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Chapter 1 

 

As always, I walked the half-mile from my small apartment to Spikes, 

the club where I’d worked six days a week for the last five months. It didn't 

get any easier. Fear and revulsion had dulled to resignation but now I was 

only just managing to avoid a fast slide into self-pity. In my mind it was a 

game; everyday I climbed the ladder of success as I survived another shift 

only to descend the snake to get deposited back at Spikes’ staff entrance the 

next night. Five months of hiding. Five months of pretending to be someone, 

something, I was not. I paused opposite the entrance to the club and resisted 

the urge to cast a nervous glance behind me. It would be too easy to give in to 

paranoia, but I needed to work and the one positive of being employed at 

Spikes was that I could earn good money and still stay off any official radars. 

Down the dingy side alley that ran the length of the building, Robbie 

stood guard at the back door as usual. Most of the staff called him Bubba and 

that was the name he used with the customers, but to me he’s Robbie. He told 

me his real name after hauling my backside out of a couple of particularly 

nasty situations. His solid presence gave me a sense of security at least. I 

crossed the road and glanced up at him as I went through the door, he looked 

stern and forbidding but there was always a twinkle in his dark eyes for me.  

"Behave yourself tonight Jamie, I don't want to be extricating your 

pretty little arse from another fight." 

I switched on my trademark cheeky grin as I slipped past him.  

"Is it my fault that the punters get a bit excited around me sometimes?" 

He tried to give me a clip around the ear but missed, deliberately I 

think. If Robbie had really wanted to slap me he could easily have reached. I 

felt a little pang of regret. He was just my type – big, hairy and fierce – a total 

contrast to my fair, delicate looks. In another life I would have flirted 

shamelessly but I couldn't afford too much attention and a relationship of any 

kind was completely out of the question. 



I was also a bit depressed that Conor wouldn't be back at Spikes again. 

I twisted my lips into a wry smile; Conor had been someone else who wasn't 

what he seemed, but unlike me he was lucky enough to have a way out. I 

suppose I should have been jealous, but he'd been too nice to me for that. 

Considering the way he looked - absolutely fucking gorgeous - he could have 

been an utter shit but there hadn't been any arrogance about him. Quite the 

opposite in fact, he had been shy and unassuming, brave too. I worked at 

Spikes because I had little choice; Conor had put himself through hell for his 

job. A couple of the other lads had asked why I hadn't gone after him. I had to 

admit that he was absolutely stunning to look at, probably the most beautiful 

man I'd ever come across, but he just wasn't my type… now Robbie, he was a 

different matter.  

I trudged across the club, pushed through the staffroom door and 

changed into my working uniform of black leather trousers and skin-tight 

latex top. The outfit no longer made me want to hide behind the nearest 

pillar, but it was getting harder and harder to keep up the cheerful act amid 

the pawing and groping that came with the job. I was dreading the lockdown 

tonight. After last night’s excitement it would no doubt be even busier than 

usual. 

As the other guys changed around me, banging their locker doors and 

chattering inanely about the latest football match, I felt so alone. I longed for 

my life back, but it was an impossible dream. If I’d had broader shoulders I 

would have squared them, as it was I just pushed my slight frame upright, 

fixed a grin on my face and walked out into the cavernous bar, remembering 

just in time to add a mischievous wiggle to my slim hips. 

“Jamie, you’re fucking late, this isn’t a bloody tea room.” 

I gave Ellis, my new boss, the finger and sat on the edge of a table, 

swinging my legs and trying to look as bored as possible. 

“For that you get section six as well as your own – we’re one short 

tonight thanks to your mate Conor and his cloak and dagger crap. Enjoy.”  



Power had gone to Ellis’s ginger head. Promoted one day and he’d 

already turned into an arsehole. I stuck my tongue out at him as soon as his 

back was turned, but inside I was groaning. Tonight was not going to be fun. 

The staff briefing was short and to the point. No further reference was 

made to last night’s raid or Conor’s absence and I didn’t have time to think 

about it once the doors opened. Covering two sections was virtually 

impossible and I had to run just to keep up with the orders. The punters loved 

it, watching the sweat gleam on my arms and face. One guy even tried to lick 

me for Christ’s sake. The masochist that designed the Spikes uniform got 

some extra-special cursing as wet latex clung to my body and chafed my skin. 

I was sticky with heat and spilt booze, my hair damp against my face. Bruises 

from stray elbows and table corners ached beneath leather too hot to endure. 

Muscles protesting, I slowly unloaded a tray of drinks for the raucous 

crowd in a corner booth, avoiding eye contact and ignoring their crude 

remarks. Leather chaps and a studded jock strap might look good on some 

men but the bloke sporting the outfit had to be eighty percent blubber and the 

look really didn’t suit him. I cringed as he grabbed my wrist and forced me to 

straddle his thighs. I was held from behind and rough hands pushed my legs 

further apart giving him access to my fly. He licked his lips and grinned while 

he grasped my zip with meaty fingers, ignoring my struggles and protests.  

“Get the fuck off of me! You do not tip well enough for this!” 

“Mmm. Resist all you like blondie, you’re not going anywhere.”  

There was no room for underwear beneath my uniform trousers, which 

didn’t normally bother me. Tonight I would happily have slipped into a pair 

of cast-iron Y-fronts because jock-boy started pulling at my limp dick and 

squeezing my balls until I cried out in pain. This just spurred him on even 

more and his thugs gripped my arms tighter as he yanked my trousers down 

to my thighs. They twisted me across his lap and I forced my head around so 

that I didn’t have to look at the leather-clad bulge between his legs. I couldn’t 

stop the scream that escaped my mouth as his hand connected with my arse, 

leaving a burning trail across my skin. Tears soaked my cheeks as he hit me 



again and again before forcing a fat finger into my hole. His head bent close to 

my ear and beer-sour breath filled my nostrils as he wound a hand into my 

hair and dragged my head up.  

“I’m going to fuck you so hard you’ll never walk again.”  

The whispered words made me fight and struggle even more, but he 

just laughed. His cronies jeered and urged him on as I was forced facedown 

onto the padded bench and held there by a collection of willing hands. I 

caught one glimpse of a huge, purple-veined cock as he moved behind me 

and my mind went blank, my body limp. 

Then there was an ear-splitting scream and it didn’t come from me. 

Robbie threw my attacker across a table and into the nearest wall with one 

effortless heave. Fists flying he cleared the area in seconds and hauled me to 

my feet.  

“Get into the staff room and sort yourself out.”  

I didn’t need telling twice. I yanked up my trousers then ran, leaving 

the chaos behind me. 

The dingy little room felt as good as any holy sanctuary; quiet and 

empty. I stripped off my shirt then towelled the sweat from my neck and 

chest. A dousing under the cold tap shocked me back to reality as I raked my 

shaking hands through dripping hair. My heart pounded when the door 

opened, but it was just Robbie checking up on me. I suppressed a grin when 

his look of concern was replaced by something else as he took in my bare 

chest and glistening skin. 

“Okay?” 

A man of few words was Robbie. I nodded with a confidence I didn’t 

feel. “Sure. Just give me a minute.” 

He frowned. “Take ten. You’re voted in for the lockdown so you may 

as well change and take a breather.” 

He looked like he was going to say something else, but then turned 

away and closed the door softly behind him. I slumped back against the wall 

and made a heroic effort to hold back my tears. When was enough ever going 



to be enough? I didn’t deserve any of this. One stupid decision, one moment’s 

curiosity surely couldn’t mean my life had to be this miserable. I’d get some 

anonymous job in a grey office, sit in a cubicle and hide in front of a 

computer. This would be my last night at Spikes.  

“Stupid fucking idiot! Stop dreaming.”  

I tapped my forehead against the cold metal of my locker. It was 

impossible. Any normal existence would mean going back on the grid. 

Paperwork, bank accounts, questions. Questions I couldn’t answer. I was 

stuck with Spikes.  

“Suck it up J.”  

How about those for inspirational words of self-motivation? I stripped 

completely and let the air caress my body for a moment before pulling on a 

pair of tight leather shorts. They were indecent, barely covering the curve of 

my ass and riding low on my hips. My fingers had steadied enough to fasten 

the dog collar around my neck and I twisted it so that the lead hung down my 

back. I turned short white socks over the top of my black combat boots and 

resisted the urge to count the bruises I could see blooming on my pale skin. 

I drank half a bottle of cold water and took a few slow, calming 

breaths.  

“You can do this. Just blank it out.”  

I pushed the door open and peered through the crack; it was the 

biggest lockdown crowd I’d ever seen. My eyes roamed across the sea of 

faces, some familiar, some fresh. Then my gaze rested on a face I knew. Not a 

regular punter, someone I knew from the past. 

“Fuck!” 

The feeling of panic that invaded every inch of my body far surpassed 

the fear I’d felt at the prospect of rape. My vision blurred and I couldn’t think 

straight, I had to get out. I shoved the door open and shot across the bar, 

barrelling through the exit into the street. I caught one brief look at Robbie’s 

startled face, then turned… straight into the path of an oncoming van.  

 



I woke up in a hospital bed. You know how it is when you come out of 

a really deep sleep, that slow recognition of familiar surroundings followed 

by an overwhelming urge to turn over and sink back into warm darkness? For 

me it was the opposite. My eyes snapped open to the off-white glare of strip 

lighting, the stabbing knife of panic in my guts and a desperate need to run. 

But run from what? To where? I had no fucking idea. It was impossible 

anyway. I sat up way too fast and the room swam crazily in front of my eyes. 

A dull throb at the base of my skull kept time with my pulse and I lifted 

shaking fingers to touch the dressing taped to the back of my neck. 

I slumped back onto pristine pillows, squeezing my eyes shut against 

the pain and took deep breaths of sterile air scented with disinfectant. 

Gradually the nausea subsided and I opened my eyes again, just a crack. 

Through the bars of my lashes I could see a dark green, vinyl-upholstered 

armchair in one corner of the small room. Next to the bed was a cupboard on 

wheels; there was a covered jug on the top and a plastic cup. Water seemed 

like a good idea so I poured a drink and sipped it slowly. The moisture on my 

dry throat and tongue felt wonderful and I wondered how long it had been 

since I had drunk anything. The air was warm enough that being shirtless 

was not uncomfortable. One of my arms was grazed and bruised but nothing 

seemed to be broken. I took an uneasy peek beneath the bed covers and 

discovered a pair of pale blue cotton scrub pants covering slim and 

apparently undamaged legs. 

There was a plastic nametag around my left wrist that read Jamie 

Ackerton-Mills. Was that me, then? The name meant nothing even though I 

repeated it over and over again in the hope that something would register. 

My lips moved and my eyes roamed to the window, which was covered with 

a half-closed blind. It was light outside, if dull and grey, and it felt like 

morning though I had no evidence that was the case until the door clicked 

open and a pink-clad nurse walked in with a cheery “Good morning! Finally 

awake I see.” 



Another jolt of panic hit me and I scrambled to sit up. Big mistake. The 

room reeled and the nausea I had fought off returned with a vengeance. The 

nurse was quick; I’ll give her that. A cardboard bowl was thrust beneath my 

chin just in time and a gentle arm circled my shoulders as I revisited my last 

meal. 

“There there, sweetie. Is that better?”  

“Sorry”. I mumbled the word into the cup of water that she placed in 

my shaking hand and guided to my mouth. 

Cool fingers felt my forehead and brushed strands of hair away from 

my eyes. “Just relax honey. I’ll fetch the doctor now you’re back in the land of 

the living.” 

She plumped my pillows so that I could sit up and bustled out of the 

door. 

So, this was a hospital then and I had been in some kind of accident 

that had left me unconscious for… I realised that I didn’t know how long. The 

pounding in my head gave me a damned big clue as to where I’d been hurt, 

but I needed to see. Carefully, so as not to jolt anything important, I swivelled 

out of bed. My bare feet made contact with the cold vinyl floor and I balanced 

myself with a hand on the bed as I adjusted to being upright. I could 

remember how to walk; I gave myself a mental pat on the back for that one 

and headed towards the small en suite in the corner of the room. 

I avoided looking in the mirror until I’d washed my hands and 

splashed cold water on to my face. I gathered my courage and looked up 

slowly. The stranger that stared back at me gave a small, sardonic smile and I 

was comforted by my own reaction to what I saw. Bed head was a major 

understatement. My light blonde hair looked as if an entire tribe of monkeys 

had been playing Twister in it. It was quite long on top, shorter round my 

ears, and was sticking out in every possible direction. Puzzled brown eyes 

looked back at me as I examined my girlish features, Cupid’s bow lips and 

small nose. My slightly pointed chin was covered in golden fuzz that really 

didn’t qualify as stubble. I was pretty; there was no denying it. Not ruggedly 



handsome and manly – pretty. The kind of boy that old ladies like to pat on 

the head and call ‘angel’. I wasn’t feeling very fucking angelic. 

Judging from my reflection I was about five feet nine. Not tall but not 

too vertically challenged either. I wasn’t exactly sporting a six-pack, but I was 

quite nicely toned. I’d probably look ridiculous with huge muscles anyway; 

my frame was too slight to pull off the action-man look. I looked carefully but 

there was no sign of a single hair on my chest and a sneaky peek down under 

showed little more than a triangle of golden fluff. I wasn’t exactly packing 

heavy hardware down there either, but four soft inches was nothing to be 

ashamed of. It was nice and thick too, a decent mouthful. Mouthful? Jesus 

where had that come from? But I knew, instantly, that I was into men. It 

wasn’t some pretty girl sucking me off that came into my mind. Being gay 

wasn’t something that disappeared with amnesia then. Someone could 

probably write a scientific paper about that. 

I used the john, washed up again and meandered from the en suite, 

across the small room to a window to look for a clue as to where the hell I 

was. I could see an elevated road straddling low sheds and warehouses. 

Older buildings huddled together for comfort against the encroaching steel 

and glass of more modern office blocks. It all seemed vaguely familiar but 

there was nothing specific that could identify exactly which city it was. I 

shrugged and headed back to my bed, pausing to take a quick look in the 

cupboard next to it. Apart from a bible and a couple of ancient gardening 

magazines, it was empty. No clues there. 

Back in the haven of my bed I pulled the covers up to my chin to allay 

the shivering that had taken over my body. I think it was shock more than 

cold, a delayed reaction to discovering the fog in my mind and the confusion 

that came with it. Some things seemed so familiar yet others were a complete 

blank.  My name meant nothing to me and I couldn’t remember anything 

about my past, my childhood or yesterday.  I slumped back onto the pillows 

with a sigh and closed my eyes.  

 



I must have drifted back into sleep but the sound of the door opening 

pulled the trigger on my eyelids. The nurse I had met earlier came into the 

room accompanied by a young man in a white coat with a stethoscope around 

his neck.  

"How are you feeling Jamie, I understand you were a little sick 

earlier?" The doctor asked but didn't wait for me to respond. "That's only to 

be expected after a bump on the head.  Nothing to worry about." 

He scribbled something on the chart that had been hanging on the end 

of my bed then walked over. He breathed on the cold metal end of his 

stethoscope before pressing it against my chest. After a few seconds, he pulled 

the earpieces out, slung the instrument around his neck and smiled.  “That 

sounds fine, healthy as a horse.” 

I scowled, and had to stop the sarcastic comment that sat on the tip of 

my tongue from slipping out. 

“How can I be all right when I can't remember who I am?  You call me 

Jamie and I've read the nametag around my wrist, but how do you know 

that's my name?” 

“A colleague brought you in to the hospital and gave us your details, 

Jamie.  I'm sure he'll be back later.  In the meantime try not to worry, the scan 

we gave you shows no problem with your brain, your memory will return in 

time.” He gave me his best reassuring smile. 

“How long will it take?” 

“There's no way of knowing, I’m afraid. It could be just a few hours, 

days or even weeks.  I'm not a betting man but I would put money on no 

more than a couple of days.  You have a cut and bruising at the base of your 

skull and some grazing on your arm.  You'll be stiff for a few days, so I would 

suggest you avoid dancing for a while." He raised his eyebrows.  I had no 

idea why he found that statement funny and scowled back at him. 

“We've had the clothes that you arrived in cleaned, though you may 

want to wait for your friend to bring you something different to wear before 



you go home.”  He was barely holding in the laughter that showed in his 

eyes, and it just added it to my confusion. 

“I don't understand.” 

He patted my shoulder and went to the door. “You will.” He grinned. 

“You can go home as soon as you're ready.  There's no rush, take your time 

and make sure you complete the paperwork at the nurses' station on the way 

out.” 

I had so many questions and he was just going to leave?  

“Wait, you haven't told me what happened, how did I get here?” 

The doctor paused. “I only have the story second-hand from the 

paramedics, but apparently you ran into the road and came off second best in 

an argument with a van.  Someone called an ambulance and the paramedics 

scraped you off the asphalt.  That was two days ago and you've been 

unconscious ever since.  Consider yourself lucky, it could have been much 

worse.”  

He left with a wave that seemed far too casual, but I didn't have the 

energy to complain.  The nurse left briefly then returned with a trolley upon 

which sat a plate of sandwiches and a bowl of orange jelly.  I smiled at that, 

happy to see that hospital food lived up to its stereotype.  

On the bottom of the trolley sat my neatly folded clothes.  As soon as 

the nurse left the room again, I hopped out of the bed and picked up the small 

pile. Laying the garments out on the bed covers, I swallowed.  Lord knows 

what I did for a living, but it seemed that I did it wearing nothing but black 

leather shorts and a dog collar. 

"Oh. My. God."  

I sat on the edge of the bed with my head in my hands and groaned.  I 

definitely couldn't leave the hospital wearing these clothes.  The shorts looked 

like they would barely cover my ass.  I fingered the leather collar and the lead 

attached to it and tried desperately to remember something, anything that 

would give me a clue to who I was. 



Dutifully I ate the slightly dry sandwiches and spooned down the jelly.  

I flicked through the magazines in the bedside cabinet then spent some time 

in the small bathroom having a proper wash.  When I came out still scrubbing 

my face with a towel, pleased with my newly smooth chin, the room seemed 

darker.  

“Hi Jamie, it's good to see you awake again.” 

I turned towards the voice and realised that a huge man blocking the 

entire door was causing the eclipse.  He had to be six feet six inches tall.  

Tattooed arms stuck out of his black t-shirt and were heavily muscled.  In fact 

his entire body seemed to be one large slab of muscle.  Collar length hair and 

a short beard matched the dark fur that coated his arms.  Thick eyebrows rose 

over brown eyes as he waited expectantly for me to answer. 

I took a couple of involuntary steps backwards and gulped.  This guy 

was scary.  His fierce expression softened when he realized that I had no clue 

as to who he was.  He came towards me and then paused. “It’s okay Jamie, 

I’ve brought your clothes from the club and I've got the bike outside.  The doc 

says I can take you home when you're ready.” 

“Who are you?”  Fear laced my words with acid, but he just smiled at 

me indulgently. 

“I'm Bubba.  I'm a bouncer at Spikes, the club that you work at.” 

The name meant nothing to me, but Bubba clearly knew me and was 

doing nothing to threaten me.  Grudgingly I held out my hands for the bag 

that he was carrying.  “Thanks for bringing my clothes, my working 

wardrobe is apparently not appropriate for everyday use.” 

Bubba grinned, “But you do looked damned hot in it.”  

I felt my face flush with heat and lowered my eyes in embarrassment.  

What was worse, my cock was also swelling at his words.  I looked at him 

again and caught a strange expression passing across his face.  A combination 

of lust and gentle humour combined with a glint in his eye that suggested he 

knew exactly how my body was responding to him. 



I took my clothes into the small bathroom and closed the door behind 

me.  I could hear Bubba chuckling at my reticence to undress in front of him.  

I didn't feel shy but four soft inches had become six stiff ones and that was 

something I really didn't want to reveal.  The clothes he had brought me were 

reassuringly normal.  There was no underwear in the bag so I just pulled on 

the jeans and loose cotton shirt that were there.  I left the scrub trousers 

hanging on the towel rail and returned to the room.  Bubba was sitting on the 

edge of my bed thumbing through one of the discarded magazines.  He 

turned to look at me. “There weren't any shoes in your locker so I assumed 

that you would be able to wear the boots you had on when you decided to 

pick a fight with that van.” 

I scowled and laced the black combat boots quickly. I stuffed my other 

clothes into the now empty bag.  I raked my fingers through my hair trying to 

bring it into some semblance of order and took a deep breath. 

“Thanks for coming Bubba.  I hope you know where I live because 

that’s something else I can't remember.” 

He had brought me my watch, wallet and a bunch of keys.  There were 

two ten-pound notes in the wallet but nothing with a name or an address on 

it. I’d never felt so helpless or frustrated. Bubba was a calming presence and I 

was grateful for his patience. 

By the time I had received instructions on how to change the dressing 

on the back my neck, filled in reams of paperwork with Bubba's help because 

I couldn't remember half of the necessary details, and picked up some 

medication from the pharmacy it was early afternoon.  I stood next to Bubba 

in the lift feeling slightly queasy and very insecure.  He didn't speak much - 

clearly the strong silent type.  I smiled to myself and cast surreptitious glances 

in his direction.  I could smell the leather of his jacket and the warm spicy 

scent of whatever he had used in the shower that morning.  Oh my God! The 

thought of him naked in the shower was causing my cock to stiffen yet again.  

Mentally I cursed hormones too young to know any better and shifted my 

weight from one side to the other in a vain attempt to make myself more 



comfortable.  Inevitably, the lift stopped at every floor on the way down, 

gradually filling with people and pushing me closer and closer to Bubba’s 

immovable bulk.  When we eventually reached the ground floor and people 

spewed out on to the concourse I had to take a couple of deep breaths of fresh 

air. 

“Are you okay?”  Bubba felt my forehead with his enormous hand. 

“You’re very warm.” 

“I'm fine”, I backed away from his touch. “I just need to get outside, 

the smell of this place is making me feel sick.” 

He moved his hand to the small of my back and gently propelled me 

towards sliding glass doors.  Despite the diesel fumes of idling ambulances, I 

sucked in a lungful of air. Everything felt vaguely familiar and that was 

comforting in a way, but there was still a sensation of fear in the pit of my 

stomach that wouldn't go away.  I looked around nervously as if expecting 

something to happen, but it was a perfectly normal day with the hustle and 

bustle of people coming and going, conducting their daily business and 

ignoring me as I stood shaking on the pavement. 

Bubba was looking at me strangely.  

“Is something wrong?  You look like someone who is expecting to get 

mugged.” 

“I don't know,” I replied, feeling like I owed him some kind of 

explanation for the way I was acting. “I just feel... like something bad is going 

to happen, but I can't tell you why.” 

“Nothing is going to happen to you while I'm around.”  Bubba spoke 

the words with absolute certainty.  “Let's get you home.  Being surrounded by 

familiar things might help you remember.  We still don't know why you ran 

out into the road the other night.” 

I nodded and followed him into the lower deck of the nearby car park.  

His bike was propped on its axle stand in one corner, a mass of gleaming 

black metal and chrome.  Bubba unlocked the box on the back of the bike and 



pulled out two helmets and a leather jacket. “I brought spare kit for you that 

my sister uses sometimes, I think it should fit.” 

I raised my eyebrows, “Your sister?” 

He chuckled at my indignation. "She's a big girl." 

The helmet and the jacket fitted fine.  I straddled the bike behind 

Bubba and wrapped my arms around him.  He felt so good.  Even through the 

leather of his jacket I could feel his muscles flexing as he manipulated the 

throttle.  The purr of the powerful engine sent vibrations through my body 

and I had to suppress a moan as my still stiff cock was subjected to 

unavoidable stimulation. I ducked my head and focused my eyes on a single 

seam of stitching across the back of Bubba’s jacket. Counting the individual 

stitches was not much of a distraction but it was something. The scent of well-

worn leather seeped beneath the visor of my helmet mixing with the heady 

exhaust in an intoxicating assault on my senses. 

The journey was short but exhilarating.  I thought I would be scared of 

the speed and power of the bike but Bubba was as solid as a rock in front of 

me and that gave me confidence.  It took less than fifteen minutes of weaving 

through the traffic before Bubba pulled over and turned off the engine in 

front of a building that appeared to be a converted warehouse. 

I scrambled off the back of the bike with little grace and stood on the 

pavement, thigh muscles trembling.  Bubba swung a long leg across the 

saddle and held out his hand for my helmet. He stored it and his own in the 

box on the back of the bike and pointed at the building.  

“This is where you live. Does it look familiar at all?” 

I gazed up at three forbidding stories.  It could have been a detention 

centre or a slaughterhouse for all I knew.  There was no spark of recognition 

for the dull grey stone or the rows of dimly glinting windows.  I'd like to be 

able to say that they looked like eyes, but that would suggest that the building 

had personality and it just seemed like one amorphous mass of brick and 

metal. 



I shook my head in bewilderment, but pulled the bunch of keys from 

my pocket and took a couple of faltering steps towards the door.  Bubba's 

large hand gripped my shoulder.  

“I'll come with you.  It might be different once you get inside your own 

place.” 

The large metal doors at the front of the building led to a communal 

hallway.  There was an old fashioned elevator going up through the centre of 

the building but I rejected it in favour of the stairs.  There was just something 

about the barred doors that made it look like a cage and something deep 

inside me didn't want to be trapped inside it. 

The stairwell was dark and smelled like it had been recently swabbed 

down with bleach, but it could have been worse.  Bubba and I trudged up to 

the top floor and walked to the end of a long grey corridor.  The number on 

my door was six and to my relief the biggest key on my ring released the lock.  

Bubba pushed the door open for me and gestured for me to go inside.  There 

was a small hallway and I could see several doors leading off of it.  The first 

one was a closet, the second a small shower room.  The third led to a scene of 

utter devastation.  It was as if a tornado had ripped through what used to be a 

lounge or dining room.  Broken furniture was strewn everywhere.  It was 

difficult to see the floor there was so much debris.  I stood in the doorway and 

blinked a couple of times, unable to take in the scene in front of me.  Blindly I 

walked to the only remaining door down the hall and looked in on similar 

wreckage.  My bedroom looked as if something with huge claws had been 

sharpening its talons on every available surface.  The curtains and bedding 

were shredded into tiny pieces, the bed itself upturned, the doors of the 

wardrobe were broken on the floor and the drawers of a small chest had been 

upturned, their contents ground into the carpet. 

I leaned against the wall and gradually slid down it until my ass hit the 

floor.  I put my head in my hands and took a few deep shuddering breaths.  

What the hell was going on?  I was either the messiest guy on the planet or 

someone had ransacked my home while I had been in the hospital.  In the 



back of my mind I knew that my accident and this had to be connected. I felt 

utterly lost and it was all I could do not to cry. 

“I don’t know what you’ve got yourself into kid, but you can’t stay 

here. We should call the cops, then you can come back to my place.” Bubba 

bent down and hauled me to my feet as if I weighed nothing. 

“No! No police!” I knew with absolute certainty that involving the 

authorities would be a mistake, I just didn’t know why.  “There’s no need for 

you to stay Bubba, this isn’t your problem. I’ll just clear a space and crash 

here. I’ll worry about cleaning up in the morning.” 

Bubba growled. It was the kind of sound you might expect to come 

from a grizzly bear disturbed too early from its hibernation. 

“Unless you want my hand across your ass, you’ll do as you’re told. 

Now grab some things, if there’s anything left worth grabbing, and move.” 

I thought about refusing for all of five seconds. Bubba seemed like the 

type that would deliver exactly what he promised and I’d had enough trauma 

for one day. 

Amid the detritus of my excuse for a life, I managed to salvage some 

underwear, socks, a couple of t-shirts, jeans and an ancient roll-neck. It wasn’t 

much but it was better than nothing. Bubba’s fist wound into my shirt and 

propelled me out of the door. It seemed almost pointless to lock it but I did 

anyway.  

“How did they get in Bubba? The door wasn’t damaged.” 

He shrugged. “Looks more like a message than a burglary to me, and 

there’s ways and means of getting through a door that don’t involve battering 

rams.” He avoided my curious gaze and I wondered whether his past would 

benefit from a dose of amnesia. 

 

Bubba’s place was twenty minutes away on the bike. The journey 

passed in a daze and my mind was a whirl of confused thoughts and feelings. 

As the low rumble of the bike died away I felt dizzy and sick. It must have 



showed when I pulled off the helmet because Bubba took one look at me, 

swore softly and put a supporting arm around my trembling shoulders.  

My flickering eyelids gave me strobe-like impressions of blood red 

roses, lustrous brass against a deep blue door, then the warm golden glow of 

wooden flooring. Bubba half pushed, half carried me up the stairs into a 

haven of cool green and pristine white. My skin felt hot as Bubba efficiently 

stripped my clothes off. I didn’t even have the energy to react as large hands 

brushed my skin and dark eyes examined my naked body. The contrast 

between us couldn’t have been more extreme – my smooth, pale skin and 

light blonde hair against Bubba’s weather beaten tan and dark beard. My 

slight form seemed fragile and insubstantial compared to the solidity of his 

powerful frame. My last impressions through the pain of a pounding 

headache were of blue and red designs dancing on his skin as his arm muscles 

flexed and he placed me gently into bed. I think he stood there watching me 

for a while but I couldn’t say for certain. I only know that I slept a dreamless 

sleep, secure in the knowledge of his presence. It was a peace that wouldn’t 

last for long. 

 



Chapter 2 

 

Morning brought consciousness and a tidal wave of memories that 

crashed over me with terrifying force. I remembered everything and it was 

overwhelming. The who, what and why of my life pummeled my senses into 

numb submission as the enormity of my reality hit me. Amnesia suddenly 

didn’t seem so bad – a lot of my recent memories would be better off 

consigned to darkness. 

Trembling with reaction I spotted the open door to an en suite 

bathroom and just made it to the sink before the ominous tightening of my 

throat turned into uncontrollable vomiting. The acid burn in my mouth 

diminished as I rinsed, spat and swallowed cool water from the tap then 

braced my arms against the cool porcelain while I steadied myself. There was 

a light tap on the door and I turned into Bubba’s stoic gaze. I felt the white 

pallor of my skin change instantly to hot pink as Bubba’s eyes explored my 

nakedness with unconcealed admiration. Suddenly shy, I covered myself with 

my hands and blushed even more when one eyebrow quirked in response. 

“How are you feeling?” 

Oh God, the man wanted conversation, now? I rolled my eyes, grabbed 

a towel to preserve a modicum of modesty and retreated to the defense of 

sarcasm. 

“Just fucking peachy thanks. I love to revisit my last meal first thing in 

the morning Robbie.” 

That gave it away. Using his real name rather than his nickname 

brought a grin to his hairy face. 

“You’re back then?” 

I gave a slight nod. I didn’t want to answer his questions just yet and 

fortunately he seemed to sense my reticence. 

“Take a shower. I’ll start some breakfast in case you feel like eating.” 

He turned away. “We are going to talk Jamie, so get ready to share the 

burden. I’ve got broad shoulders, I can take the weight.” 



He didn’t wait for a response. He moved quietly for such a big man 

and I raised my eyes to a closing door.  

Showered, shaved and dressed in my rescued clothes, I padded 

barefoot down the stairs. I’d towel-dried my hair and left it deliberately 

messy – part of the disguise. I fixed a grin that I didn’t mean on my face and 

went to find the kitchen. Robbie’s house exuded good taste from every corner 

and I made a mental note to scrap all preconceptions about him from now on. 

I felt like I could trust him and I knew he looked after me at work. Work. 

Jesus. That memory had come with a healthy dose of angst. It was necessary, 

that I knew, but that didn’t mean I had to like it. 

The smell of crisping bacon drew me to the kitchen and a stool next to 

a creamy marble topped counter. My stomach was grumbling away and 

despite my earlier sickness I was starving. Robbie loaded a plate and put it in 

front of me.  

“Eat. You look like a mild breeze would blow you over.” 

I gave him an indignant look. It was all right for him, a category five 

fucking hurricane wouldn’t stand a chance of moving him. 

He stared coolly back and I opted for the escape of a mouthful of eggs. 

He let me eat but eventually I had to push the empty plate away and face the 

interrogation of his eyes. 

“So. I think you owe me the courtesy of your real name, don’t you?” 

I winced inwardly, “How did you know?” 

“It was obvious. Yesterday at the hospital, your accent was different. 

Your cheeky brat personality had gone and you were clearly shocked by the 

clothes you had been wearing, or rather not wearing. It all added up to 

someone living a lie.” 

His words were brutally direct and I ran a nervous hand through my 

damp hair. 

“Anything I tell you puts you at risk Robbie. I’m in a lot of trouble. I 

saw something I shouldn’t have seen and I think it’s catching up with me.” 



Silence stretched between us. Robbie stubbornly crossed his arms and 

pressed his lips together in a tight line. 

I swallowed, feeling like a naughty schoolboy in front of the 

headmaster.  

“Jay. My real name is Jay. I chose Jamie because it was close enough to 

my true name that I thought I wouldn’t get caught out in the lie. If I said Jay 

by mistake I could pass it off as an abbreviation.” 

“How on earth did you end up at Spikes? There must be easier places 

to bury yourself.” 

“Hide in plain sight. That was the idea, to go somewhere that no one 

would ever think of looking for me. Spikes is about as far from reality as it 

was possible for me to go. But the other night I thought I caught a glimpse of 

someone at the lockdown. Someone who would have recognized me. There 

was no way I could stay there, so I bolted. I was so busy looking over my 

shoulder that … well; you know what happened next better than I do. I don’t 

remember anything after running out of the club until I woke up at the 

hospital. I got so used to putting on an act that it became real. Unfortunately 

that bang on the head wiped out my acting abilities and I suppose I reverted 

to the normal me. I just couldn’t remember who that was.” 

“The normal you? There is nothing normal about you Jay. You are 

either incredibly brave or utterly stupid.” 

The stool I was perched on began to feel a bit like a small island in 

shark-infested waters as Robbie started to pace up and down with a grim look 

on his face. His plain black t-shirt was clinging in all the right places and 

against all sensible odds I began to get pleasantly distracted. My eyes 

followed the red and blue dragon tattoo on his forearm, mesmerized by the 

way its tail seemed to twitch with every muscle flex. I ran my tongue along 

my lips – they were a poor substitute for where I’d really like to be running it. 

I realised too late that Robbie had stopped pacing. Caught in the act. Fuck.  

“If I’m going to help you Jay, you need to focus.”  



Robbie looked like he wanted to give me a clip around the ear, or 

maybe kiss some sense into me. I preferred the latter option, but got the first. 

If he’d really hit me I probably would have fallen off the stool, as it was the 

tap stung enough to enforce his point, nothing more. 

“Ow!” I rubbed at the sore spot and pouted. 

Maybe he caught a look in my eye or a twist of my lips, but suddenly I 

was pulled off of the stool and into a crushing hug. I thought the armour I'd 

built was impregnable, but that simple act of caring found a chink and 

widened it as inexorably as frost attacking cracks in the pavement. Wrapped 

in warmth, squeezed by powerful muscle, I took a shuddering breath and 

managed not to cry.  

Bubba stroked my hair then rested his huge hand gently on the back of 

my neck. I tilted my head back and looked up into dark eyes; it would be so 

good to have someone to share this burden with but I was loath to involve 

anyone else in my problems – especially Robbie. He must have sensed my 

reluctance because he picked me up and put me firmly back on the stool. 

 "You don't move until you've told me everything Jay."  

My lips parted to protest but he pressed his finger against them. 

"Don't. You've carried this alone for months. It's time to share." 

Stubbornly I sat there with my mouth shut, cheeks a little flushed. 

Robbie leaned against the counter and smiled implacably, arms folded across 

his massive chest. God he looked sexy, all stern and tough. I could feel the 

heat growing at my groin and moaned silently to myself, sure that he would 

see the growing bulge in my jeans. 

I held my nerve for all of a minute – pathetic! It felt more like an hour. I 

tried to avoid the eyes drilling into me, but they followed my every twitch 

and fidget. It was no good; I would have to tell him. Decision made, it felt like 

a massive weight was lifting from my shoulders before I’d even uttered a 

word. 

“Okay. You win. I’ll tell you everything, but can we please go 

somewhere a little more comfortable?” 



We relocated to the spacious lounge and I curled into the soft leather of 

a squishy armchair, tucking my bare feet beneath me. Robbie leaned against 

the doorframe and looked at me expectantly. 

I closed my eyes momentarily, allowing my mind to drift back and 

pick the moment to start my story. If this was going to happen then I needed 

to be completely honest. I squinted and removed a pair of coloured contact 

lenses, rolling them between thumb and finger as I looked up at Robbie with 

newly blue eyes. My mother had always told me they were my best feature, 

the colour of bluebells in spring she would say. I bit down on my trembling 

lower lip and began to talk. 

“My name is Jay Medlicott. I’m twenty, the only son of Giles 

Medlicott…” I waited to see if Robbie recognised the name and of course he 

did. 

“Medlicott Industries? Arms manufacturer?” 

I nodded. You would have to have been dead for the last ten years not 

to hear of my father and the massive contracts his company had won from 

several governments around the world. 

“I’ve been at university for the last two years and had gone home for 

the summer vacation, something my father insisted on.” I clenched my fist at 

the memory of his demanding tone as he ordered me home. He had always 

been strict and a great believer in discipline, but in his own brusque way he 

did love me. “I was bored. Lonely. I came out to my parents when I was 

eighteen and they were very tolerant, but when I was at home my father 

would not allow me to socialise anywhere that I might be photographed, 

especially with another man. He is very protective of his privacy. Anyway, I 

know it makes me sound like a spoiled brat, but I snuck out one night and 

went to just the kind of club that daddy dearest would have disapproved of 

the most. I thought it would be safe – they were having a masked ball theme 

night, so I could cover my face and remain anonymous. It was just supposed 

to be a bit of fun…” 



I frowned and massaged my temples, trying to soothe the ache of 

tension that sat there. “It was dark, hot and crowded. There must have been 

two hundred people in the place, but the atmosphere was friendly. I was 

careful, sipping fizzy water and never talking to the same guy for too long. I 

danced for a while and it got really hot, so I took a bottle of water outside to 

cool off. I just leaned on the railings at the front of the place and tried to make 

out the constellations in the sky. It was a clear night and quite cool. I was just 

turning to go back inside when I heard this noise, like a cat squealing, from 

the side alley. I went to look…” 

Robbie grunted and I squirmed in my chair, “I know! Unbelievably 

dumb, with the benefit of hindsight. Anyway, there were four guys down 

there. Two were keeping watch and another was leaning against the wall 

while some kid on his knees sucked him off. They were all wearing masks, 

and the kid didn’t seem to be under duress. I turned to go, but then it all 

changed. Fists started flying, then the kid was on the floor getting a good 

kicking. I just watched, Robbie. I’m ashamed to admit it but I was too scared 

to do anything. They went back into the club through the fire escape, leaving 

the boy on the ground. As the last one went in he held the side of the door 

and the light caught a ring he was wearing. A big chunky thing shaped like a 

skull. He hesitated, as if he’d heard something and I thought he’d seen me, 

but I drew back into the shadows. Then they were gone. I called an 

ambulance and left before it arrived. I couldn’t risk anyone taking my name.” 

The shame was as real as it had been that night, warming my cheeks 

with the burn of regret. I let my hair fall over my eyes and hid behind the 

blonde curtain, not wanting to see judgement on Robbie’s face. 

“It was a nasty experience Jay, but none of this explains why you are 

hiding out here. Tell me the rest.” 

“I went home to bed and tried to forget what I had seen, but a couple 

of days later there was an article in the newspaper.  The boy outside the club 

had died.  I had witnessed a murder and now I really was in a no-win 

situation.  If I went to the police I'd be exposing myself to the killer and letting 



down my father.  If I stayed quiet I didn't think I'd be able to live with the 

guilt.” I paused and Robbie gave me an encouraging look. “I spent a whole 

day locked in my bedroom worrying about what to do, but I suppose there 

was only ever going to be one solution and that was to face up to what I had 

seen and report it.  

I decided to go down to the police station the next morning but in the 

meantime I had to get through a formal dinner with my parents and some 

business guests.  I tried to get out of it by pretending to be tired, saying that I 

had a headache, but my father just gave me one of his special looks that 

promised to make my life miserable if I didn't show up and play the dutiful 

son.  So I did my bit, I changed into a shirt and tie and showed up for pre-

dinner drinks.  As well as my parents there were three other couples there 

and they were all pleasant company but when we went in for dinner there 

was still a seat that remained empty.  I remember my father made some 

comment that Andrew always liked to make a grand entrance and that he had 

never known him to be on time for anything in his entire life.  Andrew 

Urquhart, our local MP and a rising star in the Ministry of Defense.  He was 

responsible for some of the biggest military contracts the government had to 

offer and was one of my father's biggest clients. 

Anyway, we had already sat down and started the first course when he 

finally arrived.  My father went to meet him in the hall and I could hear their 

voices as they approached the dining room.  The empty seat was to my right 

so I was genuinely interested in seeing the man that I was going to have to 

make polite conversation with for the next couple of hours.  He and my father 

could have been turned out of the same mould: expensive suit, discreet Rolex, 

old school tie. He was lightly tanned and his teeth had clearly seen some 

expensive dentistry.  He was the whole package - rich, powerful - I hated to 

admit it but he had all the makings of the next Prime Minister and probably 

the friends to make it happen.  My father might appreciate his business but he 

also had a number of powerful connections that could work miracles in 



political circles for the right people. It was like a mutual fucking appreciation 

society. 

Introductions made, he sat down beside me and grasped my right 

hand in his own. He was one of those men that seemed to feel the need to 

assert his dominance through a crushing handshake.  I could feel the metal of 

his ring digging painfully into my fingers. I suppose you can guess what I 

saw when I looked down? His ring - a hideous gold monstrosity in the shape 

of a skull with tiny red-jeweled eyes. 

I was so shocked I couldn't mask my expression in time. I met his eyes 

and he saw everything written on my face. I knew instantly that he realised 

his ring meant something to me.  I must have gone white because my mother 

turned to me and asked if I was feeling okay.   

I used her concern as a shield, made my excuses and left the table as 

quickly as possible.  When I got back to my room I was shaking and it took 

me a good while to calm down and think about what to do.  Urquhart was, is, 

a powerful man with violent friends and there was no way he would be 

afraid take desperate measures to protect himself.  I didn't think that my 

family would be at risk. Urquhart needed my father and it would be obvious 

that he knew nothing of what I had seen.   

I got no sleep that night.  I spent the hours of darkness planning what I 

would do.  I saw my parents at breakfast and illness seemed such a pathetic 

excuse under my father's disapproving glare.  He left for work and my 

mother went out to meet friends.  I threw some clothes into a bag and headed 

for the station.  I emptied my bank account and threw all my identification 

into a bin.  Then I just got on the first train south and ended up here.” I fell 

silent, expecting scorn, judgment or, at the very least another clip round the 

ear. Robbie walked over to the window and looked out in silent 

contemplation then he turned and walked back to stand in front of me. 

“So, let me get this straight. You ran to protect yourself and your 

family. You’ve managed to stay hidden for nearly six months by living in a 



dump and doing a job that you find degrading and humiliating. You’ve given 

up everything you knew and kept silent for all this time?” 

“All I saw was a ring. I have no evidence that Urquhart did anything 

wrong other than my own gut instinct. If I go to the police, my father’s name 

gets dragged through the papers because his gay son witnessed some fag 

getting a bashing down a seedy back alley. No-one is going to care Robbie, 

no-one but Urquhart, and I think that the robbery at my place shows that he 

hasn’t given up on tidying up loose ends.” 

“I’m not criticizing Jay. I’m amazed at how brave you’ve been.” 

“I’m not brave. I’m a coward. I should have reported what I saw 

straight away and faced the music. Now it’s too late, there’s no going back. I 

need to move on again before someone else gets hurt.” Tears welled in my 

eyes and I brushed them away. I didn’t have time for crying. In fact I swung 

my legs around and started to stand up. No time like the present. A large 

hand shoved me, none too gently, back into the chair. 

“Sit.” 

“Robbie, you’ve been great. I can’t say how much I appreciate 

everything you’ve done, but you can’t keep me here. I can’t be near people I 

care about.” 

Too late I realised what I’d said and cast my eyes down hurriedly.  

“I care about you too Jay.” Robbie’s voice was deep and gruff. It sent 

shivers of pleasure down my spine. “And that means we deal with this 

together.” A finger tilted my chin up. “And don’t even think about arguing 

with me.” 

In my mind I was begging him to lean closer and kiss me. I craved the 

contact of his lips against mine and the need must have shown in my eyes. He 

gripped my chin firmly and for a moment I thought I saw the same desire in 

his expression, but it was fleeting. 

“No. You’re too vulnerable Jay, I don’t intend to take advantage of 

your situation.” 



He ruffled my hair then turned away. Fuck. Every atom of my being 

screamed, “Take advantage! Now!” But it was not to be. 

“I’m stronger than I look Robbie, I can take care of myself.” Frustration 

gave my words a sharpness I didn’t feel and I instantly regretted my tone. 

“I’m sorry. It’s just that I’ve got used to being alone. No one has done 

anything nice for me in the last six months. At the club a smile usually means 

I spend the next five minutes on my knees.” 

“I want you to come to work tonight as usual.” Robbie paused as if to 

gauge my reaction. “I’m going to call in a few favors, but we need to find out 

how close Urquhart is getting. Was there anything at your flat that might 

have given away where you work?” 

“I don’t believe so.” I closed my eyes and thought hard. I always 

changed at Spikes, so my uniform was kept in my locker. I was paid in cash 

and tips, so there was no paperwork with the club’s name on it. Then I 

groaned, “I had a matchbook in the kitchen, one of those free ones they keep 

in bowls on the bar.” 

“And the person you saw at Spikes, was it Urquhart himself?” 

“No. One of the thugs that was with him the night the kid got hurt.” 

“I think we can assume that your place was broken into after you left 

for work on the day you had your accident. Do you think you were seen?” 

“No. I’m certain I wasn’t. I’d definitely not seen him in Spikes before 

either.” 

“Okay. I have to go out for a while. I want you to stay here and rest. I’ll 

be back to take you to work.” 

I stood up.  “You can’t just disappear without telling me what you’re 

up to Robbie. I’m not some child you can lock in his room, this is my life 

you’re playing with.” 

“Believe me Jay, I don’t see you as a child.” The expression on his face 

made my cock jerk. “Trust me. It’s best you don’t know too much. You need 

to look sweet and innocent tonight.” 

“Why? I want to come with you…” 



Robbie suddenly looked very fierce. “Stop arguing with me Jay. I don’t 

want to lock you in, but I will if you can’t give me your word that you’ll stay 

put.” 

I was trembling with a tumult of mixed emotion but Robbie was 

completely implacable. All the energy drained from my body and I no longer 

had the strength to fight him. “Fine.” I collapsed back into the chair, defeated. 

Robbie leaned over me and cupped the back of my neck.  

“Try not to worry. I’ll be back as soon as I can.” 

 

The house seemed to vibrate as Robbie fired up his bike and headed 

away. I looked around the room and started taking in my surroundings 

properly for the first time. The house really was beautiful. Soft colourful rugs 

and drapes gave warmth to the neutral tones used on the walls. There was a 

large wood burner in the lounge and a stunning copper-framed mirror above 

it. Art nouveau – it looked like Liberty and must have cost a fortune. I 

brushed my fingers along the beaten metal edge in appreciation. The carpets 

were deep and soft beneath my bare feet as I padded from room to room 

taking in the expensive artwork, sculptures and extensive shelves of books.  

The décor was masculine, but not harshly so. I hadn't realised just how 

big the place was. My small apartment could have fitted into the kitchen 

alone and there were five large bedrooms upstairs. I felt ridiculously shy as I 

peeped around the door into Robbie's room before it pushing it wide. Pristine 

white contrasted with the deepest green on one wall and a heavy quilt that 

covered the king size bed. All the furniture was antique, fashioned from 

golden oak and intricately carved. There was a large bathroom attached, 

glowing with modern chrome and white marble. I pulled open the wardrobe 

doors and fingered the clothes within – everything felt expensive even 

thought there was a disproportionate amount of denim and leather. Robbie 

clearly had a great deal of wealth concealed by good taste and a complete lack 

of ostentation.  



I climbed onto his bed and lay sideways across it, luxuriating in the 

softness and the spicy scent of Robbie that lingered on the pillows. I was 

having some trouble processing all the information in my brain. My head still 

ached and I closed my eyes, welcoming the privacy of the darkness that 

wrapped around me.  

Not totally in control of my actions, I flicked open the stud of my jeans 

and slid the zip down. I grasped the warmth of my dormant cock with cool 

fingers. My imagination replaced fear and anxiety with images of Robbie 

stripping off his leathers. I'd only seen him dressed but I was convinced his 

body would be magnificent. I encourage artistic licence in my dreams and I 

had no problem indulging my fantasies of dark hair over solid muscle. My 

hand moved slowly but my cock needed little prompting and stiffened 

willingly. Suddenly hot I scrambled out of my clothes and lay naked across 

the dark covers. Bending my legs up, I continued to stroke my swollen dick 

with one hand while seeking the puckered rose of my entrance with the other 

to massage the sensitive skin. 

I’d never had another man inside me but I had no doubt that it was 

what I wanted. I was burning inside, desperate to be filled, desperate to be 

taken. My back arched as I moved my hand faster, heading inexorably 

towards orgasm. I wondered how different it would feel to be taken to the 

edge by someone else and knew, instinctively that it would be so much more 

intense. I began to pant in short, sharp gasps as I ran my thumb over the 

sensitive head of my dripping cock before jacking my self with hard, 

uncoordinated movements. Globs of white spattered my thigh as I 

succumbed to a release that made me feel lonelier than I had at any time in 

the last six months.  

I finally gave in to the pent up emotion and wept like a little girl. Huge 

shuddering sobs wracked my body as I tried and failed to get a grip on 

myself. It was as if my defensive wall, always a little cracked and unstable, 

had finally crumbled under the earthquake of reality. I cried until there were 

no more tears left. Shaking, I hauled myself into the shower in the hope that 



hot water would wash away some of the pain. Afterwards I did feel calmer, 

though it was the calm of resignation rather than resolution. 

 

When Robbie returned a few hours later I was curled into a corner of 

the sofa reading the same page of a book for the fourth time. Though the red 

puffiness around my eyes had subsided, I could tell from his frown that 

Robbie realised I had been crying. Mentioning it would probably have set me 

off again and thankfully he had the judgement to keep quiet. Instead he threw 

a leather jacket at me and grunted in my direction.  

"Get your ass in gear, we're going out." 

A fifteen-minute ride took us to an anonymous warehouse on the 

outskirts of town. There was no signage, just an electronic keypad that Robbie 

punched a series of numbers into to release the door. There was a small lobby, 

again with no identifying features, leading to another security door with a 

discreet camera positioned above it. Robbie looked directly at the camera and 

the next door clicked open. He strolled through it confidently, followed by me 

feeling a lot less assured. I was very aware of how little I knew about Robbie 

and blind faith had never been one of my failings.  

I'm not sure what I was expecting but it wasn't the huge space that 

opened out before us. Dotted with supporting pillars, the area seemed to be 

split in two. On one side there were all the mats and equipment you might 

find in a martial arts training facility. On the other was a well-equipped gym 

with an emphasis on free weights. It looked like there were a couple of 

treadmills and rowing machines but no bikes or Stairmasters. There was no 

music playing or video screens flashing, just the sounds of intensive physical 

effort. 

A good-looking young man, a little taller than me and probably in his 

mid twenties, joined us. He was wearing shorts and a polo shirt in plain navy 

blue, no logos or insignia of any kind, and on looking around I could see at 

least three other people wearing the same kit. They all seemed to be 

supervising or instructing so it didn't take genius to work out they were staff. 



 

"Afternoon boss.” The man grinned infectiously. He gave me a curious 

look. “And this must be the famous Jamie?" He shook my hand firmly, "You 

have no idea how long we've all been waiting to meet you." 

Next to me Robbie sighed. “Adam…you have all the subtlety of a 

charging fucking rhinoceros.” 

“Yes, Boss.” Adam tried to look contrite and failed miserably. His good 

humour was infectious and I stole a sideways glance at Robbie. I could have 

sworn he looked pink underneath all that hair. Jesus, was he blushing? Now 

that was something I never thought I’d see. I felt uncharacteristically shy. 

“My name’s Jay.”  

The words slipped from my lips without thought and Adam’s 

eyebrows rose slightly. Robbie rested a heavy hand on my shoulder and 

squeezed lightly. 

“I’m probably about to make the biggest mistake of my life, but Adam 

is going to look after you for a couple of hours. Take some of your frustration 

out on the treadmill. It will help, I promise.” 

It didn’t feel like a bad idea. Losing myself in some exercise would 

definitely be therapeutic. “I don’t have anything to wear.” 

“I can fix you up with some staff kit, no problem,” Adam said.  

I went to follow him and looked back at Robbie who seemed a little 

edgy. He wouldn’t meet my eyes, but Adam got the benefit of the full force of 

his most intimidating glare. 

“No touching.” 

Adam just raised his eyebrows innocently and led me away. 

The locker room was absolutely immaculate, not a stray towel or 

sweaty sock in sight. 

“You could eat your lunch of this floor.” I looked around in amazement. 

Adam chuckled as he pulled sealed bags from a cupboard. 

“Robbie would have my hide if it wasn’t pristine.” 



“Is he the manager then?” I really hadn’t thought about Robbie as 

anything other than a bouncer. 

Adam stared at me, his eyes glinting with amusement. “You really 

don’t know, do you?” 

“Know what?” Now I was totally confused. 

“Robbie isn’t the manager Jay, he’s the owner, and not just of this 

place. He owns several buildings downtown.” 

My jaw dropped and Adam laughed, “What did you think he did? 

You’ve seen his house haven’t you?” 

“I don’t know what I thought. Rich family maybe. To me he’s a 

nightclub bouncer and he’s saved my ass on several occasions.” 

“Mmm.” Adam sounded like he was about to choke, “He certainly 

thinks your ass is worth preserving.” 

I could feel myself flushing and turned away quickly.  

“I probably shouldn’t be telling you this, but Robbie took the job at 

Spikes as a favour to a friend who needed a bit of undercover work done 

beneath the radar. It was only supposed to last a couple of weeks then you 

turned up. Robbie took one look at your pretty blonde head and was smitten. 

He stayed in the job to look after you.” 

 

I was stunned, he’d never said a word, or maybe I had just been so 

obsessed with my own problems that I hadn’t taken the time to notice. I began 

to remember all the times he’s been there when punters started getting rough, 

all the times he’d slipped me a bottle of cold water on busy nights, his solid 

presence behind me during lockdowns. 

I put my head in my hands, “I’m so fucking stupid.” 

Adam tossed a t-shirt and shorts in my direction, “Here. Put these on 

and we can sweat the self-pity out of you. What shoe size are you?” He found 

a pair of his own trainers that I could use and sat on the bench next to me. 

“Don’t feel too bad. Robbie isn’t the most effusive when it comes to sharing 



confidences. It’s taken me months to wheedle this information out of him. He 

takes ‘strong silent type’ to whole new levels.” 

I changed quickly, trying to ignore Adam’s eyes on my body. He was 

not subtle when it came to eyeing me up.  

“Very nice. Robbie must have the patience of a saint.” 

I rolled my eyes at him and he laughed.  “Don’t worry. My boyfriend is 

out there on the judo mat. He’s a third dan and very possessive. Not only 

that, Robbie would break me in half if I laid a finger on you.” 

I changed the subject quickly, “So what is this place? It doesn’t seem 

like a normal gym.” 

“It’s not. Membership here is by invitation only and costs a fortune. 

The staff are very well paid, but we are on call twenty-four hours a day and 

there is a strict code of discipline. We sign a contract that means we can’t 

drink, smoke or take any kind of drugs. Prescriptions have to be approved. 

We also have to sign non-disclosure agreements. We’re not allowed to talk 

about who we work with or any of the customers outside of this building.” 

“Why the secrecy?” 

“The clients come here because they want absolute privacy. We have 

rock stars, powerful businessmen, politicians… they drop their jobs at the 

door and do as they’re told when they are in here. We offer Olympic standard 

training in most martial arts and conditioning training regimes. It’s not 

glamorous, but we guarantee discretion. For some of them this is the only 

place they get some peace.” 

“Robbie must have a lot of interesting friends.”  I was beginning to 

understand a bit more about Robbie’s life and felt humbled that he had been 

protecting me for so long without me even realizing what he was doing. I 

wondered if he realised how much I liked him too. 

Adam and I walked out into the gym and I took a second look at some 

of the men training. A couple looked vaguely familiar but out of context I 

couldn’t be sure who they were and I didn’t want to stare like a star struck 



adolescent. I couldn’t see Robbie anywhere. Adam took me over to the 

treadmill and fastened the quick-stop wire to my waistband. 

“You’ll have no control over the speed of the machine once we get 

going, I set everything remotely. If you move too far back on the track 

because you can’t keep up, this will pull off and shut the machine down 

gradually. That avoids the problem of you landing on your ass in a heap and 

embarrassing me.” 

“Embarrassing you? I’ll be the one sprawled on the floor!” 

“It’s my job to understand your limits and push you just hard enough. 

You fall off, it’s my fault. Okay, we’ll warm you up slowly with a quick 

walking pace.” 

Over the next hour, Adam gave me an effective demonstration of my 

inadequacies. We moved from the treadmill to free weights and then 

stretching. I think I lost about twenty pounds in sweat, but it felt really good. 

Flat on my back on the mats, chest heaving, my mind felt clearer than it had 

since I’d left home. 

Adam held out a hand and hauled me to my feet, “You did really well. 

I hope you become a regular visitor, I’ll enjoy whipping you into shape.” 

I’d been so focused on not making a complete idiot of myself that I 

hadn’t noticed Robbie working out in the dojo area of the club. He came over 

and thanked Adam for his time. 

“No problem Boss. Bring him back four or five times a week and in a 

few months I might be able to do something with him.” 

I groaned pitifully, but Robbie nodded in agreement and I knew there 

was a conspiracy at work. I left them talking and headed for the locker room. 

There was a big pile of fluffy towels just inside the door, so I stripped off 

sweat-soaked clothes, grabbed one and stepped into the shower area. It was 

one big tiled area with water sprays at head and waist level. The jets were hot 

and powerful, perfect for my tired muscles. Containers on the walls 

dispensed lemon scented body wash and I spent a blissful five minutes 

soaping myself down.  



I don’t know how long Robbie had been watching me, but when I 

turned around he was there. There was a towel wrapped around his waist, 

clearly tented at the front. Though his stance was relaxed, leaning against the 

wall, his expression was tense. I took in his powerful arms and broad chest, 

every muscle defined beneath the tattoos and coating of dark hair. He had an 

amazing body that oozed strength from every pore. I swallowed hard. Just 

looking at him was making my cock swell and I didn’t have the benefit of a 

concealing towel. 

A knowing smile quirked Robbie’s lips. He held my eyes with his own 

and dropped the towel. I couldn’t stop the gasp that escaped my lips. Holy 

hell he was hung like a fucking porn star. I didn’t think in inches, all my lust-

crazed brain could manage was a range of words for big. His cock was thick, 

huge, the root buried in curling dark hair. My lips parted and I sank to my 

knees in the spray, praying he would accept my silent invitation. 

“You look so pretty Jay.” Robbie’s voice rumbled like thunder as he 

took a couple of strides towards me, “I don’t want you doing this out of some 

sense of obligation.” His dick swayed enticingly in front of my eyes and I 

moaned in frustration, dropping a hand towards my own painful erection. 

“No. No touching.” 

I looked up at him, startled. His gentle tone had changed dramatically 

to sternly commanding and it sent a thrill the length of my spine. 

“Hands behind your back so I know you’re not cheating.” 

I clasped my wet hands together obediently as he gripped a handful of 

my hair and pulled me towards him. 

That first sweet taste of him was burned into my memory the instant 

my tongue brushed across his tip. I felt like a starving man, my appetite only 

to be sated by taking my fill of him. But Robbie was totally in control now. He 

rationed my pleasure with his iron grip on my hair and I was forced to be 

content with quick licks and a squeeze of my lips. 

I glanced up at him with pleading eyes until he finally relented and 

pulled me roughly towards him. There was no way my mouth and throat 



could take him all, it was a physical impossibility, but I did my heroic best. I 

must have been doing something right because Robbie’s massive thighs were 

rigid with the effort of standing still. He made no noise as I worked my 

tongue up and down his length, pressing my teeth gently into his sensitive 

flesh.  

I can’t describe how good he tasted, how wonderful it felt to have that 

amazing girth filling my mouth. He yanked my head away from him with a 

single word, “Close!” but I sacrificed some strands of hair and took him as 

deeply as I could. He came hard into my throat and I concentrated on 

swallowing, almost running out of breath by the time he had finished. I barely 

had time to recover before he pulled me to my feet and shoved me back 

against the tiles, one hand circling my dick. What he did with that hand sent 

me to heaven. He could have snapped my dick off with the flick of a finger I 

was so hard; he was rough then gentle, quick then tortuously slow and all the 

while he was crushing my lips into submission. I wonder how he felt when I 

screamed my release with his tongue down my throat? 

He was holding me up with an arm around my waist, stroking my ass 

softly. My legs were jelly, my insides no better. He chuckled, turned the water 

off then passed me a towel. 

“Get dressed. You have to work tonight.” 

 

*** 

  

Spikes was busier than ever that night.  Robbie stood and guarded the 

door to the staff room while I squeezed myself into the leather and latex of 

my uniform.  I was more aware than I had ever been of how tight the clothes 

were as Robbie’s dark eyes roamed the length of my body.  He didn't speak, 

he didn't have to, I could see what he was thinking.   

“Don’t look at me like that.” He just raised one eyebrow and grinned, 

then turned and disappeared into the club.   



The hours passed slowly as I heaved drinks between crowded tables.  

It was hot and the dry ice the band was using swirled around my knees.  

Midnight came and went and my shirt went with it.  I felt more self-conscious 

than usual as the punters stripped the rest of my clothes with their eyes.   

Every now and again and I would spot Robbie making sure I was 

okay.  There had been no sign so far of Urquhart’s henchman but it was 

crowded and I could easily have missed him.  As the last customer was 

kicked out of the door, Robbie indicated he would wait outside in the alley 

while I changed.  I traded leather trousers for faded jeans and pulled on a 

navy T-shirt and sweater.  Everyone else had gone so I left by the fire exit as 

usual knowing that all I had to do was push it shut behind me to lock up.  

I couldn't see Robbie when I got out there but it took a while for my 

eyes to adjust to the dim light.  The street lamp in front of the club had been 

smashed yet again and I could see orange shards of glass glinting on the 

pavement.   I shrugged and walked down the alley a little way.  

“Robbie, where are you?” I was just starting to get a niggling feeling of 

unease when he appeared, silhouetted against the brighter light at the end of 

the alley.  It wasn't until he got quite close to me that I realized he was being 

followed and that the man pressed close behind him had a gun shoved 

against his head.  There was blood running down Robbie’s face from a cut 

above his eye and he looked a little dazed.  The two of them stopped and two 

more men appeared at the end of the alley blocking any escape route.  One of 

them, not somebody I recognized, stepped forwards. 

“If you want your friend to survive the night, you’ll come with us 

quietly Jay.  It’s you we want and I would dearly like to avoid collateral 

damage.” 

“Don't do it Jay.” Robbie growled the words and another blow 

connected with his jaw as reward. 

“Stop it. Don't hurt him.”  I took a shaky step towards them, “Leave 

him alone.” 

“What happens next is in your power Jay.” 



I swallowed.  My worst fears were coming true.  I had never wanted 

anyone else to get involved in my problems but now Robbie had a gun to his 

head.  There was no way I was going to let anything happen to him when 

there was an alternative.   

I held up my hands and walked slowly towards them, choking back a 

sob.  I heard the thud of the gun against Robbie’s head and turned to see him 

crumple to the ground in slow motion. I tried to go to him but two men 

grasped my upper arms. 

“Don't worry your pretty little head about him, he'll be fine.” 

A pair of handcuffs snapped tightly around my wrists and I was 

pushed roughly towards a parked limousine. 

“You've caused us a great deal of trouble.” 

The street was deserted and as far as I knew, nobody witnessed me 

being pushed into the back of the car.  There was a man on either side of me 

and my arms were crushed painfully behind me.  A gag was shoved into my 

mouth and tied tightly behind my head. 

“Let's go, this little shit has to answer to the boss.” 



Chapter 3 

 

The murky light of a new dawn crept over the concrete horizon as the 

limousine pulled down a quiet Westminster side street. It ended with the 

muddy water of the Thames and I wondered briefly what a property in this 

street must cost. Andrew Urquhart either came from money or he was 

supplementing his politician’s income with some shady dealings.  

Reaching the last house in the row, the car turned into a drive that 

sloped sharply downwards to a garage doorway that rose automatically at 

our approach. The space beneath the house was easily big enough to store 

three cars. It must have been below the level of the river and it smelt vaguely 

of the water.  

I shivered in the dank atmosphere as I was pulled unceremoniously 

from the back of the car, or perhaps if I’m honest it was from fear. Still 

handcuffed and gagged, I was shoved through a door then up a set of 

concrete steps. A second door at the top opened into a large kitchen filled 

with the kind of high-end catering equipment you might find in a restaurant. 

There was a narrow, barred window on one wall, just below ceiling height, 

which told me we were still at basement level.  

I glanced around, searching for anything that might have potential as a 

weapon, but there were no conveniently placed knife-blocks, weighted pans 

or crockery that might have inflicted damage on the two apes holding my 

arms. It was academic anyway. With my hands handcuffed behind me I 

didn’t stand a chance. 

In one corner of the room was a large dog cage, currently containing 

nothing but a ragged blanket. It must house a pretty big dog and I wondered 

where it was. The attention of an aggressive German shepherd was not 

something that I wanted to attract. Five minutes later I was wishing there was 

a pet pooch around because then it probably would have objected to me being 

shoved into it’s sleeping accommodation. I struggled and fought but it was a 

waste of energy. They forced me to crawl into the cage and padlocked the 



small door behind me. There was just enough room to sit up, or lie down if I 

bent my legs, but that was it. The two goons had a good laugh, prodding at 

me through the bars with the end of a rolling pin. It hurt and I couldn’t get 

away, so in the end I lay on my side and faced away from them so that they 

couldn’t see the pain or humiliation on my face. 

Eventually they got bored and sat talking at the kitchen table. They 

discussed football, dog racing and some girl they both fancied, but nothing of 

importance. Aching and cramped I drifted into an uncomfortable doze and 

tried not to think about what might happen next.  

There was one of those big, old-fashioned school clocks on the wall 

that ticked loudly enough to ensure I was constantly reminded of its presence. 

So when the door opened and a new face arrived, I knew it was a little after 

ten o’ clock. My two watchmen stood and their faces took on a veneer of 

respect so I guessed this man had to be someone important. I opened my eyes 

just a crack and examined him through my lashes. He was slim and 

expensively dressed in a tailored three-piece suit. He was clean-shaven, his 

light brown hair receding at the temples. I guessed he must be in his early 

forties or thereabouts but his unlined skin made it difficult to tell. His eyes 

made the biggest impression though, small, dark and set too close together. 

They gave the impression he was continually squinting. They were cold, flat 

and emotionless. He turned and stared at me dispassionately, showing no 

surprise that there was a boy imprisoned in his kitchen. I wondered how 

many others had suffered similar punishment before me. 

When he finally spoke his voice was thin and reedy, but authoritative.  

“He’s awake. You know what to do with him. Make sure he is properly 

prepared or you will answer to me.” 

He turned on a well-shod heel and left. As soon as the door closed, 

various gestures were made in its direction and none of them were polite. 

“Fucking cocksucker. Who made him God?” 

“It’s whose cock he’s sucking that’s important. Remember that.” 



There was a grunt and a shrug, “Rather him than me. I’d lay money 

that Urquhart’s dick is as poisonous as his heart.” 

His companion snorted agreement, “Then it’s a bloody good job that 

he doesn’t fancy either of us!” 

“You however, are a different matter.” He leaned over my cage and 

spat through the bars, “I’m sure he’s going to have a lot of fun with a pretty 

little thing like you.” 

Thankfully the lid of the dog cage lifted off so they didn’t drag me out 

the same small doorway I’d gone in through. After several hours bent into a 

foetal position with my arms pulled painfully behind me, I could barely force 

my tortured muscles to move. The gag came off and took some of my skin 

with it. I hadn’t realised that numb lips was a recognized condition but I think 

I could have kissed Godzilla at that point and not felt a thing. 

The handcuffs were removed and I resisted the temptation to massage 

my bruised flesh. I’d be damned if I was going to let these bastards know how 

much I was hurting. I looked from one goon to the other, “Well? What now? I 

suppose you two beat the crap out of me?” 

I think a beating might have been a more enjoyable option. I was 

escorted up two flights of stairs and along a corridor where I literally sank 

into the carpet the pile was that deep. Halfway along I was stopped while a 

door was opened to reveal a large bathroom. Every wall was mirrored and I 

was confronted by my own image reflected back at me over and over. The 

man I saw looked exhausted, dirty and bruised but the spark of defiance in 

my blue eyes remained. My treatment so far and what had been done to 

Robbie, just served to make me even more determined not to give in to my 

fear. 

“Ok Jay, you can call me Steve and my friend here is Chas. We have to 

get you ready for a meeting with Mr. Urquhart and he has made some very 

particular specifications regarding your appearance. You can make this as 

easy or as difficult as you like, the end result will be the same.” 

 



I didn’t understand what was going on. I was standing in a bathroom 

with two blokes who could have been part of an experiment to identify the 

missing link and they didn’t appear to be going anywhere. 

“Strip.” Chas was a lot less conversational than his mate but a lot more 

direct. I backed up against the sink and shook my head slowly. 

“That wasn’t a suggestion Jay, it was an order. Let me make this nice 

and plain. You can undress yourself and take a shower, or Chas here will hold 

you down while I tear your fucking clothes off. Now, what’s it to be?” 

Chas took one menacing step towards me and I decided that dignity 

was no longer an essential part of my life. My fingers were suddenly clumsy 

as I grappled with buttons and zips but soon I was standing there in my 

skimpy white shorts.  

Steve gave an exaggerated sigh, “Don’t be shy Jay. I’m sure you don’t 

normally shower in your underwear.” 

I wasn’t quick enough for Chas who growled impatiently then ripped 

my shorts down before propelling me into the double width cubicle. I covered 

myself with my hands as he leaned past me to turn on the powerful spray. 

“There’s soap, shampoo and a razor in there. Use them. You’ve got five 

minutes.” 

“You want me to shave in the shower?” Sometimes I could be 

remarkably slow on the uptake but in my defense, it had been a stressful 

night. 

Steve smirked unpleasantly, “You can shave your face afterwards. 

Everything else you do in there… be careful not to cut yourself.” 

“You’ve got to be fucking joking?” 

Steve shook his head with a grin, “I can always ask Chas here to give 

you a helping hand.” 

“No! No. I’ll do it.” 

Thank God for steam. At least that spared me the humiliation of the 

two of them watching as I struggled to shave myself. For once I was grateful I 

had so little body hair. It all took time and I was still rinsing my hair when 



Steve pushed the cubicle door open. I climbed out, dripping and shivering, 

hoping there would be a towel to hand but apparently I had to pass 

inspection first. Chas checked everywhere, and I do mean everywhere. He 

grunted and threw me a small towel that just about fitted around my waist. 

There was a fresh disposable razor next to the sink and a small can of shaving 

foam. I took the hint and lathered my face before scraping away the light 

layer of stubble. 

“Dry your hair.” 

The only available towel was the one around my waist. I felt the prick 

of tears in my eyes and fought down my simmering emotions. 

When my hair was just damp, the towel was taken away. Chas gripped 

my arm and pulled me down the corridor to another room. I didn’t resist. The 

idea of being caught stark naked in the corridor by some unsuspecting maid 

was a good motivator. The new room contained a bed and a chest of drawers 

but little else. It still reeked of money, with heavy, ornate drapes at the 

window and a Persian rug over the cream carpet. The contrast with Robbie’s 

house and its understated luxury was dramatic. This place made me feel more 

than a bit nauseous. 

A sharp slap across my bare ass brought me back to reality. 

“Those are for you. Get dressed.” Chas gestured at some clothes laid 

out on the bed.  

There wasn’t much – a pair of boxer briefs made from black fishnet and 

a pair of low rise black jeans made from the softest denim I’d ever felt. There 

was no shirt and no footwear. I pulled the underwear on and might as well 

have gone commando. I wondered what Robbie would have thought of them 

and swallowed. I wouldn’t mind him seeing me in them, but anyone else? No 

way.  

The trousers were a perfect fit, tight around my ass and thighs but not 

constrictingly so. They sat uncomfortably low, below the line of my hipbone 

and I could feel the flush on my cheekbones as I turned into Steve’s evil 

smirk. 



“Well don’t you look a picture?” He threw me a comb, “Sort your hair 

out Goldilocks.”  

I scowled and raked it through my tangled locks. 

“Better. Chas, do the honours please.”  

I think it was the first time I’d seen him smile and it wasn’t a pleasant 

sight. He pulled handcuffs from his pocket and dangled them from one 

finger. I shivered and had to stop myself from begging him not to put them 

on. He twisted my arms behind my back and I winced as the cold metal 

snapped shut around my bruised wrists. 

“Time to meet the boss.” 

I had to wonder about all this meticulous preparation. If Urquhart 

wanted me dead he’d had plenty of opportunity. Why was he risking 

everything by getting so close to me? I didn’t have much time to consider his 

motivation as I was pushed and prodded along another anonymous corridor 

and up yet another flight of stairs. I’m not too proud to admit that I was 

scared, but my fear was tempered by a healthy dose of pissed off. It still felt 

like I was being taken to my own execution. 

The house was eerily quiet. We were in central London and I would 

have expected to be able to hear the sound of traffic even if it was muted, but 

this place seemed to cut out the outside world completely. Our little 

procession came to a halt outside a pair of double doors at the end of a hall. 

Chas tightened his iron grip on my bicep and I winced at the bruises I knew 

he was enjoying creating. I tested his mood and tried to pull away. 

“Keep still you fucker.” His hand connected with the back of my head 

but then he stroked my hair back into place with a growl. So. Urquhart 

wouldn’t like it if I wasn’t presented perfectly. My stomach knotted. If 

someone like Chas was so careful around him what kind of monster was he 

really? 

Steve disappeared through the doors while Chas and I stood in silence, 

waiting for him to return. My legs started to feel a bit shaky and had there 

been any hair left on my body I’m pretty sure it would have been standing on 



end. When the door opened again I jumped like a startled rabbit. Christ, I 

really needed to get a grip. 

Steve pulled the door wide and gestured for us to come inside. Chas’s 

shove propelled me into a vast study, lined with shelves of leather bound 

books that had probably never been opened. Behind a massive mahogany 

desk, Andrew Urquhart reclined in a leather chair. He was leaning back, 

hands behind his head, smiling smugly. He wore a white button down shirt 

and striped blue tie. 

There was something about him that made me think of a snake. Cold, 

emotionless, even his unpleasant smile didn't reach his eyes. The way I was 

dressed made me feel totally vulnerable and I realised that this whole ritual of 

preparation had been designed for exactly that purpose, to ensure that I was 

off balance and as uncomfortable as possible. 

A flick of carefully manicured fingers sent Chas and Steve away, the 

door whispering closed behind them. I wished they had stayed. At least their 

barely controlled aggression was recognisable for what it was; Urquhart 

seemed a lot more dangerous and unpredictable. 

"Hello Jay. It's nice to see you again." When he spoke his voice was 

quiet, sibilant; I half expected to see a forked tongue flicker from between the 

tight line of his lips. He stood up slowly and behind my back I clenched my 

hands into fists. Metal pressed into my wrists and I welcomed the pain as a 

reminder of exactly why I was here. 

"I've been looking forward to this moment for some time." 

I didn't reply but held his narrow gaze with a bravery I certainly didn't 

feel. Urquhart leaned back against the edge of his desk and looked at me with 

thoughtful contemplation. "I've had quite a few sleepless nights to consider 

what to do with you. Now you are finally here… I may have to rethink a 

little." 

He picked up a letter opener and began to play with it, twisting the 

sharp blade between pale fingers. Too pale – I realised that he was wearing 

latex gloves. 



"I had forgotten just how attractive you are." 

My eyes followed the silver blade in his hand as he took two steps 

towards me. I took one back. 

"Keep still. There's nowhere for you to run. Behave yourself and you 

might stay in one piece for just a little longer." 

His words didn't give me much confidence in my life expectancy, but 

buying time seemed like a good idea so I stood still and didn't move as he 

approached and circled slowly behind me. I still flinched when the cold tip of 

the knife grazed my bare shoulder and ran down the top of my arm. A thin 

line of red appeared on my skin proving just how sharp the blade was. He 

brushed the back of my neck with gloved fingers then trailed them down my 

spine to rest lightly on my hip. He was so close behind me I could feel the 

warmth of his breath. 

"I wonder Jay what you think I should do with someone who has 

caused me as much trouble as you have? How do you think you should repay 

the not insignificant cost of tracking you down?" 

"I've paid a high enough price for your actions already. Murderer." My 

mouth was very dry and my voice cracked a little as I finally summoned the 

courage to speak to him.  

My words didn't stop the passage of his hand across my chest, but he 

pinched each nipple viciously in response and I gasped at the sudden pain. 

"Such an emotive word. But then you do wear your heart on your 

sleeve don't you Jay? The moment you saw my ring that night, what you 

knew was written all over your pretty face." 

His hands were wandering now, touching and stroking, pinching and 

twisting my nipples again and again until they burned.  

 

When he hit me it came as a complete surprise. I hadn't seen his hand 

rise, hadn't braced myself for the impact, so when his fist connected with my 

face I was propelled backwards, crashing into a bookcase. I stayed upright, 

just. The taste of my own blood did nothing for my composure and it 



probably wasn't the most sensible idea in the world to retaliate, but I did. I 

lowered my head and ran at him. He was still recovering his balance from 

throwing the punch and I was rewarded with a satisfying grunt as the air 

whooshed from his lungs. It didn't stop him getting in another blow and this 

time I lost my balance completely, landing awkwardly on my side, unable to 

protect myself from the fall. My shoulder took most of the impact and I felt 

ligaments tear, crying out against the agonising pain.  

Urquhart was at his desk, pulling something from a drawer. Before I 

knew what was happening a needle punctured my flesh and a syringe was 

emptied into a vein. He twisted his hand into my hair and pulled me to my 

knees, yanking my head back. 

"You've caused me enough aggravation you little fuck, but dying 

quick's too easy for you." Spittle flecked my cheek and I tried to pull back but 

Urquhart was prepared this time and I couldn't get away from him. His face 

was mottled red, his eyes bright with anger, all his calm control gone in an 

instant. “The drug in your system will work quickly. You will feel everything 

I do to you, be completely aware of what’s happening to you, but you’ll be 

incapable of resisting me. Can you feel it yet? Like lead in your limbs?” He 

hissed his vitriol into my ear, digging his nails into my damaged shoulder. 

To my horror a heavy heat spread through my body; movement 

became impossible. Urquhart pushed me down onto the floor and stood over 

me grinning. 

“Now. You just lie there and relax.” 

I could still feel the throbbing ache in my shoulder and the pain of my 

bound arms crushed beneath me. The sting of my cut lip and ache of my 

bruised face were all too real, but I could move little more than my eyes. It 

was terrifying.  

When Urquhart knelt across me and brushed the tips of his gloved 

fingers across my stomach the horror must have shown in my eyes because 

his smile spoke of intense satisfaction. He loosened his tie and pulled it off, 

then carefully rolled up his shirtsleeves until they were at exactly the same 



point above his elbows. His movements were precise, meticulous. He paused 

to brush an imaginary piece of lint from a cuff then met my eyes with a gaze 

that projected pure evil. 

Every single muscle I possessed strained to move. My body was trying 

to meet its obligations for fight or flight response but the drug in my system 

crushed those instincts mercilessly. Mentally I screamed as Urquhart slid cold 

fingers beneath my waistband and pressed them into my flesh before flicking 

open the stud fastener. He slid the short zip down, pressing deliberately 

downwards, making sure I knew what his intentions were. 

“I had these jeans ordered especially for you. They look good on you; 

you have a model’s body. Looks too – shame you’re not a bit taller.” He 

seemed to be talking to himself rather than to me. “You’ll look even better 

without them though.” 

I felt the denim slide down my thighs and brush my calves as the jeans 

were slowly removed. I couldn’t raise my head but I didn’t have to see to 

know that Urquhart was staring at my dick through black fishnet. My skin 

chilled as sweat began to break out on my body. My heart was pounding and 

my breath came in short, shallow gasps. He hadn’t touched me yet and I was 

already heading towards panic. Fuck, what a wuss! I gave myself a mental 

slap in the face and tried to think more clearly. Okay, I was hurting, but pain 

meant I was alive. My position wasn’t exactly enjoyable, but I’d faced 

degradation and humiliation at Spikes every night for months and survived. I 

could live through whatever Urquhart had planned. 

When he touched me my mind shifted into reverse and I did a mental 

u-turn that any politician would have been proud of. I think if I had been 

physically able I would have convulsed. I could feel the bile rising in my 

throat and hot tears slipped from my eyes. 

He ran his finger the length of my left thigh, down the outside and 

then up the inside. My muscles twitched as he stroked my skin softly. 

“So smooth…” 



He was talking to himself while his fingers drifted, then he started to 

touch the net of those stupid bloody shorts. Fishnet, Christ, it was like a 

flashback to some bad eighties movie, but it didn’t stop me feeling his 

fingertips through each individual hole. 

“So much prettier shaved….” 

He laid his open palm across my limp cock and squeezed lightly. 

“Small but perfectly formed…” 

Oh, for fuck’s sake. Small! Now he was adding insult to injury. It was 

just what I needed to reignite the spark of defiance within me. I strained 

against the paralysis and was rewarded as my head lifted a little. The drug 

was starting to wear off. 

I don’t know if it was the drugs or my disgust, but my cock failed to 

respond to Urquhart’s increasingly urgent manipulation. He growled his 

frustration and tore the shorts down to my knees to get better access. Then he 

really started to hurt me, pulling and squeezing my cock and balls as if 

increased violence could force an erection out of me. 

He pushed my legs further apart and began to grope beneath me, 

pushing his fingers towards my vulnerable entrance, probing and prodding. 

The first digit breached me like a stick of flaming dynamite and my neck 

chorded with the strain of an unvoiced scream. He was forcing his fat finger, 

wrapped in rubber and without any lubrication, into my virgin channel and it 

was agonizing. 

He laughed and withdrew before rolling me carelessly onto my front. 

The skimpy shorts were ripped completely away and he pulled my ass cheeks 

apart and stabbed his finger into me again. 

My wrists pushed hard against restraining metal and tears flooded my 

face, dampening the carpet beneath my cheek as he tore into my body with a 

second finger, then a third, fucking me mercilessly. I prayed he wouldn’t 

follow up with another part of his anatomy even as he withdrew roughly and 

slapped me hard over and over again. 



Then his weight was gone and I forced my head around to see what he 

was doing. He had another syringe in his hand, saw me watching and 

squirted a little of the liquid into the air. 

“When they find your body, dumped in some dingy alley with the 

trash, you’ll be just another junky whore who’s turned his last trick. I’ll 

comfort your grieving family at your funeral and sympathise with your father 

over his errant son. I look good in black…” 

The needle sank into my flesh and was discarded, but strangely the last 

thing I thought I heard as he knelt across me again was the sound of 

splintering wood. Then everything went dark. 

 

*** 

 

Another fucking hospital. Unbelievable. I knew even before I opened 

my eyes where I was. You just can’t mistake that smell of industrial strength 

disinfectant. As I hauled myself through the white fog of semi-consciousness I 

think I was mildly surprised to be waking up at all. Then the pain started and 

I realised that being awake was maybe not such a good place to be. 

My anguished moan brought rapid footsteps to my bedside then the 

warmth of something flushing my veins. A cushion of mild euphoria and 

pain fading to a mild ache followed it. 

“Better?” A pink clad nurse came into focus. 

I nodded, relieved to find I could move again. 

“Ok sweetie. Just relax a while and I’ll fetch the doctor.” 

My field of vision expanded, it was a little blurry around the edges and 

I tried to concentrate. This was definitely not a normal hospital. Low lighting, 

subtle colours and pictures on the walls were a complete giveaway. The flat 

screen and a jug of iced water on the bedside table sealed the deal. This was a 

private clinic and an expensive one by the look of it. 

The door to my room swooshed open and I looked up, expecting to see 

the doctor but instead there was a gorgeous man mountain of leather. 



Robbie’s eyes were red-rimmed, his hair tangled – he looked like he hadn’t 

slept in a while – but when his eyes met mine his face cracked into a beaming 

smile. 

“Hey sleepyhead.” He took two long paces to the edge of my bed and 

picked up my hand, rubbing his thumb across my palm. “How are you 

feeling?” 

“Better now you’re here. What the hell happened Robbie, where am I?” 

He squeezed my hand and laid it gently back on the covers. “I can 

answer the second part – you’re in a private clinic in London. As for the first 

part, that will take a little longer and I don’t want to tire you out.” 

I started to protest but he gave me his best behave yourself look and I 

subsided back onto the pillows. Whatever drugs I’d been given were making 

me drowsy and I felt cushioned from reality. The world was in soft focus. 

Even the hard planes of Robbie’s body seemed less defined.  

“You’re so handsome…” I heard myself giggle and wondered at the 

same time what there was to laugh about. Robbie smiled indulgently and 

tousled my hair as if I was an errant child. 

“I think you need to rest Jay. Close your eyes. I’ll be here when you 

wake up again, I promise.” 

He was true to his word and when I did come back to the land of the 

living for the second time he was asleep in the chair next to my bed. He 

looked much younger in sleep and I realised that I didn’t actually know how 

old he was. At that moment he didn’t look much more than thirty, if that. As 

if sensing I was awake, his eyes flickered open and his forehead creased with 

concern. 

“How do you feel? Shall I fetch the Doc?” 

“No. It’s okay.” I took a moment to test the aches in my body. My 

shoulder hurt the most and I could feel heavy strapping around it, keeping it 

still. My face ached and my lower lip seemed tight and swollen. What 

worried me more was the relentless, throbbing ache in my ass. 



I lifted a shaking hand to brush the hair out of my eyes and winced at 

the livid bruising around my wrists. 

“Urquhart?” 

Robbie scowled. “When the police got to you, you were alone. They 

made a lot of noise getting in to the house. Unfortunately that piece of slime 

had plenty of time to get away. The only person they found at the house apart 

from you was his personal assistant and he denied that Urquhart had even 

been there.” 

“He was there Robbie, it was him that did all this…” my voice broke 

and I shut my eyes in despair. 

“Jay…” he stroked my cheek, “Jay… look at me.” 

My eyes flickered open again. 

“I believe you, but without proof there’s little we can do.” 

“How the hell can they explain away a drugged, handcuffed boy in a 

politician’s private study?” 

“An act of charity. You weren’t cuffed when we found you. The story 

is that Urquhart’s secretary saw you lying in the street, picked you up in his 

car and took you back to the house. His story was that he was in the process 

of calling an ambulance as it would be quicker than fighting the traffic to get 

you to a hospital in the car.” 

“Fuck. And what about you? How did you explain breaking in to the 

house?” 

Robbie looked a little embarrassed. “I wasn’t there myself Jay, a friend 

of mine in the force called in a few favours and the Met responded to an 

anonymous tip-off that an armed robbery was in progress. It was pure 

guesswork that Urquhart would be arrogant enough to have you taken to his 

own home. Fucker thinks he’s untouchable.” 

“Well he is, isn’t he? He’s just proved it.” 

Robbie blinked. “We’ll see.” 



“What aren’t you telling me, Robbie?” But that was it. He reverted to 

type and I got no more information out of him other than an enigmatically 

raised eyebrow. 

 

 

Two days later I was allowed home. I’d spent most of those days 

protesting that I was fine and should be allowed to leave but Robbie, bastard, 

sided with the doctor and ensured I was confined to bed. The drugs had 

cleared my system but left me weak and shaky. I had to admit I still felt pretty 

awful but the bruises were healing and the doc assured me (after the most 

humiliating exam I’ve ever had) that I’d suffered no permanent damage down 

below. Urquhart had apparently used more than just his fingers on my ass, 

he’d used some kind of implement and he hadn’t been gentle. I was thankful 

that the drugs had fogged my memory of the abuse. 

Robbie waited patiently while I dressed in the new clothes he had 

brought then escorted me from the building, one hand on the small of my 

back as if he was afraid I would fall. It felt good. Robbie’s powerful bike was 

out front but so was a chauffeur driven car, which he ushered me towards. He 

didn’t give me a chance to complain, just shoved me into the back seat.  

“Sit. Rest. I’ll be right behind you.” 

I gave him a salacious grin, and he rolled his eyes as he slammed the 

door on my implied innuendo. The car was a good decision. I doubted I 

would have been a safe passenger on the back of the bike and by the time we 

reached home I was nodding off. Of course when I say home I mean Robbie’s 

house. He allowed no debate as he took me inside, stood watching with his 

arms folded as I undressed, then tucked me into bed. 

The next two days were something of a blur and the week that 

followed brought a gradual reduction in my aches and pains. I watched the 

news, eager for some sign Urquhart had been arrested but there was no 

mention of him at all. I surfed the web on Robbie’s computer, looking for local 

constituency information, but the only story I could find referred to some 



obscure trade exchange abroad. In the end Robbie changed his password and 

banned me from doing anything more stressful than playing solitaire. Every 

time I came off the damned machine I felt depressed and a nagging fear ate 

into my bones. 

As soon as I was well enough, Robbie made sure I took regular trips to 

the gym, and it did help. That bastard Adam might look as though butter 

wouldn’t melt but he was a remorseless slave driver when it came to my 

fitness. 

After a particularly nasty evening session that left me soaked with 

sweat and aching everywhere I dismounted stiffly from the pillion seat, took 

off my helmet and gave Robbie a world class scowl. He stowed his own gear 

with a slight smile and then looked at me strangely. I was standing on the 

pavement wearing a tight black t-shirt, heavy leather bike trousers and boots. 

The t-shirt was clinging damply to my body from the residual heat of the 

leather jacket I had just shrugged off and my hair was still tousled from a 

combination of helmet hair and showering at the gym. 

Robbie towered over me and for a moment just looked me up and 

down, then he seemed to come to a decision. 

“Fuck it. I don’t have the patience for martyrdom, though you could 

challenge the morals of a saint.” 

Before I knew what was happening he picked me up and threw me 

over his shoulder, one hand pressed firmly against my ass to stop me falling. I 

squirmed and kicked but it was no use. He shoved the front door open and 

took the stairs two at a time as if I weighed nothing. Then I was weightless, 

sailing through the air to land on the enormous bed in the master bedroom. 

As I shuffled as close to the safety of the headboard as I could get, 

Robbie stripped off his own t-shirt in one smooth motion. I couldn’t restrain 

my gasp at the sight of his dark-furred chest and the fascinating trail of hair 

that lead downwards. His chest muscles flexed as he looked down on me and 

suddenly I felt small and delicate. 



“I can’t take it any more Jay, looking at you every day and not having 

you. You’re so beautiful. I know I don’t deserve you…but I thought, after the 

shower the other week, that you might feel something too?” 

It was a long sentence for Robbie. He seemed to take the fact that I 

stayed on the bed as encouragement. He kicked off his boots and yanked 

down his leathers. He wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Oh. My. God. I 

closed my unattractively gaping mouth and met his eyes. For once I had 

nothing to say. Instead I pulled off my own t-shirt and gave him a small, 

anxious smile. 

He bent over me, his massive erection prodding my thigh, and gently 

removed the rest of my clothes. His movements were assured and confident, 

mine nervous and shaky. I tried to relax back against the pillows as he knelt 

across me but couldn’t restrain the twitch as he touched me for the first time. 

“Relax Jay. I promise I won’t hurt you. This only goes as far as you 

want it too.” 

His huge, hard hands began to stroke my pale skin as if I was the 

tiniest kitten and I responded with a purr. The blonde down on my legs had 

grown back but I had decided to keep my groin shaved – the itch of the 

gradually returning hair had been too much to stand. Robbie stroked my 

limbs, brushed the back of his fingers across my taught stomach and followed 

the curve of my neck and shoulders with the pad of his thumbs. He went 

nowhere near my cock, or even my ultra sensitive nipples, and I wanted to 

scream at him in frustration. Slowly he moved closer, brushing my inner 

thighs, circling the swollen nubs on my hairless chest. Every now and again 

his hardness would press into me, reminding me of just how big he was, 

leaving cool trails of his excitement on my skin. 

He wetted his thumbs and began to agitate my nipples. My back 

arched and I moaned over his chuckle of amusement. 

“Like that huh?”  

His tongue and the gentle nipping of even white teeth replaced his 

thumbs. His beard scraped against my skin and I bucked in ecstasy. He kept 



on laving my sensitive flesh and reached down between my legs to firmly 

grasp my throbbing dick. 

“Oh! Holy crap!” 

Two strokes, maybe three, and I came all over his hand, shuddering 

and gasping from the sheer pleasure of it. 

Robbie gave me time to recover before neatly rolling on to his back and 

sitting me across his lap. He grabbed a condom from the bedside table then 

ripped the packet open with his teeth. He rolled it on then slicked his gloved 

cock with my juices and gave me a serious look. 

“I’m big enough to hurt you Jay. Are you sure about this?” 

“I’ve wanted you for months Robbie. I want you to be my first.” 

“Wait.” His hand clamped across my thigh. “You’re a virgin?” 

I nodded, worried that it would put him off but not prepared to lie. 

He twisted to the side and pulled a bottle of lube from the nightstand. 

“You might want to use this as well then!” He grinned like a little boy with a 

new toy. “Take your time.”  

His hands grasped my hips but he applied no pressure. I took one of 

his hands and squeezed clear gel onto his fingers. 

“Stretch me?” 

My dick was already half-hard again, but as his first finger penetrated 

my protective ring of muscle, it seemed to jump to attention. 

It hurt a little but not nearly so much as when Urquhart had assaulted 

me. I nodded my assent and a second finger joined the first to create a slow 

burn. Robbie cupped my ass with his other hand as I fucked myself on his 

fingers, slowly at first and then faster. It felt so damn good! 

I still had no idea how my body was ever going to accommodate 

Robbie’s massive cock, but I couldn’t wait any longer. I tugged his hand away 

and spent a few happy moments tormenting him as I slicked lube up and 

down his length. He returned the favour by smoothing more gel around my 

hole and gave me an encouraging smile. 



It was all down to me. I spread my legs wide and sank down until I 

could feel his tip nudging my entrance. He’d stretched me enough that the 

first inch was not too bad. I must have got a little complacent because I moved 

a bit quicker and gasped at the pain caused by the next two. Fuck it hurt, and 

there were at least another seven inches to go. I panted, relaxed my muscles 

as best I could and slowly sank down on him. It seemed like hours but was 

probably just a few seconds during which I couldn’t move. Impaled by a red-

hot poker, that’s how it felt. I was so full. Gradually I opened my eyes and 

gazed down into Robbie’s dark ones. He looked like he was in pain too and I 

realised belatedly that just lying there must be agonizing for him. My muscles 

wouldn’t work. I tapped the huge hands around my hips and he took the 

hint, raising and lowering me just a little. I gasped as the movement agitated 

the delicate bundle of nerves inside me. Robbie growled. He began to lift me 

further and further, lowering me gently at first, then dropping me so that my 

ass hit his thighs with a slap. Once the pain faded to a dull throb I could 

concentrate on the intense pleasure. I know I screamed, laughed, cried – all 

together I think – but when Robbie came inside me he squeezed my cock and 

I joined him in a release that was emotional as well as physical. 

Robbie softened inside me as I snuggled into his chest. 

“Are you okay?” he murmured and I felt the vibrations of his deep 

voice and the gentle tug of his fingers in my hair. 

“Mmm,” was all I could manage in response as I drifted into a deep, 

dreamless sleep. 

 

When I woke the next morning, aching and sore, I was a little relieved 

the bed next to me was empty. A naked Robbie might have been too tempting 

to resist and my ass definitely needed some recuperation time. I showered, 

shaved, threw on some clothes and headed downstairs. There was a cryptic 

note on the kitchen table. Turn on the TV; this could be the best day of your life. I 

doubted that. Making love with Robbie would take some beating. 

 



A single story dominated all the morning news programmes. MP 

Andrew Urquhart, rising star of the government, was sought in connection 

with a series of frauds, and on suspicion of diverting weapons meant for the 

British Army to a whole range of unpleasant dictators around the globe.  

 “Oh!” I gasped as my father appeared on the screen voicing his 

suspicions and claiming to have detailed evidence of Urquhart’s crimes. I 

hardly heard the rest of the piece as my own photo flashed up on the screen 

and details of my disappearance were made public. Suspicion of kidnap, 

threatening behaviour… the list went on and on. 

I sat on the floor, muscles jellified. Could the nightmare really be over? 

The front door clicked open and my heart pounded. “Robbie…” my voice 

trailed into silence because the person that appeared in the doorway wasn’t 

Robbie but my Dad, tears in his eyes, arms held out. I flung myself into his 

welcoming embrace, tears flooding my face, just aware of Robbie’s looming 

presence behind him. 

The flurry of apologies and emotion gradually calmed. I sat with my 

shaking hands clasped around a mug of tea and listened as my father 

explained how he had had suspicions about Urquhart for some time. The 

dinner I had so grudgingly attended had been designed to tempt him into an 

indiscretion. To his shame, my father admitted I had been the bait, hence his 

insistence that I was there. Of course he had no idea about the ring, or the 

attack I had witnessed. The timing has just been disastrously coincidental. 

“Of course, in the end, it worked. Urquhart was so obsessed with 

getting his hands on you that he began to make silly mistakes and the 

evidence began to build. Then Robbie here came to find me…” Dad laughed 

at my obvious surprise. “You have a good friend there son.” He watched my 

face, “More than a friend?” 

I nodded, my face burning. To my utter shock my stern father stood 

and shook Robbie’s enormous hand.  

“I couldn’t be more pleased. Robbie is a fine man. And he won’t take 

any of your … sorry. I promised myself I wouldn’t revert to type.” 



I laughed and hugged him. “Dad, I missed you yelling at me. Just be 

you. I want everything back to normal.” 

 

*** 

 

It was almost three weeks before Urquhart surfaced with a mouthful of 

lame excuses that didn’t prevent his arrest. I returned home to my family then 

moved back to Robbie’s place after clearing out my tatty bedsit. We both met 

up with Conor and his boyfriend Alex at Spikes one night. I found it highly 

amusing that Alex was so over-protective; Conor was a policeman after all. 

Conor seemed resigned to it however and gazed at Alex with adoring eyes. I 

had to admit they made a stunning couple and I hoped that Robbie and I 

would always look at each other that way.  

Robbie told me later that Alex had been instrumental in my rescue 

from Urquhart’s house, having used his connections to get things done. I 

wished I had been able to thank him. 

“He wouldn’t want that Jay. He’s just happy everything has turned out 

well for you.” 

There was still the trial to face and a return to college to finish my 

degree. No more working at Spikes thank God, but I was going to help out at 

the gym so I could contribute to my keep. I wasn’t comfortable relying on 

Robbie even though he was happy to support me while I studied. 

I sighed as he wrapped his strong arms around me and slipped my 

hand into his trousers to stroke his massive cock. It was iron as usual – fuck 

the man had stamina. He bent to kiss me, scraping his beard across my 

smooth face.  

“Behave!” 

I shook my head and carried on groping happily. The nearest soft 

surface was the hearthrug and I soon found myself unceremoniously stripped 

and dumped onto it. Robbie pushed my legs back and gave my ass a firm 

smack. My leaking dick betrayed my excitement as he stripped then pulled 



my legs over his shoulders. I don’t know where the lube came from but gave 

thanks that Robbie was always prepared. At least he didn’t need to hunt for 

condoms now we had agreed to go bare. Despite his strength he was always 

gentle with me and I was usually the one begging for him to hammer home 

his claim with more force. He slid into me slowly, stretching my passage that 

seemed designed just for him now. I couldn’t imagine ever being satisfied by 

anyone else. 

As his muscles flexed and he took me to heaven I looked into his eyes 

and whispered, “I love you.” 

A single tear rolled down his cheek and into his beard. “I love you too 

Jay. Always.” 

  

 

 

 

 

Ends. 


