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	Chapter One

	 

	The rain always made him horny, Nathan realized. Something about all that dampness and humidity must have been sending subconscious signals to his body. It made him want to curl up with some big, strong man who would fuck him hard while a thunderstorm raged outside. Too bad he was single, because having a boyfriend would mean some serious action tonight.

	It was a slow day at the pet clinic, the rain drumming non-stop since the morning. Nathan was sitting at his desk and looking through the window, his mind wandering. No more patients were scheduled for today, the office oddly quiet without the constant barking, squealing, or meowing, and he waited for a clock to strike five so he could lock up and go home. Now that Doctor Richardson wasn’t here, it was his responsibility to see the practice run smoothly. Securing a job as a vet technician in a small but respectable Northampton animal hospital had been his dream ever since he was a child, and now that he got it, he wasn’t about to let his boss down. 

	Absentmindedly, his hand wandered to his crotch and he started playing with his dick over his blue scrubs. He was freeballing as usual and had easy access to the goods at all times, but he was too proper to actually jerk off at his workplace. So he stopped himself as soon as he felt his cock stirring under his touch. Only thirty more minutes and he’d be free.

	The next moment, Jenna-the-receptionist’s head peeked through the door. “Hey, Nate, just wanna let you know that I’m gonna leave earlier today, okay? Others have already left. We have no more appointments, and I’d like to avoid the rush hour—you know what it’s like when it’s raining and it’s Friday.”

	“Yeah, yeah, sure,” he said. He felt uncomfortable playing the boss, feeling like an impostor, even though Doctor Richardson had left him in charge while on vacation. But he was only twenty-six, fresh out of the vet school, and didn’t feel like it was his place to tell other people what to do. Especially people who had worked here longer than he had.

	“See you Monday, sweetie,” Jenna said and left the door of his office open. He heard rustling from the waiting room while she got dressed. The wind chimes tinkled as the front door opened and closed when she left the clinic, and then all was quiet. 

	Twenty minutes more.

	Nathan picked up his phone and started scrolling through social media. Photos of shirtless guys that flooded his home feed made his hand sneak down to his cock once again. Tucking it inside his pants, he squeezed the flaccid meat that soon responded to the warmth of his touch. God, he was horny. How long had it been since he’d gotten laid? His ass needed a good, hard pounding so bad that he felt his hole clench in despair. He yearned to be taken and dominated, to be used by a master who would fulfill his dirtiest desires.

	Yet therein also lay the problem: Nathan enjoyed submission, but not pain and degradation. Most of the men he met were either too meek, not able to satisfy his need for subjugation, or too extreme, turned on by humiliation and abuse. He wanted a lover who would be domineering and assertive, yes, but also one who would be loving, gentle, and kind. A dom in the sheets, but a gentleman in the streets. And finding a man who possessed these qualities proved to be quite difficult.

	Fantasies of submission made him search for some porn. He typed his three favorite dirty words: bukkake orgy gangbang. Hardcore videos of steamy group sex filled up his screen, and he scrolled down searching for the right one, playing with himself all the while. He knew he shouldn’t be doing that here, but… he was alone, turned on, and bored. What’s the harm? Who will know?

	While internally debating the ethics of office masturbation, the wind chimes above the front door tinkled again and someone burst into the clinic.

	“Is there anyone in here?” a deep male voice bellowed from the reception area. “I need some help!”

	Nathan jumped from his desk and ran out into the waiting room. His medical training took over, making him forget all about the bulge his scrubs were showing. It was just his luck to have someone barge in with a sick animal when he was alone and about to close. He almost bumped into a handsome dark-haired man in his mid-thirties, drenched to the skin, holding something small in his arms. “What’s the matter?”

	“It’s my dog, Ziggy,” the man explained, half-angry, half-concerned, showing him the bloodied body of an unconscious pug. “He saw a cat in the street and, as we stopped at the traffic light, the little bugger jumped out of the window of my car to chase after it. I leaped out and raced after him, but he ran in front of a speeding car and—he got hit. It happened so damn fast.”

	Nathan took the limp dog in his arms and hurried toward the treatment room, speaking over his shoulder. “Don’t worry, sir, your pet is in good hands. Please take a seat, and I’ll be with you shortly.”

	“Thank you!” the man shouted after him.

	Closing the door behind him with his leg, Nathan placed the pug on the table and performed a thorough examination, checking the neck and spine first to look for any sign of fractures or damage. Next, he used palpation, feeling around the dog’s abdomen and head, looking for signs of internal injury and broken bones. Finally, he took his stethoscope and performed auscultation of all main organs. No sign of major trauma.

	A few lacerations were shallow and required no stitches, so Nathan cleaned them with antiseptics, washed away the blood, and then bandaged them. Just to be on the safe side, he did a CT scan and blood tests to check for internal bleeding and shock, but he was confident the dog would be out and about in no time. While waiting for the results to be done, he went to the waiting room to talk to the owner.

	The man was talking on his phone in fluent Russian, but he ended the conversation as soon as he saw Nathan emerging from the hallway. “How is he?” he asked, jumping to his feet, the floor wet around him.

	“He’ll be fine,” Nathan reassured him, dwarfed by the man’s stature. “The cuts were superficial, and there are no broken bones or internal injuries. I’ve put him on IV therapy while we’re waiting for the bloodwork to complete. But you’ll be able to take him home in half an hour or so.”

	“That’s good to hear. Thank you.” The man slumped back into his seat, running his hand through the short dark hair, spiky from the rain. Nathan found his concern for his pet was adorable. More precisely, the guy was adorable. And by that he meant hot. He was exactly his type: tall and muscular, radiating assertiveness, with pale blue eyes and a short dark beard framing his handsome face.

	“Can I get you a towel or something?” Nathan asked, feeling somewhat smitten, as he stared at the man’s dripping dark gray suit. It looked expensive, almost certainly custom-made, tailored to accentuate his powerful physique. “You are completely soaked. I wouldn’t want you to catch a cold while I’m tending to your dog.”

	The man gave Nathan a penetrating look before he half-smiled. “No need, I’ve already sent—” Before he could finish the sentence, the clinic door opened and a bald, burly, mean-looking man in a black suit entered, holding a large paper bag in his hand. “Speak of the devil…” He stood up facing the bald man. “What did you get me, Kolya?”

	“It’s a Nike tracksuit and a pair of Nike sneakers, sir,” Kolya replied in a thick Russian accent, offering the bag to his boss. The way he carried himself suggested ex-military, maybe even Special Forces. He was probably this man’s bodyguard. “Their store was the closest.”

	“I’m sure it’s fine,” the man said taking the bag, then turned to Nathan again. “I’m sorry to impose, but could I use your restroom to change?”

	“Oh, you can use my office, it’s no problem. This way.”

	“Thank you.” Leaving Kolya to stand in the waiting room, the man followed after Nathan, his wet leather shoes squishing with every step. As Nathan pushed the door to his office wide open and turned around, he caught the man staring at his butt. Unconcerned, the rascal smiled, looked Nathan in the eye, and extended his hand. “By the way, my name is Sergei. Sergei Azanov.”

	“Nate Walker,” Nathan said, shaking Sergei’s hand and smiling. He felt nervous being near such an attractive man, but he didn’t break eye contact. 

	“Nate Walker,” Sergei repeated like he was testing the name on his tongue. “It suits you, although I was calling you something different in my mind.”

	“Yeah? Like what?”

	“Bambi.”

	Nathan blinked, his mouth open in a half-smile. “What? Why?”

	“Because you remind me of that fawn from the Disney cartoon. Looking all sweet and innocent, with those big brown eyes and a cute little… smile.”

	Nathan started feeling tingly all over. He was sure he was blushing. Standing so close to this Russian, he could feel the heat emanating from his well-built body despite him being wet. Did he just flirted with him? Nathan’s game was so rusty he wasn’t sure what to make of it. Deciding to play it safe, he changed the subject. “Your English is perfect. I’m not detecting any accent at all.”

	Sergei flashed him a quick, crooked smile. “My parents sent me here to school when I was fifteen. I lived in the UK ever since.” 

	“I see. Well, um, you go in there and change, while I go check up on your dog.”

	The dog was still asleep when Nathan returned to the examination room, probably more from the sedatives than from the trauma. Still, he checked his heart and breathing one more time to make sure everything was all
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