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  Dedication 



For my good boy








  
  Chapter 1

Grant


After months of work and classes, I am a full member of Obsidian and the newest bartender. I am off probation and can play with any member of the club that I decide as long as I am off the clock. I am excited, but also slightly terrified. 
I’m not really sure what I want from Obsidian, from the community. I just know that something is missing. 
Damien made the suggestion that I apply for the bartender opening at the club when I returned home after my retirement from the Army. I wasn’t really interested in working. I had a full pension and my cabin was paid off. 
But after a couple of months banging around that cabin all by myself, I realized that he was right. I needed something to do. So I applied for membership and the position. 
I’ve learned a lot about the lifestyle and community in the last few months. It isn’t always barked orders and pain, sometimes it’s quiet disapproval and stillness. And honestly, the last part scares me the most. 
I’m wiping down the bar when Casey walks in, her heels clicking on the old wooden floors. She’s a tiny thing, only coming up to my collarbone with her heels on. Her bright red hair is in a messy, curly updo. She comes to a stop at the bar.
“Rook, I need you to finish setting up the rest of the bar before the doors open,” she says before she continues to move through the club. “We open in ten minutes and you only have enough beer in the cooler for the first wave of people.”
The quiet disapproval in her tone sets me on edge, but I can’t figure out why. “Got it.” I move to the end of the bar, to the storage area.
Casey stops dead in her tracks, her back turned to me. “Ma’am.” She looks over her shoulder at me, a perfectly arched eyebrow raised. “The correct response is ‘Yes, Ma’am’.”
“Yes, Ma’am,” I echo her. Part of me wants to snap at her, to demand respect. I’m probably old enough to be her father. But the other part of me, a smaller part that has been smothered my entire life, exhales.
I watch as she continues through the club and into the back office. When she’s out of sight, I grab more beers and start filling up the cooler the rest of the way. I shake my head and watch as more employees start filtering in. 
I’m always early. After spending twenty years in the Army, I’ll probably never break the habit. But that’s fine with me. It’s not like I have anything better to do at home. 
Chris, the other bartender tonight, walks up and puts his stuff behind the bar. “You and me tonight?” he asks. 
“You and me,” I tell him as I finish stocking the beer cooler. Chris starts prepping and filling the various stations along the bar, making sure that everything was perfect before the night started.
I haven’t worked with him before, but I had seen him around the club when I had a class or workshop. I’m not sure how to take him. He is a giant of a man, taller than my own six foot four by a lot. He is also built like a brick wall. But he wears a pair of silver cuffs that say My Slut on them. 
I’m not trying to judge, but my confusion must be evident because he laughs. “My Domme gave them to me for my birthday a couple of months ago. She had them specially made for me. She likes to keep me on a short leash,” he says with a grin. 
I nod like I understand, but I really don’t. My entire life, I grew up thinking and believing that the man is in charge. But my father’s six divorces showed that to be a lie, and really my mother was no better. 
Honestly, I’m not sure what to believe anymore when it comes to relationships. I watched as one by one the soldiers in my unit fell in love and got married. Then I watched as one by one they all divorced. 
I had dated and even got engaged once while I was in the Army, but nothing ever really stuck. Nothing felt right. 
I hear heels clicking on the floor again and look behind me after organizing the bottles on the shelves. I see Casey come out of the back office and walk towards the bar. Her electric blue corset pushes her breasts high and her short skirt makes her legs look a million miles long. 
“Rook, you did a good job on prepping before opening, keep it up. Hey, Chris. Is Crystal here?” 
My heart catches for a second at her praise. 
“Yeah, she’s over at the fire table getting set up.” I watch as Casey nods and walks away. “Watch out, Rook, Casey is on the lookout for a new sub.”
I turn and look at him. 
“I’m not submissive,” I tell him, but even to my own ears it sounds defensive. Chris just raises his eyebrow at me.
“If you say so, man. I’m just letting you know that the clench you felt in your chest and dick when she told you good job, says otherwise.” He walks away with a grin and heads over to take an order from the first customers of the night. 

      [image: ]The rest of the night passes in a blur of orders, cleaning, and more orders. By the time the club is closing down for the night, I’m exhausted. 
I watch as Casey directs staff in closing tasks, and within an hour the club is ready to be locked up for the night. 
I’m taking the last load of trash out to the dumpster when I hear those heels clicking behind me. 
“You did good, Rook. Most bartenders cry their first night behind the bar.” She leans against the open door and watches as I haul the trash into the dumpster. When I turn and look at her, I can see the open appraisal in her eyes.
I’m not conceited, but I know what I look like. I’m thirty-seven and in good shape, a little on the thicker side of muscled, but I can hold my own. Tonight, I’m wearing a simple black t-shirt, jeans and boots. 
Nothing fancy. But the way she’s looking at me makes me feel like I’m the most attractive man here. 
“Thank you, Ma’am,” I tell her. Her eyes sharpen as I walk towards the door that she’s standing in the way of. 
“You learn fast,” she murmurs as she cranes her neck back to look at me. I have never had someone look up at me and make me feel small at the same time. 
“You kind of have to when your life is on the line,” I quip back. Her eyes darken and she frowns. I guess smartass isn’t her favorite language. “Sorry,” I mutter.
“Don’t apologize if you’re not sorry,” she says firmly. “Do you have all your stuff? I’m going to lock up.”
I check my pockets and nod. I didn't bring much with me. 
“Good, I’m going to set the alarm and lock up. You can walk me to my car.” She disappears back inside before I even have a chance to answer. I was going to walk her to her car anyway, but having her take control is hot.
I hear the alarm engage and hear those heels clicking on the floor as she walks out. With a twist of her wrist, the club is locked up, and she’s walking to her car. I follow behind her, checking our surroundings and making sure that she’s safe. 
Casey walks up to an all white vintage Camaro and unlocks the car. She slides in and starts it to let it warm up. The rumble is loud in the still night air. 
“There’s an all night diner about five minutes from here. I’m starving.” She looks at me expectantly. She’s not asking me out, or demanding, but it’s like it’s a done deal. 
“I’ll follow you,” I tell her. She grins up at me and closes the door to her car. She locks the doors and waits for me to get in my truck and pull in behind her. 
When we were closing down the club, all I could think about was going home and going to bed. Now, I’m wired but hesitant. Chris’ words are banging around in my head.
We pull up to the diner and I park next to her, secretly proud that she backs into her parking spot. I open her door and help her out. She’s lost the heels and is now walking towards the diner in pink fluffy slippers. 
I follow along behind her, and before I can say anything, she pauses at the door, letting me open it for her. The longer I’m around her, the more confused I become. 
The diner is old school, with white and black checked floors, white and black vinyl booths, and even an old jukebox in the corner. The waitress tells us to seat ourselves, and Casey heads to the back corner booth. She sits with her back to the diner and lets me have the wall. 
The waitress walks up and pours us two coffees from the carafe in her hand. “What can I get you guys?”
“I’ll have your cheeseburger with no veg, fries, and a chocolate milkshake, no whip or cherry,” she rattles off. The waitress nods and looks at me.
“I’ll have the same with veg, a strawberry milkshake with whip and cherry,” I tell the waitress. I don’t normally eat greasy foods, but why not. I’m burning with curiosity over this woman. 
I take a sip of my coffee as I look at Casey over the rim. She’s a total stunner and from what I’m seeing, dynamite in a tiny package.
“You’re probably wondering why I hijacked your night,” she says with a chuckle. 
“The thought crossed my mind,” I tell her. And it has, but so
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