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‘Ye Olde Tavern’ was unusually quiet for a Saturday at 11:30 pm. A few of the regulars over forty-five were scattered throughout the bar. By now, the younger, noisier crowd should have been filtering in. Maybe they were at some of the annual month-long Fall Festivals that Sleepy Hollow celebrates every October. The Sleepy Hollow Haunted Hayride has been known to run until 11:00 PM. It could be the traffic causing the delay.

Sitting alone on a barstool—a spot where he used to stand and run the show—was Del. He was every bit the handsome man whose striking looks had once been the face of this place: a muscular build, tousled reddish-brown hair, and the distinguishing patch over one eye that always made him stand out. He was the one who knew how to flirt and keep the female customers (and some men) coming back. Despite his popularity, the tavern's business had declined, and he had been recently laid off. Now, at twenty-four, he was contemplating the pathetic move of going back to Connecticut to live with his parents. His life was in freefall; his girlfriend of three years had just moved out, bluntly stating their sex life had become boring and she was seeking more exciting pleasures. His presence here, in the place that had fired him, was a final, bitter act of contemplation. 

The moment was interrupted when the front door swung open, shattering the tavern’s unnatural quiet with the sound of two people laughing. Del had never seen either of them at the bar before. They were twins, a brother and a sister, and they looked like they had just stepped out of the heart of the noisy crowd Del was convinced had stayed home.

He gave the woman the once-over from head to toe. Her bleached white hair was cut short and sexy. Her stunning face was framed by makeup that invoked sensuality. She wore a black leather halter over her natural, ample breasts, and matching, skin-tight leather pants that revealed nothing was worn underneath. Her shoes were red patent leather with spiked heels—a detail that caused Del to imagine how she could walk all over him. As his eyes worked their way back up, he noticed her tight, muscular stomach and arms. Here was a woman who clearly knew how to take care of herself.

Her brother also wore leather: a vest without a shirt, and pants, both perhaps a size too small, but he wore them with unmistakable confidence. And why shouldn’t he? His arms were massive, his hips narrow, and the silhouette of his long cock under the tight leather gave him reason. The only physical difference from his twin, other than their sex, was that his hair was longer and pulled back in a tight ponytail. His hair color suited him: different shades of natural gray against such a young face. Del judged the twins to be about his age, guessing more confidently from the brother, since he didn’t wear makeup.

They each sat on a stool next to Del. The woman sat on the side where he didn’t wear the patch, while her brother sat on the other side. But why those barstools? There were plenty of empty ones next to each other. Did they recognize him, even though he didn’t recognize them?

After she ordered her wine and her brother ordered a top-shelf scotch on the rocks, she made the introductions, “Quiet night,” she whispered in a voice that invited you in. “My name is Janelle ... and this is my brother, Jay.”

At first, the conversation was small talk. The events around town, how they couldn’t wait for the tourists to leave. That’s when Del told them he no longer cared since he was about to leave as well. 

“We just left ‘Ruiné Le Vrai’,” Jay said as he leaned towards Del. 

Del turned his head to face Jay, showing his disdainful face, “I’m sure they’re the reason I lost my job,” his voice came across like a hiss, “ever since they opened, all the bars have seen a sharp fall in business.”

Jay took a sip of his scotch, “It could be because what is ‘top shelf’ in those places is well booze there.”

Del looked surprised at what Jay had told him. ‘Ye Olde Tavern’ served the highest quality spirits of all the others. He knew because he would go and have a few drinks at them and see what they offered, and he did all the ordering for the bar he once worked at. 

Janelle placed a hand on Del’s hand and said, “We’ll take you if you want to go.” The invitation was tempting.

“You may even get a job there,” Jay kindly said. “If not a bartender, then at least wait staff,” he added as he placed his hand on the top of Del’s leg.

Del looked down at Jay’s hand and gently removed it without a fuss. "I appreciate the attention, but I'm not interested in men," he admitted kindly. He had men touch his leg and ass before in playful ways, but it also meant bigger tips, as long as he was kind and didn’t get mad. 

Jay didn’t answer; he only gave a wistful smile and smiled, then smiled at Janelle, who said, “What do you say, Del?” 

Del stood up, finished his drink, and answered, “Why the fuck not? What do I have to lose?” The tone in his voice was cheerful for the first time since the three met. 

Once outside, Del was about to get into his beat-up car. He kind of felt like him in the last few weeks. As his hand reached for the door handle, Jay walked up behind him and suggested, “Let’s take my sister’s car.” Jay didn't wait for a response, heading straight for a Cupra Raval, the kind of car Del had only seen in glossy ads or tech blogs. Its copper trim caught the light like a live ember, the body sleek and silent, more sculpture than machine. Jay’s sister sat behind the wheel, one arm resting casually on the window frame. Even from where Del stood, he could tell she wasn’t the type to hand over her keys easily.

The valet at ‘Ruiné Le Vrai’ opened the doors for Jay and Del, as Janelle drove her car to her reserved spot. They walked past the bouncer together, who was dressed similarly to Jay, except his leather was looser and exposed more muscles than Jay had. His chest hair was cropped short enough to accentuate the muscles and short enough so no one could grab and pull on it if there was an altercation. 

Inside, Del lost his breath. He had never seen such an ambiance before in a club. But this was more than an exclusive club. It didn’t smell of stale, spilled beer; the air was refreshing. The lighting was perfect: soft and natural, no harsh fluorescents hidden inside ceiling panels. The music didn’t blare from the music of the time. The music pulsed in slow waves, each tone melting into the next until rhythm became breath. It wasn’t a song so much as a feeling — soft, liquid, and endless. The kind of sound was hypnotic. None of the customers had to talk loudly to be heard over the music. Then Del's eyes fell on the service staff, and he understood the club's true level of exclusivity: every server, both women and men, moved gracefully through the room, completely naked except for shoes. The men wore black Giorgio Brutini dress sneakers suitable for tuxedos or an evening out, and the women wore champagne colored high-heeled Sneex.

Janelle, Jay, and Del were seated in a corner booth: Janelle’s favorite spot. They sat around a table equipped with cutting-edge technology. A touchscreen displayed all the brands of liquor available, none of which Del had heard of, and they all had a higher alcohol count than what was permitted. The drink menu had names Del had never heard of, and you could create whatever you wanted. The servers never came to take your orders; they only served them. When you placed your order, the table number and the seat number appeared on the main server at the bar.

Janelle had suggested her favorite to Del, a bottle of Merlot. Del had agreed since she seemed like she knew what was best. But in this club, Merlot was never just poured. Tiny flasks of enhancers ... iron, rare minerals, even herbs ... sat beside each crystal decanter. “Just tip a drop into your glass,” suggested Janelle. As Del did, he watched the copper-colored swirl deepen. “To better tomorrows,” Janelle toasted as she raised her glass. The wine had stayed smooth, yet there was a new tang, metallic and alive. 

Jay noticed Del watching the movement of the staff and the bartenders, and said to Del, “If you observe carefully, you’ll notice no one touches their server.” He paused to allow Del to observe each one. “If they do ... the server notifies the bouncer through an app, and the customer is escorted out.”

Del noticed a male server hand a woman his phone, and asked, “She just touched him ... is she reporting herself?”

Janelle looked at where Del had mentioned, and answered, “He gave his permission, and now she has to ‘tip’ him. The longer the touch ... the higher the tip.” As they watched, the server gave a flirting smile and glance at the woman, Janelle added, “The tip goes directly to his bank account ... not to the house.” Janelle added, “At the end of shifts, all ‘non-touch tips’ go to the house and are divided among the bartenders, and then back into the server's bank account.”

Del watched more. Janelle and Jay watched him. Del had raised an eyebrow as he was watching something that enticed him. He saw a male customer add something to the drink he ordered and then placed it under his male server's flaccid cock. “He wants his server to stir his drink with his cock ... this is a bigger tip than touching,” Janelle softly explained.

“If the server stirs it with his cock and holds onto it, it’s a different tip than if the customer touches his cock to stir it.” As they watched, the customer stirred his drink while holding his server's cock. “That’s a minimum one-hundred-dollar tip,” Jay said with a little lightheartedness.

“Fuck!” exclaimed Del as he continued to watch. “For that ... I’d let him handle me too!”

Janelle looked at Del when he contradicted himself from earlier, “But you said you’re not into men ... “

Del looked at her while he smiled and said, “I’m not ... I mean ... sure, I’ve touched a few and have been touched when I was a teenager. But that was more ... experimental?” Jay nodded in understanding. Then Del said, “But I drew the line at getting fucked in the ass, or fucking another man.” He paused to reflect and then added, “My girlfriend ... my ex-girlfriend, used to finger me when I fucked her, but her fingernails were always too long and sharp, so she stopped because she refused to shorten her nails.”

Janelle had been listening to Del’s explanation as Jay looked at Del’s crotch as he did. For the first time, Jay had noticed movement in Del’s pants as he got excited from the memories. Jay looked up at Janelle and slowly blinked his eyes once. 

As he did, Janelle heard her phone vibrate in her purse. It was a reminder to check her text messages. When she read it, it said, ‘Forrest never called or showed up for his shift tonight. Tried to call and message him, but no reply from him.’ As Janelle handed Jay her phone, she said to Del, “A position just opened up if you want it.”

Del’s head popped backward, and his eyes blinked in disbelief. “Yes! But ... I had my suspicions ... do you manage this place?”

“We own it,” Jay announced proudly. 

Janelle sat there, taking in the moment and assessing Del. “Let’s talk more openly in the office. And if we’re all agreed, we’ll start training tonight.”

“Training? But I have experience ... I just need to learn the menu.” Del said with a shocked tone.

Janelle smiled and replied, “Yes ... as a bartender, but we don’t start people off as a bartender. You have to serve and wait until an opening is available.”

Del had heard of such rules for a high-end restaurant, but never for a bar. But as he looked around once more, he remembered this wasn’t just a bar, and it was more high-end than any restaurant in New York City. 

The three walked over to a door where Jay punched numbers on a keypad. The door slid open, and they stepped into an elevator. Janelle tapped another series of numbers once inside, and Del could feel the elevator move downward. Once they reached the designated floor, the door behind them opened to the office and training room. Janelle touched a light switch that lit the office, but not the training room. 

Like upstairs, they sat in a booth, Janelle ordered another bottle of Merlot, and the extras. Instead of the server, the bottle and extras were delivered on an automatic dumbwaiter behind a door at their booth. 

The interview went smoothly, as Janelle and Jay knew that it would. Del had the personality and answered each question honestly, even the more personal ones. They went over the rules of no touching without permission, and that included touching the customers. Del also learned that the customers were not allowed to diminish any part of a server's body, whether it be their server or someone else’s server. 

With the next bottle and extras, the training began. Del had to stand naked before Janelle and Jay. As Jay and Janelle looked over his body, and Jay’s eyes locked on his flaccid, uncut cock, Del said, “I’m a grower ... not a shower.” He took an empty glass and poured in some Merlot and some extras, and stirred it with his cock. The warmth of the Merlot on his cock made it begin to get harder and longer, but his foreskin never retracted. 

Jay drank the wine and handed the empty glass back to Del. “I want to stir it with your cock,” his voice was low, and Del allowed him. He wanted and needed the job. Jay slowly stirred his wine, slower than Del did. When he removed his glass, Del was completely hard. Jay pushed back the foreskin with a tender touch and was about to lick it when Del stepped back and away. 

For a few seconds, Del had thought he had just lost the job before it began. Then, Janelle stood and handed Del a glass of wine and said, “That was the right thing to do.” 

Del took the glass and drank it down. Janelle gave him another, but this time he sipped and savored it while he relaxed, and the rigidity of his cock became soft again. 

When he finished, Janelle took his glass and set it on the table. With her hand on his elbow, she led him to the training area. “What you saw upstairs was a tease.” She carefully said. “But we have high-tiered members with certain ... tastes, shall we say.” Janelle paused as the lights in the training room slowly came on. “This is where the big money is.”

Del looked around. The room was a modified dungeon. 

The walls were dark and textured with padded dark leather, subtly lit to create a moody atmosphere. It’s bathed in dramatic, moody shadows, ensuring the subject is the primary focus and brightly lit.

Two shelves are partially visible in the shadows, suggesting the edges of the room. One shelf subtly features a whip or flogger, draped casually over its edge, partially obscured by shadow.

The other shelf has a few different, sleek, modern "aids" and implements, also partially hidden in shadow, enough to hint at their nature without being explicit.

As Del slowly walked around and took everything in, he asked Janelle, “Who’s in control? Staff or customer?”

“The staff is always in control,” Jay answered. “No matter who the subject is,” Jay said as he walked to the full-length mirror behind a padded bench, “there is always a staff member watching behind the mirror, and we have a safe word for our staff.”

Janelle added, “They can not use their personal aids on staff,” she said in an affirming voice. “If they want to use something we don’t have, it has to be in an unopened and sealed package. And they can only use it staff with their permission, and then ours. However ... if the staff members agree, that staff member determines the ‘tip’.” 

Del felt his heart racing. He had seen dungeon scenes in pornos, and they used far more sinister-looking things than were here in this room. Looking at Janelle, he said, “I suppose I’m the subject as part of my training?”

Janelle gave him a comforting smile and said, “Only if you want to make serious money. It’s up to you. You say ‘stop’ or ‘no more’ and we stop. The more you can handle, the more serious the money becomes.”

Del took a deep breath and gave his permission. Janelle knelt on one foot, as Jay knelt at the other. Janelle pressed on a piece of flooring that was attached to a magnet and reached in and brought out an ankle cuff. Jay gently spread Del’s legs and attached the other. 

Jay stood behind Del for support as Janelle lowered wrist cuffs from the ceiling. As the first one clicked, she and Del looked into each other's eyes. Del seemed calm, and she clicked the next one. Pressing a remote, Del’s arms were being hoisted over him as he formed an ‘X’ with his body. When he let out a moan, Janelle released the remote. Jay gently tried to move Del’s body forward, but he stood there solid. 

Jay placed another glass of wine to Del’s mouth and said, “Just a few sips.”

Janelle and Jay sat on the bench and watched Del breathe and relax. As he relaxed, Jay dropped his pants and stepped out of them. He looked into Del’s eyes as Del looked at Jay’s long, flaccid cock. The sight didn’t affect Del’s cock. Not even when Jay played with his own and became hard. Del just stood there without a reaction.

Jay sat back down, still stroking himself as Del watched. But then something happened. Janelle took her brother’s cock into her mouth and started giving him head. At first, Del was shocked. But the ultimate shock was when he felt a wet, warm mouth on his cock. When he looked down, there wasn’t anyone there. But he felt the movement up and down his growing cock, and he heard the slurps. He looked over at Janelle and Jay. Janelle no longer had her brother in her mouth, and Jay now had his pants pulled back up. Yet, the mouth around his engorged cock continued. At first, he thought it was a ghost, but the warmth of the mouth felt too real. It had to be the phantom.

He felt hands playing and tugging at his balls while being sucked. His breathing became erratic, his eyes rolled back into his head, and he leaned his head backward. He was entering ecstasy. When his ballsack began to tighten, a hand firmly grabbed onto his cock before the moment of release. Del screamed out in surprise, pain, and pleasure all at the same time. But he didn’t cum.

Warm hands felt their way around his body, from his hips to his chest. One hand teased a nipple, while a mouth sucked and teasingly bit the other. Del’s nipples became hard. Something they have never done before. He moaned and groaned and tried to move, but was unable. He didn’t care. 

The hands that never left Del’s body were now moving towards his back. Fingers traced his taut muscles. Muscles that had been made tight by working out with weights and from desire. When the hands were on his ass, they each kneaded a cheek like a kitten or puppy does as they suckle from their mother. Fingers found their way down his ass crack and teased his hole. Soon, a hand was replaced by the mouth. Nibbling, kissing, and licking. The tongue found its way to the hole. It licked around it, prodded it, and when two hands separated his ass cheeks even more, entered it.

His breath kept pace with each prod and penetration. The tongue was replaced by a finger, not entering but applying pressure and circling. Soon, his hole relaxed and welcomed it in. Del let out a visible sigh of acceptance and pleasure—something his ex-girlfriend could never accomplish. 

While the finger probed in and out, changing the rhythm and depth, the mouth was once again on his cock. First, it licked Del’s pre-cum, and then engulfed his shaft. The mouth and finger controlled his breathing, which was more like a pant. As his body began to shudder, the finger felt the tightening. The mouth was once again replaced by a hand that held his cock in a vice grip. Del’s head moved around in circles, side to side, and back and forth until the need to explode was gone. 

Janelle was now standing before him and asked, “Are you okay?”

He raised his head and opened his eyes to see her, “Yes ... but my throat is dry,” his raspy voice said.

Janelle held the glass of wine to Del’s mouth. He drank greedily at first, but then slowed to sip. “Thanks,” he said as he shifted his body on his feet as much as the cuffs would allow. He closed his eyes, swallowed, and then nodded. 

Teeth gently nibbled on the foreskin of his flaccid cock. A finger teased its way in and played with the sliminess of his pre-cum, He felt something happening he had only heard about. The tip of another man’s cock touched his tip, and he was pulling the foreskin over his. Thinking it was Jay, he opened his eyes, but again didn’t see anyone, but he felt the heat from his body. The phantom removed his cock and inserted his tongue under the foreskin and licked at the pre-cum. The glans were becoming sensitive, so he stopped. 

Again, a finger pressed against his now hungry hole. Soon it was inside, but another finger wanted in. Del resisted the second finger. Soon, the two fingers were back and wanted in. Del opened his eyes and looked at himself in the mirror. On the floor, between his feet, was an opened container of lubricant. The fingers prodded again, Del stuck his ass out and invited them in. Then a third. 

Janelle and Jay watched as Del’s breath hitched, and he smiled with pleasure. Then the fingers were gone. A few seconds later, the fingers were slathering the lube between his ass cheeks and into his hole. He knew what that meant. He again opened his eyes and saw a butt plug on the floor, shiny with lube. 

His nervous eyes found Janelle and Jay, who were watching in quiet anticipation. Waiting to hear the safe words. When the tip barely entered, Del said softly, “Stop ... let me get used to it.” He focused first on Janelle and Jay, then he focused on his reflection. “Okay,” he said as he took a deep breath. He felt it slowly go deeper. Del started breathing like a pregnant woman doing Lamaze. Del grunted and pushed against it to reject it. Whoever had the control moved the plug around as if it were massaging him inside and out. The phantom had gently placed two fingers on the plug and where it was inserted, feeling for Del’s muscles to relax. 

Del’s stomach pressed inward, his chest expanded, and he said confidently, “Give me all of it!” His voice didn’t beg; it commanded. With a quick push, Del felt his hole stretch; he groaned at the widest part of the plug. The plug remained there, waiting for the next command. Del didn’t give the command ... his muscles did. Past that part, his muscles clamp down on its stem. 

The hand rolled the plug while it was inside. He teased it as if he were pulling it out, but never actually did. Del could feel it pulse as the man tapped on its base, sometimes a gentle tap, sometimes with a slight force. Each time, Del’s body and voice reacted. The deeper the groan or moan, the more force of a tap. 

The phantom placed two fingers over Del’s foreskin and felt the pre-cum dripping out of it. As the plug was still in place, the man’s mouth and teeth were upon Del’s dripping cock. The inside of the mouth had gone from warm to hot. “Let me fuck that mouth,” Del begged. Del felt the cool air on his wet cock when the mouth released it. 

“I said ... let me fuck your mouth! Goddamn it!” Del yelled the command. The phantom did as he was commanded. 

As he sucked, Del felt pressure from the plug. He opened his eyes again and saw something in the mirror he hadn’t seen before. A tube hung from the plug's base and was attached to a bulb. Del saw the bulb be pressed in and released. It was inflating the plug, and it was inflating it fast. 

Again, the phantom, who now knew the signs by now, from Del’s voice and reaction, grabbed his cock even harder. Tears flooded Del’s eyes, but he didn’t complain. “More,” said Dell as he looked at Jay. The man inflated it some more. Del gritted his teeth and locked his jaw. Del grunted, “Don’t stop.” With each pump, Del’s facial expression changed, but never in fear, always with intense pleasure. 

Jay leaned towards Janelle while his eyes never left Del, “For a man who never allowed another man to fuck him ...he certainly looks like he was born for a cock ... and then some. Look how he melts into a pile of glorious, open-mouthed hunger.”

As Jay had spoken to Janelle, Del asked aloud, “Why did he stop? I didn’t say the safe word.”

Jay got up and looked at the gauge, “It’s as high as it can go,” he said with a voice of blended amazement, joy, and enthusiasm.

They all heard the hiss of the plug deflating. The phantom gently removed it from Del’s ass and massaged his irritated hole.

“That feels good,” Del moaned with gratitude. While his eyes were closed, he felt something brush against his foot. “I want that one,” he said as he looked at another aid. 

Without further discussion, the phantom’s hand was lubing Del’s begging hole. But his lube contained heat. A special blend made exclusively for ‘Ruiné Le Vrai’. Del bucked when he felt the heat on his irritated hole. “Oh God ... please, please, enough teasing,” he moaned with excitement.

Soon, the new aid was inside. It went deeper than the plug. When it couldn’t go any deeper, Del felt it inflating as the plug had. As it was inflating, Del moaned, “I’m going to cum!” 

The man quickly stopped inflating and grabbed Del’s cock harder and yanked it upward. Del cried out to let go, but the man didn’t. Not until he felt the throbbing of Del’s cock stop. Del’s breath shuddered. The inflation began again. 

Del began to move his hips side to side and forward and backward as far as he could. At full inflation, the phantom pulled it out a bit and then pushed it back in slowly. “Faster,” begged Del. 

Del’s moans heightened with every push forward. The faster and deeper it went, the more Del started to melt. Still, he said, “Deeper ... harder!” He felt the man do as Del begged. 

Del moaned, “Oh God ... oh my God ... “ 

The phantom took Del’s dripping cock into his mouth and continued fucking Del with the inflatable aid. Instinctually, Del’s mind took over, as he fucked and gagged the man’s mouth. This time, the man didn’t stop him. “Fuuuuuuck!” Del yelled out as he released his cum. 

The man gagged and coughed through his nose. As Del panted with his mouth open, the man empty Del’s cum from his mouth into Del’s mouth. Del swallowed like a baby bird being fed by its parent. His tongue moved around Del’s mouth, and Del’s tongue met his. 

As the phantom’s arms were around Del, Janelle released Del’s ankle cuffs. The man held onto Del, making him stand upright. Jay released one wrist and then the other. With his arms limp at his sides, the man gently lowered Del to the floor. Del was lying on his stomach when he felt a caring hand between his ass cheeks. 

Jay was applying a cool, soothing cream to Del’s hole. When Del felt a tingle, he turned his head to talk to Jay, “What ... what is that?” he asked curiously and softly, like a whisper.

“It’s a Lenape healing cream. Helps soothe and tighten up what we just—what you just—pushed to the absolute limit.”

Del furrowed his brow, “It feels like my... is clenching shut?”

“It is. The cream has alum in it.” Jay smiled as he teased Del, “In a few hours, it will feel virgin again.”

Del looked over Janelle with his head resting on his crossed arms, “Is there more training?”

Shocked, Janelle said, “You don’t need more ... do you want more?”

Shrugging his shoulders, Del answered, “If I need it, then yes. But ... the next time I would like to see my trainer, not just feel him.”

“Sometimes,” Janelle began to reply, “your imagination of what the person looks like can be better than the person themselves.”

Del thought about and agreed. He heard many people's voices over the phone and was disappointed by how they looked when he met them. 

The next day was about orientation. Del stepped out of the elevator, where he met someone new. The man frightened Del at first because he didn’t expect someone waiting at the door. He also quickly noticed this man wore something akin to a hoodie onesie for adults made from leather that hugged tightly to his well-formed body, and zipped all the way up. A leather hood was pulled up and forward, casting a deep shadow over his face, but not so deep that Del couldn't see the thick, unsettling makeup and dark sunglasses beneath. He also wore custom-made gloves of fine, thin leather.

As Del’s greeter extended his hand, he said, “Morning, Del, I’m Thom.” his voice was deep, but melodic and friendly. With a firm handshake, he turned Del down a hallway. “I’m going to show you around all our entertainment lounges.”

“There will be some members who will want the training room ... and that’s fine ... but his room is more for the expert,” he said in a teasing voice. He punched in a code on the touchpad, and as they stepped, the lights automatically turned on. A complete dungeon: a St. Andrew's Cross with cuffs for wrists and ankles, leather slings hanging from the ceiling, a bondage table with a padded surface for various restraint positions. “Pony” bench, angled for over-the-knee or bent-over positions. Suspension frame with a ceiling rig with a chain suspension. Restraint chair for precision control. A massage or examination table for versatile for various roles or dynamics. A mirror wall that reflects light and amplifies the visual impact.

Then he saw the display of implements and sensation tools. Floggers made of leather, suede, and rubber. Wooden, leather, and acrylic crops, canes, and paddles. Feathers and fur brushes for contrast sensations. Rope coils of cotton and hemp. Metal cuffs and leather restraints. Blindfolds, hoods, and masks.

While he walked around, Thom changed the lighting: dim red, then amber, with shadowed corners and candle-style lamps.

Thom led Del to a wood panel that opened by touch. “This is where you’ll find the safety gear ... medical kits, disinfectant, emergency shears.” As Del looked at everything Thom added, “I doubt you’ll need to use any of it ... as soon as the last number of the code is pressed, an alert goes to the security office. The staff there has been thoroughly trained by doctors who are well informed of this room,” Thom said with a wry grin and slight mischievous tone to his voice.

The next room was a wet room big enough for eight people. Multiple rain shower heads are disguised in the ceiling. “If they don’t want showers, they can have steam,” Thom said as he pointed to the button. “Or they can have both. This button makes the steam rise from the floor like ground fog.” Thom pressed another button. “This is for extra atmosphere ... green ambient noise to mimic nature.” He played a few samples: the speakers came alive with the soft rush of wind through leaves, a distant waterfall, and the whisper of rain. For a moment, the room felt less like a spa and more like a living forest breathing around them. “And of course, lie in the dungeon ... lighting!” Thom pressed a finger against a tile that showed different mood lighting. 

Del watched and saw everything, including the four shower douches that hung on the walls. Thom noticed Del looking at them and said, “You know what they are, and their purpose. There will be clients who insist they use them before any ass play, either in here or any of the rooms.” 

The wet room also had niches in the walls. Body washes for men and women were in one. In the bigger one were the toys—at least two dozen different types.

Thom escorted Del to the next room—a simple but elegant bedroom. The mattress was the biggest Del had ever seen. “When a customer orders this room, they have a specific intent in mind.” Said Thom as he sat on the edge of the mattress. “They either like a lot of room to roll around, or they have invited their guests and server.” Del imagined the orgies that could take place in this room. “They also get to choose what sheets they want: high thread count, silk ... leather.” Thom walked over to a closet and opened it: shelves of rubber toys and other intimate items. He opened the door next to it. Lubricants of all kinds. Some had ratings on them to indicate the amount of heat sensation; others were numbing for those who wanted more but couldn’t take it and needed help. 

Following that was a room that said ‘Staff Only.’ Del’s eyes glistened. It was the best equipt gym he had ever seen. “Two rules for this room, Del,” Thom said, “one .... Men must always wear something for support. Two, you don’t need to wear pants, but you must have a towel under you while you sit or lie down to work out.”

Del looked at Thom and asked inquisitively, “You mean I can just wear a jock?”

“That’s all you need,” Thom said with a lilt in his voice. “Let's go to the office; there’s more paperwork you need to fill out.”

At the office, Thom handed Del a paper with safety protocols that he had to sign and date. Another was a confidentiality contract stating he would not reveal who the members were or their proclivities. “This is for your living arrangements,” Thom said as he pushed the paper towards Del. “All new employees have free rent for six months,” Thom started to say.

“But I have an apartment,” Del said with surprise.

Thom shook his head, “Not anymore. We have moved your personal things already, like pictures, mementos, and the like.” Keeping eye contact with Del, Thom added, “We donated all your clothes and bought you new ones. You’ll have leather clothes to wear to and from work, there are other clothes you can wear on your days off, but they now will give you the look of a man with prestige.” Del smiled and straightened up his posture, which made Thom smile. “We gave you more than a fair price for all your furniture that you no longer need.” Del’s head began to swim with all these perks of the new job. “I understand you have an ex. I strongly recommend you take her off your contacts and block her ... including from any social media. Go through her friends' lists and block them too, even if they’re not on your friends' lists.” Del agreed and pulled out his phone to remove and block her.

The last paper surprised Del as he read it. “This is an offshore trust account,” Thom informed Del. “Your tips will go into your regular banking account,” Thom paused, “But when you entertain your patrons, that money goes tax-free into here.” Del signed the paper, not believing he would make that kind of money. 

“If I may have your phone,” Thom said as his hand was out to Del, “I’ll download the bank's app so you can have access.” Del gladly handed his phone over. As Thom connected, he told Del, “Your username is ‘Del’server1’,” he passed the phone back to Del, “Put in a password that has a combination of ten numbers, letters and a special symbol,” Del did as he was instructed after he thought what he could use, then handed it back to Thom, who looked to see if Del already had a two-factor authenticity app. He did, and Thom added the bank to its list.

“You’re ready to go,” Thom said as he handed it back. “Log in to make sure.”

After Del logged in, he said, “This has to be a mistake!’ His voice and hands were shaky as he stared at the screen.

Thom laughed. “That’s your paid training.” He paused. “No new hire has ever started with that high an amount.” Thom continued to look at Del, who continued to look at his phone, and added, “You trained for five hours.” Del looked at Thom
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