if they’d have been perfect for an afternoon nap or to sit in while I read one of my beloved books. 

“Pick a seat.”

I took the one by the window and was surprised to see a beautiful little flower garden and patio as I looked outside.

“In the summer months I like to sit outside with my clients. The space is completely private and some people prefer to be outside. They find it easier to open up.” Mark shrugged as he took the seat opposite mine. 

“It’s lovely. I hope to have a little garden of my own one day. I love to spend time gardening. My mother and father gave me a love of nature before they died.” A sob rose in my throat as the sweet memory brought feelings of loss to the surface.

“Do you want to talk about them?” 

The simple question had words pouring out of me before I could think to curtail them. “They died about four years ago. They were on holiday and the plane they were on… crashed.” A tear slid down my cheek, unheeded, as I switched my gaze from Mark back to the small garden. “They wanted me to go with them… but… my boss at the time wouldn’t give me the three weeks off that I needed.” My eyes, along with my sinuses, burned, as I licked my lips repeatedly. Guilt squeezed my heart and it was a struggle to stay sitting.

When Mark didn’t bother to offer any of the platitudes my friends had, I sagged back against the leather. He held a tissue out towards me. Only then did I realise that I had tears coursing down my face and dripping off my chin. A shudder rippled through me as I tried to stop any more from falling.

Useless tears! They never make anything better.

“It’s okay, Ferron, let it out. I’m here for whatever you need. We have all the time you need.” The simple reassurance was enough to break the barrier I’d erected after finding myself alone in the world, alone and floating in a sea of grief which had blinded me to what had been right in front of my face. Shame coursed through me and heat filled my cheeks. I lowered my lashes, not wanting Mark to witness my reaction. 

“Maybe we should set a few ground rules. What do you say?” Mark’s head tilted to one side as I raised my gaze to meet his. There was something about him that shouted “trust me.” 

Look what happened the last time you trusted someone.

Then what’s the point in being here, if I don’t trust him?

As the voice argued back and forth, Mark sat back in the chair and steepled his fingers under his chin as if he was aware of my internal battle.

“What kind of ground rules?” I muttered through dry lips.

His expression remained open, but his lips pursed for a second as his gaze moved to somewhere behind me. “There is a bin over by my desk.” I twisted around to look at it as he pointed it out, before turning back to him, my brows rising. “I want you to humour me and walk over to it.”

I was sure that my brows had probably disappeared under my fringe, but recalling how much faith Nathan had in the man, I got up and walked over to the bin. 

“This might sound strange, but I want you to try and give it a go if you can?” He waited for my reluctant nod before continuing. “I want you to close your eyes and imagine yourself placing all the blame, all the guilt and anything else you carry around with you which is negative into the bin. Feel the weight of it floating away and imagine how light you’ll feel once it’s gone. Hold that feeling in the centre of your chest… and recognise how good it feels to let go.”

As he continued to talk in his soft, soothing voice, a sense of inner calm I’d not felt in months, possibly years, spread through my chest. I felt myself sway for a second as I imagined escaping from all the self-hate I held inside me. Mark continued talking, though for how long I had no idea. But it felt good to shut out everything and let myself, if only for a moment, believe that when I opened my eyes the world would feel different. I craved that more than my next breath.

“It will be your choice if you want to pick those negative feelings back up when you leave. I’d like to carry out this exercise every time you complete a session with me. When you’re ready, you can come back and take a seat.” 

My eyelids fluttered open. Did I want to stay? 

Yes. Yes, I do.

I stared at the bin before glancing back to Mark. His brows rose and there was no smile on his lips.  As I walked back over to the chair, there was something about Mark’s presence that left me feeling lighter.

Once seated, I placed my hands in my lap and exhaled. “Where should I start?”

A smile formed on his face, the sub inside me doing a happy dance at pleasing the man.

“Well, that is up to you. Where would you like to start? There are no right or wrong answers here, Ferron. No judgement. This is about finding ways to help you deal with things that are stopping you from getting on with your life.”

Recalling the form I’d completed which gave information about Devon, I inhaled and exhaled twice in quick succession. “It’s probably best to start at the point where I think my life spiralled out of control.” I scratched my head, pulling my thoughts together to think back to where it had all started to unravel and I’d made one of the worst decisions of my life…










  
  

Chapter One


Ferron







“I glanced at my phone screen, my heartbeat increasing when I saw the name… Carl. Carl was one of the Doms at The Playroom, the BDSM club I was a member of. He was part owner, along with Nathan, and one of the best Doms I’d ever had the privilege to meet. 

Nathan ran the club with Carl as more of a silent partner. Carl kept himself busy running his ever-growing chain of posh Italian restaurants, La Trattoria Di Amore. I’d never eaten in any of them, but I’d heard from friends that the food was to die for. Maybe that will change if he becomes my Dom?

Excitement buzzed through me at the prospect of Carl cooking for me. I’d been hoping he’d choose me for more than the few play dates we’d had over the last few months. Well, eight months, not that I was counting, okay maybe I was, since I’d not had a contract that lasted longer than a night. 

Could this be the night Carl asked me for more?

My fingers grew clammy as I pressed the button to accept the call. 

“Hello Ferron. I know it’s a little late,” Carl said hesitantly before he continued. “Are you up for a play date?”

The “yes” came out before I could rein myself in. My timid answer received a brusque response and then I found myself listening to the dialling tone. 

This is a good thing. Is it really? You know full well that Carl isn’t going to want more than a night of fun with you. You have to stop lying to yourself. He doesn’t want you the way you want him.

“Oh, shut up. It might be different this time,” I ground out as I headed to my bedroom to change and get ready for Carl.

Four hours later, exhausted and replete, I struggled to keep a hold of the euphoric feelings from my date with Carl, worry gnawing at me as I walked back into my childhood home. I switched on the light, trudging up the stairs with disappointment weighing on me. The silence of the house made the events of the night feel even more depressing. The comfort I’d felt as a child in coming home to my mother was missing. A mother who had always been eager to find out about my day. A sob rose swiftly and I jammed my fist into my mouth, trying to stifle it. It didn’t help that I could still smell Carl on my skin. 

Tears leaked down my face as I stopped at my parents’ bedroom door, my feet not obeying the conscious desire to keep moving. My hand trembled as I pushed the door open, inhaling the musty scent instead of the comforting smell of my parents. It had been two and a half years since they’d died and the house remained pretty much the same as it was on the day they’d left to go on holiday. 

It was a freak accident which had prevented them from returning to me, or so I’d been informed. Their plane had been struck by lightning and it had crashed, killing everyone on board. What few people knew, was that I was supposed to go with them, only my boss had declined to give me three weeks off work because it was the busiest time of the year in the bar. 

So… I’d waved them off, feeling very put out about it. Guilt rose and gripped me by the throat as I walked over to the bed and sat on the edge, staring at the dressing table with my mother’s things scattered across it. I was ashamed to realise that the dust was so thick I could write my name in it. Sobs I couldn’t hold on to any longer choked me, my eyes blurring and the grief that was never too far away welling up and making its presence felt.

I grabbed the pillow off the bed, coughing at the dust which billowed from it. The need to hold onto something they’d touched in order to tether myself seemed as vital as breathing in that moment of misery. The dust didn’t prevent me from burying my face in the cotton to search for just a hint of my father’s scent.  

My tears soaked the pillow as I rocked back and forth, my back burning from where Carl had whipped me. The sensation added to my woes. My earlier hope of him offering me a contract had died a very quick death. 

Once I’d reached Carl’s home, he hadn’t been able to mask his impatience, along with something else that had twisted my gut—disappointment.

I told you he doesn’t want you the way you want him!

I shook my head as I dropped the pillow back on the bed. My legs were unsteady as I walked towards the door. I stopped, looking back at the room and, not for the first time, wondering if the search for something more after they’d died had led me down a path to more heartbreak. 

I’d always known I was different. But it was only after talking to my friend, Wren, not long after my parents had died, that I’d become stuck on the idea of visiting The Playroom, a BDSM club he’d mentioned. That first visit had blown my mind. I’d found myself going back night after night, watching with fascination as the subs submitted to the Doms. Seeing the care with which the Doms treated the subs, my heart had swelled with pure joy. I’d intrinsically known that I’d found my true place in the world. A place which had opened me up to the possibility of what had been missing from my life so far. I’d finally understood what I was… a sub.

Submission was a gift to be treasured and something I loved to give. There was something so freeing about letting myself go, about trusting the other person to know what I needed more than I knew myself. Without my parents’ guidance and with no one listening to me, I’d felt lost. The Playroom gave me back what had been absent from my life: the ability to find my centre, to know my place.

Yet there was one thing missing, and that was a permanent Dom to call my own. I’d had several contracts which had run for months over the last couple of years, but no one had wanted me for longer than that. Cast aside for younger, cuter subs, I was starting to lose faith. 

What was it about me that made me so unlovable? That made people want to toss me aside?

I’d thought my luck had changed when Carl had started to show an interest. He’s not interested in long-term with you though, is he, you fool? How many times do I need to say it?

I swung around and stalked out, pushing the voice aside and glancing heavenward. I sent up a silent prayer, hoping that I was wrong as I continued on to my bedroom. “He does like me. I know he does,” I muttered, ignoring the lack of conviction in my own voice.  
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Several weeks later, sat at the bar sipping a cocktail in The Playroom, I was reminded of those thoughts as I watched Carl stroll over towards Saul, one of the new subs.

Hurt sliced at my heart as I did my best not to watch the pair. Carl towered over Saul, looking delicious in a black vest and fitted, distressed jeans which he’d chosen to wear in lieu of his usual leather.

My gaze moved to the mirror which covered the back wall of the bar as I inhaled the familiar scent of cum and leather. Given how much of my free time I’d spent there, the large open-plan room felt like a second home to me.

The deep red walls were a backdrop to the large, black leather booths which could seat thirty people comfortably. Each booth was situated around a large dais so that everyone could see the action. Throbbing music poured from the speakers, though not loud enough to drown out the moans and groans which came from those lucky enough to have found a playmate for the night. 

At the sight of flesh being caressed and teased by the Doms, I squirmed in my seat, a wave of jealousy riding through me. The full-length mirrors in front of me cast reflections of the other occupants back. It also gave a perfect view of the empty stage positioned in the middle of the room. The stage was sunk into the ground so that wherever a person was in the club, they were eye level with the action and able to watch with an unobstructed view. It had been months since anyone had asked me to go up on stage. What was wrong with me?

My gaze found its way back to Carl and the cutie with the blond-streaked hair wearing a sexy pair of shorts and a green tank top which showed off his trim, golden-skinned body. 

The minutes ticked by as I watched Carl and Saul have, what I could only assume was, a conversation about a planned session. My heart sank into my boots when my assumption was confirmed minutes later. I watched as Carl carefully tethered Saul to the St Andrew’s cross on the main stage. Saul’s naked limbs glowed from the soft lights which were situated in the ceiling.

Carl’s gaze swept the room as he stepped back, but he didn’t seem to notice me and after leaving a tip for Isaac, the head barman, I slipped wordlessly off my seat. Isaac often took the time to come and chat to me, but there was something about him that made my insides tremble so I tended to keep my distance from him. There was already a crowd starting to gather around the main stage as I slipped unnoticed out of the door to get my coat.

I nodded to the security guy who was more interested in what was going on inside the club than in me. With my light jacket hiding my harness, I stepped out into the muggy heat and strolled down the street towards my house in Notting Hill. 

My parents had bought it in the early seventies when the area wasn’t as popular. If I wanted to sell it now, I’d been quoted an astronomical price. But as much as the money sounded amazing, it was my childhood home and there was no way I could part with it.

The ten minute walk home wasn’t nearly long enough to erase the image of Carl positioning Saul until he was stretched over the St Andrews cross.  I opened my front door with a tremulous sigh and sagged back against the wall. Would I ever find a Dom that wanted me?










  
  
Chapter Two








The heat inside the club was immense and I struggled not to fidget as the Dom in front of me gave me a head to toe inspection that caused my stomach to tighten. The office which the Dom on the door had led me to smelt a little funky and was a mess. Nothing like Nathan’s. 

Stop thinking about The Playroom. You’re trying something new, remember?

This was a weird arse introduction to a club, not that I’d been to many, only The Playroom really, but I’d never had to go through this rigmarole. Why would anyone need to come to the office so the owner and floor manager could inspect them? 

It was more than a little daunting to say the least but now that I was here, I didn’t feel as if I could be rude and just leave.

You said you were going to stop going to The Playroom, so you need another club now.

How could I forget that? Not after the last time I’d been there when I’d stupidly broken a key rule. I’d tried to push Carl for more, only to be told gently that there would be no more sessions, either at the club or at Carl’s home.

Saul and Carl hadn’t played together after that first time and it had been weeks ago, so I’d watched him, trying to gauge whether to approach him or not. 

“Just do it,” Wren muttered in my ear, his bony elbow nudging me in the ribs.

“Really, you think I should? Carl hasn’t played with anyone for weeks. Maybe it’s because he’s missing me?” I couldn’t disguise my hope as Wren nodded eagerly at me. 

His golden eyes gleamed with excitement as he ran a hand through his rainbow-coloured hair. He’d been my best friend ever since primary school. Despite the fact, he resembled a tiny bird, he was a complete pain slut and often surprised the Doms with how much he could take. What they didn’t know was that his mother had thought nothing of using Wren as a punchbag. He’d often come to school covered in lurid bruises that his mother had said were from Wren falling over. 

“Stop daydreaming and get your arse over there before he does go looking for someone else. Come on, it’s time you went after what you want.” Wren’s suggestion pulled me from my thoughts as I sucked my lower lip between my teeth. I eyed Carl once more before rolling my shoulders back. I tugged at my mesh top to make sure it sat just right before getting up and swaying as seductively as I could towards the booth where Carl sat.

I halted in front of him, lowering my head. “Sir, would you be interested in… in taking me on as your sub,” I finished on a breathy exhale. It was only when all the talking suddenly stopped in the booth next to Carl’s that I realised I’d spoken loud enough for the group of subs to hear me, but I didn’t look over. Heat filled my face as Carl remained silent for a moment before sighing. His hands moved on the table, his fingers tapping, but I didn’t dare raise my gaze to his face. My heart thundered more with each passing second and it felt like an eternity had passed as I waited for him to respond.

“I’m sorry, Ferron, but I’m not looking for a permanent sub. May I also point out that if I had been interested in more, I would have approached you.”

Several sniggers came from the booth next to Carl’s. The comfort I’d often found in the club fled in that moment as my humiliation was witnessed and mocked.  

I worked to shove the feelings back down inside me as the devastation continued to cling to me. Even the several days I’d taken off work sick hadn’t helped. My swollen, puffy eyes and red nose were a constant reminder when I looked in the mirror. 

With the whole incident constantly running through my mind on replay, I’d not been able to face any of the other club subs, not when some of them were so gleeful at having witnessed my shame. 

When I’d finally spoken to Wren about it, he’d asked around to find another club I could go to until I felt able to face everyone again. The Dom’s Haven, the place suggested by one of Wren’s friends, was on the other side of London. 

I’d not checked it out prior to my visit because I’d been so eager to find a place but now I was regretting that, big time. The skin on the back of my neck felt like it was crawling with a hundred ants. The club wasn’t what I’d expected: it was seedy and looked like it had seen better days. 

At least they hadn’t asked for a big fee. 

That was the only positive I could muster as my skin continued to crawl. My eyes remained fixed on the floor in submission, but my insides were doing their best to get me moving, my nerves thrumming with anxiety. My heart rattled against my ribs as the menacing guy stood in front of me pinched my chin. His fingers gripped far harder than I thought was necessary as he lifted it and stared into my eyes. 

His almost colourless eyes promised nothing good and I struggled not to pull away, my hands balled at my sides.

“Oh, I can see you’re a feisty one. You’ll be perfect for… Devon,” he growled in a tone which said he was telling me rather than asking me.

My mouth dried up as I tried to figure out a way to get out of the club—and fast. Sweat slid down my back, my leather harness feeling sticky as it glued itself to my skin. I exhaled shakily as my chin was released and I barely resisted rubbing the ache where his fingers had dug in. 

The guy nodded to the big goon who was standing silently behind me. I chanced a quick glance in his direction from under my lashes. His presence gave me the distinct feeling that I might not be escaping from here as quickly as I’d like.

Shit, what have I got myself into? 

My phone had been taken from me when I’d entered the club, along with all my other personal belongings, including my wallet. The guy on the door had explained that it was the usual policy and that they’d be returned when I left. He’d also said I’d settle the bill then for whatever drinks I’d purchased through the night. 

I’d not questioned it at the time, thinking it was a good thing to not have any unnecessary bulges in my tight outfit. The leather trousers I wore were a little tighter than usual because I’d been comfort eating. Cake and chocolate had been my best friends while I’d been so upset. And as I’d been upset for quite a while, supplies I usually kept in the house were running low. I sucked in my stomach, the leather outfit the club insisted all subs wore rubbing over my skin unpleasantly. How on earth could anyone cope with wearing leather in this heat?

The thought fled as the door opened and a man walked in. His presence seemed to fill the room as he glanced from me to the owner and back again.

He was tall and had dark hair and eyes. The man was well built with lots of muscles and he was wearing low slung black leather trousers and a harness which disappeared into the dark hair on his chest. His trousers clung to his lower body like a second skin, highlighting what he was packing between his legs. 

His dark eyes seemed to bore right into me, holding me captive. His arms flexed as he crossed them over a well-muscled chest. There were intricate tattoos on both his arms, a colourful snake with eyes that gleamed like rubies on one and what appeared to be a skull with insects crawling over it on the other. 

I shifted ever so slightly away from the guy as tiny shivers skirted their way down my spine, a sense of unease making my nerve endings hum to attention. 

“A newbie. Oh, look at him. He reeks of fear.” As if to compound his point, he sniffed the air, a feral smile forming on his mouth. The next thing I knew, his hand came up, striking my cheek. My head shot backwards from the sharp, stinging blow to the right side of my face. Stunned from the act of violence, I could only stare at the man as tears sprang to my eyes.

“In the presence of your Dom, you will lower your gaze. You’ll need to be retrained.” He sounded so pleased by the prospect that I found my head lowering.

Did this man want me to be his sub?

A part of me was shouting, “run, run for the hills and don’t look back.” But the needy part of me, the part searching for someone to love me, forced me to keep still and shut out the voice trying to warn me. This man wants me, wants to train me to be his.

Don’t do this!

I shut the voice out again.

The sub holds the power. I hold the power. 

The thought settled me and I found myself justifying the smack to my still throbbing cheek as having been my own fault for not showing the respect a Dom deserved. I should have expected to be punished for disrespecting the man. You didn’t disrespect him because you haven’t discussed what either of you want!

”What’s your name?” the man demanded.

“Ferron… Sir,” I quickly tagged the latter on, not sure what honorific he’d prefer as I kept my eyes downcast.

“It’s Master to you.” His calloused palm touched my hot cheek, his fingers lingering for a moment in a gentle caress. “It’s going to be hard to start with, while we figure out your bad habits and break them. But don’t worry, I’m a patient Dom.”

The other two men choked on their laughter as he spoke, the muggy air in the room becoming stuck in my lungs. But before I could question what I’d got myself tangled up in, fingers wrapped around my throat. My head was tilted back, his hand squeezing and I felt a rising panic which threatened to overwhelm me. Was he testing me to see what I’d do? Why weren’t we talking about limits first? Why wasn’t he asking what I liked and didn’t like?

His eyes held mine hostage, almost willing me to fight him as the questions fired through my skull, pinging around like a ball in a pinball machine. The need for oxygen took precedence, my hands coming up to claw at his. One of the men stepped forward, pinning my hands behind my back before I could do any more.

It felt as if my eyes were about to burst out of my head as I struggled to take in the air my lungs were desperately crying out for. Then, just as quickly as it had started, it stopped. My chest heaved as I searched for a way to escape the madness that I’d somehow found myself in.

“He’s not perfect, but I’ll soon have him toeing the line,” Devon said to the other men, his large hand taking hold of my arm. “Thanks for the heads-up, Riley.”

“Try not to break this one,” Riley, the manager growled.  

My mouth opened and shut. What did he mean “break this one?”

Mother of all that is holy, run, run now!

But no matter how much I tried to pull away, the hand dragging me through the club didn’t let go of my arm. I thought I’d get my chance to run once we‘d reached the door, but there was only the doorman who handed Devon my belongings. Without any further preamble, I was hustled into the back of a big black BMW and strapped into the seat.

What the fuck was happening to me?










  
  
Chapter Three








The sound of heavy footsteps was enough to make my whole body clench in fear. The goosebumps that rose over my naked flesh refused to listen to reason as I stood perfectly still next to the bed, not sure that my body could take another beating.

My pose of submission was as perfect as I could get it without double-checking in the mirror situated at the end of the bed. A mirror I’d soon come to realise was there so that Devon could watch us together at all times.

The plug in my arse felt heavy as I shifted slightly, the cock cage chafing the raw flesh on my thighs. My fingernails dug into my palms as I willed myself not to flinch as his footsteps grew louder. I sucked in a couple of breaths as a buzz started up in my ears.

Don’t faint, don’t faint.

Weeks had passed since that fateful night in The Dom’s Haven and I was struggling to keep it together. The punishments Devon dished out did make me try harder. But a part of me wished that he’d just do enough damage so that I’d never recover.

I was no longer able to recall what day it was as they all bled into each other. They were full of pain and mental torture. I was no longer even sure if it was night or day. 

The house Devon had brought me to, had blackout blinds on all of the windows which left me clueless. They added to my deprivation, to the misery which was Devon’s way of teaching me to be the perfect pet for him.

There was no way of figuring out a pattern to what Devon might do next because he didn’t seem to keep to any schedule. He came and went as he pleased, leaving me tied up for hours in his absence. So much so, that I found myself willing him to return so I wouldn’t be alone. The loneliness was sometimes worse than him being there. Then the cycle of abuse would start again and I’d wish for him to leave again. It was a total mind fuck, and I was starting to understand that it was all part of Devon’s idea of training.

A shudder wracked my body, and I stifled a sob as I caught the scent of my own unwashed body. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d smelt fresh air, smelt anything that was clean.

“Oh, look at my perfect little sub, stood waiting for his Master.”

The softness to his tone kept me from moving, from even taking a breath. A soft tone meant he wasn’t in a good mood, so I waited to see what he’d command me to do.

“Get on your knees, strip off my trousers and suck my cock.” I felt the weight of his gaze on me as I quickly moved from my position next to his bed, a bed I’d never slept in. No, he’d explained that I was his slave and as such, I slept on the floor ready to service him whenever he wanted.

My arse twinged as the massive plug shifted inside me, which left me feeling sickened. One of his rules was no coming, no matter what. It’s why I wore the cock cage. Devon didn’t want me to get aroused, but there was no fear of that, not with the pain he loved to inflict. 

My head whipped back, the punch to my face knocking me on my arse. The tears that came to my eyes were blinked back quickly. No tears, remember what happens if you cry!

“Pay a-fucking-ttention,” he growled, much as a rabid animal might, as he yanked me towards him by the hair. “Get my cock out and make sure you suck it properly.”

I did as he’d bid, working on swallowing the tears clogging my throat and keeping my hands from shaking. His cock was as hard as steel which was always the case when he was violent. 

The scent of urine and cheesy cock made my stomach heave as I pulled his cock out of his underwear. I was never more grateful for the fact that I’d only had a small breakfast as my stomach rebelled at what I was about to do. I closed my eyes and prayed that Devon would believe that the saliva pooling in my mouth was due to his cock and not because I wanted to vomit over him.

I took him to the back of my throat, just as I’d been taught, remaining still as his hands clamped down over my ears and he started to thrust so hard that I wouldn’t have been surprised to find a permanent imprint on my tonsils.

Saliva dripped down my chin as I struggled to swallow, to breathe. His body tensed and I sucked harder, knowing he wouldn’t last long. I prayed that he’d pull out and not make me swallow, but the God’s weren’t listening.

“Awww, fuck yeah, suck me, slave,” he groaned as cum poured down the back of my throat. He pinched my nose, his cock still blocking my airway. I’d never got used to this part. I’d quickly learned that Devon loved asphyxiation play. Whereas I’d learned to hate it, and as a wave of panic clawed at me, I kept my gaze from straying to Devon’s, knowing it was useless to beg.

Please, please enough, enough.

My internal pleas were thankfully answered as Devon removed his hand, his cock slipping free of my lips.

“Such a good little slave.” His voice was full of genuine praise and a tiny part of me preened at having done something right. They were rare moments which left me confused and upset where I chastised myself for feeling anything for the brutal bastard who was holding me against my will.

You went to that club!

I never asked for this, never!

“I think you deserve a reward.” He patted my head, indicating that I could look at him. His lips were pursed as his dark eyes bored into me. “Now what shall I give you as a reward, hmm?”

I kept silent, knowing better than to offer a suggestion.

“I think I’ll take you out for something to eat. It’s time I showed off my perfect little slave. Don’t you think?” His eyes gleamed, his feral smile causing my heart to triple-time itself against my ribs.

Show me off where? Not the club? Please God, not the club.

I never wanted to see that place again—not ever.

But maybe you could escape?

My stomach fluttered wildly at the possibility.

What about my house keys, my wallet, fuck, my job? I’d no idea about any of it. Devon hadn’t even asked where I lived or what I did. I hadn’t had anything in my wallet with my address on it, and the form I’d completed to enter The Dom’s Haven had only wanted to know my… next of kin.

Was that to check who had family that might come looking for them?

Oh, my God! That had to be why they’d picked me. Whatever passed across my face in that moment had Devon’s brows meeting in the middle.

I did my best to mask both my grief at my parents’ death and how that fact had been used against me. It must have worked because after a few seconds, Devon’s brow smoothed and his hand gently cupped my cheek. “You’re mine,” he murmured as if to himself.

I nodded, not wanting to garner any more of his displeasure, even as my teeth clamped together with a denial. I’d never be this man’s anything; I didn’t deserve that.

Yes, you do, you don’t deserve anything better.

I sagged, Devon’s voice ringing inside my head, even as his mouth remained closed. Don’t let him get inside your head, please!










  
  
Chapter Four








I dressed in someone else’s clothes with no idea who they’d belonged to before me. I wasn’t stupid enough to ask. In the bathroom, I looked at myself in the mirror, noting the terror shining from the glassy eyes staring back at me. My gaunt face with dark circles under my eyes showed the lack of sleep and food that I was suffering from. The person in the mirror was no longer a man I recognised.

Who was I?

Was I the slave that Devon insisted I was?

Did I want to be that?

On and on the questions kept coming as I tried to find myself in the man in the mirror. A sob became stuck in my throat, my fingers trembling as I continued to button the shirt I’d been given to wear. The clothes and the trip were a reward, but for what I’d not been able to fathom. Devon’s brainwashing and constant threatening behaviour made sure that I acted in a manner he approved of, or at least I tried to. My infractions, were thankfully getting less and less and we’d somehow settled into a routine.

Yet, there was still a tiny sliver of hope buried under all the fear, a hope that I might be able to escape and take back my own life.

What life? No job, no family. You’re worthless to anyone but Devon. He’s the only one that cares for you.   

Devon’s voice was the only thing I could hear these days. A shiver raced down my spine.

Could I do it? Could I run this time?

I dug my fingernails into my palms to stop my hands from shaking as doubt crowded my mind. I wasn’t sure if I could, not with the anxiety a constant hum inside me. The other three times I’d been allowed out, I’d been too overwhelmed to do more than clutch at Devon.

The time we’d bumped into Nathan in a restaurant, it had taken all my willpower not to shout at him to help me. But Devon’s threats ringing in my ears had stopped me from doing anything. After receiving a beating from Devon once we’d got home, I’d waited until he’d gone back out before crying myself to sleep.

“Are you ready? For fuck’s sake, how long does it take to get dressed?” Devon bellowed so loudly that the glass of the mirror shook.

The temper in his voice was enough to make my bowels turn to jelly as I ran out of the bathroom. Stupid, stupid, stupid, you know he hates to wait for anything! I continued to berate myself as I reached the bottom step, my chin trembling as I kept my eyes downcast.

Please don’t hit me.

As if he’d read my mind, his hand lifted and it took all of my willpower to remain still.

When he didn’t get a reaction, he chuckled evilly. “Such a good slave,” he cooed at me, his temper seemingly forgotten at my obedience. “I think you’re ready for me to take you to the club and show everyone what a good slave you are.”

If I’d thought it was his anger that could make me shit myself, then I’d been wrong. His promise had my arse clenching so hard that I thought the plug in it would never manage to find its way back out as it was sucked deeper into my body. I’d got used to feeling fear, but those words took it to a whole new level. My heart seemed to still in my chest, my lungs deciding to play a game of let’s hide all the air. I struggled not to reveal how much he’d affected me with what he’d said.

Devon had often talked about what went on at the club, talking about sharing me once I was ready. Up to now, I hadn’t believed it would happen. What he did to me in the privacy of his home was bad enough without him wanting to do it in public as well.

The love I’d once had for submission had long since been driven out of my heart and my soul. I no longer knew what it was to soar, to find a place where I could let go. Now, all I felt was an obligation to keep myself safe and to not let go.

In all the time I’d been with Devon, I hadn’t come. He’d taken great pleasure in punishing me to the point where I never felt aroused. My cock hadn’t required a cage but Devon hadn’t noticed. He’d just assumed that he’d trained me to hold back. All he’d done was condition me to feel nothing. My cock was now a useless appendage only used to pee. Not that I cared. It was better than the alternative.

The tug on my hand drew me away from the clawing horror waiting to trip me up. The blinding light left my eyes stinging as Devon pulled me over to his car at the curb. I still had no idea which part of London he lived in. All I knew was that it was a quiet neighbourhood which looked quite posh. The few times I’d left the house, he’d always made sure that I didn’t get a chance to look too closely at anything. Contact with people had been minimal.  

Once he had me in the back seat of the car, I rubbed my chest, willing the air to circulate in my lungs to help my fuzzy head.

Think, Goddamn it. You need to do something. You can’t go to that club, you can’t.  

A silent sob choked me. I turned my head towards the window, not wanting Devon to see my distress. A part of me knew that this would be my only chance.

What should I do?

Run, run and don’t stop.

How the fuck did I do that with nowhere to go?

I recalled how Devon had beaten me after we’d bumped into Nathan. “We miss you, Ferron. If you need anything, you know where I am.”

I’d cursed those words at the time because of the beating they’d led to, but now they were like the answer to a prayer. One I hoped Nathan would keep, because if he didn’t I had nowhere else to go. Devon had made me watch the local news, pointing out that there was no mention of me which proved that no one had missed me. 

You haven’t escaped yet!

Please be quiet, please, I silently begged the voice in my head as the car pulled into the car park. Devon became more excited as we exited the car. I kept my head down, but could hear the sounds of voices growing louder which appeared to be heading in our direction.

I sucked in a deep breath and wailed a plea for help at the top of my lungs before Devon could stop me. My feet had barely started to move before a hand wrapped around my arm and I was swung around violently. I didn’t stop screaming. I wasn’t sure I could.

The fist aimed at my temple bust open my brow, blood flowing down my face. The sticky substance stirred me to life and I started to fight back. All the months of pain and suffering went into every blow I could land.

My screams echoed off the concrete, the blows Devon delivered going unnoticed in my haze of rage over what I’d endured at his hands.

“What the hell is going on here? Sophie, ring the police,” a man shouted, his feet thudding over the hard ground. I didn’t stop fighting, even as my energy started to flag.

It was only when Devon started to drag me back to the car that I found enough energy to yank my arm from his grip. He stumbled for a second. I swung around in a daze, desperately searching for an exit, anywhere I could go.

A man, presumably the one who’d shouted, caught hold of me as my legs gave way. “Please… please don’t let him take me,” I sobbed, my chest heaving. My hands gripped the man’s jacket as I tried to focus on him. I blinked but the black spots only got worse. “Nooooo.”
















  
  
Chapter Five








I struggled to open my eyes, my nose wrinkling as I inhaled and detected a strange scent. Was that disinfectant? The fuzzy clouds in my head made it hard to figure out why the smell was reassuring.

As I shifted position, my whole body screamed in agony and I cried out. Fear choked me, my throat working hard in an effort to swallow. My eyes shot open and pain lanced through the side of my temple as I struggled to sit up, memories flooding my head and blinding me with panic for a few seconds.

Where was Devon?

My ears strained to listen, my gaze sweeping around what appeared to be a hospital room. The door was closed meaning the room was silent. I glanced down at the sheets which covered me, pulling them back with discoloured, swollen hands.

Had I done that fighting Devon?

I froze, my eyes aching as they widened.

A twinge of satisfaction was quickly followed by the dread of what Devon would do to me once he found me. Did he bring me to the hospital? Was he here now? Was he waiting for me to wake up so he could take me back… home?

It’s not home. It was never home!

The voice got me so het up that my heart rate danced to its own tune as I struggled to move to the edge of the bed without making a noise.

You need to leave. Now!

By the time I’d managed to place my feet on the cold ground, sweat covered my face and I was beside myself at the thought of passing out again as black spots swam in front of my eyes.

My hands clutched at the bed, my mouth opening and closing as the door opened, a dark head appearing. “Oh, look at you, up and about.”

My knees buckled.

The nurse’s gentle voice was in complete contrast to the arm that shot out a second later to take hold of me as I keeled over. The relief at hearing a voice that wasn’t Devon’s was almost too much to bear.

“Careful, you wouldn’t want me to have to fill out ten different forms just because you fell over on my watch now, would you?” She chuckled good humouredly, her hold keeping me on my feet.

“Did… did anyone… come… in with me?” I choked out and licked my dry lips, terrified of what her answer would be.

She gave me a reassuring smile as she carefully helped me back onto the bed. “No, honey. An ambulance brought you in.” I held my breath as her gaze met mine, waiting for the other shoe to fall. “The police asked us to contact them. You know, when you woke up and gave us your name.” There was something in her eyes which gave me the courage to nod.

“Okay.” It was the best I could manage, given that my whole body felt as if there were a bunch of rave dancers having a party all over me.

“I bet you could do with some more pain relief right about now, and maybe a little something to eat? You’ve been out for the count for more than twelve hours,” she said, as she fluffed the pillows for me. “Do you think you might like to tell me your name?”

The question caught me off guard. “Ferron…” I clamped my lips together. Would Devon check the hospitals to find out which one I was in? “Would a hospital be allowed to give out that information?”

I wasn’t even aware I’d voiced the question aloud until the nurse answered it. “No, we don’t give out that sort of information without the patient's express permission.” She tapped my arm gently. “I won’t share your name. I’ll leave you as unidentified 24756 for now.”

My brows rose. “Ouchhhhh.” I lifted my hand to my temple to feel a bumpy, jagged line about two inches long. It stretched from my brow down to my eye.

“Oh, be careful. You’ve got six stiches. They tried to glue it but to no avail. It kept bleeding.” She stopped talking as a sob escaped from me, followed by another and another.

The flood gates opened and I could do nothing about it as it hit me that I’d managed to escape from Devon.

But for how long?

The nurse bustled over to the cabinet at the other side of the bed, retrieving something that was soft but more durable than a tissue and handing it over. I stuck my face in it, instantly regretting it as my face reminded me that I’d endured yet another beating.

The nurse remained at my bedside, saying nothing, her hand gently touching my arm to offer comfort. After months of very little kindness, the gesture caused my chest to tighten unbearably. The much-needed air I required, struggled to get past the tight band in my chest.

Grief and rage at life’s injustices seemed to want out of me all at once. At a loss to stop it, I kept my face buried, letting it out in great wracking sobs.

Stop now, you need to pull yourself together!

The cloth quickly became sodden, but after months of holding back my emotions wouldn’t listen to reason and my tears continued to fall.

“That’s it, honey, let it out. There are people… that can help you,” the nurse offered hesitantly, her hand still rubbing my arm. “Whatever has happened to you, they can help, I promise.”

The urge to argue that nobody could help was there, but as a great wave of tiredness swept over me, I could do no more than shake my head. How could anyone help me? They couldn’t reverse the damage Devon had done to me. No one could undo that.

A shudder rippled through my pain-riddled body as the coldness, which had crept a little more into my bones every day that I’d been locked up in Devon’s home, wouldn’t abate.

The nurse encouraged me to lie back against the pillow. Too weak to do anything else, I rested my head back on it, still clutching the wet cloth.

“I’ll go and get you some medication to help with the pain, and some breakfast. Then maybe you can have a sleep before the consultant does his rounds. Then we’ll see what the plan is—”

I sat up, the room spinning for a moment, the fear of what might happen next too overwhelming to ignore. “What do you… mean what happens next?” I croaked.

“Now calm down, honey. I just mean he’ll make a plan for your care.” She hesitated, sucking in a breath and offering me a concerned smile. “Do you have somewhere you can go? Someplace… safe?” Her eyes sheened with what could only be tears. She looked away, focusing on the small window next to the bed.

“Yes… yes I have somewhere I can go.” As a sudden thought hit me, my brows rose and I winced at the pain.

What day was it?

It dawned on me that the day didn’t really matter when I wasn’t sure what month it was.  Fuck, how did I explain that? Could I tell her that?

Remember what Devon said he’d do to you if you ever told anyone?

More tears blurred my vision and I swiped at them angrily.

Stop being such a baby! You know what happens to babies.

At the thought of Devon’s threat, my chest seized up, struggling to suck in enough oxygen. “Slow your breathing down. Take a deep breath for me. Come on, Ferron, you can do this. I swear you're safe here.” The soft, calm voice helped, as did the gentle hand which had returned to my arm. “There you go. That’s it, listen to me. Deep breaths, in and out.”

On and on she went until my chest no longer felt as if I’d just run the hundred metre sprint. “Thank… you,” I whispered.

“Oh, it’s my pleasure. Now, I want you to try and relax and remember that nothing bad is going to happen here.”

I noticed that she only mentioned nothing bad happening here. No one could promise me any more than that.  








  
  
Chapter Six








The two days in the hospital had been heaven with no one chiding me or criticizing me. Food had been plentiful, although my stomach seemed to have shrunk and I’d barely managed more than a few mouthfuls before I’d felt full. But the best thing of all was the unlimited showers I could take. The problem was, I never felt clean no matter how many times I washed myself. My skin was raw from the nail brush I’d found in a pack the nursing staff had given to me when they’d realised I didn’t have anything. 

No one asked why I didn’t have visitors, or why I’d not asked them to call anyone for me. The nurse from the first day, Cathy, was a sweet Irish woman with a bawdy laugh and a wild sense of humour. When I’d refused to put the outfit Devon had given me back on, she’d taken pity on me and been kind enough to bring me some clothes. She’d said her sons had outgrown them.

Devon’s clothes stank like the house they’d come from and I hadn’t been able to bear the thought of them touching my skin. I’d been taught about personal hygiene and keeping things clean from a young age. Devon appeared not to have had the same understanding of cleanliness as I did.

He’s a monster, why would he?

The urge to start an argument about what Devon was or wasn’t, sat at the back of my mind and it took every bit of my willpower to distract myself with the food on the tray in front of me. This would be my last meal in the hospital before I had to leave.

Then what?

I scratched my head and blinked back the tears that made me feel hopeless. I huffed as I stared at the plate in front of me. My fingers tightened around the fork I held, the food going cold as I considered whether I had the courage to go back to my house. Was there a chance Devon had figured out where I lived? Had I left something in my wallet that would give him my address?

He never asked you any questions. How would he know where you live?

A glimmer of hope unfurled inside me. Devon’s self-absorption and his need for me to remain quiet at all times worked in my favour. Yet, doubt still wormed its way past the hope, trying to squish it like a bug.

What if he’s waiting for you? He has the keys to your home.

My heart did its best to show its displeasure at the thought of Devon cornering me. I dropped my fork, my hands shaking as I lifted them to tug at my hair. 

“Now why would you be pulling on your hair like that?” Cathy asked as she bustled through the door I’d left open, the room having felt like it was closing in on me earlier.

“I… I don’t know,” I finished lamely, letting go of my hair, picking the fork back up and pretending to be interested in the food on my plate.

She came into the room, her usual bright smile dimming as she closed the door behind her. Cathy had stayed with me when the police had questioned me about what had happened in the car park.

They’d informed me that after I’d passed out in the concerned man’s arms that Devon had taken off, not that I’d given them Devon’s name. As for the rest of it, I didn’t know his address or his last name so I couldn’t help them. I’d refused to press charges for the beating which had been witnessed in the car park. The police had explained that because the man and his wife had seen what Devon had done to me, I had a good case against him. A good case it might be, but I’d be lucky to survive long enough to win it if he ever got his hands on me again. A ripple of unease ran through me. No, I’d made the right choice by saying nothing and keeping my mouth shut.

I was distracted as Cathy laid an envelope next to my plate. “What’s that?”

“Before you refuse, I want you to listen to me. I know you came in with nothing but the clothes on your back. No money, no phone, and well, I thought you might need a few pounds to get you where you need to go.” I swallowed past the tears in my throat as she shrugged, her face pinking. “It’s not a lot but it will hopefully be enough to tide you over for a day or two.”

My hand shook as I reached for the envelope and opened it. My gaze flew from the envelope stuffed with twenty-pound notes to Cathy’s face. My vision blurred and tears ran unchecked down my cheeks. “Why… why would you do this?” I choked out on a sob.

Her hand took hold of mine, her eyes sparking with a fierce light. “No one should have to suffer at the hands of another and be left… alone,” she sniffed. “It’s not much—”

“Not much! There has to be a couple of hundred pounds in here,” I squeaked out.

“Shush, keep your voice down,” she chuckled, taking the sting out of her words as she glanced towards the closed door before looking back at me. “It’s nobody’s business but ours. Now get dressed. The hospital has a transport system which I’ve booked for you. It will take you where you want to go.” The motherly concern on her face made me look away, memories of my own mother’s face surfacing. 

I pushed the wheeled trolley table away from the bed and stood. I hesitated before going with my instincts and wrapping my arms around her waist. “Thank you.” I was unable to express how much her generosity meant to me as I kept hold of her a second longer than I needed to before pulling back. 

“I have a friend… I’m going to go there… to his home.” I didn’t explain further, not when I wasn’t sure whether Nathan would help. But going to Wren’s wasn’t an option, not after it had been someone he’d been friends with that had told him about the club without giving a warning about what went on there. No, Wren wasn’t a choice right now. Nathan was my only other option and I hoped against hope that he wouldn’t turn me away.

Cathy’s mouth opened. I touched her arm before she could say anything. “I’ll be fine.” As I said it, I sent up a silent prayer for the universe to be listening so that Nathan would help me and keep me safe.

After Cathy had left, I dressed in the clothes she’d kindly donated to me and shoved the envelope into my pocket. I avoided looking in the mirror, knowing that it would only upset me as I did a check for the few meagre possessions I’d acquired from the well-meaning staff. The scar over my eye was ugly, as was the black and purple bruising which covered my face as well as a good portion of my body. The dull ache was a constant reminder of what had happened. Not that I needed one, not with the fear sitting inside me and waiting to rear up at any moment.

A knock on the door had me leaving the shower room and walking over to it, a plastic bag clutched in my hand. I sucked in a couple of breaths. An unsmiling guy of about fortyish stood there looking disgruntled. “Are you ready to leave?”

I shrank back, doing my best not to lower my head. I moved the bag in front of me, holding it like a barrier. “Yes, I’m ready,” I answered quietly, making sure to keep my tone respectful.

“Come on then, we have several drop offs.” The guy scanned me from head to toe and shook his head before swinging around to leave.

My instant reaction was to tell him I’d be okay to walk, but I couldn’t get the words out of my throat as it closed up. Had I done something wrong?

“Billy, stop giving Ferron a hard time,” Cathy shouted down the corridor, making me cringe as he turned to face me again. 

“What does a young un need to use hospital transport for?” he questioned, his gaze moving between myself and Cathy. Her eyes narrowed on Billy. She stomped down the corridor and stopped next to us. My stomach quivered at the idea of the confrontation drawing attention to me that I didn’t need.

“When did it become your business to question what my patient needs?” Her hand lifted to drill a finger into the guy’s chest, making me wince. “Not that it’s any of your business but he has no one to take him where he needs to go. Now do your job before I put in a complaint.”

My mouth opened and then shut as Cathy turned her gaze on me. “You’re just as entitled as the next person. Don’t listen to Billy.”

Her “don’t argue with me” face was enough to make me keep my lips closed and I nodded in agreement. After waving goodbye to the people standing at the nurses’ station, I followed Billy, my hands sweaty. Would he have a go at me once we got off the ward?

A more alarming thought occurred to me as we exited the ward and walked down the busy corridor. Could Devon have found out where I was? I slowed as I searched the crowded corridor, feeling slightly dizzy.

“Hey, you alright?”

In my panic, I hadn’t realized that I’d stopped walking. Billy must have turned to check I was following him, only to see I hadn’t. At least his voice was friendlier this time as he gave me another top to toe inspection. 

My teeth gnashed together before I could push the words past my tight throat. “Yes,” I croaked.

His brows rose, disbelief visible on his face as he walked back to me. “Listen, I’m sorry I questioned you needin’ a lift. The bus is parked right outside the front of the hospital. You were my last pick up so you won’t have to wait… outside on your own.” Something in his hesitation showed that he was starting to figure out that there was something else going on.

The fear that I’d been hoping to keep masked was evidently showing itself and I couldn’t seem to do a thing about it. The corridor was warm but shivers still ran through me and it took all my willpower not to run back into the ward I’d just left. It’s going to be okay. You’ll go to Nathan’s and he’ll protect you.

Reassured by the thought, I left the hospital and got on the bus which would take me to the warehouse which housed both Nathan’s club and home. I barely glanced out of the window at the passing scenery. Autumn had been a shocking revelation when I’d looked out of the hospital window after the staff had informed me of the date.

How had so much time passed?

How was it possible I hadn’t realised?

Months! I’ve lost months of my life!

Don’t think about it.    

It’s over!

It will never be over. He’ll come!

I got off the bus. A sob tore at my throat as it drove away and I stood looking up at the warehouse forlornly.

Would I ever get back what I’d lost… my courage, my life?








  
  
Chapter Seven








“My feet shuffled across the pavement as I approached the nondescript building which housed the place I’d once considered my second home. I was no longer sure what it offered any more as my stomach jittered. I raised my trembling hand and pressed the bell which connected to Nathan’s apartment.

Please be in, please be in.

“Hello… Ferron is that you… jesus-h-christ… what the fuck… I’m coming down, don’t you move,” Nathan growled.

His demand was pointless. I had nowhere to go. The alarm in his voice was worrying though. It confused me until I noticed the small camera above the doorway. “Shit!” I hadn’t thought about the security cameras.

Would he let me in?

My guts twisted, the food I’d eaten earlier churning in them and making me nauseous. No amount of swallowing helped to settle it as I hopped from one foot to the other while I waited. Doubt crept in as the minutes ticked by. When I glanced down, I caught sight of the half-mast trousers and ill-fitting jumper I wore, along with a jacket that only a teenager would consider cool.

I looked a dreadful sight and that was before considering my face. Was Nathan going to take one look at me and tell me to get lost? Anyone who looked at me now would clearly see a sign flashing over my head which said “this boy is trouble with a capital T.”

A sigh left my lips just before the door in front of me burst open and Nathan all but tackled me, pulling me in for a hug.

“Jesus! I don’t know why I didn’t follow my instincts that day I saw you. Fuck, what happened?” Nathan ranted, his huge beefy arms remaining wrapped around me.

“I… well… can I… can I… stay with you?” Nathan eased back and gave my face a searching look as I managed to get the warbled words out.

His nod was immediate but something in the depths of his stare didn’t allay the anxiety that was eating at me.

“Let’s go up to the apartment. We can talk up there.” His gaze moved to the street as he spoke, scanning the people roaming past. His whole demeanour had changed and if I wasn’t mistaken his Dom was in full protection mode. I’d experienced it once or twice when I’d been Nathan’s sub for a night.

This is how a Dom is supposed to be!

Please don’t go there, remember you’re trying to forget it.

How can you forget?

Nathan shifted position, using his large body to shield me as he stepped aside so I could walk through the door. It should have felt like he was crowding me, but the fear I’d have felt if it had been Devon doing the same never came and I sighed in relief.  

See, Devon didn’t steal everything.

No, no he didn’t.

There was reluctance in the voice, but I still took it as a win as Nathan led me over to the lift. His gaze remained on me so I lowered my gaze, not wanting him to think that I was being disobedient, even though I no longer felt the need to submit. That urge had died months ago. There was no pleasure blooming in my chest, only the dread that I’d do something wrong which required a punishment and would lead to pain. 
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