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Chapter One

 


Worst. Stripper. Ever.

Nevin knew that’s what these guys were
thinking. This job interview was going so much worse than he
expected. So far, his shirt ripped when he peeled it off. And yes,
peeling was the right word. He was so nervous he was sweating. That
could have something to do with the sexy cop talking to the bearded
guy by the bar. Nevin always did have a thing for uniforms. He
tripped pulling his Velcro pants off and nearly fell. His hand slid
off the pole and he really did land on his face, causing the owner
to jump up in concern. “I’m good, I’m good.” He smiled, which is
when he realized that his nose was bleeding. Yeah, time to call it
quits. Nevin used his ripped shirt to shove at his nose. “I’m
sorry.” He couldn’t look the sexy, intimidating bar owner in the
eyes.

Sebastian looked speechless. “You did
… okay.”

Nevin snorted, then winced. “Thanks
for that. This would have been my first stripping job. I was just
trying something different.” Which was apparently a mistake. Nevin
was still moody and depressed about his mother passing away.
Selling their house, moving up here, had been a complete mistake.
He should have dealt with the memories of that house and stayed at
his boring job at the gym. He wasn’t a trainer of those big bulky
guys. He helped overweight men and women find their healthy path,
but the pay was shit. Right now, Nevin’s happy place was not in his
underwear on a stage with a bloody nose. “I’m sorry I wasted your
time.” He felt like a damn idiot.

Sebastian extended a hand. “Practice.
Give it a few months and then come back.”

“You’ll see me again?”
Nevin was surprised. He failed and this guy was giving him some
dignity back.

“Sure.” Sebastian slid his
pants off the stage.

Nevin turned beet red. “Thanks.” He
placed them on and left his shirt off. The flow of blood stopped,
but he didn’t want to walk out like that. His gaze shifted to the
cop at the bar who laughed and the attractive bartender who ran his
fingers through the cop’s red hair. Sexy. God, he hadn’t gotten
laid in months. Months! His high school boyfriend had dumped him
the day they graduated and he left for Harvard. Shit, years! He
hadn’t gotten laid in two years. Well, nothing beside his good old
right hand. Nevin sighed and headed toward The Cox Club’s front
door with his head low. Looks like he’d be spending the night
searching for gyms in the area. His apartment shouldn’t be too bad
finance wise if he got rid of his car. Gas was murder in upstate
New York. The club was in Celestial Springs to be exact, although
he lived in the next town over.

“Excuse me.” The door
opened and a ridiculously hot goth guy held the door open for him.
Black eyeliner around intense eyes, a mohawk, and jewelry that
looked like hardware.

Holy shit, did they make
them good looking here! “Thanks.” Better that he didn’t get the
job, he’d be walking around with a stiffy twenty-four seven. Nevin
stepped out into the March sunshine. It was chilly with the breeze
and his shirt off, but not so cold his balls rode up. Nevin stopped
a moment and lifted his head to the sun. Okay, so that didn’t go so
well. What did his mama always say? When life gives you lemons,
whip them up into a margarita. Nevin smiled and then
frowned. Said. What she said. God, he missed her. She had been a little too
into her alcohol, but not enough to be a drunk. And she always took
care of him. Food was healthy, the house was clean and she always
had time to listen about his day. She cleaned his cuts when that
bully found out that Nevin was gay. His head fell. Thinking about
her hurt. He walked over to his four-door Honda. The thing was
ancient, but it ran well. When he slumped inside, he sat there for
a moment with his eyes closed. He should probably cancel his date,
too. The hottie that asked him out was from this town. An older,
daddy type that had Nevin instantly flirting.

He made his way through town and away
from the bar. He’d heard such good things about that place. It was
quickly becoming a gay attraction. Especially with the BDSM dungeon
they were almost finished building. Nevin drove out of town and
back to his new apartment. He got dressed, cleaned his nose up, and
spent nearly an hour looking up how much his car was worth. Not
that much. He had placed it up on a few sites for sale, asking full
price. Although maybe he should throw a lap dance in there. “Buy a
crappy car, get a crappy lap dance.” Nevin rolled his eyes at his
own joke. He also decided to go through with the date. Robert had
that older guy, extremely fit and sexy vibe going on. Nevin had a
thing for older men and, of course, the uniforms. Hell, if Robert
turned out to be a cop or in the military, he was the one for
Nevin. He snorted as the computer screen shut down.

For the date he went with a pair of
black jeans and a dark blue shirt that was a V-neck collar. He
stuffed his wallet in his left back pocket and his cell phone in
his right. He didn’t have a condom in there, simply because he
didn’t fuck on the first date. One of his rules about dating. No
sex on the first two dates. Hand and blow jobs were okay. Hell,
they were encouraged. They also had to go to a public place and
they never drove him home. Not just because he didn’t want his mama
to see him with a new guy all the time, but the new guy would know
where he lived. There were too many crazies out there. Nevin’s
smile fell. Well, mama wasn’t here now. The thought threw him into
a whirlwind of depression that he knew would take over this date.
Still, he shoved himself in his car and drove over to Celestial
Springs. They hadn’t talked much, he and Robert. Nevin mentioned
the job interview, if stripping could be called that. Robert said
he’d been there, that all the men were hot, and Nevin would fit
right in. Then came the whole, “are you single” question, and that
turned into a date. Now, Nevin was regretting answering yes. It was
only his second day in his new place. He had to look for a new job.
There was too much to think about other than getting his dick
sucked.

No. No. One night having
fun wasn’t going to kill him. All the shit in his life would be
there tomorrow.

Nevin pulled up to a quiet restaurant
just on the outskirts of Celestial Springs. It was small but nice.
There were lights on inside, but no cars in the lot. Nevin
frowned—wait there they were two cars near the end of the lot.
Okay, now he felt better. He checked his appearance in the rearview
mirror once more. “You are a sexy man. Robert’s not going to know
what hit him.” He took a deep breath and got out of the car. He’d
been on a bunch of dates and they’d all been a waste of time. The
older guys were just looking for sex, hoping to get it up. The
younger guys were just looking for sex, and on two separate
occasions, a threesome. Also, two guys that wanted to borrow money
on the second date. Jesus, he had a hell of a track record. Nevin
spotted Robert the second he approached the door. The man stood out
that much.

Robert was over six feet tall. A few
inches over. He had brown hair with a few bits of gray. He oozed
hardness. From the way his black shirt clung to his muscular body
to those blue jeans hugging his ass. His big hand lifted and he
waved at Nevin. Yeah, that guy would probably be a fucking monster
in bed.

Nevin smiled and hoped the
anticipation didn’t show on his face. “Hey.”

“Evening, Nevin. You look
good. Really good.”

That rumbly voice! Nevin smiled.
“Thanks. You’re looking delicious yourself.”

Robert grinned. “Delicious,
huh?”

Nevin blushed and blamed it on the
cold March breeze.

“How’d your stripper
interview go?”

Nevin stuck his hands in his jeans
pocket and wished he’d brought a coat. The temperature dropped
rapidly with the sun and that big yellow fucker was falling over
his right shoulder. “Eh, I don’t think that’s my new
career.”

“That’s a shame. I would
have loved to see you on stage.” Robert leaned closer. “Maybe with
a sexy spiked collar around your neck.”

Oh. Nevin blushed hard this time.
“Let’s, um, eat.” The guy was coming on a bit strong. Maybe he was
a horny bastard or maybe he liked flirting. Only time would tell.
Nevin’s gut churned, but then Robert opened the restaurant door for
him. “Thank you.” Nevin smiled. His stomach calmed down. “Have you
eaten here before?” Stay positive. This guy could be the one to
rival his high school boyfriend.

“All the time.” Robert
opened the inner door.

Nevin stepped into the restaurant and
glanced around. Wooden tables, wooden chairs and an ancient cash
register rested on a wooden counter. He was sensing a theme. Then
his gaze fell on the broken window. The leaves bunched in the
corner. Oh, my God. There was dust on everything. Nevin spun around
just as Robert snapped a cloth over his face. He tried not to
breathe in. He saw enough movies to know what was on the cloth and
he had a pretty good knack for holding his breath. It came in handy
for blowjobs. Why was he thinking about blowjobs now? This sick
fuck was … Nevin fought, but his arms were heavy. Had he already
gotten some of this stuff? Chloroform. That’s what they called it
on television. Nevin felt himself inhale. No, damn it, no. Whenever
somebody succumbed to this stuff, bad things happened.

Bad, bad things.

Really bad.

Nevin couldn’t keep his eyes open. He
had to stay awake. Fight. Fight!

He passed out.


Chapter Two

 


Marco used to love being naked. He
would walk around his house naked. Watch TV naked. Sleep naked.
Now, he vowed to wear clothes every fucking minute of every fucking
day for the rest of his miserable fucking life. That was, if he
ever got out of here alive. No, not if. When. When he got out of
here. And then he was going to beat the hell out of this crazy
fucker with a bat. No, a tire iron. Hell, both. He curled up in the
corner of his cage. Yeah, a fucking cage. His body ached from the
last beating and his face felt odd. Swollen probably.

He’d come out of his new job, a chef
at The Cox Club, and was whacked on the head by something. It
knocked him out and made him throw his guts up when he came to. A
concussion, maybe? That had been the least of his worries. Marco
had met his captor. The crazy fucker had … had… Marco curled up
tighter. He had to focus. He had to fight. He couldn’t let shock
take him. This bastard would slip up and the moment he did, Marco
would exact a hellfire of pain on him.

A door banged open.

Marco flinched. He fucking
flinched and then cursed himself. He gazed up from the dark, dank
corner of his cage at the steps. There were four cages down here.
Some kind of basement or something. There had been one guy in here
when Marco arrived and he was like a sack of potatoes. Beaten,
bleeding and muttering to himself. Marco vowed never to become like
that. A shell of a man. He curled his hands into fists and winced
at the way the metal restraints rubbed against his skin. There were
steps to his right and they creaked as he came down.
Shit! He was carrying
someone over his shoulder. Marco remained still like a cornered
animal and was disgusted with himself. He was a
thirty-nine-year-old man who was curled in the corner!

“How’s my old boy doing?”
That voice was deep and gravelly.

Marco didn’t answer, he didn’t want to
give that shithead the satisfaction.

He placed the new guy on the ground
and started to chain him up.

Fuck me, it was a goddamn kid! Well,
young man. Hell, he couldn’t be more than eighteen or so. Marco
wanted to throw up and scream at the same time. If he had to sit in
here and listen to that fucker rape that poor kid…

Their captor stood up, looked at his
work and then locked the kid in. “I brought you a
friend.”

Marco lifted his head, staring without
speaking.

“Do you know, they think
you left. Sebastian and Mickey from the club. They think you bailed
on them.”

Fuck. Shit. Damn
it. He wasn’t scheduled to see his cousins
in Italy for months. How long had he been down here? When would
anyone even start looking for him?

“Be a good boy.” He knelt
in front of Marco’s cage. “If you’re a good boy I’ll give you a
blowjob.”

And to think Marco had thought this
guy was one of the sexiest strippers at the club. Then he fucking
nailed him on the head, kidnapped him and stuck him down here. “No
thanks, Chains.”

****

Nevin was groggy. It felt like he
drank a whole bottle of vodka and fell asleep on the floor. He
ached in places that a twenty-year-old body shouldn’t ache. He
rubbed at his face and heard the most annoying jingle sound. Was
that his phone? What happened to the ringtone? He blinked opened
his eyes and winced at the harsh light above him. Where was he? How
much did he drink? God, this was the mother of all hangovers. He
fumbled to sit up. What the fuck was on his wrists? Nevin blinked
rapidly, but it didn’t change the sight. There were chains on his
wrists and ankles. Oh, Jesus Christ, he was in a cage. Nevin took
huge gulps of air as he scrambled backward. The chains made a
clamor and then abruptly stopped when Nevin hit a wall.

Robert.

Robert had drugged him. Oh, my God,
the crazy bastard had drugged him and chained him up. Nevin was
panicking. He couldn’t control the rapid intake of air and the way
his throat felt tight. His hand instantly went to his neck
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