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      Leeland Drake and Jonathan White are a committed BDSM couple and have just moved in together. Leeland has only one year left in college, and everything seems perfect… until Leeland’s uncle asks him to stand in for an injured UFC fighter.

      Leeland wants to help his uncle, but he remembers all too well from his years competing in martial arts how strenuous life as an athlete can be. He doesn’t want to risk his relationship with Jonathan. After some discussion, they decide Leeland will go pro for a year.

      As if the training and strict diet weren’t bad enough, the pressure skyrockets when Leeland encounters homophobic fighter Noah Adams—especially when they end up facing each other in the championship.

      Between the bigoted rants of his opponent, the scrutiny of the media, the pressure from his sponsor, and a fire in his uncle’s gym, Leeland is close to breaking down. Only Jonathan’s support and love keep him focused enough to set foot in the octagon once more—and maybe even walk away a winner.
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            ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

          

        

      

    

    
      Writing a book is pretty easy, at least according to my favorite author, Terry Pratchett. All you need is a beginning, a middle, and an end…

      Well, yes, those are good starting points. You also need an understanding spouse and children who don’t get sick too often, good friends to cheer you on when you’re having one of those days where you contemplate just deleting it all, and a sister who will read your manuscript and very kindly point out all the logical mistakes you made.

      Furthermore, you need chocolate. Lots of it. The dark kind. And peppermint tea with honey. And somebody to massage your feet. If you have all those things, you can write a book just like that. Ha, ha.
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      Jonathan’s gaze wandered lovingly over Leeland’s naked body. They were at Whisper, in a private suite, for an intense session. Over the past three weeks, they hadn’t had much time for each other, and tonight was all about reconnecting. It was also about stress relief. Leeland’s end-of-semester exams were over. His boy had done well; no, more than well, straight As. One more year of hard work and Leeland would finish college. Jonathan drew a deep breath, focusing on Leeland’s perfect body in the sling. A black, silken blindfold kept his boy from seeing what he was doing. Leeland’s breathing was even, though. He trusted Jonathan completely.

      It always humbled Jonathan, that trust. Especially when he thought how easily Leeland could toss him on his ass thanks to his martial arts training. The heady feeling of exerting power over somebody so strong had Jonathan’s cock swelling in his leather trousers. Leeland’s contradictions never failed to turn him on. That beautiful, slender body, the androgynous beauty, the long silken hair, the huge almond-shaped eyes, the pert little nose, and the thin yet sensual lips all appealed to Jonathan’s protective instincts, his need to conquer and own, the urge to dominate.

      The fierce intelligence, sassy mouth, and self-confidence backed up by a solid training in self-defense called out to Jonathan’s inner predator, which had been seeking an equal for so long. Yes, Leeland was everything Jonathan could wish for, everything he ever wanted. What he had planned for tonight was one way of showing Leeland how much Jonathan appreciated and loved him. Just thinking of the pleasures to come had Jonathan’s cock dripping precum.

      He circled the swing, making sure everything was secure, Leeland’s wrists and ankles bound but not in a way that would hurt him. Even though they both enjoyed the occasional spanking, they were more into sensual play. Jonathan trailed his fingertips over Leeland’s rib cage, reveling in the smoothness of the skin and the slight quiver the touch sent through Leeland’s body. His boy moaned low, full of anticipation. Jonathan smiled.

      “This is going to be so good, honey.” He paused. “Your safeword?”

      Leeland smiled. Jonathan knew he appreciated being asked every time they did a scene. It showed how much Jonathan cared, how seriously he took their interactions.

      “Dust bunny for stop, dandelion for slow down, pasture for go.”

      “Very good. Let the games begin.”

      He knew how corny that sounded, and Leeland’s giggle only confirmed it. With a determined expression, Jonathan went to the little table where he had laid out the things he needed for this session.

      First he took the ostrich feather. There was nothing like a light warm-up before he went for the heavier ammunition, so to speak. He let the feather trail over Leeland’s stomach, eliciting a groan from his boy. Jonathan smiled when he saw goose bumps rising on the lightly tanned skin. Mapping out Leeland’s body with the feather, he went from his stomach to his right side, sliding the filaments along the rib cage, into the armpit, up the underside of Leeland’s arm, then down again to repeat the same action on the other side. By the fourth time the feather started its journey, Leeland was squirming in his confines, making the sling swing. Jonathan put a hand on his boy’s belly, stopping all movement.

      “Shh, boy. We’ve only begun.”

      Leeland whimpered. “I know. Don’t stop.”

      Jonathan bent forward and kissed the trembling lips, swallowed another needy moan. Then he went back to work, changing the path of the feather downward, over Leeland’s slim waist, his slightly protruding hip bones, the long, shapely legs, up on the inside of his thighs, teasing his balls and cock, which twitched every time the feather ghosted over the hot, sensitive flesh. Leeland tried to arch his back, a futile exercise in the sling. The knowledge that he was doing this to his boy, that it was him who had Leeland moaning and whimpering and begging by using nothing more than a feather, went straight to Jonathan’s groin, making his balls draw up and his own shaft try to punch a hole in his leathers. Leeland was utterly gorgeous when he gave in like that.

      Jonathan let the feather trail over the swollen balls once more before he put it away and retrieved the next item on the table. Because he couldn’t see, his boy was visibly straining his ears to guess what was coming next. Jonathan grinned and lifted the small porcelain bowl with the warm sandalwood-scented oil high in the air before he tipped it. The oil poured out in a small, controlled trickle, met Leeland’s sensitized flesh with barely a sound, and started running down his torso, drawing happy moans from Leeland. Once the bowl was empty, Jonathan placed it back on the table before he started massaging the oil into Leeland’s body, thoroughly enjoying the act. He was an extremely sensual man who loved giving that kind of pleasure. Jonathan had to admit, though, that he had never before met a sub who reveled in it like Leeland did. With him everything got ramped up almost indefinitely. Now, too, he tried to arch into Jonathan’s touch, begging, whimpering, moaning, baring himself to anything Jonathan wanted to give him. It was like a drug—for both of them.

      Jonathan alternated firm strokes with featherlight touches of his fingertips, never stopping until Leeland’s skin felt heated under his fingers. He grinned a tiny bit evilly. The next part would have Leeland fighting for control. He bent down and whispered close to his boy’s ear.

      “Remember, honey, no coming unless I say so.”

      Leeland groaned, the words alone making his cock twitch. Jonathan watched his boy squirm for a bit; then he went to the table again. Carefully, drawing out the moment for both his and his fidgeting boy’s sake, he selected one of the ice cubes sitting in another bowl. The sudden coldness felt good on his fingers, and he could only imagine what Leeland would experience.

      He took the cube, went back to Leeland, and hovered above his nipples, waiting for the drops of water to fall. When the first one hit the heated skin of Leeland’s nicely pebbled nipple, the boy hissed in a combination of pleasure and surprise.

      “Damn.”

      Jonathan cleared his throat. Another drop fell, closely followed by a third and fourth.

      “Sorry, Master. Aah!”

      Leeland whimpered, and Jonathan put the entire cube on his left nipple. When Jonathan started drawing circles around both nipples, leaving a wet trail behind, eventually venturing upward toward Leeland’s neck and ears, then downward again, passing the valley of his navel and heading for his groin, he got a steady stream of moans and whimpers that turned into incoherent begging once he reached Leeland’s swollen nuts. The ice cube was almost gone. Jonathan dipped it into his navel, leaving it to melt completely, before he got another one from the bowl, going straight back to Leeland’s sex. He teased the hard shaft, slipped it over the weeping slit, dragged it down over the balls, rubbing the sensitive flesh between balls and hole before he began massaging Leeland’s pucker.

      Carefully, so as not to lose his grip on the cube, Jonathan pushed it against the tight ring of muscle, teasing, challenging, and Leeland sang for him, his breath coming in short gasps. The muscles in his thighs trembled, and his hole started to open for the cube. Jonathan slid the ice inside, rubbing it around, pushing it deeper until it was completely melted. He got another cube and repeated the action. Leeland’s inner passage was now cold to the touch, and he bucked against the two fingers Jonathan had inside him.

      “Please! Jonathan, please!”

      It wasn’t the urgency in Leeland’s voice that convinced Jonathan it was time to fuck him. It was Leeland calling him by his name. When Leeland was close to flying, he always stopped addressing Jonathan as Master and went for his name instead. Other Doms might have taken offense, but Jonathan loved it. He loved that he could wreck Leeland so completely that he forgot all protocol.

      Quickly Jonathan opened his leathers, poured some oil on his cock, and slicked himself up. With a sigh he stepped between Leeland’s spread legs in the swing.

      “I’m going to give it to you now, honey.”

      He got a sob for an answer. Jonathan placed one hand on Leeland’s stomach; with the other, he lined himself up. Slowly, carefully, he pressed the head of his cock into Leeland’s hole and hissed when the cold hit him. So good. This was so good. Leeland moaned.

      “More. Jonathan, I need more! Fuck me!”

      That, too, was something most Doms didn’t tolerate, a sub who told them what to do. But who was he to refuse his gorgeous angel after he had been so good? Jonathan pressed deeper, until he was fully seated inside Leeland’s ass. For a moment he stilled, enjoyed the sensation of Leeland’s still cool passage gripping him firmly, slowly heating up again. When Leeland made an impatient sound, he started fucking him with long, sure movements, trying to draw it out as long as possible.

      It was difficult, though. There was just so much sensation, combined with the giddy knowledge that they weren’t separated by a barrier. Only that afternoon they had gotten their test results, and Jonathan still couldn’t believe he was doing this, riding his boy bareback. His. They were exclusive. Just the two of them.

      Leeland seemed to be equally aroused, because he panted some incoherent words.

      “We. Bare. Harder. So good. More.”

      Jonathan grabbed Leeland’s hips with both his hands and started fucking him in earnest. They wouldn’t last long, so why torture himself? He wasn’t the sub in this relationship. When Jonathan felt the warning tingling in his back, he growled low.

      “Come, Leeland! Now!”

      Leeland made a choking sound, and with Jonathan’s next brutal inward stroke, they came together, Leeland spraying his seed on his belly, the spurts going as far as his chin, Jonathan releasing deep inside his lover’s body and slumping down on him in a heap of bliss.

      As far as Jonathan was concerned, this was heaven.
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      After a few moments of sated silence, Leeland groaned and wiggled under Jonathan’s weight. Jonathan propped himself up, which wasn’t as easy with the sling as it would have been on a bed. He actually had to work his back muscles here. He felt his softening cock slipping out of Leeland’s body.

      “Hmm, honey, wanna plug you.”

      “Perv.”

      “Admit it, you love me for it. Besides, this is the first time we went bareback. I want to trap my cum inside you.”

      Thanks to the blindfold, Jonathan wasn’t able to see the eye roll Leeland was surely giving him right now, and therefore didn’t have to punish his sweet sub.

      “How caveman can you get? I’m not a woman. There won’t be any babies, you know that, don’t you?”

      Jonathan grinned and slapped Leeland’s flank hard enough to remind him of their roles.

      “Brat. Now clench that sweet hole of yours while I go looking for a nice fat plug.”

      He slipped completely from Leeland’s hole and admired the view for a moment. The pucker was a beautiful pink, glistening with oil and cum and twitching helplessly. Jonathan felt his own shaft taking a renewed interest. Plug, he reminded himself. Plug and then aftercare. He rummaged in one of the drawers in the playroom, grateful that Whisper provided all kinds of sex toys. With a triumphant huff, he selected a moderate-sized silicone plug in neon yellow, sauntered back to the sling where Leeland was still waiting, squeezing his hole to keep Jonathan’s spunk from flowing out, and pushed it into his sub. Leeland moaned, his cock, too, perking up again.

      Jonathan removed the blindfold and pressed a quick kiss on Leeland’s nose.

      “Cuddle.” Leeland was obviously still blissed out; his eyes had that glazed-over look that told Jonathan he would fall asleep soon. He hurried to get Leeland out of the sling and then carried him over to the king-size bed every private playroom at Whisper had. Jonathan arranged the pillows so he could lean comfortably against the headboard. With a contented sigh, he pulled Leeland between his legs. Leeland’s head came to rest on his broad chest, the faint smell of his lemon shampoo mixing with the sandalwood from the oil and the more prominent scents of sex and sweat. When Jonathan reached for the wet wipes on the bedside table—another item every suite had—the sagging of Leeland’s body told him that his boy was already asleep. Jonathan chuckled, wiped the drying cum from Leeland’s stomach, tossed the soiled tissue in the general direction of the garbage bin, missed, and didn’t care about it.

      Meeting Leeland was the best thing that had ever happened to him. Jonathan had felt drawn to him from the moment he first saw Leeland’s elegant, sleek body behind the bar of Whisper. They had a few scenes together, but at that time Jonathan had thought Leeland was like all the other submissives—submissive. And, yes, he knew how contradictory that idea was. At Richard’s and Dean’s housewarming party, he had approached Leeland from behind, and Leeland had tossed him on his ass without apparent effort. That had been enough reason for Jonathan to ask the boy on a date. From then on their relationship had steadily progressed to the point where they now went bareback. He was one lucky bastard, and he knew it.

      Between his legs, Leeland stirred, yawned, and tried to snuggle even closer. Jonathan smiled softly, wrapping his arms around Leeland’s torso.

      “What an amazing scene, Master. So good.”

      Jonathan chuckled. He always enjoyed Leeland’s evaluation of their scenes. Some Doms didn’t like that, even felt insulted when their subs told them what they enjoyed or hated about a scene. Jonathan was grateful for the input. That way he was able to constantly improve and create even better experiences for both of them. It suited his competitive streak.

      “So you liked it?”

      “Hmm. A lot. I mean, a good spanking does have its merits, but this… this was something else. Hot and cold and hot….” He trailed off, stroking Jonathan’s fingers in an absentminded way. “Sex without a condom is great too. I felt so connected.”

      Jonathan’s heart did that crazy little dance he had learned to associate with Leeland, and he spoke without thinking.

      “Move in with me.”

      In his arms Leeland went very still. Jonathan bit his lip, inwardly cursing himself. Why, oh why did he have to blurt that out? It was something he had been mulling over for a month now, waiting for the right moment to propose. He hadn’t meant to spring it on Leeland like this. After a scene was never a good time to discuss important matters. Too many hormones on the rampage.

      “Honey?”

      Leeland’s lack of a response worried Jonathan. When he had pictured them living together, he had never once thought Leeland might be opposed to the idea. Reluctant, perhaps, but not opposed. Jonathan felt dread creeping up his spine.

      Leeland started stroking his hand.

      “Peyton’s going to kill me. He’s just finished decorating everything.”

      “That’s your biggest concern?” Jonathan couldn’t believe it. “I mean, you could be mad at me for springing this on you so suddenly, or overwhelmed because you never thought of it until now, or, I don’t know, generally pissed because I blurted this out during aftercare. Yet you worry about Peyton’s reaction?”

      Leeland tilted his head sideways, grinning at Jonathan like a madman. When Jonathan saw the amused twinkle in Leeland’s eyes, he knew he had walked right into that one.

      Leeland chuckled, obviously seeing the understanding dawn on Jonathan’s features.

      “I’m not completely kidding. Yes, your proposal comes as a bit of a surprise, and, yes, you could have chosen the moment a bit more—carefully. But I’ve been thinking about moving in together as well. I spend a lot of time at your place already, and it’s close enough to Dade and Whisper that commuting isn’t a problem. Unfortunately, Peyton is going to kill me when I move out now. He put a lot of effort into making the apartment perfect, and he somehow even managed to talk Richard into paying for it.”

      Leeland furrowed his brows. “I still don’t know how he did it, though. I mean, Richard has already given me the apartment, which is beyond generous. I didn’t even know it was him paying the bill until Peyton slipped. Till then, I had bought his story that he was doing this for free in exchange for taking pictures from the apartment for his website.”

      Jonathan bit his lip. He remembered the day Leeland had found out about Richard paying the bill. His sweet boy had called the owner of Whisper immediately, telling him he didn’t have to go so far and trying to talk him into at least splitting the bill. Richard had flat-out refused. After about twenty minutes of ranting on Leeland’s side, Richard put an end to the call, using his Dom voice. Leeland had relented, though Jonathan knew he wasn’t happy. Two days later, Jonathan had met Richard and asked him about the whole incident. As it turned out, it was Dean who paid Peyton to do the interiors for Leeland’s apartment. Dean was beyond grateful for Leeland’s help and support during his falling-out with Richard and had wanted to show his appreciation without endangering their friendship over something as mundane as money. After Peyton’s slipup and subsequent blaming of Richard, Richard had agreed to be Dean’s beard. Normally Jonathan didn’t approve of this kind of scheming, but it was for his beloved boy, and nobody knew better than him how stubborn Leeland could be. He deserved everything. Dean had found a way to give him at least a good portion of everything, and Jonathan wasn’t going to argue with that.

      “It’s fine, honey. You can always tell Peyton it’s my fault.”

      Leeland wiggled around until he was on his knees, facing Jonathan, an impish smile brightening his face.

      “You do know he’s going to make you pay for it in some truly horrendous way, don’t you?”

      Jonathan huffed.

      “I’m not afraid of Peyton.”

      “Because you don’t know him that well—yet.”

      Leeland’s voice sounded ominous enough to have Jonathan a tiny bit worried. Peyton had been to his own apartment once when Jonathan had been thinking about renovating. Peyton’s proposal of what could and should be done with the rooms had been enough to scare Jonathan off changing anything.

      Sensing his distress, Leeland pressed a kiss on Jonathan’s mouth. “Don’t worry. He’s probably just going to have a hissy fit. Don’t talk back, and remember to say ‘Yes, Peyton’ at the appropriate moments, and you’re fine.”

      Jonathan huffed. “I’m a Dom. I can deal with a thin streak of nothing like Peyton.”

      Leeland laughed out loud. “Of course you can, Master.” He spread his legs, wincing a bit when the plug inside him seemed to graze his sweet spot, and settled on Jonathan’s thighs. “You’re my Master. My Dom. I love you.”

      Jonathan kissed his boy deeply.

      “And I love you. Does that mean yes?”

      “Yes! Gladly.”

      Jonathan pressed Leeland closer. With the fingers of his right hand, he nudged the base of the plug, sending another shiver through Leeland’s body.

      “Once you have your license, you can have one of the Harleys to drive to Dade and Whisper.”

      Leeland made a surprised sound. “Really?”

      “Yes, boy. Anything to make your life with me comfortable.” Jonathan could understand Leeland’s surprise. His Harleys were his most prized possessions. But Jonathan had realized more than half a year ago that Leeland was even more precious to him. And he would soon have his license.

      “My life with you is perfect. You just keep making it better and better.”

      “Keep the compliments up and my head is going to explode.”

      Leeland chuckled. “Don’t worry. If you get too conceited, I can always challenge you to a round in the gym. That should reduce you to a reasonable size.”

      “Such a sweet-talker.”

      Jonathan knew he stood no chance against Leeland in a fight unless he managed to pin him down with his weight. Usually Leeland was too quick on his feet for that to happen. Having such a strong, self-reliant man submit to him, love him, put up with him, was more than Jonathan deserved, and he had every intention of showing Leeland for the rest of their lives how much he appreciated and loved him.

      They started kissing, and soon the plug was replaced by something a lot more enjoyable for them both.
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      “Hi, Leeland, Emilio! It’s so good to see you!”

      Leeland couldn’t help but smile at Collin’s eager greeting. The scatterbrained artist was a real doll.

      “Hi, Collin. Thank you for having us!”

      Collin hugged first Leeland, then Emilio. “Don’t mention it. I’m so excited. The others are already here, and Martin is over at Richard’s place, and I ordered food from Mamma’s all on my own, and Dean was right, it really is easy, and we’re going to have pasta and salad and tons of dessert, because dessert is just the best, and Martin has set up the TV for me so I only have to press two buttons.”

      Leeland grinned. For a typical Collin sentence, this one was fairly short. “I’m looking forward to it.”

      They followed the happily bouncing Collin into the huge villa where he and his Dom, Martin Carmichael, co-owner of Club Whisper, lived. Leeland made sure Emilio stayed close to his side. The pretty sub with the dark eyes and sinful lips seemed hesitant, which Leeland could relate to. Martin’s house was huge, the immense wealth of its owner displayed in every little detail, from the polished antique-brass knobs on the doors to the gleaming hardwood floors and sparsely displayed trinkets that screamed money. And that was only the hall. The only thing that dimmed the intimidating feeling a bit were the sketchbooks, brushes, crayons, and pencils scattered around. Leeland knew Martin wanted Collin to keep his art in the conservatory that was his atelier, but it was an impossible demand. Collin worked wherever the muse struck him, and if it happened to be the hall, then he started sketching there, usually forgetting about tidying up afterward. They all had learned to walk carefully in Collin’s home. Slipping on a pencil was not funny. On their way to where the others were, they passed a wall that had been blank the last time Leeland had visited. Now it sported a huge sketch of a naked man with half-spread wings, a collar around his neck, and a chain in his hands. The end of the chain was drawn in a way that it turned into a flock of butterflies flying along the wall. There wasn’t any color yet, but the drawing was already mesmerizing.

      “This is beautiful, Collin.”

      Collin stopped and looked at the wall with his head tilted to the right.

      “I know. We were just back from Whisper a few days ago, and when Martin opened the door, I saw some moths dancing in the light above the entrance, and it struck me how much wings are connected to subs, and how important it is to fly, and how the chains really help us, how it all transcends, and I couldn’t stop drawing, and I already know what colors I need, and I’m so glad Martin said it was okay to use the wall, because it just has to be here, and I can’t imagine it being on canvas for some reason, though I need to get some real chains to work into it.”

      Leeland smiled. It was cute how excited Collin became whenever he talked about his work. It was also refreshing to spend time with somebody who had such a unique view of the world.

      Now Collin led them into the living room, where Dean, Richard’s husband, Peyton, Dean’s friend and interior design genius, and Curtis, gallery owner and Collin’s agent, were lounging on the two gigantic cream-colored sofas dominating the room.

      “Look who’s here!”

      Peyton jumped up from where he was seated to hug first Leeland, then Emilio. Dean and Curtis followed his example. From the corner of his eye, Leeland watched as Dean embraced Emilio. The young man stiffened for a moment before he relaxed. When Dean’s parents had tried to take his niece—now daughter—Emily away from him almost a year ago, they had hired a PI to find incriminating proof that Dean and Richard weren’t able to take care of a baby. Because the security at Whisper was too tight for an outsider to just walk in, the PI threatened Emilio and forced him to take pictures of Dean and Richard in their leathers at Whisper. Emilio had been smart enough not to photograph anything explicitly sexual, figuring the pictures would then be worthless, which was the reason Richard and Martin hadn’t fired him from his job at Whisper. He had received his punishment but was still a bit wary around Dean, as if he couldn’t believe the writer had truly forgiven him. Leeland smiled. Dean was a generous man who had welcomed Emilio with open arms into their little gang of subs.

      The doorbell rang, causing Collin to race outside again.

      “The food!”

      Only a few moments later, two men carried huge warming boxes with the logo of Mamma’s on the side into the living room. The enticing smell made Leeland’s mouth water. Curtis inhaled deeply, then furrowed his brows.

      “Shouldn’t we take this into the kitchen?”

      Collin looked confused. “Why?”

      “Because this is the living room, not the dining room?” Curtis gave the impression that he was trying to hold back a laugh.

      Still, Collin didn’t seem to understand. “We don’t eat here?”

      Dean slung an arm around Collin’s waist. “It’s your house, sweetie. We eat wherever you want. Mr. Gentleman over there just doesn’t know you can eat in the living room. It’s an alien concept to him.”

      Dean threw Curtis a mischievous smile, one the older man answered very maturely by sticking out his tongue.

      Collin’s eyes had become huge. “You don’t eat in the living room?”

      Curtis grinned. “As Dean said, this is your house. We eat where you want. I was merely—surprised by your choice of location.”

      Collin sighed in relief.

      “I think it’s nice to eat here. The couch is very comfortable. Peyton chose it. And today we don’t have to worry about Dog stealing everything from our plates because Martin has taken him over to Richard’s on a play date with Donar and Thor and Wilma and Fred, although he might be a bit disappointed because Dean said Emily is already asleep and Dog loves to play with her as well.”

      Leeland shared a look with Dean. It had been a surprise to everybody except Collin how well the sharp dog got along with the two dogs of Dean’s father-in-law and the two cats Richard had gotten for Emily.

      “Collin, sugar, we still need silverware and plates. I don’t mind roughing it here, but I absolutely won’t eat from the same crate as all of you. For that, there’s not nearly enough alcohol involved.” Peyton flashed his most charming smile. “And if any of you get a stain on the couch or the carpet, I’m going to string up your balls, and not in a good way.”

      When they all stared at him, he shrugged. “Hey, it was a nightmare getting those couches.”

      After that warning, Leeland helped Curtis and Collin to carry the cutlery into the living room. Peyton had already opened the different boxes, and the heavenly smell of pasta permeated the air.

      Leeland licked his lips. “What have you gotten?”

      Collin blushed. “I didn’t know what everyone wanted, so I asked them to send over a selection of their pasta dishes, some salad, and lots of dessert.”

      “You mean lots of tiramisu.” Leeland grinned when Collin looked at Dean for help.

      “I think tiramisu is the perfect choice.” Dean patted Collin’s hand reassuringly. “If you don’t want it, all the better. More for us.”

      “Hey, don’t even dream about hogging all that creamy goodness! We want our share, am I right, Emilio?” Peyton nudged the youngest man in their midst with his elbow.

      Emilio looked like a deer caught in the headlights. Leeland wasn’t sure if Emilio was a shy person or if his years spent on the streets had made him that way. Now he was squirming under the combined attention of all the men.

      “I… I probably shouldn’t eat anything. Master Garrett has me on a strict diet.”

      Leeland furrowed his brows. In the back of his mind, an alarm started shrilling. Emilio had started doing scenes with Master Garrett about four months ago. Two months later, the master had asked him out on their first date. Until now Leeland had the impression that everything was going well between the two. Emilio seemed to thrive on the attention and care he received from Master Garrett.

      “Why would he have you on a diet?” Curtis beat Leeland to the question.

      Emilio blushed a deep red. “He wants to build up my stamina. For our scenes. He… Master Garrett can be very intense. He wants me to

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        A Dom and His Warrior
      


      		
        A Dom and His Warrior
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        A Dom and his Warrior
        
          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


          		
            Chapter 4
          


          		
            Chapter 5
          


          		
            Chapter 6
          


          		
            Chapter 7
          


          		
            Chapter 8
          


          		
            Chapter 9
          


          		
            Chapter 10
          


          		
            Chapter 11
          


          		
            Chapter 12
          


          		
            Chapter 13
          


          		
            Chapter 14
          


          		
            Chapter 15
          


          		
            Chapter 16
          


          		
            Chapter 17
          


          		
            Chapter 18
          


          		
            Chapter 19
          


          		
            Chapter 20
          


          		
            Chapter 21
          


          		
            Chapter 22
          


          		
            Chapter 23
          


          		
            Epilogue
          


        


      


      		
        What’s next in Club Whisper?
      


      		
        Afterword
      


      		
        Other books by Xenia Melzer
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		A Dom and His Warrior


      		Beginning


      		Other books by Xenia Melzer


      		About the Author


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/ebook-kdp_2560x1600_a-dom-and-his-warrior.jpg
)Cem’a '
il

\SRVALY!
’ BA _
an c%s Wam/or






