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Finding a Master for Michael won’t be easy, but Javier is determined that his boy will have the best—even if it means letting him go.

	The Hampton Road Club is a secret gathering place for men of a more sadomasochistic nature. The 1920s might be roaring, but certain practices are still frowned upon in open society. Michael’s job is to greet the club members as they arrive and to report directly to the club manager, Javier. Sometimes, his direct contact with Javier has nothing to do with the club members and everything to do with submitting to the strict Master.

	Javier would give anything to keep Michael as his permanent boy, but he owes his boss, Saul, a great personal debt for helping him when he was at his lowest. Saul taught him that professionalism is the key to keeping things running smoothly at the club. He knows Saul would be greatly disappointed if he were to ever find out about what goes on between him and the club greeter behind closed doors. That’s why he’s never revealed to Michael how he truly feels.

	 

	 Will Javier do the one thing for which he’d never thought he’d have the courage, and give Michael away to a new Master? Or will he defy the club’s rules and keep his boy forever?

	 

	
Chapter One

	 

	 

	 

	“Michael? Master Archie will need to avail himself of the master suite on the third floor this evening. Police Chief O’Brien will be with him as usual, but he’ll also be using several of the unattached submissives and they’ll need the larger bed. So, if someone new comes to the club who needs to be photographed for our files, then we’ll be utilizing the demonstration room for that instead.” 

	Michael glanced up from where he’d been taking his midday meal at the long oak table in the kitchen of the Hampton Road Club. “Yes, Sir.” His belly tightened at the sight of the tall and regal Javier, the sadomasochism club’s manager. Javier oversaw every detail as it pertained to the operation of the private gentlemen’s club in the tony San Marino town of Los Angeles. 

	Michael was the establishment’s host, and he adored his job. As staff members, he and Javier lived on the premises of the three-story Tudor Revival mansion as part of their remuneration. Even if the nineteen-twenties were much freer than any other generation before, they still needed to be discreet. As such, Javier’s job was incredibly important to the safety and wellbeing of everyone who belonged to or worked for the club. The men who pursued the particular acts of perversion that they all enjoyed could still be arrested if caught in flagrante. 

	How fortunate we are to have Chief O’Brien as a member.

	Hampton Road had become a safe haven for those who wished to seek out the company of a compliant man for the evening, or, to bring his own submissive boy to demonstrate, show-off, share or play with in one of the many creatively appointed rooms in the elegant mansion.

	Michael wiped his mouth then placed the linen napkin on the plate that had held his meal. He rose from the bench, gathering it up along with his empty glass. As he walked briskly to the sink, he darted his eyes to Javier who leaned against the pantry, his arms crossed as he regarded Michael.

	“Was that all, Sir?” 

	He swallowed hard. It was immediately apparent to him that he shouldn’t have questioned Javier. The expression he radiated back at Michael was one of displeasure. Michael still had so much to learn and Javier had been a strict teacher. 

	So good.

	“Michael?”

	“Yes, Sir?”

	“Who is in charge of what goes on at Hampton Road?”

	“You are, Sir.”

	Javier stepped closer and Michael flinched. “Don’t be frightened, boy. Have I ever hurt you in a manner that you didn’t desire, didn’t beg for by your actions or words?”

	“No, Sir.” Michael inhaled on a stuttering breath. “You haven’t.”

	“Then you need to learn a lesson. I want you in my room ten minutes from now, naked, on your knees and with your head bowed. Be ready for me the way you know I like, and I wouldn’t be a second late, understand?”

	Michael held back a whimper as his breathing accelerated more. “Yes, Sir. I’ll be completely ready for you in every way.”

	Javier closed the distance between them, then held Michael’s chin with his thumb and forefinger. He gazed at Michael from his deep brown, heavily lashed eyes. “See that you are. You already have one punishment waiting as it is and I won’t be going easy on you.”

	Sweat beaded on Michael’s brow, his upper lip. Using his free hand, Javier held up the ornate brass key that unlocked his room then dropped it into the pocket of Michael’s jacket. He released his hold on Michael.

	“I suggest you get moving.”

	“Yes, Sir!”

	Michael rushed from the kitchen, remaining as dignified in manner as he could, then scurried up the stairs to Javier’s bedroom on the third floor. Only the staff and submissive men were allowed on the top floor of the mansion. There were separate rooms for the men who’d already been claimed or collared by a Master and another for those who remained available. Modifications had been made to one side of the third floor of the club in order to facilitate what was needed. Both the claimed and the unclaimed submissives’ rooms had been enlarged. Each group had what had once been three guest bedrooms turned into one large area for them to lounge in. The master suite on that same side was where Javier’s quarters were located. The remaining staff, including Michael, had their own regular-sized rooms on the opposite end of the floor.

	Michael approached Javier’s closed door. He plucked the brass key from his pocket that would unlock it, would allow him the opportunity to finally have some private time with his Master.

	Don’t think like that. You have no right. Not yet.

	His fingers trembled as he slid the key into the lock.

	Maybe never.

	Michael swallowed past a lump in his throat, determined not to give into any foolish emotion. He would be on his best behavior for Javier. Easing the door open slowly, he checked to make sure Javier wasn’t already inside. He could’ve gone up the servant stairs. Michael wasn’t late—he’d been definite on that—but he never knew what to expect with the strict Master. An empty room greeted him. Michael glanced down at the key laying across his palm. Javier had given it to him in the kitchen so that he could let himself in. 

	He shook his head, chuckling. He’d become so unnerved by it all, by the thrill of being alone with Javier for the first time in days—along with the anticipation over his punishment, and being entrusted with Javier’s personal key—that he hadn’t been thinking straight. If he held the key in his hand, how could Javier have already been inside? 

	Michael swiped at his forehead with his handkerchief then stuffed it back into his jacket pocket. He approached the mahogany bureau then placed the key in an etched brass tray that sat atop the dresser’s surface the way Javier had instructed him. He spotted the time on the oval Bakelite clock, and was distressed to discover that less than five minutes remained before Javier would arrive. 

	First, he shrugged off his jacket, tossing it onto the curved bench at the end of the bed. His next action was to slide off his suspenders, not bothering to unbutton them from his pants—it would be quicker to undo his pants and let them fall away with his trousers. He fumbled with the buttons of his shirt, the idea that he would’ve worked so hard to have everything right for Javier only to fail at the last moment becoming almost too much to bear.

	At last, he was naked, but in his haste and fear, his shaft had gone soft. Javier strictly forbade him from touching himself, but he worried that it would be seen as an insult if he wasn’t fully erect when Javier entered the room, that it would indicate that Michael didn’t appreciate and adore the Master. He glanced around, sweating, wishing he still had the use of his handkerchief. His clothes were neatly laid out on the wing chair the way Javier preferred, and he’d readied the decorative brocade pillow on the middle of the Oriental carpet for him to kneel upon in the exact manner that Javier always requested. 

	The doorknob clicked and he dropped onto the cushion. The moment Javier strolled into the bedroom, Michael had already clasped his hands behind his back, had his shoulders straight, chin up, but eyes cast down, his knees apart to showcase… My limp cock.

	“Hmm…” 

	The deep timbre of Javier’s voice did nothing to assuage his nerves. The disapproval was clear. How bad would his punishment be? Would Javier never want to enjoy his favors or restrain and beat him again? Would he never allow Michael to serve and worship him from then on?

	“Please.” Michael choked out the word, terror clawing up his throat and making it hard to speak. “May I be permitted to explain?”

	“I think you should.”

	“I-I was hard. Very hard. Leaking even. But, I…”

	“Are you ill? You’re very pale.”

	Michael frowned. Did he look that bad? “No, Sir. Only afraid.”

	The gentle weight of Javier’s hand on his head instantly relaxed him. He let out a long slow breath and a portion of his tension eased.

	“Tell me, Michael. Tell me why you’re afraid. You must always come to me with your fears.”

	“Oh, I…I would never presume to bother you with my silly concerns.”

	Michael inhaled on a sharp breath as his head was yanked back by his hair. “Look at me, boy. Now.”

	Michael gazed up at Javier, allowed himself to drink in the beauty of Javier’s soulful eyes. Javier stared into him and it was as if Michael had been split open with nowhere to hide.

	“Nothing about you or your feelings is silly. I want to know every little thing about you and how you’re faring. Is that clear?”

	“Yes, Sir.” Michael swallowed. “Very clear.”

	Was it true? Did Javier truly believe that Michael’s feelings were important? It was too crazy a notion to believe, but he didn’t have time to mull it over. Javier still held his hair in a tight grip and his severe expression alone demanded that Michael obey his every dictate. He shuddered from the thrill.

	After several long moments where Javier scrutinized him, he gave a slow nod.

	“Good.” He let go of Michael then straightened. “And let me reiterate that failure to keep me informed of both your physical and emotional wellbeing from now on is subject to severe punishment.” Javier inhaled deeply through his nose. “And I promise you that it won’t be one you enjoy. Now.” Javier shrugged off the formal jacket he wore as part of his ensemble at the club. “I’ll be showering. You’re to remain kneeling where you are, perfect position, and I want to see that cock hard and dripping when I return. We’ll speak more later after I’ve given you the reprimand that I know you crave.”

	Javier left the room and Michael stayed still, didn’t breathe. He would demonstrate perfect behavior for his Javier. Water filled his eyes.

	Not mine.

	How could he be so presumptuous? Besides the obvious fact that Javier was a sophisticated man, held a prestigious position at an elegant club—Michael was from a poverty-filled, uneducated background. His parents had abandoned him when he was twelve, after which he’d stayed with his uncle’s family. But they’d hated and mistreated him—he had been a burden to their already large brood. By the time he’d turned sixteen, it had reached the point where he was practically their slave in order for him to have a roof over his head and whatever leftover food they would allow him. 

	So, he’d run away from the small Oklahoma town, taking menial labor jobs and working his way across country until he’d landed in Los Angeles. When Javier had come across him, he’d reached the age of twenty-three and had just been fired from his job as a dishwasher for accidentally breaking a dish. He’d been down to his last few cents, his former employer keeping the weekly pay he would’ve received at the end of his shift to supposedly cover the cost of the plate.

	He wasn’t sure what had made Javier approach him that day where he’d sat slumped on a bench in Echo Park, but when Michael had gazed into the deep brown eyes of Javier, he had been immediately lost to him. Javier was tall and lean
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