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      This book contains explicit sexual content between consenting adults, waterspouts, orgasm denial, chastity, primal play, snark, and a feisty kitty who gives na overprotective pup a run for his money.
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      Many definitions are used within the BDSM community as a whole. There are no true ways to do anything. There's just consent and educating yourself in the things you want to do. So, with that in mind, here are the words used in this novella, as I define them.

      

      
        	Top – A person who does or gives the thing to another. This is not synonymous with dominant.

        	Bottom – A person to who the thing is done or is given. This is not synonymous with submissive.

        	Play – This is any kind of kink activity.

        	BDSM activities and the lifestyle are serious and shouldn’t be taken lightly, but what we do is supposed to be fun and enjoyable. This is why play is often used when describing BDSM activities. Also, I use play-space over dungeon because while play spaces are low light in some areas, it's not a scary place. And I think dungeon can have negative connotations. This is a personal preference of mine. You can take it or leave it. 😉

        	Play Scene or Scene – This is a negotiated time between people in which they will do kinky things. It’s hard to describe it not using scene. This can be anything from a flogging, to serving someone for the evening. It almost always has a clear start and finish. Specific time periods can be negotiated. Anything and everything can happen. They can be planned in advance or negotiated on the spot before it starts. Negotiations can be simple or extensive, depending on what will take place.

        	Scene can also refer to the lifestyle itself, BDSM Scene, or Leather Scene.

        	Primal – Trying to define primal is like trying to define submissive or dominant. But I can explain what my perception of it is. While primal is a newer designation (last decade), the idea of it has been around for a long time. There just wasn't a name for it. A primal headspace is about breaking things down to instincts; sight, touch, smell; being more aware of what's around you, who's around you, how their energy feels to you. Primal play activities can be anything from cuddling to biting to rough body play to wrestling to predator/prey hunts in the woods. While some primals identify with certain animals, not all do, and even those that don't, play between primals can be very animalistic.

        	Side Note: While power dynamics can certainly be present, I've found it's not there more often than it is. As someone sensitive to dominant and submissive presences/energies given off by people, primals often fluctuate. I've watched primals wrestle and play with each other, not to gain dominance over one another, but just to do their best and have that physical exertion and connection to another person. Again, this is all opinion based on personal experience and observances over years of watching and interacting with people who identify as primal. Everyone's experiences are valid.

        	Kinkster – A person belonging to the kink and/or BDSM community.

        	Leather Community – The culture and history of leather are rich and extensive. It was born from the gay bars and motorcycle clubs that formed after WWII. There are a lot of nuances about leather and the relationships built in leather families, so much, so that whole books are devoted to it. Sadly, I cannot go into that much depth in this story because I’d then be writing a very different story. Instead of trying to touch all the things leather. I decided to focus on certain aspects.

        	If you want to read more about the history and culture, I highly suggest getting the books authored by Larry Townsend or Vincent Andrews. You can also visit The Leather Archives & Museum site. There is so much literature and history in leather there is a museum dedicated to it.

        	Leather Club – An organized group of people, governed by a mission statement with rules, regulations, and a governing board or committee.

        	Leather Pup – People who are part of the leather community and identify as a pup. There are several different breeds or archetypes of dogs.

        	Leather Kitty – People who are part of the leather community and identify as a kitty. There are several different breeds or archetypes of cats.

        	For more information, you can go to my website under The Vault for the guide Leather Kitty 101 written by Saint St. James.

        	Earned/Gifted Leather - A piece of leather clothing or item given as a reward for service and/or accomplishments by a person's Mentor or Dominant.

        	Cover – This is a leather hat typically worn by Dominants, but submissives can also wear them in certain circumstances. Leatherboys, if they do wear a hat, will wear a leather ballcap, and they are the only ones who will wear a leather ballcap. Covers are typically in the Henschel or Muir style. In the beginning, they were simple and didn’t hold as much significance as they do now.

        	Covers can be as complex as the hanky code when it comes to the pins, which have many different meanings, that can adorn them. The history of this and current meanings can be found in the abovementioned sources.

        	Sal’s Abbreviations –

        	NPH – Neil Patrick Harris

        	BBC – Big Black Cock

      

      

      Please, remember that all things kinky should be done with either SSC or RACK in mind. Safe, Sane, Consensual or Risk Aware Consensual Kink.

    

  


  
    
      For My Kitty, Someday you’ll get your HEA. I know it! <3

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

          SALVAJE

        

      

    

    
      “Sal?” My cousin, Santos, hollered from the front of the café he helped manage.

      I looked over my shoulder at my cousin as I continued to clean a table. “Yeah?”

      “You can leave after you finish with the tables. I know you have a shift later at The Boneyard.”

      “Thanks, primo.” He nodded at me before going back to restocking cups behind the counter.

      I finished the tables quickly, checked the stock levels of the cream and condiments at the condiment station, pulled the trash, and headed to the back. I pushed through the double doors into the kitchen area where Darius, owner of Highland Café and overall super nice guy, was prepping food for the next day. He looked up briefly as I passed behind him with the trash bags.

      I turned and used my butt to push open the door to the alley. Spring was in full force and while we were a little ways away from the ocean, the salt still tinged the air. I tossed the bags into the dumpster, ignoring the stink of coffee grounds and rotting produce, and wiped my hands on my apron before putting them on my hips. I stretched my upper body back and forth while I looked at the clear blue sky.

      I went back inside, untying my apron as the door closed behind me. I tossed it into the dirty laundry hamper by the office door and clocked out.

      “Have a good evening, Sal.” Darius, now in his office, waved a hand at me.

      “You too, sir.” A small employee breakroom next to the office had a few lockers if you needed them. I grabbed my motorcycle helmet from the top of the lockers and headed back out to the alley through the kitchen.

      I was glad that Darius stopped fussing over me calling him sir. It was ingrained in me to call any Dominant sir. It was a respect thing. It wasn’t the first time I’d seen an older boy with a younger Dom, even if Abel wasn’t very boy-like. It was still entertaining to watch Darius fuss over him when Abel was in the café. Those two were going to be together for a long time. I could just tell.

      I straddled my bike parked in the alley, and started the engine before putting my helmet on. I’d been in Hartstone for a little over a month. I wasn’t sure how long I’d stay here, but so far, it was a nice place to be. I was surprised when Santos had called and left me a message while I was in France. That was a spontaneous three-month trip and a story for another time. So, after a few days' rest, I drove up from Orlando and took his offer to stay with him for a bit.

      About four years ago, I started a sojourn of sorts after Sisco, my owner of almost fifteen years, died. I could have remained in the service of Sisco’s oldest and most trusted friend who became my guardian, but I didn’t want to stay. I petitioned to leave the club and Striker’s service. Striker understood and wasn’t surprised by my request.

      Sisco left me a decent amount of cash. Not live in the lap of luxury for the rest of my life money but enough to buy the best bike I could, a small trailer for it, and invest the rest. I also found out that on top of the insurance money, he had been putting away money for the eventuality of his death and when I’d have to find my own way in the world.

      So, with a letter of introduction from Striker the president of the leather club I belonged to, I hit the open road. I traveled from leather bar to leather bar. Sometimes I’d stay a few days or a few months if the place was friendly enough. Living as a nomad was cheap, and I was far from running out of my so-called inheritance. There were many nights when I slept alone curled up in a ball, wishing I was back home lying across his lap being petted while he watched Wheel of Fortune.

      It wasn’t long before I was driving down the ramp into the parking garage for the condo tower that Santos lived in. He had a cozy two-bedroom, two-bath condo that looked out on the ocean. I had enough time to nap and have dinner before being expected at The Boneyard.

      My cousin was one of the few people in my family that accepted me for me, and I’d stay a while just for him. But then he told me about The Boneyard and the leather club he belonged to, and I couldn’t pass up the chance to check it out. Walking into The Boneyard for the first time was like coming home. I almost cried right there on the spot; I was so overcome. I couldn’t tell you one thing that made it seem so. It was just a feeling that washed over me as soon as I crossed the threshold.

      It smelled of leather, sweat, a hint of beer, and sex. I’d walked into numerous bars that smelled the same, but they weren’t like this one. My old home bar felt like this. Something in the air called to my soul and told me this was the place to be. And it most certainly did not have anything to do with the hot owner, Kade, who’d greeted me with a warm smile and a firm handshake when Santos introduced me.

      I opened the café this morning with Darius, so I was more than ready for a nap. I left my boots and helmet at the door and went straight to my room, peeling off clothes from my door to the bed. The room was already blissfully dark from the blackout curtains and I crawled under the pile of fluffy blankets. Naked, I stretched before curling up with my favorite dragon stuffy under all the softness and promptly went to sleep.

      
      My bed was more like a nest. There were stuffed animals and pillows piled around soft blankets and I slept in the middle, often with my head at the so-called foot of the bed like a heathen. The only reason it wasn’t just a futon on the floor looking more like a pet than an actual human bed was because Santos already had this room furnished.

      I woke with a start to the sound of the front door closing. I groped around the edge of the bed for my phone, finally striking gold after I almost gave up and stuck my head out. I pulled the phone into my shelter and saw it was shortly after five. I’d had a solid three-hour nap and had plenty of time for a shower and dinner before I had to be at the bar.

      I stretched, careful not to let my feet escape the blanket. I wasn’t ready for the cool air of the airconditioned condo. I hated being cold, but I also didn’t like being hot. I was an asshole like that. I liked the AC on but lived in my fluffiness. My dick was unsurprisingly hard, and I debated whether or not I wanted to do anything about it. Some days I couldn’t be arsed to make an effort, but I was working tonight and I’d get turned on enough as it was. It was better if I blew my wad now so I wouldn’t get so worked up later. Or at least that was the theory. It didn’t work half the time.

      My balls started to ache just thinking about the smells that assaulted me when I worked at The Boneyard. With a groan, I rolled over and peeked my head out to see where I was on the bed. I maneuvered around and reached for the drawer set that served as my nightstand. I opened the bottom drawer and pulled out a random silicon sleeve and my milker. I didn’t feel like doing the extra clean-up on the sleeve so I grabbed a condom too.

      The milker, as I called it, was an original design by Sisco. This was the new one that I had commissioned by a kinkster who was handy with small electronics and robotics. The silicon sleeves were custom and created from molds of my dick. I had various ones with different textures on the inside if I felt adventurous. My original milker was clunkier and still worked, but I kept it in a box with all the leather from my old owner. Sisco’s cover was rightfully given to me, and it was reverently kept in a leather hat box. It should have been proudly on display like a memorial, and one day it would be when I found the right place to stay. I didn’t wear my old leathers either, but I still maintained them the way he taught me.

      I shook my head to get rid of the thoughts of him and opened the condom package. My new milker was thankfully wireless with a rechargeable battery pack. The milker was a circular band of one-inch-wide rollers. The band exerted pressure as it moved, similar to some back massagers. There were three levels of pressure and a few different roller speeds, plus I had a few patterns programmed in. That part was an upgrade from the original, which just went up and down at various speeds.

      The milker was a little on the loud side, but I’d learned to tune the old one out long ago. The new one was quieter, but there isn’t much one can do about the sound of little pistons moving up and down. There were similar items on the market now, but they weren’t the same. The new version cost me a bit but it was worth every dollar.

      I rolled the condom on first, then the silicon sleeve and the milker over it all. I arched my back a little as the rollers slid down my shaft. I wasn’t looking to draw out my pleasure, and this may seem like a bit much just to get off, but I was guaranteed to have a most spectacular orgasm that should stave off my horniness for at least most
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