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Prologue

 


Five Years Ago

 


Jordan

 


Knuckles insistently rapped on the bathroom
door, making me jump and lose my concentration on the task at
hand.

“Jordan, you ready?” Reese asked.

“Give me five more minutes,” I replied, not
bothering to hide my annoyance.

“You said that half an hour ago. If you
don’t get your sparkly ass out of there in five minutes, Garth and
I are leaving you.”

Ignoring my best friend and roommate, I
carefully finished lining my left eyelid with black kohl and
glanced at myself in the mirror. I hardly recognized myself. The
quiet, unassuming grad student, the good boy who scored all As and
earned his scholarship, and the nervous young man terrified of his
own dark desires, had disappeared.

A stranger stared back at me. Wanton, wild,
and desirable. Lean copper chest bare except for the silver collar
and matching nipple rings Master gifted to me a few months ago.
Pants, if it could be called that, consisted of strips of
crisscrossed leather bits hanging low on my hips, leaving my ass
bare.

I ran a finger over the fading welts over
both cheeks. Pleased they weren’t completely gone. By the end of
tonight, Sir would’ve have left more marks on my skin for the world
to see, and leave me filled and feeling wonderfully aching come
morning.

The door banged open. Through the
reflection, Reese crossed his arms, glared at me, began to open his
mouth, and then closed it. He eyed me from top to bottom, and
whistled. “Every Dom at the club is going to wish you were their
boy.”

“There’s only one man I’d dress up for. One
man whose collar I’ll ever wear.” I nervously ran my hand through
my short black hair, remembering the first time I met Gabriel
Rhodes at the Piston Club, the local BDSM club.

Back then Reese, Garth, and I had been
newbie subs who came to the club almost every night after classes,
watching each other’s back while one of us played with a Top. I met
Gabe when I was eighteen. Became his the moment he speared his
fingers through my hair, forced me to look into his merciless iron
gray eyes, and declared to everyone in the club he’d make me
his.

The me back then could hardly believe an
experienced Dom, a successful business man in his forties like Gabe
would want someone as awkward and naïve as me. In my moments of
self-doubt, I’d remembered the words he’d uttered for my ears alone
and felt a lot better after. “Trust me. You’re mine, beautiful
boy. Mine to whip, mark, cherish, and mold into my perfect
submissive. I don’t want anyone else.”

“Has it been five years already?” Reese
asked with obvious surprise.

He never liked Gabe. It took Garth and he
ages to warm up to Gabe, but tonight I’d put his fears to rest.
Reese and Garth weren’t just best friends who shared the same
interests. They were my only family ever since my parents died in a
car accident when I was in high school. It was only natural both of
them were protective of me.

“I can hardly believe it myself.” I meant
the words. Five years flashed by in a blink of an eye without me
realizing it. Half a decade filled with tears and frustrations,
milestones and barriers crossed. Tonight marked another
stepping-stone for Gabe and I.

“Let’s go then. Can’t keep Gabe waiting,
eh?” I let Reese pull me out of the bathroom. He babbled on. “Guess
I owe you an apology for being so hard on the bastard at the start.
I really thought he was trouble, but who knew he was solid through
and through, treated you good too.”

I took a lingering look at my messy bedroom
and wondered if tonight was the last night I’d sleep in the single
framed bed I had since college. Gabe had given me a key to his
apartment a year ago. Told me no pressure, he’d wait when I was
ready to move in.

Tonight I knew he’d insist. Would refuse to
take no for an answer, but I was more than ready. I had enough of
working late nights at the office and eventually crashing at Gabe’s
place then needing to stop by the loft I shared with Reese and
Garth for a shower and clothes.

Gabe didn’t push me right into the dark. He
led me by my leash, confident I wouldn’t trip under his firm, but
guiding hands. Waited for me to embrace what he freely offered, and
I was finally ready to take the next step. I remembered to take my
jacket before we left, but I couldn’t remember the drive to the
Piston Club, or taking off my jacket when we arrived.

I felt giddy, stuck in a dream I didn’t want
to wake up from. Useless thoughts about the paperwork waiting for
me the next day and my horrible boss disappeared the moment I
caught sight of Gabe. Deaf to the world, unable to feel any other
sensation but his touch, all I heard was Gabe’s voice, telling me
how wonderful I looked, and his large firm hand squeezing the back
of my neck, finger possessively brushing my collar.

“Do you trust me, Jordan?” He asked, holding
a leash in his hands.

It was only much later, when I had all the
time in the world to analyze the tiny details of that night I’d
remember. Recalled so vividly how his smile couldn’t quite reach
his gray eyes. The tremor in his voice and the way his fingers
trembled when he clipped the leash to the d-ring attached to my
collar. The way the seconds crawled when he leaned over me, grabbed
my face, and placed a gentle kiss on my lips—a kiss that tasted of
sorrow and farewells.

“With my life, Master,” I said,
breathless.

I became a little unsettled when he didn’t
return the smile, but I shrugged it off. He turned his back on me,
tugged at the leash, and led me to the slaughterhouse without
another word.

I didn’t remember the session very well. It
had been intense and even a little unsettling, because one of the
watching Doms had interrupted Gabe and made a remark Gabe didn’t
look like in the right frame of mind to be using a cane. Gabe, who
possessed the best control among the Doms I knew. Sir. Master. The
man I planned to spend the rest of my life with.

Exhausted, but feeling content, Gabe took
off my restraints, took me down, and delivered the killing blow in
front of everyone we knew. “Thank you, Jordan. I would never forget
your gift of submission, but I’m afraid its time we part ways.”


Chapter One

 


Present

 


Jordan

 


Even after five years I still remember
it—Gabe’s hands wrapped around my throat, and the lack of emotion
in his eyes when he uncollared me in front of the community. The
feel of his trembling lips on my forehead and the three painful
words he uttered, “You’re now free.”

If I hadn’t been so stunned or shocked into
silence, I would’ve screamed at his face to fuck off. Tell him some
birds didn’t want to be free, because freedom was an illusion, just
another cage to trap ourselves in.

“Jesus, I’m a wreck,” I muttered, staring at
my half-finished beer.

Sitting alone at the bar of the Piston Club,
I had already gotten a couple of invitations despite coming in
right from the office. One from Grey, a Dom I played with before,
and another from Fernando Diaz, a talented photographer and rigger
visiting town over the weekend. I would have been honored Fernando
wanted to tie me up on any other night, but not tonight. This
evening, I needed to feel the sting.

A guy in a rumpled suit and a loosened tie
didn’t scream needy sexy sub. Hell, the reception at the
entrance nearly didn’t let me through because tonight was fetish
wear night at the Piston. I hadn’t planned on coming this evening
because I had an early office team meeting tomorrow, but skulking
alone at home and brooding about the past over boxes of Chinese
take outs and a six-pack suddenly lost its appeal.

Feeling edgy, I fished out my phone and saw
Reese’s message. Be there in fifteen minutes. Garth couldn’t
decide on what to wear.

“Fifteen minutes feels like bloody
eternity.”

Hell, it felt ridiculous after years of
going to the Piston, we still watched over each other’s back. It’s
not hard to guess why Reese and Garth wanted me to wait for them.
He’s terrified tonight I’d have reason to be reckless, and maybe
he’s right.

“Can I buy you another beer?” A gruff voice
asked.

I barely looked at the guy, just let my eyes
skim over him and decided I’d seen enough. Huge, over six-feet,
most of him filled with muscle, dressed to the nines in leathers.
He introduced himself as Sid Sloan. I vaguely remembered seeing him
around the club a couple of times, usually doing scenes with his
sub and live-in boyfriend. I didn’t recall anyone saying anything
bad about him.

“Yeah. Thanks.”

We negotiated, went over the usual—rules,
limits, and my safeword. The more we spoke, the more excited I
became. I asked Sid when his boyfriend would be joining us, because
I hadn’t seen the handsome young man around.

The thought of being tied up, my entire body
stretched taut, rendered all but helpless to receive the torment
the two men wanted to inflict, was enough to make me rock hard.
Coming
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