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After his roommate brings him to his bondage tutorial, Ignatius pursues a very grumpy little nurse.
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“It’s good, I’m telling you,” says Conan, and Ignatius looks at him sceptically without getting up from where he’s sitting back in the armchair, his legs pulled up and crossed underneath him, his book in his lap. It’s raining outside and it’s fucking cold and the bus over to Seven Circle is the 41, which is always running late or early, anything but on time. “It’s fun, and the guy that does it is sexy.”

“Yeah, but he’s not actually, is he?” asks Ignatius, looking up at Conan sceptically. “You always say the nurse is sexy when you go in for your check at the GUM clinic, too. He’s not actually hot, and the process isn’t particularly hot either. It’s just that you have a med kink, and you enjoy getting lectured about safe sex.”

“It’s not that,” says Conan.

Ignatius arches his eyebrow.

“Okay, it’s that a bit,” he amends. “But it’s not just that.”

“What else is there?” asks Ignatius.

“He’s hot,” says Conan, and before Ignatius can retort, he says, “no, like, actually. He’s like... Okay, so he’s short, right? Like, 5’2”. But he’s stacked, kinda fat and muscular, a fucking like, miniature bear — thick beard, thick hair, curly, chestnut brown, with a few bits of ginger and grey. He’s got a lot of tattoos.”

Ignatius doesn’t move from where he’s sitting, aware that he’s keeping his lips together and trying to keep them pursed so that he doesn’t smile, and Conan grins at him, hands on his hips.

“Yeah?” he asks. “Yeah?”

“I’m listening,” says Ignatius. “I’m not committing yet.”

“He’s ex-navy,” says Conan. “Now, he’s a nurse.”

“It feels like we’re backtracking to your med kink, babe.”

“Look, come for me, this one time,” says Conan, “and if you don’t like it, don’t come again — that’s fine. But come this once with me, and we can go for food after, my treat.”

“Sushi?” asks Ignatius.

He watches Conan’s face fall, watches him reconsider things, looking away, and then he exhales hard, and gives in — gives in so that Ignatius will give in, a loss for a loss.

“Fine,” says Conan. “Sushi, my treat.”

With a heavy sigh, Ignatius marks his page, puts his book aside, and lets Conan pull him up.

The ex-navy current nurse slash sex safety educator is called Robin Hill-Durant, and he’s exactly as Conan described — short, fat, strong, with thick curls of chestnut brown hair and a neatly-trimmed beard. His eyes are blue, his skin is pale and tends to redden easily, and his hands are a little bigger than seems proportionate to his body, strong...

And, yeah.

He is tattooed.

He’s dressed in tight black jeans and a cropped leather vest over his t-shirt — he wears the vest buttoned up, but there’s a comfortable pudge to his belly that the vest is tailored to, well-worn, and where the collar of it splays there’s a shadowed gap between the leather and his chest. His arms are covered in tattoos, skulls and hearts and nautical stars and swallows and other stylised pieces of art, and on his cheek, just below his right eye, he has an anchor tattooed in place.

If it weren’t for the t-shirt, he’d probably be able to see the hair on his chest and even more tattoos, and the thought makes Ignatius’ mouth water a bit.

He’s stood up on the stage, and they’ve moved in a lot of the chairs so that they’re in loose rows and people can sit down, which Ignatius does, settling down in the back row as Conan gets drinks for both of them.

Robin is neatly coiling rope in his hand as he makes conversation with the owner, a big, broad guy with dark red hair that he keeps in locks tied up out of the way of his face. The owner — Kes — is in a good mood, has his thumb hooked through his belt loop as he chats away; Robin’s got a thin scowl on his face, and is speaking seriously and quietly.

He does talks on the first Tuesday of every month and the last Thursday, from five ’til seven, and they’re pretty popular, it seems to Ignatius, most of the seats taken up. Conan had said on the way over that they had some nights where they were really busy, when he was doing certain really interesting tutorials.

Tonight is a basic bondage talk.

“My name is Durant-Hill,” he says once everyone’s sitting down — he’s got a good voice, strong, crisp, and while Ignatius isn’t about to pop an erection every time someone in scrubs walks past like Conan can, he certainly sees the appeal in authority like Robin has. “You can call me Durant-Hill, or sir, or just Hill. I don’t give a fuck.” From the back of the room, Kes loudly clears his throat, and Robin sighs, closing his eyes for a second, then says through gritted teeth, “And I’m a he.”

Ignatius has to put his hand over his mouth to stifle his laugh, and Robin stalks across the stage, standing to the side as he looks out across the room and says, “I’m a nurse in A&E, and before I go on about the fucking ropes, I just want to very clearly lay out some basic safety instructions that you’re all grown human beings and shouldn’t need reminding of, but nonetheless. If you put something in your arse, what the fuck should it have?”

Conan and about half the room call back, in the tired way of school kids echoing back a tired “Good afternoon,” “A flared base!”

“A flared fucking base,” growls Robin. “Because do you know what you get if it doesn’t have a flared base? You get me glaring daggers at you as I take you through x-ray and then, if you’re lucky, to a waiting doctor with a fucking speculum and forceps. If you’re unlucky, to the fucking surgical ward.”

“Does he swear this much at work?” asks Ignatius in a whisper.

“I think that depends on if you’re in for a foreign object in your rectum,” Conan whispers back, and Ignatius closes his eyes, clamming his mouth shut to keep from laughing. He’s not the only one in the room who finds it amusing, but Robin clearly doesn’t.

“If it’s going in your arse, it should be designed for your arse,” he’s saying furiously, counting off the points on leather-encased fingers. “It should be lubricated, it should be made of an appropriate non-porous material such as silicone, glass, or stainless steel, and it should have a flared base and/or a handle with a loop to remove it easily and safely. If you share your toys or swap holes around, you should be using condoms where you can, and afterwards you should be cleaning your toys with soap and water or a cleaner. Is that clear?”

There are a few weak responses from around the room, and Robin stamps one of his heavy leather boots down on the stage with a resounding thump and repeats, “Is that fucking clear?”

“Yes, sir,” they all chorus back, Ignatius included, not without a smile on his face.

Robin doesn’t look pleased, but he looks—

What, satisfied?

“Right, then,” he says, and picks up a length of rope. “Volunteer.”

A lot of hands go up, and Ignatius’ is one of them, but he knows that sitting at the back of the class counts against him — Robin points at a man in his forties in the front row, and Ignatius can’t help but wonder if that means he only fucks men his own age, if it counts against him that he’s only twenty-eight and often looks a little younger.

“Name?” demands Robin as he gets on the stage, and the guy, who’s plump and balding, opens his mouth, closes it, seems flustered more by the way that Robin is glaring up at him than he is by the audience.

“Alan.”

“You been tied up before, Alan?”

“Yes, sir.”

“With rope, leather, what?”

“Cuffs, mostly,” says Alan. “Ties.”

“Neckties?”

“Yeah.” Robin doesn’t say anything, just fucking stares up at Alan with his blue gaze piercing and a length of rope clasped between his hands, and Alan coughs, cheeks turning more pink, and corrects himself to, “Yes. Sir.”

“What’s the most important part of safety to rope bondage? D’you know?”

“Two fingers?”

“Two fingers is a good rule, always want to make sure you can get a finger or two under any bonds in place,” Robin allows, and Ignatius feels something flutter inside him at the slight quirk up of Robin’s lips, the tiny inclination of his head as he gives an approving nod, even before Alan grins dizzily. “But that’s not it. Anyone tell me what you should be able to do to any rope you tie? You, tall cunt at the back.”

“Untie it, sir,” calls Conan a little breathlessly over the crowd.

“Good lad,” says Robin, turning back to Alan. “Gold fucking star.”

“Gonna cream yourself?” asks Ignatius as Conan fucking glows with the blush under his beard, and Conan elbows him hard in the side.

“Before you do any knot, you should have an idea how to untie it. Don’t just fucking wind rope around your partner and tie it any which-fucking-way — but, you’re new, it’s all new, you’re practising, right? So you want a pair of these.” He holds up a set of safety scissors, letting the blades catch the light before he puts them back through the loop on his belt. “Safety scissors, bondage scissors, trauma shears, whatever the fuck you call ’em — you can get these online from anywhere you buy rope, but you can also get them from pretty much any decent pharmacy. Right, Alan. Let me know if anything’s too much for you.” It is not a very gentle dom thing to say, not the way he says it — the or else is silent, but nonetheless heavily implied, and Alan shivers, but he nods his head. “Arms out, wrists together... That’s it.”

Robin’s fingers move
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