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Chapter
One

 


Life
officially sucked.

Connor was
certain the day had been one sent directly from the bowels of hell.
One doctor had called in sick, and consequently a whole clinic of
patients had been cancelled and rebooked. Another had to revise his
already-booked surgical list due to an urgent case. Connor hated
having to give patients bad news about appointments or surgery, but
it was part and parcel of his role as an administrator.

He'd done the
job for so long that he could multitask more easily than most. It
also meant he had a well-rehearsed verbal patter for the patients
as he called to impart the bad news. So, he was able to deal with
the issues in his normal genial manner, earning a verbal pat on the
back from the clinical head of the department.

But there was
nothing, as usual, from his line manager. Not that he’d expected
it. Bligh was quick to criticize and slow to praise. Except when it
was someone he favored.

Connor briefly
wondered what it must be like to work in one of the big cities,
like Auckland or Wellington, and what kind of clinic sizes they
would have to deal with. While he lived in what was considered a
city in New Zealand, it was closer to being a town if compared to
the big cities. As such, his hospital was also relatively small,
almost rural in fact.

With a sigh,
Connor looked away from the computer to rest his eyes and stretch
out his back and was glad to see the clock showing it was time to
head home. He was going out tonight, despite feeling more inclined
to just go home and crash. But he knew if he didn’t make the
effort, he’d regret it the next day.

Once home, he
ate, showered, and dressed. He posed in front of the full-length
mirror for several minutes, wondering if the outfit was a little
too much.

Or more
specifically, a little too less. Then, mind made up, he called
a cab to take him into town. Ten minutes later he received a text
from the cab driver to say he’d arrived.

Connor grabbed
his long coat, putting it on before leaving his house. The view of
the trees always lifted his spirits, and just beyond them, he could
glimpse the ocean. Living in the suburbs meant he had beautiful
views, but it was expensive to travel into the city centre.

Since he had
to work the next day, he couldn’t stay out late. He needed a clear
head when working. Not only was Bligh a stickler about keeping
errors to a minimum, but mistakes affected other people’s
lives.

As they drove
into town, Connor’s gaze shifted to the club’s flashing neon sign.
Connor took several deep breaths. He’d not been here for a while,
but had liked its ambiance when he’d visited before. Sitting in the
back of the cab, he dug his hands deeper into his pockets, glad it
wasn’t too cold, and that the club had its own car park at the
front.

The cab
dropped him close to the club’s entrance pulling in behind a couple
of other cabs that were also dropping off patrons. Connor had no
intention of walking the streets dressed as he was. Fortunately,
the full-length duster coat hadn’t just been a bargain find, it was
perfect for hiding how he was dressed beneath it.

Or perhaps
more accurately, how undressed I am.

The doorman
smirked as he strode past, head held high, although Connor’s heart
hammered a tattoo he was sure could be heard. He checked in his
coat and nodded at the attendant as he tucked his ticket safely
away.

“Nice costume.
Not many places to tuck things away, though.”

Connor winked
at the coat attendant and walked to the archway that led into the
club proper.

Taking another
few deep breaths, and ensuring he held his head up, he strode
forward. The dance floor was already well populated. He glanced
over at the mass of people dressed in Goth, steampunk, and
burlesque gear, and more especially, at the leather-clad Doms.

He smiled at
one of the bartenders. Jayden was an old school friend. He nodded
at the answering wave in his direction and perched on a stool at
the end of the bar. He looked around to see if anything had changed
since he was last at the club. As far as he could see, it
hadn’t.

To the left,
over the dance floor, were colored lights and disco balls. On the
far right were the more private booths, then the open table and
chair area. The club owner liked opulence. The booths were
red-and-black leather. The tables were topped in black marble with
wrought-iron legs. The chairs in the open area were red leather
armchairs, and the lighting included chandeliers, as well as lights
in enormous iron casings.

He looked
farther down the club, but it was impossible to see beyond the
dance floor. Back in that area of the club were the open dungeons
with their benches and crosses. He’d been through there and down
into the lower level.

In the lower
dungeons were private rooms, rooms with spy holes, rooms where you
could be joined by others. He’d looked but had never participated.
With the right Dom he wouldn’t mind being watched. But he was damn
sure he wouldn’t want to share.

He shivered.
He wouldn’t be heading down there tonight. He still didn’t even
have a Dom of his own yet. “Too much trouble.” That was what
the last one had said. He fixed a smile in place as Jayden set a
cocktail before him, a Chambord Royale. He’d also affixed a
cocktail cherry to the rim of the flute. Connor handed over his
credit card.

“You want to
pay as you go, or set up a tab?” Jayden asked.

“Tab,” Connor
said. “That way I don’t have to worry about it.”

Jayden nodded
and handed over a small ticket in exchange for the card. “Not like
you have many places to keep things.”

“You like it?”
he asked, and Jayden nodded.

“Not that I
could carry it off, though. But it really suits you.”

Connor
grinned. His outfit was brand new. A pale-pink silk bra with cream
lace, and matching panties, or “manties” as the shop called them.
The order had only arrived a day before, and he’d been eager to try
them out. The online shop specialized in male lingerie, and he’d
been delighted with his purchases.

Thigh-highs in
pink with cream lace, and his red stilettos completed the ensemble.
The extra height helped his confidence. He’d seen a few
appreciative glances as he’d headed to the bar. However, so far, no
one had approached him. He picked up his glass and saluted Jayden.
He wasn’t going to let it spoil his evening if no one did.

The right one
is out there for me. I just have to find him.

He sipped his
drink, staying at the bar. If no one came to him by the time he
finished his cocktail, he’d head out onto the dance floor. He would
enjoy himself, just by being himself. It was a relief to relax
after the stress of work.

Everyone
assumed that as a booking administrator, he just typed up letters,
sent emails, or filed masses of paperwork, but his role was far
more demanding than that. The role was integral to the smooth
running of the department, and without him patients didn’t get
appointments or surgery.

There was also
a lot of liaison required between the clerical admin and clinical
staff. Connor had taken to it like a duck to water. He shook his
head. It was hard to believe that he’d already done the job for ten
years.

It was the
first job he’d gotten since arriving in the little city. It was
much different from the litigation job with a solicitors’ firm he’d
previously had, but it offered far more job satisfaction. Connor
rubbed the back of his neck.

I really
don’t want to think about work right now. I came here because I
wanted something much nicer to focus on. Or perhaps I
should say, someone.

Changing his
mind about the dance floor for the moment, Connor ordered a glass
of the house champagne. He’d savor it, then work it off dancing
before heading home.

As Jayden set
it down, a guy in red leather pants ambled toward Connor, looking
him over from head to toe. Connor glared back at him, as if daring
him to approach. Which, after a second’s hesitation, he did.

“You look like
you’re full of sass to me,” the stranger said, jamming his hands on
his hips.

“Really?”
Connor said. “And just what business is that of yours? You sound
like you’re full of crap, but what business is that of mine?”
Connor glanced down at his nails as if they were suddenly the most
interesting thing in the club.

“Maybe I
should take care of it.” The man’s voice was deep and gravelly, and
Connor glanced up at him.

As their gazes
locked, Connor stared intently at the man. He was clearly a Dom,
muscled the way Connor liked, but not a bear, which he preferred.
But, although the stranger had ignored Connor’s glower, there was a
hint of uncertainty in his eyes.

That just
isn’t going to work. Connor needed someone whose confidence in
himself left him completely undaunted by any of the bratty tricks
Connor was likely to play.

“That’s a
generous offer, and I’m sure the brat appreciates it. However, I
don’t think you’re the right man for the job.” The new voice was
deep, sensual, and oozed confidence.

It was all
Connor could do not to openly drool at the new speaker. The
newcomer was easily six and a half feet tall, broad, and furred. He
pressed every button Connor possessed. Still admiring the view,
Connor almost whined at the sight of the lush body hair across his
chest and down to his stomach.

His eyes
widened as he looked lower. The man wore a kilt, hung so low on his
hips that not only were his
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