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Chapter One

 


Athol Donaldson stood by the grave of his
grandmother and wept. For what he had, and wouldn't have any more.
For what had gone by and couldn't be repeated. And for what had
been said in anger, and never retracted. He'd loved her dearly, and
she him. But her acceptance of his lifestyle had created a rift
between him and his parents, and worse still, between her and his
parents. Now that rift could never be healed.

He swore he wouldn't make the same mistakes
again. It was one thing to be told he was less than a man.
Something else, to believe it. His grandmother hadn't, but he'd let
other people sway him. Now he knew how wrong they were.

"Gran, I'll remember how you stood up for
me. Loved me and showed me who I was. Made me proud of myself, and
were always there for me. I won't let you down, I promise. Sod the
rest of them. I'm me and proud of it."

Deep down, he knew they'd been wrong. Now,
he was all man, confident in his own skin, and happy with his
sexuality. But people who love you—or profess to—could get under
your skin and make you doubt yourself. Well, no more. From now on
he'd take no rubbish from anyone. He'd been down and not out. Now
he was on the up. He vowed, there and then, to be the best he could
in whatever profession or lifestyle he chose. He owed it to his
champion—his gran. And he wasn't ever going to apologize for who or
what he was.

If the rest of his family hadn't been able
to accept him, like him, love him as Athol––as he was––it was their
problem. All of them. Not his.

He hoped.

****

Years later

"When is a Dom not a Dom?" The young girls,
halfway down a snaking queue of people dressed in everything from
scarves and hats to sleeveless tops and bare legs, giggled together
as Athol walked past them. He barely gave them a glance. If their
IDs were shifty, then whoever was on the desk would sort them out.
He sighed. No doubt, it would be just his luck. He felt old.
Old––and jaded. Time to muster his ‘Dom’ self, or get out.

The night air was cool, and the hint of rain
added to the gloom of the evening. Scotland in any season.

Hell, snap out of it, or you'll scare off
everyone. A Dom is a Dom, conscientious and considerate, not
cantankerous and curmudgeonly.

"When he's Jimmy or Jack,
not A-dom," one of the girls said, and sniggered at the catcalls
and moans she received. Evidently the damp, grey drizzly weather,
known locally as dreich, didn't dampen their spirits.

Athol grinned in spite of himself. At least
someone was in a good mood. His was as dark as the starless
sky.

The monthly
Check It Out Tuesday at
Dommissima was ever popular. Not a real introduction to the BDSM
lifestyle, but enough for people to discover if they were
interested in attending one of the proper introductory evenings. So
far Linsey, the owner, was satisfied and that was enough for Athol
Donaldson. Dommissima provided him with a diversion from his other
life, and he was ever happy for it.

Or was he?

Athol ignored the mutters of, "Hey, pal.
This is a queue, you know," and pushed the door to the club open. A
hand on the neck of his jacket pulled him back, and he turned to
see a tall, tattooed and muscled Ned, the nickname for, a
non-educated delinquent—one of Glasgow's finest, petty
criminals—glaring at him. The guy wore enough chains to stock a
dungeon and open his own ironmongers. To his annoyance, Athol
recognized the bloke, and shook his head.

"Donny Mack, how many times do I need to
tell you, you're not welcome in here?"

The guy blushed,
actually blushed,
and swallowed heavily. "Ah, fuck. It had to be you."

"Yeah, seriously… Donny, I keep telling you.
You're no Dom, and you won't admit you're a sub, so why are you
back again? Wasn't last time enough?"

Donny grinned somewhat bashfully. "Well,
Dinny here wanted to come, so I thought maybe this time, ye kna?"
He indicated the gum-popping, kohl-rimmed eyed, micro mini-skirted
girl next to him.

Donny and Dinny? Grief, what next?

Donny's companion held her hand out. "Dineen
Mack. I prefer to be called Nina. Only Hector here calls me Dinny.
He's the only one who dares."

Hector? Oh, my.

"Aw, Di...er, Nina, don't go shouting
that."

"You asked for it," Nina
said. "This big lug is my twin. Pleased to meet you." She spoke in
a cultured voice, so at odds with her appearance. "I'm doing a
thesis on individual kink for my Master’s." She giggled. "Master’s
as in Uni, not Master as in BDSM. Across the border. You know." She
put on a credible London accent. "Darn Sarf. I'm a turncoat. I did
my degree at Oxford. And before you go, yeah, yeah, I'm too old to be a student, let me just say, I'm a mature student. Or as I reckon, the
only mature one in the family." She punched her twin's arm. "You'd
never know this eejit was a medic now, would you?" She rolled her
eyes, and Donny laughed somewhat self-consciously.

"Busted, eh? No, I'm no Ned. Ach, it's
worked well enough in the past. And see, the accent and the persona
keeps me from having a ‘Glasgow kiss’ when I'm out and about." He
shrugged. "I don't work in the most salubrious area."

Athol grinned. Doctor was the last
profession you'd think of when you looked at Donny, and anyone with
half a brain cell would think twice about giving him a Glasgow
kiss—a head butt.

Teach me not to judge by appearances.

"Hey, look, I'm sorry," Dineen said. "Not to
be rude or anything, but you remind me of someone. Damned if I can
think of who it is. No one from uni, that's for sure. You don't
have a sister, do you? Or a daughter? I'd say a close male
relative, but I'm sure it’s a woman."

"Sorry, no…and if it's a
woman, I hope she's not got the 'tash." He wouldn't have one
normally—both it and a beard grew in ginger—but it was 'Movember',
where men grew moustaches for charity. He ignored the tiny voice
that shouted male relative.

Dineen giggled. "Yeah, so do I. Ah well, if
it comes to me I'll let you know. And if I promise to keep Donny on
a lead, can we please come in?"

Athol grinned. His black mood lifted with
the exchange. He made a mental note to stop stereotyping people. He
should know better.

"Ask for one at the desk."

Donny blanched. "Aw, c'mon, ye gonnie nae
dae that." His Glaswegian dialect became thick enough for even
Athol, with his talent for dialect, to have problems
understanding.

"Then take this as your
third strike and out, Hector." Athol grinned, his bad mood
gone, as Donny groaned and shook his head. "And think hard. What's
so wrong with being a sub? If that's what you are, that's what you
are."

Donny looked thoughtful. "Aye, or a switch
maybe? You ever been there? You know, research and all?"

That was hitting far too close to home.
Athol nodded. "Yeah, any Dom worth his salt has. So why not try it,
eh? You never know, you might like it." He turned to Dineen, who
was grinning. "And you, of course. If there's anything you need to
know, then just ask anyone with a green armband on. Going one step
further, if you decide you do want to learn more, there are newbie
nights, and lots of demos are due in the next few weeks. We also
have monthly munches, where it's all talk and no action. Good food,
though. Ask whoever's on the desk for any details."

Dineen chuckled. "That sounds wrong."

He laughed with her. "True enough, but
somehow I don't think a wax play session or a nice little spanking
would go down too well over canapes at Christophe's, or spaghetti
at Silvio's."

"Perhaps not. Thanks anyway."

Athol nodded and walked inside the club.
He'd take over on the door soon, and let the Domme there go inside,
to give her 'How To' chat. For the first time in ages, he noticed
he wasn't wishing he were alone on a desert island with a bottle of
Highland Park and a good book. Something to ponder, and put into
perspective.

He didn't have time to do either for the
rest of the evening. It had been noticeable over the previous few
months just how popular these sessions were becoming. Although he'd
judge at least three-quarters of the visitors were there just to be
nosy, and stare at the demos, rather than out of a genuine ‘this
might be for me’ curiosity. However, if it demystified and undid
the demonization of the BDSM life, Athol was all for it. The more
people who accepted the safe, sane and consensual aspect of the
lifestyle, the better it was. To him, straightforward heterosexual
sex was not the norm.

Horses for courses, and all that.

Once he was released from door duty he
donned a green armband and joined the others chatting to the
visitors. The play was mild, and he smirked to himself to see Donny
Shibari tied and stroked with a flogger. By the look on his face,
he was enjoying himself.

How long before that's a crop and he's
begging for more?

"Oy, are you from Brighton?" A hatchet-faced
guy, who looked like he'd read a 'What a Well Dressed Dom is
Wearing' instruction manual, accosted him with a poke in the
stomach. He wore leather trousers, a black shirt, and leather
jerkin, all screaming 'new, and first time worn'. Two weeks ago,
Athol would have growled at the guy for speaking so rudely, and
offered to break his fingers for him. Now, he decided it didn't
faze him. He smiled at the bloke, who didn't smile back, instead
looking as if a nasty smell wafted under his nose.

"No, Scottish born and bred. Why?"

The guy—his guest badge proclaimed him as
Oscar—scowled. "Wondered. No law against it, is there?"

"Not at all. Enjoy your
evening." Asshole. Guys like him give men
a bad name. Can I hope he's a masochistic sub?

****

Three weeks later, Athol glanced at the
piece of paper in front of him and sighed. Up until then it had
been a quiet night on the reception desk of Dommissima, and he'd
hoped it would stay that way. Life had been somewhat hectic of
late, and he really needed time to regroup and consider his
options. His black dog mood had left him with a vengeance. A few
days after his meeting with Dineen and Donny, Donny had signed up
to discover just what he needed, and Dineen had emailed Athol to
thank him for his advice. She'd also said the only person who she
thought was remotely like him was an undergrad called Colin from
Tampa, and Athol would had to have been very precocious to have
fathered him. Colin was in his early thirties.

A slight cough made him look away from the
load of rubbish on the desk, and up at the person who stood there.
Her perfume—Eau de Issy, he noted—almost overpowered everything
else around. It was one of his favorites, but not in that dosage.
Someone needed to tell her less was more. He may not be an out and
out hetero male, or whatever, but he appreciated the subtle scent
of a good perfume on the soft skin of a woman as much as anyone.
Not, however, when it made him want to sneeze and reach for the
inhaler he’d outgrown at puberty.

"Delia, honey, how many times do you need
telling? Watch my lips. I've told you. You. Are. Too. Young." Athol
stared at the teen in front of him and wondered where her parents
thought she was. She didn't seem much over fifteen, if that, and
fidgeted under his steady stare. "Time to go home. Go quietly, and
I'll not report you, blacklist you with all the clubs in Glasgow,
or hand that fake I.D. over to the police. But if I ever catch you
trying to do this sort of stuff here again, I'll throw the book, or
the knife at you."

"Eh? The knife? What are you on about?" She
was white under the layers of blush. It made her look even more
like a porcelain doll. Athol bet she was pretty without the
gunk.

"I'm into knife play, sweetness. You know,
pretty patterns without scars. Or another favorite of mine, having
a sub spinning on a big wooden wheel, and throwing a knife at her.
Usually, with my eyes shut. It's such an erotic thing. Total trust
and dependency… there's a lot more, but those are just two prime
examples."

She swayed and her face, still the color of
the Indian cotton paint on the walls, lost what little color it had
kept. "Oh, fu…. Um, right, er, I don't think that's me, to be
honest."

Athol nodded. "Nor do I. Now, do you need me
to call you a taxi?"

She shook her head, but didn't move. Why, oh
why, did it take so long for the message to get through? Ten layers
of mascara and overly rouged cheeks couldn't hide her youth. The
nail varnish was the wrong color—volcano red didn't suit her—and
the lipstick was two shades off. They both clashed with the carrot
red eyebrows that showed under the layer of eyebrow pencil. Apart
from that, the obviously fake ID, which he would hazard a guess was
made at home on her laptop, made her look as if she were in her
late thirties, not the mid-twenties it claimed.

"Look, hon, you're nowhere near twenty-five,
and that's our minimum age limit for acceptance. That apart, you're
no more a Dom than my last sub, and I'm nowhere near green enough
to believe you want to be my, or anyone else's, next." He took a
gamble. "Are you trying to tell me you want to be tied up and have
your ass spanked until it’s the color of that cushion over there?"
The cushion in question was tomato red. "Or have your hair, down
there, merge into the color of your skin." He mentally rolled his
eyes at the phrasing, but she was only young, and he was damned
sure her hair color would be the same over her pussy as over her
scalp—even if said hair on her head was at that moment the color of
a bad dye job. "Maybe you secretly fancy being gagged and
experiencing the St Andrew’s cross? On show to everyone in
there."

The young girl glanced toward the door he
indicated. The one she had no chance of going through. Promptly,
she went red then white once more.

"Er, n … no-no," she
stammered. "But I thought that, well, ya know, you shouted
stop and that was it.
You stopped and well, went for a cuppa or something. They said
so."

Shitebags.

"Who said so?" Dammit, now he sounded all
Dom, and if anything she looked more terrified than ever. Maybe
that wasn't a bad thing. "Delia, this is an adult club, for
consenting, like-minded adults. Not somewhere to spend a free
evening because you're bored. Even if you were old enough…and
you're not, are you?" he asked in what he hoped was a gentle tone.
She shook her head and scrubbed her eyes. The thick eyeliner
smeared over her face and made her look like a sad panda. "Honey,
even once you're old enough it's not a given you'd be allowed in.
This is a private club, and members are screened very thoroughly.
Whoever told you otherwise was lying. The only time the general
public comes through is on the open nights, and even then this ID
wouldn't pass scrutiny. Our very livelihood depends on us being
alert to scams and under agers… where did you hear about us?"

She bit her top lip and pulled at the big
silver loop earring in her left ear. She obviously didn't know that
Dommissima had a stringent policy regarding acceptable jewelry.

"Yeah, okay, busted." She shrugged and
sighed. "At uni last term, someone was boasting about how there was
a BDSM club, and he said it was a doddle and we'd all get in and
play. Well, St Andrew’s isn't that far, and I don't have lectures
'til the afternoon tomorrow. So I told mum I was home for a mate's
birthday—which is true—but I nipped in here first. I'll meet up
with my friends in Garage later. The crappo at uni didn't go into
specifics about this place, but seeing as I wanted to learn more
about my dad, I reckoned if I came along, I could see what it's all
about."

She looked at Athol with
big green eyes, and twisted the bottom of her hair.
Was that red showing at
the roots? Why on earth didn't people embrace their true selves?
Something about her tugged at his memory. He'd bet his last Shibari
rope her hair color wasn’t true. It was so at odds with her
complexion. Her eyebrows and eyelashes, even with mascara, didn't
match that hair color. Mind you, he couldn't talk--his hair was
dark, but his 'Movember' moustache had grown in with a definite
ginger tinge.

"Sorry, it was stupid,
wasn't it?" She rolled her eyes. "Like he'd be here anyway. It was
bloody years ago, and for all I know he could be in Timbuktu. I bet
this is a newish club, anyway. Hell on a bicycle. I'll kill them.
All of them, any of them… and, oh fuck, I'm in the shit. Oh God,
mum will kill me if she finds out. She still won't
accept I'm well past the age of consent. I'll be grounded for
months. And I still have no idea who sent the sodding note. Ah, tae
fu…"

Athol raised an eyebrow.

"Yeah okay, sorry…as mum says, 'Swearing
shows a lack of imagination and vocabulary'."

"True enough, but, hey hon, it's no biggie.
I won't tell if you don't." Athol grinned and winked. Delia rolled
her eyes.

"Gee, thanks. Look, I'm sorry, I'm a stupid
eejit, but can you tell me how'd you know it wasn't me there?" She
pointed to the fake ID. "I thought it wasna bad." The more upset
and apologetic she became the stronger her Scottish accent. Athol
recognized the local dialect and did his best not to smile.

"Well…" he began before she butted in.

"Ach, you'd think I came up the Clyde on a…"
She colored and broke off mid-sentence. "What a wally."

He laughed, her confusion appealing to his
better senses. "It's not that bad if you don't expect it to be
looked at properly. But we take care here. You'd need to produce
your passport, birth certificate, and a doctor's certificate to get
in if you weren't recommended, and it wasn't an open evening. Look,
Delia…"

"Seonagh," she interrupted
him. "Seonagh McMath." She straightened, and Athol realized she
might not be over twenty-five, but she wasn't anywhere near as
young as she looked. Then she grinned,
just like…

Spots flashed in front of
his eyes and there was a roaring noise in his ears. Coincidence?
McMath wasn't too uncommon a name, was it? Was this a put up? Had
Dineen remembered something else and gone about telling him this
way? If he were a sadist, he'd get the truth out of Donny's sister
if it took handcuffs and a flogger.
As he wasn't, Athol reckoned he'd try guile and
sheer orneriness with the young woman in front of him first, then
chat up Donny to get to Dineen if need be.

"So, you're not a Delia then?" he managed to
say in a reasonably level tone. It figured, she hadn't registered
she was being spoken to immediately.

She shook her head. "Nah, I just thought it
sounded better. Which is daft, cos I sure do love my name. I was
called after my mum's granny."

He'd guessed that. "And your mum and dad?"
He didn't ask why she thought she'd find her father around the
club, as it was too close to home. Athol wasn't sure he'd want to
hear the answer even though he knew he could tell her she was
mistaken. Why would she doubt him? If she wondered why he was
asking, she didn't mention it. Seonagh plonked her elbow on the
reception desk, and grinned. "Thank god I
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