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Book Description

	The ER doctor is smoking hot, and the sexy, young paramedic can’t keep his eyes off him. But will a Phoenix kink club and bomb threat kill their prognosis of love?

	Paramedic Terrence Samuels loves a good time, especially at Sinsation—Phoenix’s top kink club for the LGBT crowd. The young stunner with model looks is never without a partner or two, but lately the thrill has flatlined. When Mesa’s handsome new ER doctor takes care of Terrence after an injury, he wonders if it’s time to ditch the club scene for good. 

	Ever since his long-time partner died, ER doctor Jackson Reed has been content to live alone with his cat, Mr. Nibbles. At thirty-eight, he thinks his chance at love has already come and gone. Just because the paramedic he meets in the ER happens to make his temperature rise, that doesn’t mean he has to give into his fever.

	It takes a lot of convincing from Terrence to get Jackson to go out with him for a drink. However, once they’re alone the chemistry is off the charts, and Jackson decides he might take a chance on romance again. But can Jackson trust that the younger stud won’t break his heart? 

	Ultimately, it might be a deranged bomber who tears them apart forever…

	




Chapter 1

	Lights flashed and the bass pulsed in Sinsation, Phoenix’s finest dance and sex club for the LGBT crowd. It had only been in business for less than a year, but had become a huge hangout in no time. Terrence’s head pounded from the loud electronica music, and he marveled that the strobes hadn’t given him a seizure yet.

	What the hell’s the matter with me tonight?

	Typically, Terrence loved being there. He craved the energy and fantasy the club provided, all wrapped up in a safe environment. All members had to be tested regularly for STDs, and security was available if things got out of hand. The dance part of the operation was open to the public. However, the basement sex club was only available to invited guests, and even then he had to be able to cover the monthly fee. There was a BDSM area, but it wasn’t strictly a dungeon. It had several themed alcoves where attendees could put on masks if they chose, shed their inhibitions, and just explore their sexuality. It was a huge turn-on for Terrence, and he spent any nights he had free there.

	As an EMT, recently advancing to a paramedic in the local suburb of Mesa, he was lucky to have snagged day shifts. But as an emergency responder, he sometimes had to deal with changes in his working hours, depending on the needs of the city. On occasion, situations occurred that required all available personnel to be on duty. Now that the recent nightmare with a serial killer plaguing the city had been wrapped up, Terrence figured they were due some quiet for a while.

	Terrence drained his gin and tonic, then set down his glass. He didn’t go for fancy, trendy drinks—there was something about classic style that appealed to him. But he couldn’t deny just how grateful he was to be in the twenty-first century. As a gay black man, even if things weren’t always great, they were a hell of a lot better than they’d been during his favorite era, the nineteen thirties. 

	“Terrence, my man, are you headed downstairs tonight?”

	Terrence turned on the bar stool where he was perched against the purple LED-trimmed glass counter of the large main bar. He regarded the slightly boozy face of one of his frequent hook-ups, Marcus. As much as he was into almost anything sexually, he tried to only party with guys he knew something about. Because being at the club gave Terrence a sense of security, he was able to let go sexually. He had a few kinks, definitely, but he also tried to stay away from situations that were too dangerous. 

	Back in San Diego—where he was from—his lover had gone out with a stranger from a personal ad. Theirs had been an open relationship, and all Cory had been looking for was a quick booty call. But Cory had picked the wrong stranger to hook up with. 

	Thinking about Cory being beaten to death was killing Terrence’s buzz—and certainly any thoughts of getting down. Dwelling on past regrets didn’t do him or anyone else any good. The club had kept him sane in many ways.

	“Hey, you awake, man?”

	“Sorry, Marcus, just thinking about something else.”

	“Well, whatever it is, it’s got you lookin’ all depressed and shit. Fuck that. Let’s go downstairs. I have this twink waiting for us who is going to make your mouth water and your dick cry for mercy.”

	Terrence had to smile. Marcus was a laid-back party guy, all about having fun all the time no matter what. Actually, it was how Terrence always was since arriving in Mesa a few years back. He frowned. Was. He’d been a little out of sorts for the last few months, and it was eating at him. Eating into his good times.

	“Sure, Marcus. But I might just watch tonight. I have a bit of a headache.”

	“Shut up. This one’ll suck the headache right out of you. Come on before he gets tired of waiting.”

	Terrence slid off the stool, then followed Marcus to the VIP archway at the back of the almost ten-thousand-square-foot club. The main bar was situated near the front and a large dance floor occupied the middle of the open space. Another smaller bar was next to the DJ booth to the left of the VIP entrance. The club was completely dark with the exception of the purple LED trim, strobes, and other flashes of light going in time with the music. The décor was streamlined and futuristic. He loved it.

	Downstairs was another story. The low ceilings gave the play area a different vibe with several small alcoves separated by screens or curtains to offer a degree of privacy. The exception was the dungeon, a much larger room that was fully equipped with many devices. That room was never private. If anyone played there, they had to be prepared for an audience. 

	But the alcoves were different. Once someone laid claim to a room, they could choose who they wanted to partner with and who they didn’t. Several dungeon masters were positioned throughout the downstairs in case things got out of hand. More than once, management had eighty-sixed a belligerent customer. Five nights a week, the club was available to men only. Then there was a women only night, and a mixed gender night. They showed their passes to the VIP gatekeeper and headed down the dimly lit stairs. 

	“What room did you pick tonight?”

	“My favorite—the Arabian Nights room.” Marcus licked his lips as they reached the bottom of the stairs. “Wait till you see him. He is luscious—snow white skin, long platinum hair, long slender legs, thin as a rail, not one speck of hair. I can’t wait to see him splayed out all over those pillows. Mm-mm-mm.”

	Terrence shook his head and chuckled to himself. Marcus loved to role play, loved all sorts of scenarios and every type of man. Body size, skin color, age, top, bottom—he wasn’t picky. Terrence couldn’t say he had a particular type, except that he did love class—a man who gave off a certain sense of sophistication and refinement. Sadly, he had the feeling that finding that type at Sinsation might be a long shot. But it was cool. He was only twenty-five, and it wasn’t as if he was ready for anything too serious.

	They reached the room Marcus had chosen, and he pulled aside the curtains. As promised, a very young twink was already waiting, lying across large velvet throw pillows. He was nude with the exception of a long glittery scarf, loosely wrapped around his slender throat. Hanging lanterns with faux candles inside supported the ambience of a sheik’s tent.

	Terrence smiled at the pretty young man, while Marcus wasted no time in removing his black leather pants and neon pink mesh shirt. Marcus was built a lot huskier than Terrence and was a few inches shorter. Terrence was six-one, and all lean muscle. 

	When Marcus was completely nude, he lay down next to the young man and caressed his smooth hairless chest. Terrence loved the stark contrast between Marcus’ deep mahogany skin and the twink’s alabaster shade. He was now hard enough watching the two men together that he ached to be in the middle. 

	“What’s your name, hon?” Terrence asked as he removed his own, much less flashy clothing. He maintained his love of style and sophistication as well in the way he dressed.

	“Jason,” the twink said, tittering behind his hand.

	“Come on, Terrence,” said Marcus. “Come over here and let him suck you off. He’s the best, I promise you.”

	Marcus stroked his thick cock, moving over to give Terrence room to straddle Jason’s face. The young man let out a small ‘oh’ at the sight of Terrence’s long dick, and lay back, raising his arms above his head.

	“Would one of you please tie my wrists together?” 

	Jason said it softly, as if he were asking for a glass of milk. He was a sweet man, and a twinge of something awakened inside  Terrence he couldn’t name. Shrugging it off, Terrence paused, still standing above Jason, waiting for Marcus to do what the vulnerable man had requested. 

	Marcus’ expression radiated what Terrence thought of as the ‘gleam’. He saw it whenever they were getting ready to get into it. His buddy would appear as if he were going to devour whomever they were with. He’d noticed it sometimes when Marcus was watching Terrence in non-sexual situations at the bar or when they were upstairs dancing.

	Marcus finished tying up Jason, and Jason said, barely above a whisper, “Thank you. You know how tight I like it. Don’t be gentle.”

	“You know I won’t,” Marcus growled. “Come on, Terrence, my man, fuck our little captive’s face.”

	Terrence laid a hand on Marcus’ arm. “Uh, hold up. Jason needs a safeword.”

	Marcus rolled his eyes and another twinge in Terrence’s gut made him want to bail on the interlude. However, his damn cock didn’t seem interested in leaving. Terrence scrubbed his face with one hand. Jason was into it, and that’s what counted.

	“Jason?” Terrence made sure to hold Jason’s gaze. “Safeword?”

	He giggled again. “Oh, all right. I guess I can use one. Red is fine.”

	Terrence frowned. “Hon, I hope you’re being safe when you play.”

	“Oh for fuck’s sake!” Marcus growled out. “Can we get on with it already?”

	Ignoring Marcus’ little outburst, Terrence lowered himself over Jason, kneeling, watching as Jason closed his eyes and offered his pretty, feminine mouth to him, opening it wide to accept Terrence’s cock. Jason wrapped his lips around Terrence’s cockhead, and Terrence groaned. 

	The wet heat was heavenly, and he pushed farther into Jason’s mouth. Jason suckled Terrence, running his tongue along the length of his dick, and each time he pulled out, Jason suctioned the head deliciously. Terrence leaned over, placing his hands above Jason’s head so he could thrust deeper. He also knew from previous encounters that it would make his ass available to Marcus. Face-fucking while being rimmed was right up there with his favorite sexual activities.

	Terrence started at the probing of Marcus’ insistent tongue against his hole, but was jerked out of the moment from the throbbing at his temples. His blasted headache still wouldn’t go away. He held his head up a little higher, trying to keep the blood from rushing to it and distracting him. Jason moaned around Terrence’s cock, and Marcus was licking harder and faster, finally pushing his way into Terrence’s entrance. Marcus swirled his tongue inside Terrence’s ass, and even though he was enjoying it, he didn’t feel the overwhelming urge to come the way he normally would.

	Damn headache.

	Marcus pulled out, groaning. “Come on, Jason, I need to pound your tiny ass.”

	The sound of a wrapper crinkling could be heard behind him, and Jason’s legs brushed the sides of his own as Jason lifted them to offer up his ass to Marcus. Terrence’s body jerked as Marcus plunged into Jason and the young man cried out around Terrence’s dick. 

	Terrence felt as if he should stop and help Jason get off. So far, they’d been using him as if he were their whore, and that was not at all how Terrence liked to play. He was into everyone having a good time, enjoying each other’s bodies, experiencing pleasure.

	He moved above Jason’s head, pulling out of his mouth, and lay by the young man’s side. Marcus stopped fucking and scowled at Terrence. 

	“Hey, man, I was going to finger your ass. Why did you get off of him? That was so hot watching you fuck his mouth, your ass in my face. I want us to do him real good together.”

	Yeah, it’s always about you.

	“It’s all good. I just want to suck Jason off, let him enjoy himself.” 

	Marcus pursed his lips. “Yeah, whatever, man.” 

	He turned away and went back to fucking Jason, pushing his legs up even farther to impale him to the hilt. In that position, it made it impossible for Terrence to be able to get in there and get his mouth on the kid. It was if Marcus was purposely preventing Terrence from helping Jason come.

	“It’s okay, Mr. Terrence. I don’t mind,” Jason said in his soft, sweet voice. “You can sit on me, and I’ll lick your ass, okay?”

	“Uh, that’s okay, baby, I’ll just watch you guys.”

	Marcus pointedly ignored them both, eyes closed, and seemingly locked in his own world as he vigorously screwed Jason. 

	“Don’t you like me, Mr. Terrence? Did I do something wrong?” Jason asked, grunting between words from the pounding he was taking.

	Terrence suddenly felt thrown into the surreal. The twink stared at him with pleading eyes, as if he were oblivious to the forceful grinding he was receiving from Marcus’ cock. 

	Overcome by a strong need to cradle and soothe Jason, he leaned over and kissed him tenderly on the lips. He wanted to take away the pain he saw in the sweet man’s eyes, still wishing to give him pleasure. Terrence ran his palm over Jason’s chest, exploring Jason’s mouth with his tongue. He let his hand travel between Marcus’ and Jason’ bodies, then wrapped his fingers around Jason’s dick. Terrence stroked the young man’s hard length, but it softened under his grip.

	What the…?

	He released him, pulling away from their kiss. “Hey, what is it? Are you okay?”

	Terrence didn’t get his answer. At that moment Marcus yelled out his orgasm, pistoning into Jason, who closed his eyes.

	Terrence softened as well, and decided things were too weird for him tonight. He didn’t mind some rough play, or having threesomes, or even foursomes, but the helplessness he had seen in Jason’s eyes and sadness he heard in his voice left him with a disquieting feeling.

	Marcus groaned out his release, seemingly oblivious to anyone else, then climbed off Jason. Jason winced as he lowered his legs. Terrence was sure he was hurting, which only added to his growing concern.

	“Phew! That was some fine ass. Terrence, why don’t you get yourself some of that? I’ll be ready for round two in a minute—I took half a Viagra earlier—so I’ll be able to ram my dick down his throat in no time. Then we can all be doing it together at the same time, the way I like it.”

	Terrence frowned. “I don’t think so, man. Your definition of together is a bit lopsided.”

	Terrence reached for his clothes and Marcus grabbed his wrist.

	“Let go of me. Right. Now.”

	Marcus backed off instantly. “It’s cool, it’s cool. Just chill, man. I just, you know, want you to have a good time, too.” He jerked his head toward Jason. “Get yourself a piece of that.”

	Terrence gritted his teeth. That. What a way to refer to another human being.

	“It’s okay, Mr. Terrence,” Jason chimed in. “I like it when I’m forced to do things and don’t get off. I don’t care what anyone does to me.”

	Terrence rubbed his forehead. Was this consensual play? Was Jason into humiliation kink? He didn’t want to hurt the young man’s feelings, shame him over something he was into..

	“That’s not okay, baby, unless you asked for it. Did you guys set up a scene before I got here? Discuss limits?” He shot a glare at Marcus. “Because if so, filling me in before we got going would’ve been the right thing to do.”

	Jason giggled. “Limits? I dunno. I just want everyone to be happy.” 

	“But...but what about your happiness?”

	Jason averted his gaze, giving a little shrug. “It doesn’t matter.”

	Terrence had heard enough. “Why don’t I give you a ride home?”

	“Hey, wait,” interrupted Marcus, and he moved closer to whisper into Terrence’s ear. “I thought you would like this—that’s why I brought you down here. You can do whatever—and I mean whatever—you want to this kid, and he doesn’t give a shit. That’s what’s so great about him.”

	“There’s nothing great about that,” said Terrence, as he moved away from Marcus and put on his clothes. “Come on, Jason, I’ll untie you and we can get out of here.”

	“The fuck?” yelled Marcus. “This is bullshit. I found him, he’s mine!”

	A beefy, leather-clad bouncer yanked the curtains aside and stuck his head in. “Do we have a problem here, gentlemen?” It was obvious he was trying to act like he wasn’t eyeing the still-bound, naked twink.

	“No, Mr. Brian. I’m having lots of fun. But I don’t think he likes me.”

	To Terrence’s amazement, Jason was directing his gaze on him. 

	“What? I never said that! I’m trying to help you.”

	Jason looked away. “I never said I needed any help. Mind your own business, Mr. Terrence.”

	“Fine.”

	Terrence angrily grabbed the rest of his clothing, and yanked his shoes and socks on. He scowled at the bouncer, wondering where the hell the dungeon master was and when Club Sinsation had started going downhill.

	Maybe it’s always been this way but it’s me who’s changing. 

	“Don’t worry. I’m leaving,” Terrence growled. “You couldn’t pay me to stay here tonight.”

	Marcus seemed remorseful all of a sudden. “Hey, don’t be like that. I’m sorry, okay? We can all still have a good time. I didn’t mean nothing. I’ve had too much to drink, and those pills make me so horny, I get a little crazy sometimes. You know you’re my main man, Terrence.”

	“Right. Whatever. I’m outta here.”

	“Terrence, please…”

	Terrence didn’t look at Marcus, he just grabbed his jacket and turned to leave. “Good luck, Jason. And for the record, I do like you. I just don’t like what’s going on here.”

	“Come on,” said BRian. “Let’s get going.”

	Terrence brushed past him and headed for the stairs, ignoring the curious stares from some of the nearby patrons peering out of their respective play areas to catch what all the excitement was about. All Terrence cared about at that point was getting home, away from this insanity, and making his throbbing headache go away.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Terrence arrived at his apartment in Mesa about thirty minutes later, noting that it was past two in the morning. He had a nice place near the downtown area and had fixed it up with an art deco theme. Everything was black, white and gold. There were mirrors, framed knock-offs of Erte, and some modern touches such as contemporary brass floor lamps and glass tables, also lined with brass. His favorite piece was a tall black panther ceramic statue that sat next to the black faux leather sofa. 

	Terrence didn’t have a whole lot of money, but he was creative with what he did have, utilizing yard sales and flea markets to find treasures others didn’t know the value of. He liked his surroundings to reflect his tastes and had made antiquing into one of his favorite hobbies.

	Terrence snorted to himself. Might be my only hobby after tonight’s fuckery.

	He headed to the bedroom and put on a pair of burgundy satin pajamas. He then immediately opened the medicine cabinet in the bathroom off his bedroom to grab some pain reliever. After downing the maximum dose, he padded into the kitchen to grab a soda.

	He was still wired from the confrontation with Marcus back at Sinsation, and wished he could have a martini instead of a cola. He’d never had a negative experience at the club, and he was trying to figure out where things had taken a left turn. Had he somehow given Marcus the impression that using a young kid like that would turn him on? It had certainly seemed to work for Marcus. 

	Thinking about Jason made his gut clench. There weren’t any judgements, only concern. He wasn’t really into BDSM all that much, but he understood the basic tenets. Kink was always handled in a positive and safe environment. However, what had gone on with Jason seemed abusive.

	The whole situation was getting him riled up again, and he needed to unwind. He had the following day off, but didn’t want to stay up all night. Going through the DVDs in his case, he pulled out one of his favorites, The Misfits. Of all of the actors Terrence lusted after, Gable was at the top of his list. He was strong and classically handsome. Rough and didn’t put up with any nonsense. Kind and protective. The Misfits was Terrence’s top choice because it showcased the older Gable with all of those nuances. With the added cowboy flavor, his fantasy man was perfect. 

	This time, Terrence not only got hard, but stayed hard, arching his back as he came forcefully in his hand. It happened right as he pictured Gable’s mouth on his cock, one finger shoved into his ass. That was what he wanted. A man like that.

	 

	 

	 

	



Chapter 2

	 

	Jackson absent-mindedly stirred the cream in his coffee as he read the Arizona Republic newspaper in the hospital cafeteria. There was a story about the detective who solved the Bondage Butcher case—who had almost been a victim himself—retiring from the force. No one seemed to be able to get an interview with the former detective, and it seemed he had moved in with one of the former suspects in the case. 

	The article had a bit of a lurid, gossipy quality to it, but Jackson was interested nonetheless. He had been somewhat obsessed with coverage of the case, as it had involved the brutal slaying of gay men. Although he hadn’t known the primary suspect, Quinn, he had followed with great interest as he was gay also, and wanted to keep up on what had happened.

	Since moving to the Mesa area and starting over, he preferred to keep his sexual identity to himself. He had lived openly with his partner in Taos, New Mexico, but without Walter by his side, he’d become more reclusive. However, his mystery persona seemed to be working against him lately. 

	Jackson tried to pretend he didn’t see Marla, a young, cleavage-baring intake nurse at the ER where he was one of the doctors. She had been putting the moves on him for over two months and becoming less coy and more blatant as time went on. Taking no for an answer was clearly not one of her life skills. Marla strolled toward his table, hips swaying, and sat down uninvited.

	“Hi, handsome,” she said, in what he presumed she thought was a sexy voice. “Whatcha reading?”

	“The newspaper,” he said without looking up. He wasn’t a rude man. He was typically very even-tempered, and had been raised with impeccable manners. But she was getting on his last good nerve.

	“I know that, silly.” She laughed lightly, as if he’d only been joking with her rather than intentionally tuning her out. “I was just wondering what you were reading about. Is it about that new movie coming out Friday? I was thinking, since it’s a romantic comedy, it would be the perfect spot for our first date.”

	He slammed the newspaper down, narrowing his eyes at her. A satisfied smile decorated her lips as if she had just bagged a priceless trophy animal. Here he was, in his own private corner of the hospital cafeteria where he always sat whenever he took his break—minding his own business—and yet, she somehow felt it was okay to continuously bother him.

	“I don’t get you, Marla. When did I ever give you the impression that we were going on a date? Ever?”

	“Oh, Dr. Reed, you wound me.” She slapped a hand dramatically over her ample breasts. “I know all about you strong silent types. You need a girl to coax you a bit.”

	“That’s another thing.” He leaned in so that he could keep his voice down. “Aren’t you a little young? Twenty-two? Twenty-three? I’m thirty-eight years old. You should be seeing guys your own age, going to rock concerts or dance clubs or whatever it is you do.”

	Marla laughed again. “You are so cute. That dark wavy hair, those beautiful green eyes with those thick long lashes that all the girls envy. It’s really unfair. But that’s okay, I’ve decided to take you off the market, and I’ll forgive you those lashes because then I can stare at them every morning after I’ve given you the ride of your life the night before.”

	She reached under the table, cupped his balls and stroked her finger over his dick. He startled so much the tops of his knees hit the table, lifting it slightly before it banged back down on the floor. The noise echoed throughout the cafeteria, and he was sure everyone must be staring in their direction.

	Blushing furiously, he said through gritted teeth, “Get your hands off of me. Are you crazy?”

	“Oh, baby, I know you like it,” she purred, still keeping her hand possessively on his crotch.

	“No. I. Don’t. I’m gay,” he shouted.

	The words flew out of Jackson’s mouth before he was able to stop them. Marla jerked her hand away, her mouth open in a wide ‘o’. He wasn’t ashamed of his sexuality, just a very private person. This went way against his definition of
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