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Back Cover Information

Rhodri’s looking for love, but not ordinary love. He needs a man who’ll bend to his will, submit to his desires and obey his every command–including chastity.

So when Gay Hook Ups finds his perfect partner it’s well worth a trip to London. What he doesn’t bet on is his fragile-looking match being a sharp and successful entrepreneur. So when things between them soar, will he unlock the passion, free his desire and will they reach the dizzying heights of ecstasy together? It all depends on whether Darius is prepared to be caged in order to be set free.
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​Chapter One
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Rhodri Davis stared across the paved square just off New Change Street. He’d seen photographs of Scaldoni’s on the website, inside and out, but this was the first time he’d seen it for real. In fact it was only the third time he’d been to London at all. He preferred to stay in his beloved Wales and use Cardiff for his city fixes.

But now his search for love had forced him to leave behind the green hills, the deep valleys and the language that flowed as easily from his tongue as English—though he was only here for one night so he had to make it count.

All of his hopes were pinned on Rachel from Gay Hook Ups who’d studied his profile and matched him with a man who had similar...interests. The form had been incredibly detailed and when Rachel had called she’d probed even further, wanting to know more than just his favourite flavour ice cream and movie preferences. The only way to describe her other questions was intrusive, personal...intimate.

He’d answered them all honestly. Hadn’t held anything back. What was the point? He’d blown a huge chunk of his savings on this chance to meet the one.

He stepped forward, the bitter easterly wind nipping at his cheeks, and smoothed down the material of his navy blazer.

He wondered if his date would be waiting for him—was he in there now, sitting at the bar sipping a beer, gin and tonic, red wine? A lot could be gleaned about a person from their choice of drink. Maybe the man he was matched with would have a lavishly decorated cocktail and an equally flamboyant personality, or a shot of whisky and be a straight to the point kind of guy, a man of few words.

A tumble of excitement rolled through Rhodri’s belly when he reached Scaldoni’s. He paused and studied the dark windows set with flickering candles. On either side of the door were pyramid-shaped steel structures as tall as he was. They each held a long glass tube and a flickering flame danced within them—the heat warmed his face.

He opened the glass door and stepped inside.

The gentle hum of conversation filled his ears, and the scent of a hundred delicious flavours seeped to his nose. There were candles everywhere—on shelves, tables, along the sleek mahogany bar—and their flames shivered slightly in the draught he’d caused. The ambiance was elegant, subtle, romantic. Perfect for an evening of flirting and sexy banter with the gorgeous man he’d been paired with.

Hopefully.

“Good evening, sir.”

Rhodri turned to a smartly dressed waiter who stood by a large book propped on a stand. “Hi.”

“Do you have a reservation?”

“Yes.” He hesitated, remembering what Rachel had told him. “Booked under the name Darius.”

All week he’d wondered if Darius was his date or if it was just something Rachel had made up. He hoped it was his date; the name had a gentle ring to it, a soft, pliant sound that he could imagine saying on an exhaled breath.

“Certainly, sir, this way.” The waiter smiled and turned.

Rhodri walked behind him and fiddled with the collection of leather bracelets on his right wrist. He glanced about, taking in the scatter of faces; male and female. A few returned his attention, but that wasn’t unusual. Rhodri was a big, athletic bloke and he hadn’t fallen out of the ugly tree. Mother Nature had been kind to him. She’d sculpted his face with strong, neat features and given him thick dark hair that needed little more than a hand running through it in the morning. When he allowed a few days’ stubble growth on his jaw line he knew it added to his style and he’d planned it that way for this evening.

The waiter led the way to the back of the restaurant. It was a little darker, quieter too. “Here we are, sir, I’ll just get the menu.” He stepped aside revealing a table set in the corner with a single candle placed on it.

Sat at the table, his face doused in shadows, was a man.

Darius?

“Hi,” Rhodri said.

“Hello.” The man stood. “You must be Rhodri.” He smiled, the kind of shy smile that went straight to Rhodri’s core and heightened his senses.

“Yes. And you’re Darius, right?”

“Spot on.” Darius held out his hand and swiped his tongue over his bottom lip leaving a slight sheen there.

Rhodri stared at it as they shook. His lips were kissable, more than kissable, perfectly fuckable. “I’m sorry, have you been waiting long?”

“No, I’ve just got here.” Darius released his hand. “Haven’t even ordered a drink yet.”

“Good, I wouldn’t like to keep you waiting.”

Well, not for a drink, but there are other fun things it would be nice to see you waiting for...begging for.

Rhodri pulled out the free chair and sat, beating down his erotic thoughts. He mustn’t get ahead of himself.

Darius sat and the waiter arrived at their side, menus in hand.

“Thank you,” Rhodri said, taking one.

“What can I get you to drink?” the waiter asked.

“I’ll have a beer,” Rhodri said. “You?” he directed at Darius.

“Red wine. Argentinian malbec if you have it.”

“Yes, sir, very good.” The waiter smiled and walked away.

“Are you a wine buff?” Rhodri asked.

“Not especially, but I know what I like.” Darius smiled.

Again Rhodri was fascinated by his lips. They were plump, mobile, slightly upturned at the corners. “It’s good to know what you like.”

“I agree.”

Oh God, would he like what Rhodri wanted to do to him? Only time would tell.

“I can hear an accent. Welsh?” Darius asked.

“Yes, born and bred.”

“Beautiful country.”

“It is. I miss it when I’m not there.”

“I’m sure you do.”

“What about you? Where are you from?”

“London. Grew up in Highgate but I live in Chelsea now.”

“Very posh.”

Darius shrugged slightly. “It suits me for work.”

“Which is?”

“I’m in stocks and shares. Trading, that sort of thing.”

“Sounds stressful.”

“It is, which is why I need stress relief.” He tilted his head and his eyes sparkled in the dim light. “Nice meals out with good company makes the stress of the stock exchange feel a million miles away.”

I can give you stress relief. Take you to a place where stocks and shares no longer exist.

“It’s important to have downtime.” Rhodri nodded seriously. What was it about this guy? He’d certainly yanked his I’m-seriously-attracted-to-you chain.

“I agree, Rhodri, downtime is very important.”

For a moment they stared at each other.

Rhodri hoped Darius liked what he saw because he was sure as hell liking the view from his side of the table.

Darius was smaller than him, his shoulders sloped, his arms slender. He was also slightly pretty with blonde, faintly curly hair and big blue eyes. He was just the type of bloke Rhodri went for. The fineness of his bones and features brought out Rhodri’s protective streak, made him want to beat his chest and claim his man.

“We should choose something to eat,” Darius said.

“Good idea.” Rhodri opened the large, leather-bound menu. “Is there anything you don’t eat?”

“I like everything,” Darius said.

“That’s easy then.”

“No, I’m not easy.” He smiled. “Not by a long shot.”

“So what does a bloke have to do then, to win you over?”

“Well being tall, dark and handsome is a good start.”

Rhodri grinned. “And do I tick that box?”

“You know damn well you do.”

He chuckled. “It’s nice to hear I have one tick so far.”

The waiter set down their drinks then walked away.

“What else?” Rhodri asked.

“To win me over?”

“Yeah.”

“I like a guy who isn’t afraid to take what he wants.” Darius half shrugged as though the comment had been no big deal. But it had been, there was no doubt about that.

An image of Darius handcuffed to a bed, naked, his cock at full mast, sprang into Rhodri’s mind. Rhodri would have so much fun, teasing him, making him beg for it. He’d put his cock in Darius’ mouth, up his arse. Spank him as he came, turn his pale skin a gorgeous shade of pink.

“Are we talking about taking what I want in life or in the bedroom?” Rhodri took a swig of his beer. He was enjoying their banter, especially how it had kicked off so quickly. A tingle of heat tapped down his spine. He wondered how far the warmth would spread.
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