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Chapter One

​


​ Zeck

Loud screams echoed behind me as I followed
my band-mates down the hall to our backstage room. My blood still
raced with the rush of performing and being able to interact with
our fans. I let out a whoop. Our first show here in Paris was now
over, and it had been awesome.

“Man, you crack me up
every time. Never know what you’re going to do.”

I grinned at Law and did my stupid drunk
dance through the doorway.

“What can I say? The crowd
loves me!”

We all laughed and fell into chairs around
the room. Except Dillon. He bee-lined for his girl. Like a magnet,
my gaze followed him despite the fact I knew precisely what he was
going to do. The way he caressed his palm over Ashlyn’s swollen
belly before leaning down to kiss her had my stomach twisting. I
wasn’t sure why. At twenty-three years old I was in my prime. I had
no desire to settle down. Too much to see and do for that. But
there was something about the intimacy, the bond they had that
called to me.

“Zeck? Come with me for
moment.”

“Sure, Jas.”

I rose to my feet, grateful for the
distraction. I was struggling to hold onto my carefree facade in
front of my friends tonight. Jasko, or Jas for short, was Right
Time’s head of security. He was Russian and as big as a fucking
truck. His English was fortunately fairly good, but occasionally
his accent would strengthen and make it hard to understand what he
was trying to say. Knowing he wouldn’t pull me away from the others
without a good reason, I followed him intrigued over what he could
want.

“What’s up, big
guy?”

Jas led me to a smaller room the band wasn’t
using, before closing the door.

“You look on edge tonight.
I wanted to ask you some question.”

I crossed my arms over my chest, nervous
that he’d noticed my inner turmoil.

“I just have some excess
energy to burn. We haven’t been clowning around that much
lately.”

Not only was Dillon spending all his spare
time with his new wife, but Alec was quieter and less energetic. I
guessed that, like me, watching Dillon with Ashlyn stirred up
Alec’s inner desires. Law was no better, although I hadn’t been
able to work out why he was suddenly acting so serious most of the
time. On top of all that, we’d been flying all over the damn place
with this tour. Down time hadn’t happened since our brief break for
Dillon and Ashlyn’s wedding.

The big man nodded, then rubbed his jaw.

“I know you like to laugh
and joke, but underneath you are thoughtful. You observe around
you, help anyone you can. You are caretaker, yes?”

I shrugged a shoulder as embarrassment
heated my cheeks. I liked to know everyone who I cared about was
happy and safe. Was that a crime?

“I guess you could call me
that. I know I’m lucky, that I have more than I deserve so I’m
happy to share it around. I didn’t think management had an issue
with it.”

While we’d been in Sydney, I’d ordered
dozens of pizzas before driving around and giving them out to the
homeless I found. Phillip, our manager, had said it was great
publicity and humanized me. Whatever the hell that meant. I just
wanted to help out. Feed a few hungry people. No big deal.

“You don’t much like
management controlling you, do you?”

“Jas, we’ve been touring
all bloody year. You know all of us are over being told what to do
and where to be.”

I swallowed past a lump that had formed in
my throat when I noticed the muscle along Jas’s jaw begin to tick
as if he was clenching and unclenching it.

“When you take lover, you
like to control her, yes?”

My head snapped up, and anger flashed
through me.

“Where are you going with
this? I don’t kiss and tell, you know that.”

He grinned at me, a big stupid “gotcha”
grin.

“Tonight we go to a
special club. One I think you like.”

I’d already been planning
on heading out with the boys. I was hoping I could pick up a
chipie for some
relief.

“All of us, or just me and
you?”

“Me and you. Other boys
are not like you and me.”

I had no idea what he was talking about so
fell back on humor like I always did.

“Well, so long as there’s
plenty of women there, I’m a happy man, Jas.”

“I promise there will be
women.”

There was something about the glint in his
eye that made me nervous.

“Ah, okay so when are we
going and what should I wear?”

What I was wearing was damp with sweat from
running around on stage, so I’d definitely need to change.

“I have it arranged. We go
to hotel now, shower and change. Then we go.”

****

“Where are we going again?
And are the leather pants really necessary?”

As I asked Jas, I attempted once more to
rearrange myself in the confines of the rear of the car. I’d
checked in the mirror before we left and I knew they looked fucking
spectacular, but damn they were restrictive on a man when it came
to sitting down. I eyed the big man sitting beside me. Jasko looked
completely comfortable in his own leathers. Like me, he wore a
tight fitted black tank that did nothing to hide the massive amount
of muscle the man was packing.

“Every man wears leather
here. You get used to it soon.”

The sleek town car pulled up smoothly in
front of a bland looking stone building on the outskirts of
downtown Paris. Jas got out and moved to my side of the car. With a
nervous inhale, I ran my palms over my head, making sure my hair
was still neatly pulled back in the elastic tie. I pulled off my
glasses and cleaned them before resettling them in place. My skin
tingled with unease. I hated having to disguise myself every time I
went out. Tonight I’d taken it easy, with only the stupid fake
glasses and my shoulder length hair tied up. The evening was warm
and I couldn’t be screwed mucking around with a wig that was only
going to make me itch and uncomfortable all night. I hoped it was
enough. The last thing I wanted was to get recognized at whatever
this place was. I didn’t feel like handling a mob of fans at the
moment. Not with my mind reeling from what Jas had said. Was I
really that transparent?

The door opened, and a rush of cold air
flowed over me as I rose from the vehicle. Out of habit, I held my
breath, waiting for the screams to start.

“Private club. No fans
here. You regular tourist here.”

I raised a brow at Jas. “Seriously? Not sure
that’s possible no matter how private the place is. But hey, I’ve
got the toughest man in the city with me, so I’m all good no matter
what happens.”

Jas’s shoulders straightened, and he smirked
at me. I was pretty sure Jas knew I was just yanking his chain, but
whatever. If it made him smile, it was all good. A horrible thought
crept into my mind.

“This isn’t some kind of
joke is it? There are women in here?”

So help me if Jas had brought me to a gay
club … because if he had, he so had the wrong band member! While I
have nothing against homosexuals, I wasn’t one. And tonight I
really could use some female company. Jas didn’t answer me, but
pushed open the door and ushered me through it. Heavy bass thumped
through the walls of the small reception area. Jas strolled over to
an expensive looking desk. The woman standing next to it froze my
breath. She was a timid looking thing, dressed for sex in a purple
corset and black leather mini skirt. I took a deep breath. This was
definitely not a gay club.

Jas leaned in and spoke directly into the
woman’s ear, and I smiled as the girl’s eyes widened and her gaze
zoomed in on me. She nodded at whatever Jas said, and before I knew
it we were on our way down a flight of stairs to the basement.

Ducking through a dark red curtain, I found
myself in another world. I stood still and blinked as my eyes
adjusted to the dimly lit club. My spine straightened when they
focused. There were women and a few men bound to benches and
crosses, or kneeling at another’s feet.

“Jas? How’d you know this
place was here?”

“How you
think?”

Before he could explain more a tall, curvy
woman strolled straight up to him. I stood mesmerized as she
gracefully fell to her knees in front of the Russian.

“Evening, Sir. How may I
serve you?”

A grin curved my lips as excitement buzzed
through my veins. Jas was a fucking Dom, and he’d brought me to a
kink club. I wasn’t so naive to have never heard of BDSM. After
overhearing my sister wax poetic over some book she’d read, I’d
secretly borrowed it from her to see what all the fuss was about.
My curiosity was piqued, but I hadn’t taken it further. I could
just imagine what Phillip, our manager, would do if I was caught
whipping some chick. It would make Dillon knocking up Ashlyn seem
droll.

I chuckled when the woman preened and purred
as Jas ran a hand over her head.

“Rise, myshka.”

As the woman rose, I spoke to Jas.

“What did you just call
her?”

“Little mouse. Endearment
in Russian.”

A soft smile formed on her face. Apparently,
she liked the name.

“Follow me.”

I had no idea if Jas was talking to me or
his little mouse, but I didn’t know what else to do so I followed
him over to a couple of low couches surrounded by large floor
cushions.

“Sit, Zeck. Observe for
while.”

He whispered into the
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