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“Maybe you could hang around ‘til after closing?” Phil grinned at the patron and served him another whiskey. “I like the taste of whiskey.” 

“That’s enough.” Phil’s boss startled him, placing his hand on his shoulder. “You’ve been warned.” 

Phil turned to him, mouth open to protest.

His boss shook his head. “Three strikes, Phil. The guys here come here to drink after a hard day’s work, not to be flirted with.” 

One of the guys at the end of the bar was looking distinctly awkward. Phil guessed he’d been the one to complain to Phil’s boss. 

“I don’t— I don’t have anywhere else to go. I just wanted to flatter these guys.” 

“I don’t give a shit. They don’t want to be flirted with. You’re out. Go.” 

Phil glared at the men sitting at the bar, grabbed the tip jar and went. There were a handful of other people in the bar who looked a mixture of shocked and awkward.

He grabbed his beat-up leather jacket, emptied the tip jar into his pocket and slammed the door on his way out the bar. 

“Ridiculous,” he muttered. 

The door opened behind him as he tried to light a cigarette. He turned back, hoping it was his boss, saying it was just a joke and he still had a job. 

No, it was someone he didn’t recognize. A tall man with an immaculate suit and a concerned tilt to his eyebrows. 

“Did you just get fired?” 

“Yeah.” Phil’s lighter sparked and died. He swore and tossed it at the nearest trashcan. “Know anywhere that needs a bartender?” 

“Funnily enough, I do.” The man dug in his pocket, produced a Zippo and lit Phil’s cigarette. Then he pulled out two business cards. “This place, Club K, we’re always hiring and no one there will care if you flirt with the clientele. In fact, it’s part of the charm.” 

Phil sucked on his cigarette, grateful for the burn of the smoke. He took the cards. “And the other card?” 

“That’s my card. I’m Julian, and I hope to see you at Club K. If it’s your kind of scene.” 

Phil read the card. Club K: Private gentleman’s club for BDSM. Playmates for hire * Bring your partner  
Then there was an address. It wasn’t too far away, a few stops on the subway. 
Phil snorted. “I’ve never done anything kinky in my life. That kind of thing’s for perverts and weirdos.” 

Julian looked him up and down, raised one eyebrow. He stepped closer.  Phil was intimidated. Not that he thought this man would punch him, but that he’d ... disappointed him somehow? 

“Well. Perhaps someone with your penchant for saying what you want shouldn’t go to a place like that anyway,” his words were as clipped and precise as his haircut. Perfection, and ice cold. “That mouth of yours will surely get you into trouble, and well, with perverts? That kind of trouble might be more than you can handle.” 

Phil felt his temper rise. “What? You think I can’t handle that kind of shit? Of course I can, I can take whatever they dish out.” 

“Hmmm.” Julian lifted his lip and sneered at him. “I sincerely doubt that. Have a pleasant evening.” He turned on his heel and walked away. 

Phil seethed. 

He seethed all night about that uppity man. How dare he insinuate Phil wasn’t enough to handle whatever went on at some kinky gay club? 

He was so angry he looked up videos of gay BDSM online and beat off to them.

The power of his annoyance took him right to the club the following day. He went early, 5pm, to get in before it got busy and talk to whoever was running the place. 

The bouncer took a photo of his ID before letting him in, and Phil was so powered on anger he didn’t even care. 

He all but stormed into the club, throwing the velvet curtain aside. 

The club wasn’t as quiet as he’d expected it to be this time of the evening. 

There was a young man tied to one of the tables, spread eagled on his back with ropes anchoring his wrists and ankles to the table legs. Three men were taking turns to take tequila shots off his body while he moaned and writhed against the ropes. Phil had assumed to be put off or at least feel nothing about whatever went down in this club. 

He hadn’t expected the sight of something like that to make his mouth go dry and his dick to swell. 

He swallowed, turning his eyes from the sight of a man licking salt of the bound man’s neck and went towards the bar. 

The bartender there looked up with a smile. He had a black t-shirt on that read “sex toy”. 

“Hey there, what can I getcha?” 

“Heard you were looking for a new bartender?” Phil sat on the bar stool. “I’m here to apply.” 

“Always looking for new staff. But you’ll need to talk to the manager.” He pulled soda water from the tap and handed the glass to Phil. 

“Is the manager here?” 

“Mmhm, just a second. I’ll go find him and tell him you’re here.” 

Phil took a sip while he waited. The mirrored back wall behind the bar showed a man being whipped on a wooden cross up on the stage. Phil shifted, his pants were way too tight. 

“Good evening, I wondered if I’d see you again.” That voice was way too familiar. 

Phil looked up to see Julian, smirking down at him. 
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Julian was thrilled to see Phil had in fact gone through with it and turned up at Club K. He’d been astounded at the poor treatment the man had endured at that other bar. Julian had only stopped in to use the bathroom and certainly hadn’t expected to witness anything like that. Phil had been humiliated, and not in the fun way. 

But now, here he was, red in the face and squirming and ready to fight. That fire he’d seen last night had intrigued Julian. He was like a wild stallion, just asking to be broken. 

And Julian was an expert in breaking men. 

He had a nickname at the club: the Brat Tamer, and he liked it. It was his favorite thing to do. 

“Well, I suppose we’d better start the interview,” Julian couldn’t resist getting another jab in. “Unless you can’t work with perverts, of course.” 

Phil lifted his chin and tossed his hair. “Let’s do the interview.” 

Julian turned on his heel and walked towards his office, trusting Phil would follow. He took the short flight of stairs to his mezzanine office briskly, leaving the door open and taking a seat at his desk. His desk faced the door, leaving the large picture windows that looked over the club at his back. It was a power move, like so many things he did. He could gauge the suitability of his candidates by exposing them to whatever his patrons were up to below. And if he didn’t want to make anyone uncomfortable, he could pull the blinds down. He left the blinds open for Phil. 

Faithful as a puppy, Phil had followed him up the stairs. Now he lingered in the doorway, eyes fixed on the view. Julian had a good view of the growing bulge in his slacks. This guy might be a newbie to the BDSM scene, but he liked what he saw, for certain. Julian decided to try a mild test. 

“Sit.” He nodded at the seat on the far side of the desk. It was a standard office chair with arms, one that he could immediately imagine tying Phil to. 

Oh, dear. He wanted this man far too much. 

Phil sat, without hesitation. 

Julian’s cock began to harden. “So obedient.” 

Phil shifted in the seat, his cheeks pink. “I can’t get a reference from the last place, but I have a few from other jobs.” He pulled out a crumpled piece of paper and set it on the desk in front of Julian. 

Julian eyed it. “That’s not very tidy.” 

“Sorry.” Phil cut his eyes to the side. 

Julian smiled even more. “I’m happy to give you the bartending job on a trial basis, I find people need a few days to learn how to fit in here. If you want it, the trial can start tonight. But might I suggest there’s a lot more money to be made as a submissive.” 

“A... a submissive?” 

Julian nodded once, keeping his back straight and watching Phil. “You submit to men for money. They might wish to tie you up, gag you, humiliate you. You’d have full control on what they are allowed to do, anything up to full sex. It’s a very lucrative role, and I’m always looking for candidates. You, Phil, are a perfect submissive.” 

Phil blustered, slapped the arm of the chair and shook his head. “I don’t go in for all those ropes and chains and ball gags.” 

“If you say so. You do seem rather distracted by the goings-on in the club.” Julian stood up and walked slowly, deliberately around the desk. “Submissives can make thousands of dollars a night.” 

Phil went a bit quieter. “Thousands?” 

“Indeed. In fact, I have been looking for a personal submissive. Someone I’d keep on retainer, perhaps move him in with me. If I found the perfect man.” 

Phil looked up at him and then quickly looked down again. Reluctant to look him in the eyes. 

“If you’re at all interested, I could put you through your paces. See how you respond.” Julian sat on his desk, close to Phil, close enough to brush his leg with his fingers. “I’d take very good care of you, you could stop at any time, and of course, I’ll compensate you.” 

Julian had never been so attracted to someone so quickly before, he was being stupid
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