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Chapter 1


	 


	 


	“Oh, come on, you’ve got to be joking!” Tyler groaned when the smoke-grey Jaguar in front of him slowed and braked yet again instead of just passing the orange light. “Why does this always happen when I’m in a fucking hurry?” He drummed his fingers on the steering wheel and counted to ten. Then twenty. Thirty. The light changed but the Jaguar remained glued to the asphalt and cowered on the road like a beautiful but lazy cat. 


	“Hel-lo!” Tyler shouted, but nothing happened. Except that the light changed back to red after a short period. “Fuck!” 


	Tyler thumped the steering wheel and watched the other car. Its driver must have been busy checking stock exchange rates instead of paying attention to the traffic. But then again, with a car like this, the driver was in all probability not the owner but rather some poor soul who had to ferry an overpaid, underworked business executive around. The light went green again and still the Jaguar remained in place. 


	At last, the driver’s door opened and a slim figure hopped out. 


	“Damn, how sick can you get?” Tyler muttered. A chauffeur in uniform was one thing, but this one was wearing a uniform made of black leather. 


	The man went around the car, opened the bonnet and disappeared behind it. Seconds later, he turned up again and walked to the rear of the car where he seemed to be talking to whoever sat in the backseat. 


	“Oh, for fuck’s sake!” Tyler unclipped his belt, then got out of the car and slammed the door shut, just to vent some of his frustration. Staring at the Jaguar, he shouted, “I don’t care what your problem is, but could you just remove that pile of scrap so I can get past? I’ve somewhere to be and I haven’t got all day to get there.”


	Startled, the driver glanced in Tyler’s direction but not quite at him. He was younger than Tyler had assumed him to be at first sight. He must have been in his early twenties, but skinny and fine-boned and not Tyler’s type. Plus, his nervy fidgetiness was annoying, as was the fact that he didn’t give an answer. Ignoring Tyler, he shifted his attention back to his passenger. Just as Tyler was about to turn around and leave the irritating thing alone, the back door of the car was opened and the mysterious second man emerged. 


	Tyler froze mid-motion. The driver had been of little interest to him, but the passenger had his entire attention in an instant. Tall and with the kind of posture that suggested a greater physical power than his refined, somewhat snobbish exterior led one to believe, he was right up Tyler’s alley. He was also probably older than him by a few years and quite handsome in a distinguished way. The clothes he wore must have cost more than Tyler earned in a month.


	Sugar daddy. 


	“I apologise for the inconvenience,” the man called out to him. “I’m afraid the car refuses to start and my driver has no idea why that is.” His voice was kind and pleasant but instead of sounding apologetic, there was a decisive tone to it, as if its owner was used to giving orders and being obeyed without question. Tyler liked it. He went to the Jaguar and held out his hand to the stranger without even thinking about it. 


	“Tyler Kane. Any clues as to what’s wrong with it?”


	“Francis Hollister,” the other man replied as he gave Tyler’s hand a brief yet firm squeeze. “And no. The engine just died when we stopped and won’t start again.” 


	“Do you have enough gas? Uh, petrol?”


	“I hope so.” Francis glanced at his leather-clad driver with a faint smile on his face. 


	Tyler also turned to the boy. “Well, have you?” He got a wordless, weak nod in reply. “Okay. Good. Was there anything unusual with it?” 


	The boy didn’t answer. He didn’t even meet Tyler’s gaze. 


	“Hello there, anyone at home? I’m talking to you. You’re the driver, you must have noticed something. Besides, if that’s your job, you should have some idea about cars. So?”


	Still, the young man ignored him and Tyler’s anger flared up again. “What’s wrong with you? I’m talking to you. Are you deaf?”


	“No, he’s not deaf.” Francis took a step closer to him, blocking the chauffeur with his body. “And I’d appreciate it if you didn’t yell at him.”


	“Well, what is the matter with him? Can’t he speak for himself?” 


	“Not right now, no.”


	“Why’s that? Cat got his tongue?”


	“He’s ordered to silence,” Francis said. 


	“He’s what?”


	“Ordered to silence.”


	“By whom?”


	“Me.”


	“Why?”


	Francis didn’t bat an eyelid as he said, “Because I wanted to.”


	Tyler laughed. “Now that must be the best reason I’ve ever heard of.” He turned to the driver again. “How come he gets to order you around like that? Does he pay you enough for it or does he know a dirty secret and blackmails you?”


	“Not that it’s any of your business, but I’m not paying him at all,” Francis explained in a conversational tone. “And even though I do know what you would probably consider a dirty secret or, in fact, more than just one, about him, that is not the reason why he obeys my orders.”


	“Well, what is?”


	“I’m his Master.” 


	Tyler needed a few heartbeats to get past his surprise. “Master?” he repeated, bewildered and not just a little amused. 


	“Yes, Master.”


	“Master of what? Puppets?” 


	“Your sarcasm is quite out of place, Mr Kane. Besides, I’d rather find a solution for my car than discuss my sub’s motivations with you, so if you’ll excuse me.” Moving away from him, Francis pulled a mobile phone from the inside pocket of his well-cut suit. A moment later, he turned back, glaring at the phone. “No network. Seems we’re stuck here for a bit, pet.” 


	The younger man raised his shoulders in a helpless shrug. 


	“I know. Me neither.” Francis glanced at Tyler with an unwilling expression on his face. 


	Tyler’s gaze darted from one to the other. “What?”


	“I’m afraid I’ll have to ask you to check your phone and, should you be able to, call in a breakdown service on my behalf.” The man’s cool, blue eyes were unsettling. 


	“Uh, well, maybe I could check on it,” Tyler suggested. “I know a thing or two about cars.”


	“Oh, would you? That’s very kind of you.” 


	“No problem.” Tyler went to the front of the car and checked the dashboard. Then he closed the bonnet and hopped onto the driver’s seat. The engine roared into life a second later and Tyler whooped as he got out again. 


	Francis eyed him sceptically. “How did you do that?”


	“Magic touch.” Tyler wriggled his fingers in front of Francis’ face. “No, seriously, your car’s equipped with an emergency system that shuts off the petrol feed in case of an accident. Like almost everything else these days, it’s electronically controlled and sometimes goes bonkers for no reason at all.”


	“What did you do about it?”


	“Pressed the reset button.”


	“Oh. Well, thank you, that was…” Francis was interrupted by his driver, who, suddenly very much animated, dropped to his knees right in front of him and tried to kiss his shoes but failed when Francis took a step back. “No, pet,” he said in a firm but pleasant voice. “Not here and it’s not necessary anyway. You did nothing wrong, you simply didn’t know any better.”


	When the younger man tugged at the leg of his suit, he said, “Not now. Be good and do as you’re told, pet. You’ll have time to explain when we’re back at the club.” 


	“What the fuck is wrong with you guys?” Tyler couldn’t hold back anymore and glared at Francis. “What is all that about? You order him to silence, he kisses your feet and did you really just call him ‘pet’? Doesn’t he have a name?”


	“Of course he has a name,” Francis replied. “I just don’t use it.”


	“Why not? You can’t just not use his name.”


	“Of course I can. His name doesn’t matter. I’m his Master. He’s my sub, which is all that matters to identify him, both for himself and for others.”


	Tyler frowned, stupefied. “He’s your sub? Is that some kind of sick game you’re playing?”


	Francis held his gaze. “I can assure you, it’s neither a game nor sick.”


	“Hang on.” Tyler understood at last. “You’re some of those BDSM freaks, right?”


	For the first time, Francis’ eyes lost some of their cool dignity. “I appreciate the fact that you’re American and see some things a bit differently, but I don’t think it’s fair to start calling someone names because of the way they live their lives.” 


	“Oh, come on. Leather and studs. It’s all just about fashion, isn’t it?” Tyler cast the leather-clad young driver a glance and chuckled. “Or are you more of the whip-swinging kind?”


	“Firstly, leather is not just about fashion,” Francis said. “At least not for those who take it seriously. And as to the whip-swinging—yes, I use a whip occasionally. Among a selection of other tools.” 


	Tyler fought not to laugh. “Tools? What tools could they possibly be? None that have anything to do with cars, I hope!”


	Francis’ eyes narrowed. “You might know more about cars than I do, but we’ve all got our weaknesses. You, for instance, wouldn’t last a day in my world.” 


	“You do like your drama, don’t you?” Tyler mocked. “‘In your world’. What does your world look like? Lined in leather and a whip in every corner? With a pretty slave like the silent one over there for everyone?”


	“You really have no idea what you’re talking about, have you?” Francis said. 


	“No, I don’t. Why don’t you tell me?”


	“It’s not just leather and whips, and ‘the silent one’, as you call him, is not a slave, he’s a submissive, and he is working quite hard to meet my standards of training. But I wouldn’t expect an outsider like you to understand any of that.”


	“You’re right, I don’t,” Tyler said when an idea came to his mind. “How about you change that?”


	“Huh? What do you mean?”


	“Well, you’re right. I’ve just realised that you’re right. I really have no idea what your world is like. I know the clichés, and I suppose only half of what I’ve heard is true. So, if you’re pissed off with me for not knowing any better, then why don’t you show me? Besides, how hard can it be to just be silent and drive your master around town?” He chuckled. “You said I wouldn’t last a day. I bet I’d last a whole month.”


	Francis stared at him for a long moment. His handsome features were guarded and unreadable. “What are you suggesting? A month? As a submissive in my training?”


	“Yes, why not?” Tyler said, getting very enthusiastic about the idea. At least that would give him time to stop thinking about the bastard who had dumped him after dating him for three months with no more than a text message—a poorly spelled one at that. Besides, how hard could it be? All he’d have to do was wear a bit of leather clothing and be silent. Piece of cake. And if it meant that he got to see some more of the tall silent guy, well, even better. 


	“What did you say your experience with the BDSM-lifestyle was?” Francis asked. He still sounded sceptical. 


	Tyler smirked and shot him a wink. “Well, I did watch Pulp Fiction but that’s about it.” 


	Francis looked like he’d just discovered that his snakeskin boots were still alive and had started to rattle. “Pulp Fiction?”


	“Uh-huh.”


	“Please tell me that you’re at least gay.”


	“Oh, I am,” Tyler assured him. “Totally. There isn’t so much as a single straight hair on me.”


	Francis regarded him for a very long time, staring into his eyes as if searching for an answer to a question only he knew, then he said, “I must be mad to even consider it but, yes, okay. Why not? You get trained as a submissive in my club and we’ll see how long you can stand it.”


	“Fine. When can I start?”


	“Tonight.” Francis produced a business card from the inside pocket of his jacket and handed it to Tyler. “Tonight at eight. Show this at the entrance and ask for me. And be on time, please.”


	“You bet.”


	Tyler left him standing there and went back to his car. 


	Boy, this was going to be so much fun. 


	 




Chapter 2


	 


	 


	Tyler was pretty certain he was going to develop a crick in his neck by the time the evening was over, but there was just too much to see for him to stop trying to look everywhere at the same time. 


	Getting into the club was easy. The two bouncers at the front door, though equipped with a tough and intimidating exterior, soon turned out to be rather nice guys who joked and laughed a lot. They admitted him inside after verifying that he had indeed been invited by Francis, who had left a message apologising for not being there to meet him due to some important unfinished business. 


	Probably whipping an unfortunate slave. The thought filled Tyler with unease as he made his way into the club. He’d been so enthusiastic about the idea of getting an introduction to BDSM that he’d completely forgotten to discuss the details. Now he could only hope that Francis wasn’t planning to start introductions with a whipping session similar to the one that was just taking place on a stage right out there in the middle of the room. Watching, Tyler suppressed a shudder. 


	The poor bastard who was tied naked to the huge, X-shaped cross at the back of the stage must have been beyond uncomfortable as his partner rained down strokes on his back with an instrument that seemed to consist of nothing but several thin strips of leather. 


	No, that was nothing Tyler cared to be introduced to, although he wouldn’t mind seeing more of the guy who did the whipping—just minus the whip. 


	He was dressed in leather trousers, and his otherwise bare torso was decorated by the straps of a black leather harness that were a nice contrast to his pale skin. The ends of a silver stud in his left nipple caught the light when he moved, sending off an enticing glitter that drew the eye to his chest. Not that he needed much additional decoration—the man had a body that was simply to die for. At just a little under six feet tall, he was of average height and shorter than a lot of the guys around the club, but he was in great shape. Sleek, well-defined muscles rippled under smooth skin every time he flexed his arm to bring another blow down on the back of his poor victim. And that arse… 


	Tyler allowed himself a quick fantasy of what it would feel like to give those tight buttocks a squeeze and feel those strong, lean muscles shift under his hands. Undo the fly of the guy’s trousers to find out if he was built that well everywhere—


	“I apologise for the delay.” Francis interrupted his reverie. “I hope you found something to keep you occupied while you were waiting.”


	“Uh, yes. I took a stroll around. There’s a lot happening here, so I didn’t get bored.” No, he wasn’t bored. Quite the opposite. He tried to shift to adjust himself without Francis noticing, but somehow he had the eerie feeling that Francis knew all about the current too-tight state of his jeans. 


	Following Tyler’s gaze, Francis smiled. “I see you’re admiring the view. Do you like it?”


	“Honestly?” Tyler felt uncertain as he watched the stage. What he was witnessing should have been disturbing and yet it aroused him in a way he hadn’t expected. It seemed the scene that was being played had just been taken to the next step. The handsome guy untied his helpless victim who sank to his knees and, crawling up to his torturer, started kissing and licking his boots as soon as he was close enough to reach them. 


	“What do you think?” Francis asked in a conversational tone.


	On the stage, the hunky whip-lasher sent his play mate cringing away a few feet with a sharp “off!”. 


	“Why on earth does he put up with that treatment?” Tyler wondered. 


	“He’s a sub. It’s what he wants.”


	“A sub?”


	“Submissive.”


	“That is being a submissive?” Tyler winced as he began to realise what he had got himself into. “Getting whipped and licking someone’s boots?”


	“What did you expect?”


	“Well, I’m not sure, but I guess I thought it was more about just, uh, being quiet and obedient—like your driver earlier today.”


	“It can be about that but it really is about everything the Master wants,” Francis answered.


	Tyler let out a groan. “You’re not seriously telling me that he actually wants to be treated that way, are you?” he asked, aghast as the man—sub—crawled closer again, pleading in a whiny voice that was too low to make out the words, but sounded rather desperate. 


	“What does it look like to you?” 


	“Well, it looks like he’s…” Tyler watched for a moment. The sub didn’t seem to be having a hard time. In fact, there was a definite expression of contentment on his face as he succeeded in reaching his goal, and this time he got away with licking to his heart’s content. If anything, it was the other guy who appeared a bit put out. He watched the man at his feet with an expression of detached curiosity, like someone trying to figure out what kind of creature he was dealing with. For the fragment of a second, his expression darkened as the sub reached up and started fondling his crotch. 


	“I guess he’s getting exactly what he wants,” Tyler observed. “Seems the other one isn’t all that happy, though.”


	Francis turned his head. For the first time, he lost a little of his smooth mask of nonchalance. 


	“The Top? What makes you say that?” he enquired. 


	“Not sure. It’s just an impression I’ve got. I don’t think he’s enjoying himself as much as you would expect from a guy who… Fuck me, he’s not going to suck him off now, is he?” This was going quite a bit further than what Tyler had expected. He wasn’t sure what he had expected, but watching a guy get sucked off was something that had so far been restricted to films. And it wasn’t as though he was the only one watching the show either. 


	“If he has his way.” 


	“No… Oh, I guess he does.” 


	Indeed, the sub was undoing the buttons that barred his way with shaking but eager fingers. He pushed the soft leather apart and freed his partner’s cock. He glanced at it, smacked his lips in appreciation and latched onto it. Apparently he knew what he was doing. Licking, sucking and fumbling, he coaxed it to full hardness and soon the Top clenched his fingers in the other man’s hair, clinging on as the sub worked him with obvious enthusiasm. 


	Tyler watched, absorbed. The initial discomfort had long since turned into curiosity. The Top was sexy and watching him in his moment of pleasure was a huge turn-on. His eyes were half closed and he had gripped his bottom lip with his teeth. His stomach muscles rippled with the shallow, rhythmic flexing of his hips. It was easy to tell that he was caught up in that bittersweet moment right on the verge of his climax but instead of letting go, he dragged his eyelids open and turned his head. There was something vulnerable in his expression as he looked straight at them—or rather at Francis. Their gazes locked and Francis’ features changed. They softened into affection and maybe a hint of yearning as he, too, observed the scene in silence. 


	Tyler understood him only too well. Who wouldn’t want to be in either of the two men’s places? And yet, Francis didn’t appear turned on so much as rather…captivated. Adoring, maybe. Tyler couldn’t quite put his finger on what emotion it was that he saw on Francis’ face but he had the strong suspicion that something was going on between these two. The suspicion grew when he noticed Francis responding subconsciously, his body complementing the Top’s motions. It could have been them performing the act together if it weren’t for the space between them—and the sub’s presence.


	After just a few minutes it was over. Leaning back just as the Top’s hips bucked, then stilled in that unmistakable way, the sub ended up with a quite impressive load of cum on his face. Sinking back onto his heels, he closed his eyes as he yanked his own cock with increasing speed and vigour. 


	“Clean up when you’re finished,” the Top ordered in an unsympathetic tone and turned away, leaving the stage to the sub who brought himself off just a few seconds later. 


	“Why don’t we sit down at a nice, quiet table and have a drink while we discuss your training a bit further?” Francis suggested. “I’m sure you must have a lot of questions.”


	“Huh?” Tyler started. He forced himself to shift his attention away from the stage. “Well, there are a few,” he admitted and followed Francis to a table in one corner of the room. It was positioned well and offered a good view of what was going on while at the same time being blocked from sight by a welded screen. They had just taken seats when a waiter appeared. Tyler recognised the skinny figure as the driver of earlier that day. 


	Ignoring Tyler, the young man turned to Francis. 


	“The usual, pet. Thank you,” Francis said. “Find Shae and ask him to join us here when he’s finished. Oh, and bring some water for him, too.”


	The boy changed his angle in Tyler’s direction. 


	“Uh, a glass of dry Cabernet, please.” Raising his eyebrows a little, the waiter melted away. 


	“Driver by day, waiter by night—the boy’s versatile, it seems,” Tyler commented. 


	“He’s a sub. It makes him happy to serve. Anyway, now to your questions and the rules for your training. I’m afraid I haven’t got quite as much time for you as I’d like to have, so we will have to speed things up a bit.”


	“Oh, okay. Well, I’m not sure where to begin, to be honest. This all seems a bit…unsettling.”


	“I’m sure it does,” Francis said. “But I suppose that once you’ve come to understand what’s behind it a bit better, it will seem less so.”


	He paused to give the waiter, who was hovering at a respectful distance, a discreet signal with his hand. The waiter approached and placed their drinks in front of them, then shuffled away again as soon as the last glass had touched the table’s surface. Francis picked up his glass, which seemed to contain plain water with a piece of lemon. He took a sip, then he asked, “Do you have any major concerns?”


	“Will I have to get whipped?” Tyler blurted out. 


	The corners of Francis’ eyes climbed up in an indulgent half-smile. “You won’t have to. If you will depends on what you agree upon with your Top, though.”


	“My Top?” Tyler repeated with a growing feeling of discomfort. “As in I’ll have to bottom? I wasn’t aware that I was going to have to have sex with someone here.” He thought about the scene he’d just witnessed and some of the big, hairy, leather-daddies cruising the club like overfed bears occupying treacherous territories. There were far more of that kind around than pretty ones like the guy he’d just watched getting blown on stage. Once again Tyler wondered what he’d got himself into. At the time he’d agreed to do this, it hadn’t even occurred to him that he might have to bottom for a guy. It wasn’t as though he never did it, more like…he just didn’t do it. Back-pedalling now was impossible without serious damage to his pride, so all he could do was hope that the guy Francis had picked for him wasn’t going to insist on topping him. 


	Francis’ smile widened as he watched Tyler with a knowing expression. “No need to worry. You’ll only have sex if you and your Top want it. And if you do, it doesn’t have to be public either, in case you were concerned about that. You’re here to learn what it means to be a submissive after all, and that can be achieved without the element of sex.”


	“Okay.” Tyler was relieved. “You keep saying my Top. Aren’t you going to train me, then?”


	Francis shook his head, still with that annoying smile on his face. “No. I’m afraid my presence in this club is required for more…urgent issues, and I don’t play with beginners anyway. I’ve assigned one of the Tops to take care of you, though. He’ll work with you and explain everything to you. In fact, he should be here any moment now, so let’s just wait for him. I’ll only have to say half as much then.”


	“Sure.” Craning his neck, Tyler tried to figure out which one of the men in the club would be his…Top. He caught a glimpse of the handsome guy who’d engaged in the onstage sex scene earlier but the man disappeared behind a couple of others, walking in the general direction of the bar. Instead, one of the big, hairy guys approached them. Bruised pride or not, Tyler was very close to caving in as the bear greeted Francis respectfully, then gave Tyler a quick once-over out of the corners of his small dark eyes. Yes, there was an uncanny similarity to a bear. 


	“I’m sorry to intrude on you like this, Master Francis,” bear-man said. “But you are needed in one of the playrooms. It’s not urgent, but I think you shouldn’t wait too long either.”


	“Ah, who is it this time?” Francis asked. “Alan again?”


	“I’m afraid so.”


	“I’ll be there in ten minutes. Please take care of the sub for me until I’m there, would you?”


	“Of course.” The man left and Tyler felt light-headed with relief. 


	He startled when a voice right behind him said, “Master Francis? You wanted to see me?”


	“Oh, there you are. Yes. Shae, meet Tyler.”


	Tyler felt the sense of dread he’d still harboured change into quite a different sensation when the guy standing behind him turned out to be the hunky whip-lasher he’d been hoping to see. Close up, he was even prettier. He had a beautiful face and a pair of the most striking eyes Tyler had ever seen. Framed by long, sooty lashes, they were a very pale blue that gleamed like ice in the dim light of the club. Tyler held out his hand. “Hi, it’s nice to—” 


	He fell silent when Shae ignored him and spoke to Francis instead. “That’s the one you’ve told me about, I assume?”


	“Yes.” Francis smiled at him. “Sit down please. I already ordered a drink for you.”


	“Thank you, S—Master Francis.” Shae sat and gulped half of his water. “Feckin’ on-stage flogging always leaves me thirsty,” he muttered as he set the glass on the table. 


	“I know. Seems you’ve worked up a nice sweat.” Francis leered at Shae’s glistening, bare skin. “Of course that’s all just due to the flogging, is it?”


	Shae pulled a face and straightened up. “I’m sorry. I would have taken a shower first, but Alec said you wanted to see me and—”


	Francis stopped him with a wave of his hand. “It’s okay, Shae. You’ll have time for that later on. Besides, it’s not as though I mind seeing you sweaty and a little dishevelled.”


	Shae’s breath hitched and he started chewing his bottom lip, revealing a set of nice white teeth. 


	Francis asked, “How did Toby do today?” 


	“Pretty good,” Shae replied. “He’s getting better at letting go, it seems, although he still tends to hide his reactions. And of course, he really craves his reward.”


	Francis smirked. “Yes, I did notice that. And how are you doing?” 


	“I’m okay.” At a stern glance from Francis, Shae lowered his head a fraction and added, “I’m feeling a little tense and finding it hard to unwind.”


	“Toby didn’t help you unwind then?” Francis asked. 


	“You know I’m not…” 


	“You can come and see me when you’re finished with Tyler for tonight,” Francis interrupted him in a gentle voice. “I’ll sort you out.”


	“Thank you, Sir,” Shae answered. 


	At last Francis seemed to remember Tyler’s presence. “Well, I’ll just leave the two of you to it. Shae will talk you through the club rules and everything else you need to know.” He got up and brushed Shae’s cheek with the back of his hand in passing. “I’ll see you later, then.”


	Even after Francis had left, Shae remained sitting with his eyes closed and his head tilted, as if he was trying to cling on to the fleeting caress. 


	“So what’s gonna happen now?” Tyler, tired of being ignored, brought him back to reality. 


	Shae opened his eyes and blinked, shaking off whatever had brought about his mellow mood. “We’re going to talk. First, about your reason for being here. Second, rules and mutual expectations.” He picked up his glass again and took a sip of water, watching Tyler. 


	Tyler snapped into focus. The movement of Shae’s throat as he’d swallowed had distracted him. The man had a jawline that could inspire dreams and Tyler found himself wondering whether that particular Top found getting down on his knees and sucking his sub off an unsuitable training method. 


	“Oh, yes.” He cleared his throat. “My reason for being here, right? Didn’t Francis tell you?”


	Shae’s left eyebrow went up a notch. “Master Francis has told me you were here to gain an insight into BDSM and learn what it means to be a sub. That says why you’re here, but I’ll need to know your reason for wanting this to happen.”


	“Well, quite simple, really. We had a little discussion and he said I wouldn’t last a day as a…sub, so basically I’m just trying to prove him wrong.”


	“I see.” Shae regarded him with an unsettling intensity like he was searching for something in Tyler’s face. “So you’re not submissive, you just want to see if you can put up an act,” he concluded after a brief pause.


	Put like that… “Well, yes,” Tyler answered. 


	“That,” Shae said, “Should make things interesting. I suppose that answers the next point, too, or do you have any other expectations from this apart from wanting to get back at Master Francis?”


	“Um… Not so much expectations, no. More like…wishes.” 


	“Wishes,” Shae repeated in a low chuckle. “You’ve no idea what submitting means, have you?”


	“Well, no. I was hoping you’d tell me. Just…please don’t whip me, okay?”


	Shae looked nonplussed for a moment then he laughed. “Don’t whip you? Why shouldn’t I?”


	“Because, well, it hurts,” Tyler answered, feeling mortified. “And I’m really not into getting hurt.”


	“Hmm. Okay. Well, that takes us to discussing the rules. Are there any other things you do or do not want to happen when I work with you?”
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