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PROLOGUE
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	Rafe

	 

	I’d had a feeling dialling into this conference call with one of our main suppliers was going to be a mistake, and finding only two minutes has passed since the last time I checked my watch proves it. I should have left it to our chief financial officer, because the way things are going, working from home today wasn’t such a good idea after all.

	I’m not talking about this call—it’s business, and while it’s important enough, it’s not a matter of life and death. Nathan rang a short time ago to tell me he’s coming home from work early, which could well be a matter of life and death because that isn’t like him. I’m worried because he’s had something on his mind for weeks but hasn’t said anything. The chances are slim, but I hope this departure from the norm means he’s ready to discuss it now.

	I’ve wanted to go in all guns blazing and order him to tell me what’s wrong, but at the same time, give him space to talk to me on his own terms. He deserves no less—after all, we’ve been together longer than I sometimes want to remember. We met at university, shared a look across a couple of beers in the students’ union bar—the kind of look that doesn’t need a side order of words to communicate mutual attraction—and that was it. Sharing a look led to sharing a bed, and sharing a bed led to sharing a crappy apartment, where we started our business the day we graduated. The business took off, and here we are, a dozen years later, living the dream in this tasteful, six-bedroom monstrosity in the smartest part of the city.

	Only half-listening to our CFO droning on, I hear the front door. Nathan’s home, but it’s not like him to slam it with the kind of force that makes that kind of racket. I suspect he’s going to benefit from a session in our dungeon tonight. On reflection, it might be therapeutic for both of us. My bad. I’ve let that part of our relationship slide, and while pressure of work is the reason, it’s no excuse. With a reluctant sigh, I turn my attention back to the call.

	The bloody thing eventually ends, and I’m done for the day. Business is going great—which means at times the to-do list is never-ending, leading to situations like this. I shouldn’t let it. Nathan’s the most important part of my life—he’s everything to me, and whatever’s troubling him, it’s up to me to help him sort it out.

	He usually heads for the drawing room when he gets home from work. The view of the rear garden is spectacular from there. That first apartment of ours didn't even have a window box, never mind a balcony, but here we have a seventy-foot-long thing of beauty that needs weekly visits from a couple of gardeners to maintain. In my mind’s eye, I picture Nathan standing in the window, glass of Scotch in hand, as he looks out over our slice of urban paradise. Then I remember the time of day, and erase the glass of Scotch from the picture. He nearly went down that slippery slope years ago, but every day I thank God he let me convince him there were better options.

	Whatever’s bothering him, though, I just hope it can be fixed. I wish I had a clue what it’s about, because if there’s a problem between us that I’m not aware of and it’s bad enough to split us up, then I don’t know what we’re going to do about this place, because we both love it.

	Yeah, I know—that’s me using material trivialities to hide from the real issue, because I don’t even want to think about losing Nathan. I can’t imagine contemplating divorce could be worse than what I’m feeling now.

	Not that we’re married in any legal sense, but it feels as if we are. A lot of Doms and their subs do get hitched, I know, but not us. We’ve never felt the need. We slipped into this dynamic part-time years ago, and we’ve stuck with it ever since. He’s my sub in the sack, and occasionally my slave when we both need that intensity, but we save it for the bedroom, our private dungeon, or the club.

	Ah, yeah, the club. Hades. Our second home, in some ways. Nathan and I can explore our kinks in a safe, welcoming environment, and I occasionally get to enjoy watching him with one of the other submissives, both male and female. Nathan plays for both teams, but I’m the only man who gets to fuck him. He’s it for me, the lover I always wanted. And maybe the club would be a better location for our discussion—neutral territory and all that.

	I reach the drawing room and enter as quietly as possible, so I can get some sense of his mood. As I thought, he’s staring out at the garden, that perfect ass of his planted on the back of the leather chesterfield sofa. The thought of his ass—and the rest of him—has me like granite in an instant, reminding me in another way that for the last few months, work demands have intruded on our private life way too much.

	However, as I study Nathan, I realise he’s nowhere near as relaxed as he usually is when I find him here. Nervous energy is rolling off him in palpable waves.

	“Hey.”

	He stands and turns at the sound of my greeting. Christ, he’s beautiful. Even now, the attraction still punches with the same power as that first encounter. He’s tall, ridiculously attractive, broad-shouldered, with a perfect, muscular body that bows to my will, and mine alone. I cover the space between us in a few strides, make a grab for him and kiss him, appreciative of the hard cock springing to attention in the perfectly tailored trousers that belong with the suit jacket dumped carelessly on a nearby chair.

	I take a step back and fold my arms—a defensive gesture, I know, but necessary to keep things objective while I get to the bottom of what’s been distracting him. “So, what’s up?”

	“Besides you?” He fires the question at me with forced humour and a pointed look at my groin. “I need to talk to you.”

	Something about his demeanour tells me that this is it. “Uh-oh. I’m not going to like this, am I?”

	“It might be better if we sit down.”

	His manner makes me uneasy, as does a shrug that’s a little too casual. Feigning a lack of concern, I drop onto the chesterfield and stretch my legs out, trying to look more relaxed than I feel. Nathan takes one of the matching chairs, but he sits forward, his forearms resting on his thighs, with his hands ideally positioned to cradle a non-existent whisky tumbler.

	I take a slow, measured breath. “So, what’s gone wrong? Do we need to postpone the launch?” Our latest product is due to hit the market a short time from now, Nathan’s been overseeing the preparations, and yes, the question is camouflage.

	He gives a short snort of humourless laughter. “The launch is fine. Everything’s on schedule or even slightly ahead. This is… personal.”

	His quiet, solemn words punch me in the gut, and I automatically slip into Dom mode, my way of telling him I’m not prepared to let him off the hook until I know what’s bothering him. “Nathan?”

	Without speaking, he strips out of his clothing and kneels in front of me, thighs wide, cock up, and arms folded behind his back. His gaze is lowered, and he’s waiting for permission to speak.

	I keep my voice quiet and neutral. “This looks serious. Tell me what’s going on in your head right now.”

	He takes a couple of deep breaths, then speaks. “Before I tell you… What I’m about to say doesn’t change the way I feel about you. About us. Nothing can change that.”

	“But?” I say the word before he can, in an attempt to maintain some control over a situation that’s ringing all my internal alarm bells now.

	“There’s something missing. It’s not between you and me—that’s solid and everything I ever wanted for us, but you know there’s another part of me—”

	“The part that likes pussy—I know. So stop dicking around and tell me.” I sound calmer than I feel, to my own ears, at least.

	“I don’t want to fuck a different sub every time we go to the club anymore. I…”

	He hesitates, which makes me wonder about the scale of what’s on his mind, but there’s no turning back now. Still, I’m cautious. “I thought you enjoyed that.”

	“I did.”

	“So what’s changed?” Even though the answer might be something I don’t want to hear, I still have to ask. I owe it to him.

	“I want Lady Catriona. Not for a one-off—for a permanent ménage. Happily ever after, all that shit. I know you’ll never be attracted to her, but I think we could find a way to make it work, if we all wanted it to.”

	I knew it would be a bombshell, but I didn’t expect him to go nuclear on me. So, my submissive has a thing for Hades’ lovely Mistress of Correction. For the avoidance of doubt, I may be exclusively attracted to men, but it doesn’t mean I can’t appreciate a woman’s beauty from an objective standpoint.

	And Catriona McCallum is a truly stunning beauty—tall and elegant, with the commanding presence of a true Domme. At first sight, anyone could be forgiven for thinking her aloof and distant, but I’ve seen the fire in her crystal-blue eyes when she scenes. Any heterosexual man worth his salt would lust after a woman with breasts and hips like hers—if your tastes run that way, she has curves in all the right places. And she’s wickedly smart, too.

	For all the complications that come with it, I can’t fault Nathan for his choice. However, I can’t help feeling he’s facing one massive disappointment. “I understand what you’re saying, but you do realise how slim the chances of success are? And Catriona, of all people. You always were too bloody ambitious. Why her?”

	“You’ve never seen her watching us at the club?”

	He’s surprised and asks the question as if he can’t believe I’ve been oblivious to her attention. Easy—my attention is fully focused on him, especially during a scene. Besides, it’s not as if she’s the only one who does it. “Lots of people watch us, Nathan.”

	“Not the way she does. She’s… intense, as if it’d kill her to drag her eyes away from us.”

	For several seconds, I weigh up my submissive and what he’s just told me. I can’t picture it myself, but then, it’s difficult to picture anything else with Nathan looking at me like that. He’s made his mind up about this, it’s there in his face, in the sound of his voice, and yet all I can see in his future is defeat, the kind that can crush a man’s soul. I should give him a reality check, but how the hell can I?
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