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Marshall resurfaces, and he’s in serious trouble. Can the men at Kiss of Leather convince a former Dom to take on the mouthy sub?

With Master Derek and his new sub Corey settling in together, Gavin and Kyle’s relationship firmly established, and the clock counting down to the eventual opening of Kiss of Leather—all is going well. The only thing left that would make their world perfect would be to bring Corey’s ex-Dom and abuser to justice.

The legal firm that represents Kiss of Leather hires a private investigator to flush out the man who orchestrated Corey’s assault. Stone Manning is hesitant to take the job, though. He’s turned his back on his old life as a Master and has sworn never to enter a BDSM club again. But he owes attorney Glen Sharp his life, so he reluctantly agrees.

However their meeting is disrupted when Kyle’s missing friend, Marshall, calls for help. Suddenly, Stone finds himself charged with taming the brattiest sub ever. In truth, the bigger the brat, the more his heart races with excitement. Marshall promises to be exactly the type of challenge to inspire him to be a Master again. 

	 

	In the meantime, Stone and his investigative partner, Chuck, continue to search for Corey’s attacker. The abusive Dom appears to have gone underground. But what they don’t realize is that the closer they get to their prey, the more dangerous he becomes.

	
Chapter One

	 

	 

	 

	Corey couldn’t sit still. He nervously jiggled one leg as he sat in the large office located at the back of Kiss of Leather. The room was one of the first to be finished during the ongoing construction. He glanced at his soon-to-be official Master, Derek, and that alone comforted him. Derek would keep him safe no matter what, was his protector, best friend and lover. 

	They held hands as they waited for Master Josh and Gavin to arrive. Derek’s partners in the newly forming BDSM club had agreed to witness the contract between them so Corey would feel more secure and wouldn’t be afraid he had nowhere to turn if Derek turned out to be abusive. Corey held in a snort. As if that would ever be a concern.

	No one had ever treated him so well. Derek was nothing like Tony, his previous Master who’d snatched him up when he was only eighteen. He’d then lied about what a true BDSM relationship was like and used that bullshit info to sexually abuse him. 

	In stark contrast, Derek had allowed him to live at his beautiful Malibu Canyon home free of charge and had never tried to take advantage of him. Derek had comforted him during the recurring nightmares of the attack, helped him seek counseling, and had even gone out of his way to spend time doing fun activities with him. 

	More significantly, even as their attraction became so palpable it was nearly overwhelming, Derek had never once pressed him for sex. If anything, Derek had kept his distance to the point where Corey needed to be the one to make the first move.

	Derek laid a gentle hand on his thigh, stilling his leg. “If you’ve changed your mind, Josh and Gavin won’t be upset. Neither will I. A contract between Master and sub is something all three of us take very seriously. We’d never pressure anyone into going through with such a commitment if they weren’t completely ready.”

	Corey’s heart stuttered. He peered up at Derek. “Are you having second thoughts? I know we haven’t known each other very long, only had sex once, but I’ve lived with you this past month, and I thought…” 

	He swallowed down his emotion. Ever since what happened with Tony, it was too easy for him to cry at the slightest provocation. He hated it. But before he had a chance to take another breath, he was gathered onto Derek’s lap.

	“Not me, Corey. Not even for a second. You’re my boy. Always will be if you’ll allow it.” Derek held him to his chest, his arm wrapped around his shoulder, the other supporting his back. “Don’t take this wrong, but I worry that after all that’s happened to you, and because of how young you are, you might feel restricted by our relationship someday, that living a quiet life with me in the canyon would become too boring.”

	Corey curled the fingers of one hand in Derek’s shirt, seeking to hold on tighter. He gazed up at Derek, meeting his eyes, intent on reinforcing what he’d told him the night before after they’d made love. He knew it was easy for things to get blurted out in the heat of the moment or in the warmth of the afterglow. However, this wasn’t the case with him at all, and he needed Derek to understand that.

	“What I said last night? About how all I’ve ever wanted was to belong to someone? I meant it when I told you that you’re the one for me. Even when I imagined having someone to care for me, it wasn’t as good as the reality of you. And I love the quiet. I hated how crazy it was in San Francisco. All I wanna do is hang out with you, work on bikes, and do scenes. I love you, Sir. Love you so much.”

	Derek pulled him close again, kissing the top of his head and rubbing circles on his back. “Scenes, huh?” He gave a low chuckle. Then I want to give you a permanent contract if you agree to it. I’ve wished for that too, but never found the right man who I believed was completely right for me. Not until now, boy. It’s yours if you want it.”  

	Corey screwed his eyes shut, battling the tears. He squeezed Derek, used as much strength as he could to embrace the much larger man.

	“Thank you, Sir. Thank you so much.”

	Derek chuckled again, the deep timbre of his voice rumbling low in his chest. “Uh, trust me. Thank you.” He leaned closer to Corey’s ear. “I’ll be collaring you, too. We’ll figure out the right time, but I didn’t want you to think I wouldn’t take the next step.”

	Corey sucked in a deep breath. He wanted it so much, wanted it now. But he also needed to honor his new life with his Master by trusting and submitting. The growly, gentle bear had shown him over and over through his actions that he knew what he was doing and that he always had Corey’s best interests in his heart.

	Corey tipped back his head, an unspoken request for a kiss. He gazed into the blue eyes of his new Dom, Derek’s frizzy blond hair held at bay by the leather tie he typically wore, his tanned skin highlighting his brawn. To Corey’s eyes, he was the most handsome man in the world. Derek quirked a smile, then leaned down to give him what he’d silently asked for.

	Derek dipped his tongue into Corey’s mouth as he parted his lips. With gentle swipes he probed deeper, and Corey let Derek take him with the kiss, gave himself over to the powerful connection they shared. Derek finished it off with a firm press against Corey’s lips as if to seal the intent.

	Corey exhaled with a sigh. He jerked his head around in response to a light knock on the door. Josh entered, a delighted smile on his face. 

	“Gavin will be along in a few minutes. He and Kyle slept in late after last night’s session.”

	“Oh no.” Corey squirmed in Derek’s lap, making him moan. 

	Derek whispered in his ear. “Take pity on me?”

	At the press of Derek’s growing erection against his ass, Corey scrambled off Derek’s thighs then landed back on his own chair. He turned quickly to Derek, cringing. “Sorry.” He included both Josh and Derek with his next words. “I don’t want Kyle to give up being with Gavin this morning if he needs him after that demonstration he gave. That was such a big step for him.”

	Josh took a seat behind the enormous carved mahogany desk then bent sideways as if to get to one of the drawers. Corey couldn’t tell if the piece of furniture was a real antique or a reproduction—that wasn’t his thing—but like everything else in the club, it matched the elegance of the surroundings.

	“Gavin wouldn’t leave Kyle unless he was absolutely certain his boy was fine.” As Josh straightened, he placed a file on the desk. He clasped his hands on the surface and lifted his eyes to capture Corey’s gaze. “I know it’s been a tough and confusing road you’ve traveled these past few years. You placed your faith in someone who abused that trust and blatantly lied about what it means to be a submissive. I expect it’ll be a while before you fully believe in me and Gavin as much as you do Derek, and that’s understandable. But for the record, Corey? I want to officially state that on behalf of us here, we’re disgusted by what happened to you. I promise that the wheels are in motion to make sure this doesn’t happen to anyone else.”

	Corey fought tears again. He wondered if his emotions would ever be more balanced. “Thank you, Master Josh. I’m sorry that I’m still so scared that I can’t let everything go or even face having to testify against him. It’s just…” He swallowed hard. He couldn’t keep going, or he wouldn’t be able to control his tears.

	Derek took his hand, squeezing it. “I told you already, boy. You don’t have to do anything you don’t want. Let us worry about Tony.”

	Corey nodded, and much to his horror, the tears that had built spilled down his cheeks. He swiped at his face, and Derek placed an arm around his shoulders, while still holding his hand. Josh’s expression radiated concern, his brow wrinkled, and his lips pressed together in a severe line. Deep down, Corey knew the men and subs at Kiss of Leather were better than anyone he’d ever been surrounded with—family included.

	His thoughts wandered back to when his best friend David met Josh the same night he met his ex-Master, Tony. Even though he regretted ever going with Tony, he’d forever be grateful that David had stayed with Josh. When he’d been in desperate need of help, both men had offered him sanctuary.

	And brought me to Derek.

	Josh opened the file folder he’d laid out. “Have you both discussed length and terms already?”

	Derek let go of Corey to lift up the satchel leaning against his chair then brought it to his lap. “We went over everything this morning after breakfast.” Derek glanced at him sideways. “It’ll be a permanent contract.”

	After opening the flap of the case, Derek pulled out a large manila envelope. He set down the satchel and removed the contracts. Corey’s body shook with excitement. He was still in awe of Derek taking the time to let him decide what he did and didn’t want, even when things he’d never had an issue with before were now on his hard limits list.

	No bondage. No masks. No bending over for penetration.

	As always, Derek had remained hyperaware of Corey’s circumstances, making sure that Corey understood the power he held in their relationship.

	Derek laid the two identical copies of their contract on the desk, leaning forward as he slid them toward Josh with two fingers. “Here you go. I left them unstapled so they could be scanned into the system. By the way, are you happy with the setup?”

	Josh accepted the contracts, pulling them closer as he chuckled. “It’s fantastic. Really. I’m sure it’ll be even better after I understand how everything works.”

	Corey noted Derek’s frown. He didn’t seem pleased with Josh’s answer. 

	“Hmm. We need to set aside a time to sit down and go over it. I picked out the latest in technology for our business system, then configured it in a way that seemed user-friendly to me. It doesn’t appear as if I did a very good job. We all need to be able to easily run the programs.”

	Josh opened the lid to a large all-in-one printer on a stand to the desk. “Oh, I know, Derek. I’m not worried. We still have a couple of months or so before the place is ready for the grand opening. And truthfully? I think we’re keeping to the schedule quite well.” Josh had already placed the first page in the machine and was poking away at the screen, his lips pursed and eyebrows pinched together. “Before you both sign, I want to verify that I know how to scan these in properly.”

	Corey mused over what a gorgeous couple his friend David and Master Josh made. David had a soft, almost ethereal look, but he wasn’t small the way Corey was. He was tall, with large hazel eyes, full lips and brown hair that laid perfectly straight and bangs that swept sideways over his brow. Josh was also tall, but with broader shoulders. He had blond hair and blue eyes and would’ve rivaled a younger Brad Pitt in comparison as to who was more handsome.

	Derek cleared his throat. “Uh, Josh? Can I give you a hand there?”

	Josh pressed the screen some more. “Nnnnoooo…” He pressed again. “I think I’ve got it.” The machine whirred to life, and Josh straightened with a triumphant smile. “There we go.” He faced the computer monitor, his smile fading. With a sigh, he shook his head and rolled his eyes. He turned to them again. “So. When did you want to get together to go over the system?”

	Derek covered his mouth with one hand, his shoulders shaking.

	“Don’t bother, Derek. I know you’re laughing at me.” Josh had said it good-naturedly.

	Derek choked out a laugh, obviously losing the battle to keep it in. “Hey, it’s all right. I probably got carried away when I rigged everything together. But I wanted something that could cross-reference applicants with members, equipment with Doms who are proficient, triggers for members or anything else we might need, including the outside maintenance, beverage and food vendors.”

	Josh nodded. “Thank God you’ve run your own business for a while and Gavin is the king of managing money. I’m still not sure what my years as a fashion model brings to the table. It certainly hasn’t made me proficient in the usage of computers.”

	“Knock it off, Josh. You’re excellent at overseeing all these workers and vendors. I have no idea what’s going on with them half the time.”

	Josh turned to Corey. “Sorry. Got sidetracked there. Starting up this club is testing my previously uncontested ability to focus.”

	Derek grunted. “It’s testing my ability to keep my fists to myself when dealing with bureaucracy.”

	Josh’s eyebrows shot up. “Oh, that reminds me. We got the soda from the bar taps cleared by the Health Department. That’s half of the refreshment hold-up there.” 

	Derek scowled at his partner. “Can we talk about something else?”

	It was the first time Corey had ever paid attention to what was involved in getting the club up and running. Whenever they met up and socialized, the Doms made it a point not to talk business. 

	Another knock sounded, and Corey’s breath hitched.

	Master Gavin.

	Josh called out. “Come on in, Gavin.”

	The Masters were the only three people who had a key to the building, so there was no doubt as to who it would be. Derek had explained to Corey that because of the nature of the business, they’d made it a policy that one of them always had to be there when the workers were on the job. Their West Hollywood location generally meant there was a gay-friendly attitude among the contractors and their employees. But BDSM didn’t always carry that same level of acceptance. They’d already had one electrician quit early on for that very reason.

	“Hello everyone.” 

	Gavin offered him a warm smile. Corey smiled back, no longer as intimidated as he’d once been by the well-built, handsome Dom who exuded such a powerful masculinity. Of the three Masters, he was the most formal as well as the hardest for Corey to read. 

	When he first met Master Gavin, he’d assumed he must be a mean, heartless Dom, especially since that was the only type of Dom he’d ever known. Once he saw how loving and gentle he was with his sub Kyle—who was now another good friend—he realized how unfairly he’d judged him.

	Then again, I did the exact same thing when I first met Derek.

	Josh clapped his hands together. “Great. We’re all here. Are you both ready?”

	Derek took Corey’s hand then cradled it in both of his. “I know I am.”

	Corey hoped he wouldn’t sound too giddy when he spoke—not the impression he wanted to give to the three strong men. “I definitely am.”

	Josh slid the papers back over to them, along with a pen. 

	“Wait.” 

	Corey held his breath as Derek appeared to something over.

	Has he changed his mind after all?

	Derek glanced at Corey. “Would you mind if both Gavin and Josh read over what’s in the contract? If you don’t want them to, don’t say yes to try and please me.”

	He understood what Derek was trying to tell him. One of the hard limits he’d insisted on was that what they did remained private. No public demonstrations, no scenes at the club, and most importantly—no sharing. Expressing their affection or submitting to Derek at the club was not an issue, but full nudity was off the table. What Tony did to him had lodged too deeply. Derek was no doubt protecting him, even when it came to his partners and dear friends.

	“Can you tell me what your reason is?”

	“Of course, boy.” Derek caressed his cheek before taking his hand again. He held Corey’s gaze. “I really only want them to read your hard and soft limits. Even though the contract is here on file, accessible at any time if you were to have a problem with me, I want you to witness them reading what your limits are so there’s no doubt whatsoever as to what you haven’t agreed to.”

	Corey’s chest filled with a rush of emotion. He wanted to shout out to the world how much he loved Derek.

	“I trust you either way, Sir. But I don’t object to them reading it.”

	A smile tugged at Derek’s lips. He took a brief kiss from him then handed one copy of the contract over to Gavin. He pushed the other in Josh’s direction, and Josh gave a quick nod before accepting it. Once they’d both read the contents of the agreement, they gave them back to Derek and Corey. They let go of each other and Corey leaned forward to sign his copy.

	His hand trembled, but he concentrated on keeping his signature sure and clear. The document meant the world to him. Derek meant everything to him.

	He finished signing, then exhaled loudly, laying the pen down. Josh regarded him with a bemused expression. “Congratulations to you both. Should we all go out to lunch and celebrate?”

	Derek had explained to him how their relationship would be different than the one he’d shared with Tony. It wouldn’t be a full-time D/s situation but limited to scenes and the club. Derek had also reiterated he didn’t expect submission when it came to their day-to-day lives. But it would take a while. D/S was all he’d ever known. 

	Derek regarded him with a wink. “Thank you, but I think we’ll take a rain check on that.”  He turned to Josh, grinning. “We have plans back at home.”

	
Chapter Two

	 

	 

	 

	Derek ached to fuck Corey again, needing his boy like air. He’d held back for so long that once he’d been inside his tight heat, it was all he could think about. If he hadn’t been so anxious to hurry them back home to the playroom, he would’ve swung by a pharmacy to grab a test. It would be a great day when they could forego condoms once and for all.

	He grinned. The day wasn’t over yet. They could head down the canyon to eat at one of their favorite restaurants to celebrate the contract signing, then pick up a kit on the way home.

	Corey was getting ready in their bedroom, and the thought of the room now belonging to them both kept his smile in place. For their first scene, Derek wanted Corey back in his leather pants, but not until after he’d entered the dungeon and was plugged. His intent was to get Corey accustomed to wearing leather gear again. Then, once they began their first scene, Corey would be shirtless. 

	After they’d worked together longer it would be easier for them. They both needed to ease their way back into the Dom and sub dynamic. Corey had been away from the lifestyle for several months, and since Derek’s last sub had left him, he’d only done a few demos here and there. He’d stayed in shape, had practiced with the single tail—but not with another person.

	Derek strolled around the large room, checking to make sure he had everything in place the way he preferred. The décor was simple and masculine—burgundy-painted walls with black trim and black laminate furniture. Whips, floggers and crops of varying sizes and colors hung on a large wrought iron rack affixed to one wall. The lighting was low, but he always directed a track light spot onto his sub. With a whip, he needed to be precise. Needed to know exactly where he was striking. 

	There was also plenty of space, loads of room for any return strokes he might do with the whip. Along the back wall was where he kept his cabinet of toys. He’d already pulled out the plug he wanted to insert into Corey before they began and had laid it on the bench along with the lube and some towels. Derek doubted he’d ever use the bench again for playtime—the piece of furniture would be too much of a trigger for Corey.

	When they discussed what they both liked that morning, the whips—as Derek had suspected—was the main topic of conversation. Even though he’d already committed his heart to Corey, wanted him no matter what, the fact that they were so evenly matched when it came to their love of whips made it that much sweeter. It was such an arousing discussion that they almost hadn’t made it to the contract signing on time. 

	He chuckled to himself. Yeah. They were pretty hot together.

	“Sir?”

	Derek turned, swallowing hard, giving himself a mental shake. It was time to be Corey’s Dom—not just his lover.

	“Safewords?”

	“Red for stop, yellow to pause and green to go again.”

	“Good, boy. Lay the pants across the back of the chair then display.” Derek indicated where he wanted Corey to stand. “No eye contact. Eyes forward at all times. No checking to see what I’m doing. You’ll accept whatever I give you and won’t question it unless you use your safewords. Are we clear?”

	“Yes, Sir.”

	Corey’s tone was confident, but as Derek watched him, he noted some hesitation in a few of his steps. He regarded his sub, checking for any signs of undue stress. Their first and subsequent scenes for a while would be a similar challenge for him as it would be for Corey. He’d never walked on eggshells with a sub before, and he couldn’t start. 

	Once Corey presented, Derek walked around him slowly. He examined him, but it was more for show. The ritual gave them both the time they needed to get into the right headspace for their first Dom/sub exchange. He took a deep breath in then let it out slowly. It felt good to be back in the playroom. Damn good.

	And with someone I love who loves me back.

	The moment was literally a dream come true. 

	Derek ghosted his hand down Corey’s smooth back. He noted how the fine body hairs stood on end when he reached his shoulders, how goose pimples were left in the wake of his touch. Corey sighed and Derek hardened. 

	My boy.

	“Very nice. Go to the bed then lie on your back. Lift your legs and open them wide for me.”

	Corey upheld his posture beautifully, maintained a graceful gait. Not a hint remained of the young man who’d first sat in his yard, hunched in on himself, scowling and distant. 

	As soon as he reached the edge of the bed, Corey sat then positioned himself the way Derek had ordered. Derek swiped the back of his hand across his forehead. Corey’s hole was exquisite. Pink and pretty and Derek still had the taste imprinted on his mind from the night before. But for their scene that day, he had something else he wished to do to his sub.

	Corey held himself behind his knees, legs in the air. Derek rubbed one of his calloused thumbs around the wrinkled flesh of Corey’s hole. He watched as Corey repeatedly clenched then released with every stroke Derek gave his entrance.

	“Relax for me, boy.”

	Corey had agreed to the plugs, they were on the list of activities for which he’d given the green light. But other than the single tail, Derek hadn’t alerted him to anything else they’d be doing in the scene. 

	He stopped teasing Corey’s rim then strolled over to the bench where he’d left the items he’d laid out. Derek doubted that Corey would’ve seen the plug or lube when he came into the room. Everything was positioned on the other side of the cabinet and wouldn’t have been in his direct line of sight.

	The bed where Corey held himself exposed was large and unmade. A protective layer was fitted to the mattress then a soft cotton sheet on top. Blankets stacked and folded were set neatly off to the side for aftercare. Finally, several pillows of varying sizes and firmness were at the head of the bed, resting against the wall. 

	Derek performed the same lazy stroll back to Corey. The move was partly for Derek to savor the moment, and partly to allow Corey more time to embrace his submission now that the dynamic between them had changed. When Derek set the toy and slick onto the bed, Corey’s eyes flickered down before he caught himself and brought them forward again.

	“I saw that, boy.”

	“Sorry, Sir.”

	“You’ll be plugged for the rest of the day. The only time you won’t be empty is when my cock is inside you. I haven’t decided yet whether you can come when I fuck you. I’ll see how well you do up until then.”

	“Thank you. Whatever pleases you, Sir.”

	Corey’s tone was sincere, and the flush spreading up his torso and across his chest made Derek wonder how much of a punishment it would really be for his new sub. Typically, Derek would scene with a boy several times to find out if they were compatible before taking anything to the next level. Even penetrative sex was off the table until Derek had at least a basic contract and was interested in an exclusive arrangement. Being in love before ever sharing a scene together was not only unusual for him—it was unheard of.

	Derek unscrewed the lid to the jar of the lube then scooped out two fingers full, reassured by how hard Corey was, his erection straining to his belly. Derek pressed his fingers to Corey’s opening, massaging it briefly before pushing his way in with his index finger. Derek groaned right along with Corey. He craved the silken heat of Corey wrapped around his cock with nothing separating them. 

	He slid out then added the second one right next to the first. Derek twisted his hand, probing deep into Corey’s passage until he’d nudged his gland. He manipulated it softly, Corey’s dick twitching, pre-cum beading along the slit. 

	“Stay still, boy. Take it.”

	Derek removed his fingers and Corey let out a soft whimper. He added a third, separating them all, then teased the tight bundle of nerves inside Corey to keep him wanting. After removing his fingers again, he picked up the vinyl plug then slathered more lube on the bedpost-shaped toy. The toy wasn’t as large as the decorative part of the furniture it was styled after, but it was sizeable enough that Corey would really feel the intrusion. 

	Every time he clenches his ass when I strike him with the whip.

	Once he was satisfied that the plug was ready for Corey to receive it inside his body, he pressed the rounded tip against Corey’s rim. 

	“Accept it. Don’t fight.”

	Corey released a long breath, and Derek took the opportunity to turn his hand. He pushed the plug into Corey’s passage up to the widest point then stilled. His purpose had been to give Corey’s body a chance to adjust, but the sight was worth pausing for. Corey’s hole was stretched wide, embracing the black vinyl toy, the plug keeping the tight muscle open. Derek’s cock beat an insistent throb against the front panel of his leather pants. 

	Derek reached for more lube then rubbed it around Corey’s heated skin. He twisted the hand that held the plug, pushed some more, then the toy popped in as Corey gasped, his eyes rounding. His rim snapped shut around the base as much as it could but held the bulk of the object completely inside his body. Derek took a few breaths, waiting to see if Corey would safeword. 

	Derek manipulated the plug. He pushed it deeper, wiggling the toy. Corey jerked and twitched, gasping again as Derek targeted his gland with each nudge. He reached between Corey’s erect cock and his abdomen then pressed two fingers down right above the trimmed nest of curls. He pushed hard on Corey’s body, stimulating him from the outside as well as inside. A desperate whimper fell from Corey’s lips.

	“That’s it. Taking it so good.”

	Derek stopped then stepped back. If he could, he’d keep Corey on edge for a long time before he let him come. He was having too much fun watching him enjoy his own body again, watching him get lost in a haze of lust and need. 

	“Off the bed. Get into the leather pants then display on the mat again.”

	Derek pressed his lips together as Corey gingerly sat up, wincing slightly as he rose to a standing position. As Corey softly padded over to where he’d draped his pants earlier, Derek ogled his pert little behind, but didn’t miss the way he kept his movements guarded. 

	Derek crossed his arms, observing Corey as he carefully dressed. He remained still, his focus never off his boy. This was the beginning of him proving to his new sub that he had his complete attention whenever they scened or were at the club. Eventually, it would strengthen the trust and connection between them in their day to day lives.

	Once Corey had managed to zip himself into the leather pants, Derek waited until Corey positioned himself as Derek had requested. He approached Corey, stood close enough that they
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