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What a fucking hard time I had last night. I knew I shouldn’t have taken that last guy. I’d passed my palms over Randy’s, or was it Andy’s ass cheeks as he lay across the bed enjoying what he thought was going to be an evening all about him. It was going to be all about him alright.  

I wanted to say this wasn’t a damn bathhouse, where that cute little ass could get the attention of Daddies looking to make him their boy, that he was with the Master now, and was headed for a rough ride, and it wouldn’t be anything he had ever had before. 

While looking him over, pinching his nipples, checking to see if he’d been adverse to pain, I noticed he’d prepared for me as if he was visiting the doctor. Shaved and waxed. He’d even manscaped his hole.

“Are you a virgin?” I asked, peering down at his hard muscular ass and surveying what I had to work with. I knew the answer. He was cute, young, and thank God he wasn’t a virgin. Why had I thought it necessary to torture myself? Why was I looking for a virgin, when or if I found one, I’d run from him like the plague.  

I’d flogged more asses and seen more holes than I could count. I just figured I’d burned out, but I couldn’t resist Randy’s innocent looking eyes, and that cute round bottom. 

He’d barged into my office naked, wanting me to mentor him. How special. “I don’t mentor anymore,” I admitted. “I can show you how to tie up your partner where you don’t hurt him, draw up contracts for you and your partner, because I am a lawyer, but aside from that you can’t afford me, and I don’t need the money.”

The young twink sat back, looking at me, sliding his tongue over his bottom lip, pulling and stroking his hard cock, and fingering his balls. 

“What are you going to do with that?” I pointed at his wet shaft. “I can’t use it. I’m a top and I don’t suck cock, and I sure as hell won’t let you fuck me, so get that out of your head. No matter how great you look, you’re not a virgin. Not that I am looking for one or hope to find one, I thought. He narrowed his eyes at me. “So you don’t go off halfcocked—pardon the pun, I’ll give you a sample lesson on what I do. First you have to lie on the bed face down, and let me tie your hands.” 

The twink with the cute round ass, Randy or maybe his name was, Andy, rolled over quickly on the small twin bed with his hands spread, as his fingers clutched the bed posts. I could have used something different for him to lie on, but I wanted new clients to be comfortable with something familiar. I tied his wrists with leather straps leaving his feet free. 

“Now get up on your knees. That’s right,” I instructed. He had the best part in the air. I strutted behind him to admire his handsome young ass. “You work out a lot. You’re hard,” I complimented him while kneading his ass cheeks, testing the feel of them. 

“Don’t take this the wrong way, but I like my holes wider and my asses harder than yours. Sometimes a man can have too many muscles for a bottom. Some men like to feel a little flesh they can hold on to when they open those ass cheeks.”  

I glanced down at his hard inviting ass, and stroked my cock. It had become difficult lately getting my cock to respond. I guessed I’d seen too many dicks and hard cheeks to be turned on lately. I guessed it was like being a doctor. Nothing excited you about the human body when you’d seen too many, and you probably needed other stimulation to get you going. 

Maybe that’s why the thought of virgins is occupying my headspace, lately.  

I wondered what was happening to me. Maybe I should concentrate on being a lawyer and let Isaac run the business for a while. I’d taught him everything I knew about S&M, pleasuring, and bondage where he could take over because I was not finding any joy in this. 

My heart wasn’t in this anymore, however, I did think that I needed time away from the club. Maybe I could take a trip to Mexico or Spain, find me a hot Latin who loved to suck cock and pound him into the mattress every night for a month. 

Now that was a thought.  

When I glanced down at the twink’s ass, I was still soft. I thought I would have to chill for the night because there was no way I could get it up the way I felt. Then I closed my eyes and thought about that young musician I’d seen at this motorcycle club. Just the way he appeared, all shy, never making eye contact, an innocent look to his face where he hadn’t met the wrong kind of men, and been abused by them. He had to be a virgin. 

I was the wrong kind of man, and I didn’t want a virgin.  

I’d pegged him as a virgin. However, I ran from virgins like my dick was on fire. Stroking my cock before I put on the condom, I kept saying to myself, “I don’t like virgins. I don’t like virgins.” That was the only way to get that cute boy from the club out of my head.  

The twink must have heard me because he craned his neck to the right and said, “I’m not a virgin, but I might be one if you don’t fuck me soon.”

“Hold your jockstrap, baby. I’ll make you cum, and I won’t have to touch you.” 

“No one can do that. Not even you,” he sneered. The arrogant twink might have been right today, but that wasn’t always the case. My cock was long and thick, it could bring even the widest hole to submission. I could hit a man’s prostate in the right place with one thrust, and he’d shoot his load each time I hit that spot. 

With this one lying here, Randy, I thought that was his name, I’d hit it once. I didn’t want him coming back begging for more since I had to get to sleep, because I had to see Luca at an ungodly hour in the morning. 

I wondered what the fuck he could have on his mind that couldn’t wait until later. I’d have to crawl out of my bed very early to get to the office tomorrow. Luca knew I stayed up late at night working in my playroom. What the fuck? The twink dragged me out of my thoughts. I guessed I’d had my finger way too long in his hole, and he was hungering for something more substantial—my cock.  

“Do I have to keep my ass up here with you playing around in it? If I wanted a finger up there, I could have gone to my proctologist.” I’m surprised he knew the word. “Are you going to just look at me and never do anything? I think you’re all talk.” 

I glanced at him, raised an eyebrow, and furrowed my brow, because everyone was entitled to a bad day. Even high-powered million-dollar athletes had bad days. I was having one of those, and I didn’t need this young asshole making it worse.  

“You have a smart mouth,” I cautioned, pulling my finger out of his ass, and reaching on the table to pick up a gag with a ball. “You need some serious training. If your Daddy comes in here, tell him I’ll give him free lessons just to put you in your place.”

“I’m the Daddy.”

“Well here is your first lesson, Daddy.” I slipped the ball into his mouth and quickly tied the leather strap behind his head. He didn’t object. If he had, he’d gotten another lesson from the Master beside the ones I was ready to give him for no charge. I raised my arm and brought my palm down as hard as I could on his ass cheek. He moaned with enjoyment. Then I hopped behind him, sitting on my knees ready to straddle his ass. “Now pull your cheeks apart,” I demanded in my, you’re-going-to get-fucked-beyond-recognition voice.

My cock came to life. He was right about one thing, he wasn’t a virgin. I could see the signs of all the dicks large and small that had been down that hole. 

Just looking at him had my cock hard, but it wouldn’t stay that way for long. He was just a way to reach an orgasm, but it was the lesson he’d come to me to learn—Dominants had to possess and regulate Sub’s appetite for sex and pain—lesson one at Club Leather Bound. 

After I’d satisfied my sexual urge, I realized that I didn’t need sex. I thought I was trying to prove something to myself. I didn’t really know what I needed, however, I did know that I craved something more. 

Then it came to me the minute I’d pulled out of Randy’s hole. I wanted a virgin. I wanted to feel what it was like to have one since I’d never had one before, not because I couldn’t get one, but because I’d never wanted one, until now. 
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Luca and I had been friends ever since I strolled into his office, a cocky young lawyer who didn’t need money or anyone’s bullshit. Maybe that was why no law firm would touch me in San Francisco, or anywhere else for that matter, when I’d just arrived from Georgia. I’d made a name for myself for being brash, obnoxious, and gay. A friend said it was all those things and more, including my southern accent.  

I thought it was because half the men in the firms who I interviewed for knew I was smarter than all their lawyers they’d hired including them. I just didn’t know how to play that dumb-hick lawyer they were looking for. 

The men who’d been hired over me weren’t the best and brightest, they were hired because after a hard day’s work the partners needed to unwind, and they usually did that by fucking whatever hole that presented itself, but it had to be tight and preferably a virgin one at that whether a man or a woman.  

There wasn’t a virgin in this crowd of swinging dicks and wet pussies and I knew it. I could sense a virgin and I stayed as far away as possible. I concentrated on the ones who needed therapy, and my therapy was clear and concise—a good flogging, whipping with a paddle or crop depending on the thickness of the leather, and afterwards take them hard and on all fours from behind, and forget the kissing part. That was my prescription and it would do many of those professional men some good, if they’d followed my formula, including the ones who owned these prestigious law firms. 

That would have been a sure way to get work productivity up if they’d listened to me which they didn’t. 

After I couldn’t get an interview and no one would hire me at the time, I realized that there was a need for a club like that. So I took some of my inheritance and invested it. I opened my own club, and called it Club Leather Bound. However, that was for my night life. I needed something to do during the day, like a job. And that was where my friend and boss, Luca Summers, came in.  

When I first introduced the idea of a bondage club to these gentlemen as being a place for their attorneys to relax in the evenings before going home to their significant others, they laughed me out of their offices. The only one who would listen to me was Luca Summers.  

I knew most of the men from their visits to night spots, gay and straight, and they didn’t give a fuck who I’d slept with. However, their partners had to agree to take me on especially since I’d asked to buy into their businesses.

One lawyer had the balls to say that I’d been too good-looking, and if he hired me, I would bring trouble to his firm. I’d turned the straight men like himself gay, and the gay men would be standing in line to fuck me when they should be tending to the firm’s business and therefore nothing would get done. Imagine that. As I sauntered out the door, this supposedly straight dude made a pass at me. Asked me to suck his cock. 

I glared at him and shot him a closed smile and chuckled, “I don’t suck cock, and I don’t like virgins. Don’t believe the nonsense what they say about gay men. If you say one more word to me, I’m going to kick your ass.” 

The word got around about me that I was difficult. I supposed I had been. I didn’t blame anyone for my lack of manners because I was a Dominant man, and if I wanted to suck a man’s cock, that was one thing, but to suck it to get a job, that was something different entirely. I just wanted to work at the job I’d trained for. 

I had plenty of training to run Club Leather Bound, that came naturally and from being a boy to an older man who was a Dominant. 

I needed a job because I wanted to say to my parents that I’d become a lawyer and not pissed away my education and inheritance on a gay men’s club.  

Nevertheless, no matter which firm I went to, they wouldn’t hire me because I knew all their secrets, too. It didn’t go over well to have to look at me every day. Once a week was fine, or once a month when they’d come to the club and bring some of their rich clients, but still no one would touch me. I didn’t need their money, I just needed someplace to go to break up the monotony of handcuffing and whipping hard young and old fine asses at night, and the weekends. 

I was always on the lookout for a hot young ass as long as that ass wasn’t virgin.  

However, Club Leather Bound wasn’t just any club. It catered to the needs of men, and I didn’t discriminate against men if they were straight or gay, young or old like some places. You’d be surprised what a man in his forties or fifties could teach you. Hell, some of these Daddies had forgotten more than I could remember. I’d had a Daddy when I was in my twenties and he’d taught me everything I knew, even taught me that although I was young and he was twenty years or more my senior, youth didn’t mean shit. It was love that changed everyone’s life. 

My Daddy fell in love with a man his age and left me. It didn’t matter if I was handsome and pretty, could take his cock down my throat without gagging as he’d said, the only thing we had in common was the sex, and for a man that wasn’t enough—he had to be in love. Whatever the fuck that meant. 

That’s why I didn’t do love, and I didn’t do virgins. 

Back then at eighteen, I thought my tight ass was all there was to a relationship, and when I discovered that it wasn’t, I couldn’t stand virgins. Virgins thought they had something special, and that was why I made it a habit never to get involved with them. I wanted a man who knew what to do and knew who he was, not someone I had to teach and who fell in love with me. Not the kind of boy that I had been once upon a time. 

If men came to me to be tied up, whipped, shackled, and fucked, how could I turn them away? With virgins I had to teach, and I didn’t want to teach anyone. I didn’t have the time what with the day and night jobs. 

There would be a lot less stress in the world today if everyone had a good flogging and a loose hole. 

A good leather crop placed in the right place, ass, or cock, the stress would go away and we’d have less uptight men in the world breaking doors down because they needed to fuck. 

When I wasn’t wasting my time as a corporate lawyer, I cruised the clubs to get ideas for theme nights at Leather Bound, and to pick up more clients for my club. 

When someone finally hired me, the last firm I’d worked at before Luca’s, one of the partners who they thought was straight wasn’t. He’d been out with women at a Christmas party, and had bragged that he’d eaten pussy on occasions to prove that he wasn’t gay. This occurred because he’d been drunk out of his mind. He’d fooled everyone except me. When you’d been in the game as long as me and had been taught by the best, you could recognize someone in the closet.  

I knew what he was from the minute I walked into an office meeting. You really couldn’t swing a dead cat without it landing on a gay man in San Francisco, New York, or any of the metropolitan cities. I had been to most of the cities and the clubs. I thought I recognized him and I was right. 

He’d been in my club on harness night, where he’d been blindfolded and any stranger with a condom could fuck him for fifteen minutes. He claimed that he could go the entire night without having an orgasm. There were men lined up to prove him wrong. When I strolled into the room, he had men walking out one after another, and yet he hadn’t been brought to orgasm. I hit him with my cock in the ass, tunneled down to his prostate, hit it once, and in a second he had ropes of cum dropping like a dam bursting. 

Needless to say, he’d been one of my regular customers since that time. That was when I got the idea to make a presentation to Luca. I could spend less time with cases, and more time entertaining the clients for his law firm.
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Somehow I’d managed to get out of bed and dressed to get into work early. I drove every morning except when Isaac was driving me in if I’d taken on too many responsibilities at the club, or saw a cute twink I wanted to break.  

I’d come from a small town in Georgia where my fairly wealthy family had lived since the civil war. Somehow we managed to hold on to the land and money. It wasn’t bad, but getting a job in the area because I didn’t need it had proven to be fucking boring, if not downright insulting. And with me being gay, that didn’t help either. 

I moved to New York to go to law school, and when I couldn’t take the city any longer, I headed to San Francisco which wasn’t as congested as New York, but it was getting there. 

When I first arrived in Frisco I’d been singled out for being too pretty for a man, and because I had money and didn’t need to take anyone’s shit, which was partially true. My looks never got me anywhere except to get me a handsome Daddy, who eventually left me for a not-so-pretty man his own age. Having money didn’t make my life any easier. Let’s say few knew that I had any money at all especially my leather Daddy.

I wasn’t the type that went around announcing how much money I had, nor did I buy expensive things, until Luca hired me to work at his firm. 

Then I guessed that was when the word got around, and that too put a target on my back. Every twink in San Francisco was looking for a Daddy. It was then I thought I’d open a club and name it Leather Bound. In Leather Bound you could get what your heart desired, hot men, bondage, and hot sex of all kind day and night.  

I got into the leather scene to change my image. If I thought going to a therapist would help, I would have gone, but I knew talking about my past and insecurities and my fear of virgins could get me a few weeks in a mental ward or on drugs so I said fuck that. 

I’d known my problem was the man who’d dumped me. He’d really fucked me up. After having everyone say how handsome I was, I thought no one would leave me the way he did, but it taught me one thing. Maybe two, looks aren’t everything, and neither is youth.

When I’d opened my club, I’d met a friend and we began dating. However, I never had much time for him because of the club and work. To make time for him, I hired him to work at Leather Bound, and he managed it for me and made it a successful with theme nights and opening a small space for dancing.  

The leather and bondage scene worked great for me, and I thought it was a good place to meet men like myself. Men who were into leather and rode motorcycles. And that was where my friend Luca Summers came in. I didn’t tell him that working as a lawyer for him would be secondary. My club came first because I loved the club scene and that was my therapy.  

Luca had been smart enough to size me up. He knew right away that I enjoyed my club especially since that was where I didn’t have to work hard to find a willing boy with an eager hole. Luca knew that soon I’d leave his firm. However, I brought Luca and his partner all kinds of business because of my club, and Luca showed his gratitude by not giving me the hard cases where I’d have to do research and show up in court early in the morning to argue those cases.  

I remembered that first night when I met Luca. He literally walked in on opening night, looking lost and unsure of himself. He was a tall handsome man, but a little rough around the edges. I tried matching him with some of the twinks that came into the club looking for rough sex, but he never hit it off with them. I took on the job of teaching Luca what men wanted from a Daddy as I tried to even out some of his rough edges. He had been my one mentee who couldn’t seem to fit in with any guy who came to the club seeking a Daddy/boy relationship.  

When I told Luca that I was a lawyer, and couldn’t get my practice going because no one would hire me, and if they did, they’d fire me when they discovered I owned Leather Bound. Nevertheless, Luca took a chance on me, so I owed Luca Summers big time and I’d been determined not to let him down. 
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“Did you want to see me, Luca?”

“Sit down, Daniel.” When it came to my friend Luca, I felt like a failure. There was one thing I couldn’t do, and that was set Luca up with a partner, and help him to lighten the fuck up. 

Everything with Luca was life or death.

“What is it this time? Do I have to go with you to your family farm to make sure you calm down? It’s not a problem because I just hired someone to help manage the club. I have two men now. I can take off any time.”

“I hope you aren’t fucking both of them. You know two men make for a complicated relationship. It’s not like two women.”

“I think I know enough about men to make whatever I do work, and since when do you know about how women behave?” 

“You must have forgotten that I was raised with four women if you count my mother.” 

“Oh yeah.” I smiled because I’d completely forgotten about women. He knew more about women than men considering his relationship with his father. He smiled at me. “That’s what you need to do more often, Luca, smile, because you have one hell of a smile. I wished I looked like you. I mean as tall as you.”

“Cut the shit, Daniel. You know I don’t like flattery. I know how I look.”

“If you did, you wouldn’t be sitting around on a weekend without having something to do or going out with those twinks I set you up with. How many have you fucked, now—don’t answer that—and when you get up the next morning they’re gone? You find them sneaking out of your home in the middle of the night. It’s not you, I keep telling you. You have to find someone who will accept you for yourself. Get out, meet men, and see the world. There’s someone out there for you. Me? I have someone to fuck at night, bury my cock deep inside, and have him at my command, but I’m still looking. You can’t give up until you find him.” 

“I hope when you find that someone, he will wipe that cheerful look off your face. A man can’t go around being that happy all the time,” Luca said, with a furrowed brow and his arms crossed at his chest.  

“What do I have to be sad about? I control my love life, and I control men. Just like you, but in a different way. When my Daddy left me for another man, I vowed that I would never get hurt again. That was ten years ago. I’m thirty-two and I haven’t shed a tear since. I don’t shed tears, I make men shed tears if you know what I mean.” 

Lou raised an eyebrow. “You control them by making them cold, tying them up and flogging them and teaching them how they should act as submissive and Dominants?”

“It’s the natural order of S&M and Bondage and men. You have Dominants and submissive. That’s your problem, Luca, you want to straddle the fence. You have to be fully committed and your partner needs to be that way too, or it doesn’t work.”

“I’m just not convinced that your way is the best way for a relationship.”  

“That’s why you’re alone. You need to try it. It will do a world of good for those twinks who run from you like they stole something. Instead, you fuck them and they can’t take it. You’re too rough. Some will like to be treated that way, but you haven’t found them yet. The others need a good palm on their asses before fucking. How many times do I need to tell you that? You’re going about it all wrong.”

“Not every man wants to be handcuffed and collared, Daniel,” Luca snapped. “It’s a great conversation and debate for next time. However, I called you in not because I need you to tell me the reason men need their asses beaten, but because I’m going on a ride to the Grand Canyon. Do you want to come? I’d like to make it a boys’ weekend. Some of the guys want to go rock climbing, and you know I don’t do that shit. And they
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