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​Chapter one — James 
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James turned, examining himself from every angle in the mirror. The tight leather booty shorts fit perfectly. They showed off the shape of his ass so well even he wanted to bite it. He had paired it with a leather harness over a tight white T-shirt. The effect was wonderful with his bleached hair and heavy eyeliner. He’d even gone for his tall platform boots with the buckles up the side. 

He went to find Christian, his best friend, who was waiting for him, impatiently checking the time. 

“Aren’t you ready yet?” 

James strode in, imagining he was on the catwalk, strutting. He struck a pose in front of Christian, popping his hip. “Ready. What do you think?” 

“It’s... fuck, Jay you’ve made some slutty choices.” 

“Well, I need to get laid. I’m out of my mind, I don’t know what it is, but I feel like I’m heat or something.” 

Christian leaned forward, bracing his elbows on his knees. He was dressed in a very fashionable shirt and black pants combo, well shined shoes and perfect hair. “In heat?” 

“Yeah, I just need some big strong guy to throw me down and blow my back out, you know?” James spun in place. “Slutty but good, right?” 

“No one is going to miss that you’re trying to pull.”  

“Good. Come on.” James took Christian’s hand and tugged him to standing. Christian was abruptly in James’s space. Slightly taller, broader in the shoulders. James swallowed hard, trying to ignore the warm feeling of his breath on James’s lips. He had never told Christian about the desperate crush he had on him. He didn’t want to ruin their friendship. 

Moments like these though, it was hard to ignore his desire. He wanted, so much, for it to be Christian who threw him down and fucked him, but he couldn’t say it. Christian didn’t think of him like that. 

Christian raised an eyebrow. He dropped James’s hand to tug on the hardness. James gasped, moving a half inch closer. 

“What is this, Jay?” 

James tried to remember words. “I got it at that fashion store I like downtown. Isn’t it hot?” 

“Very.” Christian tightened his hold on the harness and then let it go again. “I have an idea for a new club we can try.” He let go of James and strode towards the door. 

James trotted to keep up, clomping in his big boots. “As long as I get fucked tonight, I don’t care where we go.” 

Christian paused at the door; he didn’t look back. “You should be careful, saying things like that. You’ll get yourself into trouble.” 
James licked his lips. “Maybe I want some trouble.” 
Christian hailed a cab, gave the driver directions and otherwise sat silently beside James. James was used to this, he was more than happy to fill the silence, telling Christian about his day at work and generally bemoaning his lack of a boyfriend. 

The car pulled in outside an unassuming building. Christian paid the driver, and they got out at Club K. The bouncer outside took a picture of James’s ID but welcomed Christian back like an old friend. 

“You come here regularly, and you never brought me before?” James nudged Christian as they walked in. 

“This isn’t so much a dance club, as a play club.” Christian looped his arm through James’s as they walked up the corridor and into the club proper. 

“Play? What kind of —” James’s words died on his tongue. 

The club had a bar, as expected, and a stage to one side. Scattered tables and chairs... but that was where the similarity to a normal club ended. James was struck mute by the sight of a man crawling on the ground, a leather dog mask over his face, leather paws locked on his hands, being walked on a leash by a beautiful drag queen. 

“Play.” Christian repeated. “BDSM.” 

James’s eyes wandered to a table where a hot man was bound with yards of rope to one of the chairs. A man wearing a blindfold was deep throating him, while a third man held his leash. 

“Leashes,” James said. He’d never seen anything this hot in real life before. 

“Like what you see, Jay?” Christian’s hand closed around the back of Jack’s neck. Jack’s cock hardened instantly. James panicked, trying to play it off as a joke. 

“This is the kind of weird shit you’re into, Chris? Did Fifty Shades make you think you had to be a Dom because of your name?” 

Christian turned James to face him, using the grip on the back of his neck. James had no choice but to look Christian in the eye. He barely suppressed a whimper. There was a new look in Christian’s gaze. It was intense, he’d never done anything like this before, although he’d seen it in porn. He’d also never been this attracted to Christian before. 
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​Chapter Two -Christian 
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Christian smirked, it was now or never. He’d brought James here, James was responding like an excellent submissive. 

“Yeah, Jay, this is what I’m into. You want to get fucked and those tight little goddamn shorts have broken my resolve to keep my attraction to you secret. I want to fuck you.” 

James for once, was speechless. He blinked at him. “You do?” 

“Driving me crazy all this time with your whining and sleeping around. Time to take you in hand, if you’re into it.” 

James blinked twice and then gave the slightest of nods. “Okay.” 

Christian rolled his eyes. “Don’t just agree. I’m telling you I want to Dom you.” 

“What exactly do you want to do to me?” James spoke as if it was difficult. That was very new, usually he had plenty to say. 

Christian tightened his grip on the back of James’s neck. “I want to tie you up, gag you, spank you on that leather-clad ass and have my way with you.” 

James pressed closer to Christian, touching his chest with both hands. 

James would be able to feel how fast Christian’s heart was beating. He’d be able to feel how serious he was, how much he wanted James. 

Christian waited for James to respond, being patient, giving him time to process. 

“Yes. Yes, please. I’ve wanted you for so long. I’ve never done anything like this before, so I don’t know if I’ll be any good, but... yes.”

Christian’s nerves evaporated with that answer. 

Finally, finally, he could make his fantasies come true. And punish James for all his incessant chattering about men who weren’t him. 

“Good.” He released his grip on James. 

He went to the bar, James trailed behind him. 

The bartender looked up. “What can I get you?” 

“Can I hire a playroom, get one of those leather starter kits with the collar and leash, in...” He looked back at James. “Dark blue. Fifty feet of rope, and two vodka sodas, please.” 

“Of course.” The bartender withdrew a couple of boxes and started ringing him up. Once payment went through, he passed him the key. “Take the Bluebell room.” 

“Thank you, this is so convenient, pass my regards on to Julian, will you?” 

“I will. Do you want the drinks now?” 

“In say, forty-five minutes, in the Bluebell room.” 

Christian opened the first box and withdrew the brand-new leather collar. “Lift your chin, James.” 

James obeyed instantly. 

Christian’s toes curled in anticipation, James was so ready for this.

Christin leaned in to slip the collar around his neck and buckle it. “You liked seeing those men on leashes when we came in, didn’t you?” 

“Yeah.” 

“You wanted to be one of them? Find out how it feels to be on someone’s leash?” 

James hesitated, picking his words with a care he didn’t usually bother with. “I... I wouldn’t want it with just anyone. I want you.” 

Christian’s entire body responded to those words. His heart swelled with affection, his skin came up in goosebumps and his dick hardened. “Good boy.” 

James swallowed, his Adam’s apple bobbing against the leather collar, his cheeks going pink. He liked being called that. 

“You’re so fucking sexy, Jay.” He clipped the leash onto James’s collar and used it to pull him in sharply for a kiss. 

James opened his mouth immediately, kissing him back with a wanton moan. 

Christian growled, possessiveness flooding him. He was allowed to push James around now, to do what he wanted. 

James put his arms around Christian’s waist and pulled him closer. The heat of James’s body drove Christian crazy. He stepped back. 

“Uh-uh. I’m in charge. You’re not allowed to touch me. Tonight, you’re my pet and I’m going to tie your hands, so you remember.” 

“Fuck.” James was flushed and panting, his voice little more than a whisper. “Why is that so hot?” 

“Because it’s hot. I don’t know what else to tell you. Turn around.”  

James obeyed instantly. Christian uncoiled the rope and shook it out. They were still standing in front of the bar. Christian glanced around, wondering for a moment if they ought to do this in private. James answered silently, moving his arms behind his back like he was being arrested. 

James wanted attention. He thrived on it. 

Christian took his time binding
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