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Can a shy and inexperienced man embrace a lifestyle he never knew existed?

	 

	Angelo escaped his family’s farm to be with his first and only love in Los Angeles. But their reunion is short-lived when Angelo discovers that his lover is embracing the Roaring Twenties with as many men and as much hooch as he can. With nowhere to stay and no job prospects, Angelo faces an uncertain and scary future.

	Ex-prizefighters Bruce and George enjoy their employment at the Hampton Road Club for more than one reason. They can indulge in their passion for sadomasochism and search for the boy who will be the submissive they keep forever. Unfortunately, none of the men at Hampton Road are good prospects. When they run into a forlorn Angelo in the alley outside a speakeasy, their protective instincts kick in. 

	 

	Will Bruce and George want to do more than protect the sweet young Angelo? Or will Angelo make another escape?

	 

	
Chapter One

	 

	 

	 

	“Georgie boy, you were like a prized bull in the ring tonight the way you rutted that boy Isaac over and over.” Bruce let out a satisfied sigh, rolling over in their bed then propped himself up on one elbow. “He has a bit of the sass to him, but a fine specimen nonetheless.”

	George grunted as he lay on his back, one beefy arm covering his eyes while he relaxed in the afterglow of their enthusiastic fucking. Isaac hadn’t been interested in sharing the moment with them and they hadn’t encouraged him to stay, either.

	“Nah. You’re the prized one.” George lifted his arm just a bit and peeked at him with one eye. “And I’m done with that boy. Ain’t worth it.”

	Bruce smirked at his lover then tugged on him. George had gone back to hiding underneath his arm and it had nothing to do with needing to shield his eyes from too much light. They’d been together for almost five years, and he knew damn well when George was being more ornery than usual. George gave another grunt then adjusted his body so he could face him. Bruce planted a firm kiss on his lips and George swiped at his mouth as if it had annoyed him. Ornery cuss all right.

	Bruce snorted. “Besides him being a spoiled, whiny brat, whatchya got against the little bastard?”

	George’s expression still radiated his trademark scowl. It accentuated his big, handsome mug and bright hazel eyes crowned by their bushy black brows. His lips were plump and full, even though they’d been marred on one side from a knife fight he’d been in prior to them meeting. And what a meeting that had been. They’d fought each other in the heavyweight class at a boxing ring in Santa Barbara, which was almost a hundred miles north of Los Angeles. It had been declared a draw, so after a bout of name-calling and a drunken challenge, they’d found themselves alone at the gym late at night, punching, wrestling—then fucking each other into the mat. Bruce grinned. And we ain’t never looked back.

	George’s rough-hewn masculine features creased more as his frown deepened. “What? What’s got you so jolly? And anyway, don’t you think that boy is playin’ us for chumps? Cuz I think he knows who we was. Probably figures we got loads of dough stashed away somewhere and we’ll be his ticket to the easy life.”

	Bruce grinned. “Maybe that’s cuz we do got loads of dough stashed away.”

	“That don’t mean we gotta shower it on him.” George snorted. “He ain’t got that nice an ass.”

	Bruce splayed his fingers across George’s hairy chest until he found a nipple. He gave it a hearty twist. George yelped then batted Bruce’s hand away with another frown.

	He glared at Bruce. “Hey, that’s what the men here at the club are for.”

	“And that Isaac fellow bruises up quite nicely.” Bruce kept rubbing George’s chest, but didn’t pinch him again. He was too exhausted from their rowdy tumble with Isaac to start up a bunch of rough-housing.

	George covered his hand with his own, his features finally softening as he held his gaze. “Like I said, don’t mean he’s the one we gotta do anything with.”

	Bruce shook his head. “Don’t mean that at all. But I’m wondering if there ain’t anyone here for us like we’d hoped. Maybe we should just take what’s offered and be glad of it. It ain’t like we got lots of options.”

	George dropped his gaze, but squeezed Bruce’s hand. They had each other and genuine love, which was a lot to be grateful for. Truth was, either one of them would die for the other, but it was more understood than spoken of. However, they couldn’t answer the need to dominate for each other. They had always shared a submissive boy—hopefully one with a masochistic bent—whenever they could find one.

	Their original discovery of a private group in Santa Barbara—which consisted of men who enjoyed giving and receiving pain—had been a brilliant find. They’d made friends with a fellow Dominant, Thomas, who’d helped guide them through some of the protocols of such a relationship. It had immediately made their own shared partnership better and shown them how they could always stay together, but still get their other needs met as well. When Thomas had found a better, more reputable club, they’d relocated to the Los Angeles area and, subsequently, to Hampton Road. As it turned out, the club had been in immediate need of men such as themselves to help out with security. It was a fresh start and the chance to maybe finally find the one man whom they could claim for good.

	But so far, they hadn’t been as lucky as some of the other fellows, including their friend Thomas. It didn’t stop them from indulging in a bit of fun with the willing patrons when they weren’t on duty, however. They were primarily required to be available on weekends and during special events which held the potential for getting more out of control. But since they also lived on the premises, they didn’t mind if Saul, the man in charge of things at Hampton Road, needed them to come to the rescue. It didn’t matter at all even if they were interrupted in the middle of a frolic. Saul had been very good to them and he had their respect.

	George sat up, yanking the covers away as he did. He scratched his head then made a vain attempt at smoothing his errant strands of hair back into some semblance of order.

	“I’m gettin’ me a sandwich. There should be some a the rib roast leftover that chef Jean made.” George regarded him over his shoulder. “You want anything?”

	Bruce rubbed George’s lower back. His Georgie wasn’t all that comfortable with what he called the ‘soft stuff’—kisses and hugs and hand-holding—but Bruce believed he secretly enjoyed them.

	“I’m good. Thanks.”

	George rose from the bed and grabbed his flannel robe. He also didn’t go much for what he called ‘high falutin’ stuff either. He’d wear a satin robe for the ring, but that was different. To him, being a pugilist was a revered position and called for something extra special. But parading around as if you were the big cheese all the time when you were really just a regular guy was showing off. George didn’t take too kindly to showing off.

	Bruce rolled onto his back again and folded his hands behind his head. Maybe George was right. Just settling for anybody wasn’t the way to go about finding a good submissive man. Whoever they allowed into their private world should be worthy of their love. Bruce smiled. When they finally found someone who they wanted to keep, that boy would never want for a thing. Especially love.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Angelo sipped on a gin rickey at the speakeasy bar where Martin had said they could meet. Or pansy club, I guess. He’d never heard of such a thing, although Hollywood was a far cry from the podunk town in Iowa he and Martin had been born and raised in. Escaping from there so they could live their lives with less fear had been a goal for almost three years—ever since they’d turned seventeen.

	He wasn’t much of a hooch drinker, either, but he’d needed something to calm his nerves. It had been almost six months since he’d seen his lover, and not only couldn’t he believe they were finally going to be together again, but he’d missed his first and only love. If it hadn’t been for his sense of obligation to his pa, he would’ve traveled with Martin. However, he’d been needed to help bring in the yearly crops.

	Angelo had thought about leaving with Martin anyway, since his father spent as much time taking the belt to him when he was on the corn whiskey as he did sowing the fields, but his cut from the sale of that precious corn they’d harvested had been crucial for him to begin his new life. Farm prices had been dropping for years and his pa had said the struggle was the worse it had been since Angelo was a small boy. His father might not have treated him well over the years, but he had kept a roof over his head and his belly mostly full, which was more than what some folks had.

	Martin was the son of the man who owned the only dry goods store within a hundred miles. Mr. Shrewsbury had bragged that one day he’d open up the first department store in the area. Then his place would be just like the city folks’. Martin’s father liked to brag a lot, but that hadn’t stopped Angelo from falling in love with his son. He smiled to himself. They never would have had the chance to meet if it hadn’t been for Sunday church. The hard part had been in finding ways to meet up at other times.

	Not anymore.

	They would be living together in a city that was modern and progressive, and even if they still had to be careful, it would be a million miles away from what Iowa had been like. He’d have to get a different sort of a job, of course, but he had never dreamed of being a farmer anyway. Pa’s gotta know by now. Angelo had taken the last truckload of corn into town, subtracted his take then left the vehicle with the rest of the money tucked under the seat and a note on the windshield. Then he’d jumped on a bus to the big train station in Des Moines and three days later—here he was.

	He’d sent Martin a telegram right before he’d left, and when he’d arrived in Hollywood, he’d given him a jingle. Angelo took another sip of his drink, excitement surging through him as he remembered the first time he’d heard Martin’s voice since they’d been separated. His lover had sounded rushed, but had explained it was because he was headed to work. Angelo was so proud of him. Within mere months, Martin had already managed to become an assistant to the manager of a gentleman’s fine clothing store. And once Angelo obtained employment, their future would be laid out before them—nothing would keep them from living a full, happy life. Angelo chuckled to himself. And no more corn. Ever.

	A man slid onto a bar stool next to him and Angelo could almost feel his stare. He might be glad of the more open attitudes of his new home, still, it would take some getting used to. Keeping to himself and hiding was second nature. It wouldn’t be a habit that was easily broken.

	“I haven’t seen you here before. New in town?”

	Angelo clutched the cold glass of his drink with both hands, the condensation seeping between his fingers. “Oh, uh, yeah. I’m new.” Should I have said that? Should I act more worldly? He almost snorted at the thought. I wouldn’t know what that looked like anyway. He’d spent enough time pretending back home and didn’t want to start off right away by doing the same thing.

	The man inched closer. “Nice. What’s your name, honey?”

	Angelo regarded the handsome man next to him. His face radiated a barely concealed leer. “I…” He swallowed down the panic rising in his throat. Despite his years picking corn and loading the trucks, he’d never developed more than a bit of muscle on his tall, gangly frame—much to his father’s dismay. The man seated next to him was considerably larger. “I’m here meeting a friend.” The man arched his eyebrows as he continued to stare him down. Angelo racked his brain to come up with something else to say. No one had ever made an advance on him before. “Uh, sorry. You seem nice and all, but…”

	“Peter, you making a move on my fellow?”

	Angelo whirled around, his joy at seeing Martin immediately eradicating any fear he’d had of the stranger.

	“This here sheik is one of yours?” Peter jostled him. “Sorry, kid. I didn’t know. Who can keep track of our Martin’s dalliances?”

	An unnamable dread swam in Angelo’s gut and he swallowed hard. It didn’t help that Martin’s eyes had gone wide before he’d turned away. He cleared his throat then glanced up at Angelo, a big smile dancing on his lips as if nothing untoward had been said. The same smile he always gave me when we’d talk about our future together. Something about it didn’t fill him with the same elation it once had.

	“Angelo, so great to see you. Give us a hug.”

	Martin opened his arms and Angelo pushed his doubts aside, sliding off the stool to move into his embrace. He held on to Martin, almost desperately, inhaling the scent of the man he’d loved so long and had missed as though he had lost a limb. Martin’s hold remained almost casual, and after a too-short moment between them, he patted Angelo’s back a few times then grabbed his upper arms as he put space between them. His smile remained, however Angelo now saw it didn’t reach his eyes.

	“It’s great to see you too.”

	Angelo attempted his own smile, but doubted he’d been very successful at hiding his disappointment. Even if he wasn’t exactly sure what was going on, his intuition told him his heart was in danger of being broken.

	Martin gave him another pat on his back, this one a bit heartier. He jerked his head toward the group of tables set up in front of the bar and next to a dance floor. A stage on the other side of the open area remained empty for the time being, but he imagined as it got later, the raucous sounds of jazz would fill the large gin joint.

	Martin regarded the man who had tried to chat Angelo up. “Excuse us, Peter, my good man. Angelo and I have a lot of catching up to do.”

	“I bet you do. And I know when I’m being given the bum’s rush.” Peter winked in Angelo’s direction. “Hope to see you around another time, doll.”

	Angelo gave Peter a shaky nod. The types of social functions he was accustomed to attending didn’t encompass the current one he found himself in. He had no idea how to respond to a man who was blatantly interested in him for something beyond friendship. Especially one who had uttered feminine pet names.

	Martin led him by the arm to an unoccupied table near a wall. “Come on. Bring your drink, or… How about I buy you a fresh one? We’ll celebrate your arrival.”

	Maybe I’m overreacting. “That would be swell.” He grinned at Martin, his joy at seeing him returning. “A toast to our reunion.”

	An odd look passed over Martin’s features. “Yes, uh, let me go grab those. What are you having?” Martin pointed at the watered-down cocktail he still held.

	“The bartender said it was a gin rickey, but…” He wrinkled his nose.

	Martin let out a laugh. “Why don’t I get you a Bee’s Knees instead? It’s a bit sweeter, helps cover up the gin.”

	Martin squeezed his shoulder then ambled away. As Angelo lowered himself onto the bentwood chair, he tried to bat away his thoughts that were filled with worry. It was silly to doubt Martin’s intentions. They had been through so much together for so long, had planned their move to the west in meticulous detail and, more than that, they were in love.

	After a few moments, Martin returned holding two drinks aloft. “Here we go.” Martin handed him one with a bit of a golden hue. Angelo accepted it as Martin took a seat next to him, then held up his own drink. “To Angelo’s new life in Tinseltown!”

	He clinked Angelo’s glass then took a big slug of the clear liquid. Angelo glanced down at his cocktail, the gin he’d already consumed prior to Martin’s arrival swimming in his gut.

	“Go on, give it a try. I know you never drank back in that dung heap we used to call a town, but things are different out here, baby.” Martin gazed at him with an almost maniacal expression. “The whole world is at your feet, you know? Begging for you to grab it with both hands.” Martin leaned in with an earnest expression. “Take advantage of it while you’re young, Angelo.” Martin tossed back the rest of his drink then slammed the glass down on the table. “We’ll never get this chance again, so make the most of it, don’t let anything stop you from taking what you want. It’s the Roaring Twenties!” He threw his head back and laughed loudly before squinting at him with an unsettling grin. “So roar, baby. Roar.”

	Angelo could only stare at the man who sat before him, a man he no longer recognized. Martin had never drank either—he’d said it was for poor country bumpkins who were weak-minded and would never amount to anything. He’d never called him baby or been so distant. His hug had been perfunctory, no different than what he himself would give a buddy who he hadn’t seen in a while. He also couldn’t grasp what Martin was saying exactly—other than it sounded an awful lot like goodbye. His heart seemed as if it were being squeezed with a vise and he wasn’t sure whether he could keep breathing. He idly rubbed at his chest as he set his drink down with a shaking hand.

	“I didn’t come out here to roar. I came out here to be with you, to start our new life together far away from our family’s judgment and the pressure your father had put on you to marry. I’ve waited for this for so long, and…” Angelo tried to think of the perfect thing to say, to express what he felt inside, even though he was just a regular fellow. “I love you, Martin. Why would I want anything else besides that?”

	Martin pulled at his bowtie, seemingly adjusting it as he looked anywhere but at Angelo. Finally, he lifted his gaze, the smile intact once again. “Hey, I was gonna get another drink. Can I get you…?” He glanced down at Angelo’s untouched Bee’s Knees, his smile faltering. “Oh, right.” He chuckled. “I’ll be right back.”

	Martin pushed the chair back with a loud scrape as he abruptly stood, leaving Angelo to try to stave off the panic that had returned. He couldn’t lose the man he loved. Not after he’d given up everything to be with him.

	Martin reappeared a few moments later and took his seat again. His movements weren’t as assured—he was more careful and his expression had faltered, as though he wasn’t as certain of himself. He ran his palm over the top of his slickback as if the hair wasn’t already held perfectly in place with pomade. Yet another thing I’ve never seen Martin use before. But hair grease wasn’t what concerned him. His greatest fear was that maybe Martin wasn’t any different after all. That Martin was simply being who he’d been all along, and in the same way they’d both been adept at hiding who they were to the local townsfolk, Martin had taken it one step further. Instead of merely concealing his true self from the watchful eyes around them, he’d also kept up that same pretense when they’d been alone together.

	Martin cleared his throat then took another healthy swallow of his drink. He has to be soused by now. Yet, he didn’t appear to be. The few sips Angelo had taken of his drink had made his head a bit fuzzy. Martin had undoubtedly had lots of practice with booze since his arrival in Hollywood.

	Martin lifted his eyes, the bravado gone. It had been replaced by…sorrow? Shame? Maybe a little of both. Angelo swiped at the beads of sweat that had begun to form on his upper lip.

	“Look, Angelo. You were my best friend, the first fellow I ever wanted to kiss, to take that chance with. You’re a good guy, great guy. But…” He slugged back the rest of his drink then let out a loud sigh. “Things are different now. I’m not saying we can’t still be friends—hell, I’ll be pretty sore if we aren’t—but those plans we made…” He picked up his glass as if he was going to take another drink but frowned at it and set it back down when he realized it was empty. “Well, they were swell plans, terrific plans. They got us away from those chumps out there, didn’t they? Huh? Come on.”

	Martin relaxed in his chair, his previous bluster returning. “You didn’t really think I’d be waiting for you out here like you were some dame I’d promised my hand to, did you?” He guffawed. “Holy smokes, Angelo. Grow up.” He leaned in and patted his arm, but Angelo yanked it away. Martin tilted his head, shaking it. “Don’t be like that. Look, I can help you get settled, okay? You can benefit from my experience, you won’t have to figure it all out from scratch. Whaddya say?”

	“Ah, there you are, Martin.”

	Angelo glanced up at an older gentleman who cut a dashing figure in a snazzy striped suit, his mustache trimmed fashionably thin with a dusting of silver at his temples. “I close the shop early and what do I find, but my assistant at Walter’s speakeasy, chatting up some pretty young thing.” He arched his eyebrows, the corner of his lip twitching. He turned his attention to Angelo. “Aren’t you going to introduce us? I wouldn’t mind getting to know this one better.”

	This isn’t happening. “Excuse me, I have to go.”

	Angelo shot up from his chair so fast, it tipped over and clattered to the floor. He ran toward the stairs, toward his escape, ignoring Martin’s pleas for him to stay. He took the steps two at time, then repeatedly hit the buzzer that let the shop owner above know that he wanted to leave, that he needed to open the hatch.

	Once Angelo had fled the confines of the awful speakeasy, he brushed past the startled owner then burst out into the dark, empty alleyway behind the haberdashery that served as a cover for the illicit gathering place. He only had a vague idea where he was. It had taken him a while to figure out the trolley car system and how to make it from La Grande Station to where he currently stood.

	Tears burned his eyes, but he fought them back. Giving in to his emotions wouldn’t help unbreak his heart or assuage the terror of what his future might hold. Angelo sucked in a deep breath. He’d find a decent, but affordable place to sleep for the night, then he’d decide on what his next course of action should be.

	I can’t go back. I can never go back. He let out a sigh. Forward it is, then.

	
Chapter Two

	 

	 

	 

	George strolled behind Bruce, eyeing his ample ass as they made their way down Hollywood Boulevard. He licked his lips and hoped his lover would be interested in a good fucking after their night on the town. They switched off receiving when there wasn’t a submissive available for their pleasure. However, it had been made clear after their most recent tryst that Bruce was anxious to find someone permanent. George was too, but not at the expense of claiming any willing boy. He might not go for the romance stuff, but he wanted someone he could love as much as he did Bruce. Someone to spend a lifetime with.

	George was somewhat beefier than Bruce in all respects, but his lover hadn’t been nicknamed ‘Bruce the Bruiser’ for nothing back when they’d been fighting. George scratched his late-day stubble on the side of his jaw—remaining clean-shaven usually only lasted half the day if he was lucky—and pondered over how soft he was getting around the middle since retiring from the ring. If he didn’t watch out, he’d be too out of shape to chase after young men with his Bruiser.

	He’d never gone all sweet on a guy the way he had with Bruce, but there was something about him that hit on all sixes. The first time he’d seen Bruce’s lopsided grin as he’d glared at him with those baby-blues from the opposite corner of the
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