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Their Ruthless Sadist Blurb:

By definition, a Sadist is someone who finds sexual gratification in inflicting pain and degradation. 

That’s me to a T. 

I only engage with those who understand what it means, those eager to dive into my twisted fantasies, to indulge my devious desires. Any masochist who dares to cross my path knows that if they trespass, I’ll gladly shatter them and leave them for someone else to reassemble. 

Yet, for reasons that can’t be explained, the cowboy and the pretty boy have surrendered to me. They’ve agreed to play by my rules, and there’s just one: THERE ARE NO RULES. 

I’ve made it clear. I’m not looking for companionship or love. I don’t want to be their friend, their confidant, or their lover. I’m all about the thrill, and that thrill comes in the form of pain. 

I’m ruthless. 

I’m a Sadist. 

And I make no excuses for it.




Publisher note: This is a full-length, standalone novel. It is part of the Office Intrigue series; however, it can be read as a standalone.




PROLOGUE

Zeke

This was my safe haven.

This was where I fit in.

This was the one place I could go where I didn’t get wary eyes pinning me in place, curious as to whether I was going to do some serious damage. 

I was used to those looks, the ones from strangers who weren’t sure what to do with the man who didn’t buy his clothes off the rack because even the big-and-tall store didn’t know how to outfit six foot eight inches, two hundred eighty pounds of solid muscle.

No, here in the club, I was the giant with a sadistic streak a mile wide, a Dominant every masochist hoped would look his or her way. I was the king in this particular realm, the man who wielded all the power.

And just like every other time I was in the club, I gauged the submissive pool, wondering which of these eager fuck toys would become my plaything for the evening. I would bring at least one to tears tonight, of that I had no doubt. It was my mission, my goal in life. I wanted to break them, to hear them beg and plead, tears streaming down their faces as I brutalized them the way they fantasized about.

Some people craved sugar. I craved doling out pain.

While they were prancing around in an attempt to catch my attention, I was trying to figure out which submissive could handle me. Even if only for a few minutes. Which one I wouldn’t cause irreparable damage. 

I had yet to meet the one who could endure the darkest side of me. I figured one day I would find him, but I wasn’t holding my breath.

“Master Zeke?”

I turned to see a sweet little fluff of a girl with wild eyes and glossy lips, weighing in at a buck five soaking wet. I knew without asking what she wanted from me. This one wanted a firm hand, someone to smack her ass and make her beg for mercy while she giggled and pleaded for more. If I had to guess, she’d heard about me, knew the pain I ached to bestow, and she hoped to experience it for herself. 

I knew her type. She was too soft, too sweet. No way would she allow me to have my way with her, to treat her like a piece of furniture, to manhandle her before I breached her virgin ass with my nine-inch cock. Hell, her ass wasn’t even as big as my fucking hand. I would likely fracture her if I attempted to spank her the way I needed.

She couldn’t handle me on her best fucking day.

Those big eyes peered up at me full of hopeful anticipation. She wanted the big, bad Sadist to toss her around a little, then pull her close and shower her with praise and attention.

I was not that man.

“Sorry, sweetheart. Not in this lifetime.” I shooed her away with a flick of my hand, dashing that hope in an instant. She wasn’t my type.

Not only did I want a man, I needed a man. One with power and stamina, hide as tough as leather, an ass made to be plowed, a throat strong enough to take the brutal pounding of my cock.

A scene caught my eye, and I sauntered over, crossing my arms over my chest as I stared over the heads of the other bystanders. I couldn’t see the submissive’s face because he was facing away from me, his hands cuffed above his head, legs spread, ankles chained to hooks in the floor. Long limbs, thick muscle, juicy ass. 

It was the tattoo blazed across his back that caught my attention. A dragon rose up along his spine, wide body curling over his shoulder blade, the head disappearing on his other side, lying over his chest. 

I knew this because it was a tattoo I’d seen before.

Recently, in fact.

I watched as the baby Dom laid the flogger tails across the submissive’s broad shoulders, hitting hard enough to thud but not nearly hard enough to leave a mark. The submissive’s body was rigid, but not from shock or pain.

“What’s your color, sub?” the baby Dom questioned.

Sadist Rule One: Colors are for kindergartners.

“Green, Sir,” the submissive said with a bored monotone that would’ve been obvious to an infant.

“You want more?” the baby Dom asked.

Sadist Rule Two: Don’t ask what they want.

“Yes, Sir,” he replied, no inflection in his tone.

The baby Dom swung the tails again and again, over the man’s ass, the backs of his thighs. There was no power in his swing, no effort to inflict pain whatsoever. It was the equivalent of a fucking massage.

“Tell me when you’ve had enough,” the baby Dom told the submissive.

Who the hell was this asshole, and where did he think he was? This submissive wasn’t here to play Twenty Questions. Dominants didn’t ask permission; they set up the structure beforehand, had a plan, and an end goal. A good Dominant didn’t ask them what they wanted. A good Dominant merely gave it to them because that was what they needed.

After a few more swings, the baby Dom turned, and I noticed he was covered in sweat. He’d been at this a while from the looks of it. His eyes met mine, and I instantly recognized the respect there. I got it everywhere I went. Not because of my size, either. I’d earned it. And I’d come to expect it.

“Master Zeke,” he said, grabbing a bottle of water while he clearly took a break. 

Sadist Rule Three: A submissive should not wear out the Dom.

Yeah. Fine. I just made that one up.

I nodded to the sweaty baby Dom, but my eyes shifted back to the submissive. I could envision myself standing behind him with my whip, applying the stinging burn from the knotted ends that would have him jerking and twitching, his cock so hard he could hardly breathe from the need to come.

That thirty-five-tail deerskin flogger the baby Dom wielded was the equivalent of a feather as far as this particular masochist was concerned. An attentive Dominant would’ve known that.

I glanced back at the baby Dom, who was clearly out of sorts, unsure what to do to make this submissive beg.

“Hit him harder,” I said, the deep rumble of my voice causing several heads to turn my way.

“What?” The baby Dom appeared confused. “I’ve been at it for thirty minutes. He’s not in the right mindset.”

Mindset, my ass. That was a Dom’s excuse as to how he’d fucked up a scene.

“You’re not hittin’ him hard enough.” I turned my attention back to the restrained man. “He’s not a goddamn toddler. Hit him harder.”

The baby Dom clearly didn’t like that I was correcting him. Not that I gave a fuck. It was a Dominant’s responsibility to see to the needs of his submissive. This fucker was failing in every respect.

“Think you can do better?” the baby Dom taunted.

I jerked my gaze over and cocked an eyebrow. This time, his tone lacked any respect whatsoever. Normally, I would shrug it off, but there was something about this situation that didn’t sit right with me.

“I don’t think I can. I know.” The crowd parted as I moved forward. When the baby Dom held out his little toy, I chuckled. “Your five-and-dime toy’s useless.”

The baby Dom huffed, then turned to walk away.

“Uh-uh,” I snarled. “You stay and watch.” I leaned in closer to him, keeping my voice low so no one else could hear. “And don’t you ever disrespect me again. Understood?”

The baby Dom’s eyes widened, but he managed a jerky nod.

“Good.” I turned my back to him and focused my attention on the masochist.

Wanting to get a feel for the submissive’s state of mind, I walked over and pressed myself against his back, leaning down and putting my mouth close to his ear. 

“Tell me what you need, pretty boy.”

The pretty boy’s head shifted only slightly. “Pain, Zeke. I need pain.”

“Do you want me to deliver it? And remember, I don’t provide aftercare. I’ll ensure you fly, but I won’t bring you down after.”

“Yes,” he said on a breathless moan. “Yes, Zeke. I want you to deliver it.”

“Tell me your safe word.”

“Red, Zeke.”

“I trust you to use it should you need it.”

He nodded, and I stepped back, allowing my gaze to run the length of his naked form as I retrieved the whip I had attached to my belt. 

It was time to show the pussy Dom exactly how to handle a masochist.

And it was time to show this squirrelly, pretty boy exactly what it meant to submit to me.

The question was…

Could the pretty boy handle it?




Later that evening…

After spending the past couple of hours keeping an eye on things in the dungeon, I opted for a break. It wasn’t that I didn’t enjoy watching Ransom Bishop commandeer two wayward submissives and make them beg for mercy. The man was almost as ruthless as I was. Almost being the keyword. No one was as ruthless as me. 

However, I did make it a habit to observe the techniques of others. While Ransom had yet to find what he was looking for, his tastes ran alongside mine. He was looking for a male who had a penchant for the darker side of kink, and he didn’t waste his time with the sissies who were hoping to cuddle. I appreciated that about him.

Unfortunately, after the scene with the pretty boy earlier, I couldn’t bring myself to take another submissive tonight. For whatever reason, my needs had grown exponentially as of late, and I feared I couldn’t slake my lust regardless. No sense wasting precious energy.

So, after passing off my monitor duties to one of the others, I headed to the bar, downed a couple of bottles of water, and kept my eye on the riffraff moving through the club. It didn’t surprise me that I grew bored with that quickly. 

Of course, now I had to take a piss, so I wandered through the club, up two flights of stairs, nodding my acknowledgment whenever someone greeted me.

Once I made it to the restroom, it didn’t take long to relieve my bladder. As I was washing my hands, I heard a noise in the men’s showers.

An interesting noise.

One that consisted of several deep groans followed by a couple of gasps, somewhat masked by the sound of running water echoing in the small stall.

Figuring some asshole had snuck his girl into the men’s showers, I decided to take a look. While this was a kink club and there wasn’t much they didn’t allow, it was against club rules for women to be in the men’s locker rooms and vice versa. They had the use of two entire floors; no sense for them to be in here.

As I moved down the rows of tile-walled shower stalls, the sounds grew louder.

“Fuck, yes. Oh, shit. Don’t stop.” 

“Trust me, I don’t plan to.”

Okay, so neither of those voices was female.

I continued on until I came to the very end. The grunts and groans were coming from the other side of the plastic curtain, and it didn’t take long to realize there wasn’t a female in there. If there was, she was being damn quiet. And based on how verbal they were being, she would be a waste of breath and space. They clearly didn’t need a woman to take care of them. 

Since there was no rule against men fraternizing in the showers, I started to turn and go. 

“Harder, Brax. Fuck me harder. I need … more.”

I stopped midstride, my spine straightening.

There was only one Brax who was a member of this club. Braxton McBride, the masochist I’d come to think of as the cowboy. 

“Did he hurt you?” the cowboy asked.

And if that was the cowboy, there was only one other man who would be in there with him. Case Rhinehart. The pretty boy I’d beat on earlier.

“Yes. And it was so fucking good. But I need to come. Fuck, Brax. Make me come.”

On the other side of that curtain, the cowboy and the pretty boy were releasing some pent-up energy. And the man who hurt him so fucking good was me. My ego liked that he’d admitted it.

I should’ve continued walking. It would’ve made more sense. I had no business fucking with either of them. While I couldn’t deny I’d had a few raunchy fantasies about beating on them, I knew better. 

But walking away wasn’t an option. That wasn’t the sort of man I was.

I knew what these two were looking for, and I knew for damn sure they wouldn’t find it in each other. I couldn’t care less if they fucked each other senseless. Sometimes, it was necessary to take the edge off. In the same sense, they would walk out of that shower still needing what the other wasn’t capable of giving.

Slowly walking backward those few steps, I reached for the curtain and yanked it back, the metal rings screeching along the metal bar.

Both men’s eyes flew up to me as my brain registered the scene before me: the pretty boy bent over, hands on the wall, while the cowboy stood behind him, his cock lodged to the hilt in the pretty boy’s ass, his hands gripping his hips firmly.

I wouldn’t be thinking of the pretty boy as Case or the cowboy as Brax. As far as I was concerned, they were fuck toys with no names.

Crossing my arms over my chest, I spread my feet wide, squared off, and stared at them. “Don’t stop.” I ensured they heard the command in my tone.

Neither man moved. 

“Unless you intend to use your safe word? Is that the case, pretty boy?”

“No, Zeke,” the pretty boy ground out, his voice edged with lust.

“Cowboy? You gonna pussy out?”

“No, Zeke.” Emerald-green eyes remained locked on my face.

“I didn’t give you permission to look at me,” I barked, and both men’s eyes instantly shot elsewhere.

“Use your safe word or fuck him,” I growled.

The cowboy swallowed hard, but he shifted his hips, driving into the pretty boy once more. The pretty boy moaned, his head dropping between his outstretched arms. I could see his cock, thick and long, hard and eager, between his legs. 

Fuck if that didn’t turn me on in a way I didn’t expect. A vision of them fucking each other senseless in my living room shot through my brain. I could certainly get used to that. 

Truth be told, I’d never considered what it would be like to have more than one fuck toy at a time. Perhaps that was what I needed. Maybe two of them could handle one of me. The odds were certainly in my favor.

“Harder,” I commanded. “Fuck him like you need him, cowboy.”

I noticed the shiver that racked the cowboy’s deliciously naked form as he did as I instructed. His muscles flexed, his abs rolling as he leaned over and drilled his boyfriend from behind.

“Oh, fuck,” the pretty boy moaned, his hips driving back against his lover. 

I didn’t move from where I stood. I had no intention of helping them along. Just having me standing here was more than they deserved. 

“You better ask permission before you come. Both of you.”

Those words alone drew long, desperate moans from both of them. I fucking liked that response. 

The pretty boy continued to grunt and groan while the cowboy’s hips picked up speed. Having me here was intensifying their need, pushing them closer to release. They continued for several minutes, and I was rather impressed. They had decent stamina, something that was required to keep up with me. I could work with that.

Hmm. Perhaps there was something to taking them in pairs. And it was clear these two were already acquainted with one another.

“Oh, fuck,” the pretty boy yelled. “Oh, fuck … Zeke … Fuck. May I come, Zeke?”

Just hearing the plea in his tone made my cock swell.

“No, you may not.”

The pretty boy groaned, his disappointment evident. He was so close. I wasn’t sure how long he’d be able to hold out, but I was curious to find out.

The cowboy’s fingers dug into the pretty boy’s muscular hips as he drove forward, retreated, slammed forward again and again. I noticed he was bareback, which meant these two were close. Obviously, there was a certain level of trust between them. I liked that, too. 

The cowboy was enjoying having his dick buried in the pretty boy’s ass if his grunts were any indication. 

“Stop!” I bellowed.

The cowboy instantly stopped jerking the pretty boy to him as he filled him one last time.

“Turn and face me. Both of you,” I commanded.

After pulling out of the pretty boy’s ass, the cowboy turned. He stood tall, his legs shaking, those dark green eyes wild.

“Jack off for me. And you do have permission to come. But you’ve only got fifteen seconds to do it.”

They didn’t need fifteen seconds. Their hands had barely wrapped around their own shafts when they exploded. I was tempted to make them lick their jizz up off the floor. Had we been at my house, I would have. After all, humiliation was my specialty.

I didn’t have to remind them they weren’t allowed to look at me. Their eyes remained obediently down on the floor. 

“What do you say?” I asked.

They both spoke at once. “Thank you, Zeke.”

It was my turn to swallow hard as I stared at them. I’d gotten to know these two a little in recent weeks. I knew for a fact they could fuck each other ten times a day and they’d never find what they were looking for. 

 The sex alone would never be enough.

I could only hope they could handle what I had in store for them, because for the first time in my life, I was pretty damn sure I’d found exactly what I needed.

Now we would have to see how long it would last.




CHAPTER 1

One week later

Friday, October 12

Zeke

I grinned as I lowered the dumbbell, my eyes fixed on the shift of my bicep before I raised the weight again. The sudden disappearance of music caused my ears to ring in the silence, but I didn’t allow it to derail my attention.

“How can you listen to that angry-man music?” a sweet, chipper voice called from across the room. “It’s far too early for so much … noise, Zeke.”

“Noise, my ass.” I chuckled. “The band is Underoath, the song is ‘Rapture.’ And there’s nothing angry about it,” I assured my kid sister when she skipped across the room, a huge grin on her wide mouth.

“Whatever you gotta tell yourself, big brother.” Jamie nodded toward the weight in my hand. “Pretty soon you’ll have to graduate to lifting appliances.”

“Well, I won’t be doing it while listening to Lifehouse, that’s for damn sure.”

Jamie giggled. “I happen to prefer Imagine Dragons, thank you very much.”

Keeping my focus, I finished my set and placed the dumbbell back on the rack. “Why are you bothering me on a Friday morning?”

My sister rolled her big brown eyes, something she’d gotten eerily good at over the years. “Because I show up every Friday morning, goober. You owe me breakfast.”

A deep, rumbling laugh came out of me. “Owe you? Why would I owe you anything?”

I couldn’t help but smile at the little girl. Granted, at six foot even, my twenty-four-year-old sister wasn’t all that little anymore. However, as far as I was concerned, Jamie would always be that sweet kid with the pigtails and worshipful eyes, who insisted on following me around even when I threatened bodily harm. Not that I ever would’ve harmed a hair on that kid’s head, but she hadn’t known that.

“Where’s Tank?” she asked, her gaze scanning the basement that I’d set up as my personal play space. To most people, it appeared to be a home gym, but I was privy to the other toys that discreetly filled the space.

“Probably upstairs,” I told her.

“He doesn’t like the angry-man music either?”

I reached for her, but Jamie danced out of the way, giggling like a little kid. 

“Uh-uh. Don’t you touch me, you big, sweaty beast.” She put another foot between us. “So, where’re you taking me for breakfast?”

“Your choice,” I told her after grabbing a towel and wiping my face. “Let me shower and we’ll head out. You mind feeding Tank?”

“Nope, I don’t mind,” she said cheerfully before bolting up the stairs.

I found myself smiling as I followed the far-too-chipper-for-six-in-the-morning girl up to the main floor.




Fifty minutes later, I was strolling into the small diner with Jamie on my arm. She waved at the familiar faces as we headed to the booth in the far back. The girl had never met a stranger in her life. Everyone in this little hole-in-the-wall likely knew her life story—something I wasn’t exactly happy about. There was something to be said for discretion. However, Jamie was the sort who talked to anyone who would chat with her. A gene I didn’t share with her, that was for sure.

My kid sister had somehow wrangled me into treating her to breakfast every Friday. While I offered to take her to any damn restaurant in the city, the girl insisted on this diner. Said they had the best waffles in the world. I’d have to take her word for it. I preferred meat.

After we were seated, the waitress came over to confirm our order, wanting to ensure we hadn’t changed it after nearly four years of coming here week in and week out, ordering the exact same thing every time. Ever since my breakup with the first and only guy I’d ever truly committed myself to, Jamie had made a point to keep me company even on the days I insisted it wasn’t necessary.

“Thanks, Bev,” Jamie called out when the waitress shuffled to the next table. My kid sister turned to me. “She likes flirting with you.”

I grunted. A lot of women flirted with me. “Who? The waitress?”

Jamie rolled her eyes. “Her name’s Beverly and she’s been waiting on us for three years, Zeke.”

“Names are irrelevant,” I told her.

“I know, I know.” She sighed. “Less personal that way. Plus, she’s not your type.”

My baby sister knew I wasn’t into women. Never had been, never would be. I didn’t make excuses for it. I lived my life how I wanted to live it. I spent time with those I wanted to spend time with. And no one could or would sway me otherwise.

“How’s school?” I asked, following the same pattern we’d fallen into for as long as I could remember. I would ask how school was, she would say good, and then we could get on to the real reason she was here. Jamie always had a reason.

“Good,” she said, smiling up at the waitress when she placed a cup of coffee in front of me and apple juice in front of Jamie.

Rather than shoot me a wide grin and ask some off-the-wall question she’d been pondering for the past week, such as What do you think of self-actualization? Or How does the mind-body connection affect our emotions?—my kid sister was a psychology major—Jamie turned far too much attention to her apple juice.

“Spit it out, kid.”

Those big brown eyes lifted to mine, and I knew that whatever was about to come out of her mouth was not going to be good. I wouldn’t get lucky enough to debate nature versus nurture with her. I knew her better than she knew herself, and that gleam in her eye was the equivalent of a semaphore flag. 

Considering our parents died when I was sixteen—Jamie was six—I’d spent more than half my life raising her. Not solely, of course. When our folks went out to celebrate their seventeenth wedding anniversary and never came home thanks to a drunk driver causing a three-car pileup involving his truck, our parents’ car, and a semi, Jamie and I had gone to live with our maternal grandfather. 

I’d grown up close to Oma and Opa, spending plenty of time there when I was little. Oma had passed away when I was fourteen from complications after a heart attack, leaving the rest of us reeling. Although still mourning the love of his life, Opa had done right by us, taking us in and doing everything a seventy-six-year-old man was capable of doing for a couple of distraught young kids. To thank him for sacrificing so much for us, I had taken care of the man until he died a year and a half ago. I still missed him. Hell, I missed all of them.

But I still had Jamie. We were the only family each of us had, and we’d forged a bond over the years.

“I have a favor to ask,” Jamie prompted, her eyes still glued to her glass.

I picked up the coffee mug, aware once again that it was the equivalent of a child’s teacup in my giant hand. “What favor?”

I leveled my stare on her, waiting for her to reveal whatever devious scheme she had in the works. Admittedly, Jamie was a good kid. During her teenage years, rather than chase boys, she had focused on her classes, keeping her grades up. Every night, she would regale me and Opa with stories of all the shit she’d learned. She’d graduated high school top in her class, then gone on to college with academic scholarships. And now she was working toward her master’s degree in psychology, of all things. Of course, that wouldn’t be enough for Jamie. She had every intention of going on to get her doctoral degree as well.

Jamie stared at her apple juice, wiping the condensation from her glass. “I was thinking maybe I could…” 

The girl knew I would do damn near anything for her. The fact that she was having a hard time spitting it out bothered me. It was usually the precursor to something I was not going to like.

“What is it, kid?” I used the rough, no-nonsense tone I used with irritating submissives.

She heaved out a breath as she sat up straight. Her words came out in a mad rush. “I was thinking maybe I could go to the club with you. You know, just to check it out. See what it’s all about. Maybe—”

Well, hell. That was easier than I’d expected. “No.”

She huffed, her breath causing her bangs to flop on her forehead. “Come on, Zeke. You didn’t even think about it.”

“You’re right. I’m sorry.” I took a sip of my coffee and pretended to consider it. “Still no.” 

Absolutely no way in hell was I letting that kid in a kink club.

She flopped back and fiddled with her spoon while trying to kill me with a glare. “Why not?”

I lowered my voice and leaned forward. “Because I’m a misogynistic, hypocritical asshole who thinks you have absolutely no business in a BDSM club.”

Jamie rolled her eyes. “Pfft. Nice try. I know you better than that.”

I shrugged. “Not gonna happen, kid.”

Her eyes narrowed, and she mirrored my position, sitting up straight and cocking her angled chin up. “You know I don’t actually have to ask your permission, right?”

I didn’t respond, swallowing half of my lukewarm coffee.

“I’m twenty-four years old, Zeke. I can go to any club I want.”

I took a sip and glanced out the window, pretending to ignore her. 

“There’s another club right down—”

I slammed my coffee cup on the table and leaned forward again. “Don’t you dare go to that club, Jamie.”

“Why not?” She had an extra amount of whine in her tone that time. “If you won’t let me in Dichotomy, I have to go somewhere. Razor Wire’s as good a place as any.”

A strange sensation filled my chest. Disbelief mixed with anger. How could she be so damn naive? 

“It may not be as nice, Zeke, but—”

“They had two women file rape charges against the owner, Jamie,” I stated firmly, trying to keep my anger in check. “Don’t you go anywhere near that fucking shit hole.”

The waitress appeared, and I sat up slowly, never taking my eyes off my sister. I could see her brain working, knew she was trying to come up with an argument. 

I waited until our food was in front of us and the waitress had refilled my coffee cup before I leaned close to my baby sister again. 

“You have no idea what goes on in those clubs.”

She huffed a laugh, but there was no humor in it. “Trust me, I know. That’s why I want to go.” She narrowed her eyes. “So I can find out.”

“No, you don’t.” This was a stupid conversation. I couldn’t believe I’d allowed her to drag me into it.

She frowned. “So, why’s it okay for you but not me, huh?” It was obvious she was pissed. “Have you ever thought that maybe I have the same cravings you do?”

I shook my head, thoroughly dislodging every one of those words before they could take root. My kid sister wasn’t allowed to have sexual cravings. Not now. Not ever. And certainly not like mine.

“It’s not like I’m a virgin, Zeke.”

I slammed my hand down on the table, causing the silverware to bounce and drawing attention from several people sitting around us. One man cast a concerned glance my way. I didn’t necessarily blame him. While Jamie might’ve gotten some of the height genes from our father’s side of the family, I still towered over her, dwarfing her with my bulk.

“We’re not talking about this, Jamie. The answer’s no. And don’t you dare go to that … that brothel down the road.”

My sister watched me, and I knew without a doubt she was considering doing something stupid. 

“I mean it, Jamie.”

“Fine,” she said, grabbing her fork. “Now eat your breakfast before it gets cold.”

After thinking about my kid sister in a kink club, I wasn’t sure I could ever eat again.
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Brax (the cowboy)

Moving sucked. Like, seriously fucking sucked.

It was made all the worse when you were moving damn near across the country. Granted, this wasn’t the first time I’d been uprooted only to move several states away from the place I’d called home. My parents had left North Carolina when I was twelve. I never understood why they opted for the blistering heat of Texas, but that was where we ended up, and I hadn’t had a say in the matter back then.

This move was different. For one, I got to make the decision. Well, not only me, but Case hadn’t put up a fight when we received the offer to relocate our lives from Texas to Illinois.

Did you know that the driving distance from Dallas to Chicago was roughly nine hundred sixty miles? Well, it was. And of those miles, I’d just driven all of them.

Yes. 

All.

Of.

Them.

Because Case was a diva, and somewhere during our years of friendship and routine sexual encounters, the diva had come to the conclusion that I was his chauffeur. And his chef, and his maid. And his… Well, you get the idea. Having spent the past twenty-six months with Case, in the most passionate relationship of my entire life, I’d gotten used to doing things for him. And yes, he returned the favor because that was how we made it work.

Not that I minded driving. I’d seen Case’s skills behind the wheel, or lack thereof. Unless you were a NASCAR fan or one of those people who drove the Autobahn on a daily basis, I didn’t recommend it. Since my desire to actually make it to the Windy City was rather great, I hadn’t argued too much.

“How much longer?” Case grumbled from the passenger seat as he wiped his eyes and peered up through the window, his thick neck straining to hold his head up.

And why couldn’t he sleep for the last ten miles of the trip? 

“Depends,” I told him as I set my now cold coffee in the cup holder.

He frowned, his dark eyebrows darting down toward his nose. “On?”

All right. I had to admit the man was ridiculously appealing to the human eye. All those sleek muscles and the enormous dragon tattoo that somehow defined the beautiful planes and angles were definitely my cup of tea. I’d spent my fair share of time trying to memorize every inch of his six-foot-three-inch frame with my tongue.

And perhaps the reason I tolerated his inner diva was because I happened to be in love with the guy. 

Love or not, he still irritated the shit out of me at times. Especially after I’d spent the better part of the past two days sealed in a car with him.

“Whether or not I kick your ass out and make you walk the rest of the way,” I told him, my drawl thicker than usual due to my exhausted state.

His head jerked toward me, and I could see the concern there. He was trying to determine how close to the rocky edge of sanity I was hovering.

I could admit it. I was cranky. I was tired. And I was damn sick of being in this damn car. I needed to stretch my legs, and more coffee certainly wouldn’t hurt.

Case chuckled as he pressed the button to lift his seat. “Well, we can’t have that, now can we?” His hand slid over and patted my thigh. “I’ll keep you company the rest of the way.”

If you knew Case, you’d understand the threat those words implied.

“It’s twelve thirty,” he noted. “I thought you said we’d be there by now.”

I cast a quick look his way. His dark hair was as pristine as it always was. No bedhead for him. Then again, Case didn’t have any hair to muss because he kept it military short for whatever reason. His iridescent green eyes were filled with amusement, as always.

“You know, if it weren’t for the exquisite blow jobs, I would’ve kicked your ass to the curb a long time ago,” I huffed even as I grinned. His blow jobs were exquisite, and the rest of him wasn’t too bad, either.

He leaned his head back and turned it my direction, those hooded eyes fixed on me. “I do give good blow jobs, huh?”

My cock certainly thought so, proven by the way it was hardening in my jeans. “Don’t let it go to your head.”

“Or yours?” He slid his hand up my thigh, his fingers brushing my cock through the denim. “Never mind.” He chuckled. “Too late.”

I instantly thought of the ruthless Sadist who had become a fixture in my head for the past … month? Two? Ever since that damn flight from Dallas to Chicago when Zeke Lautner commanded us to strip and kneel before him, I hadn’t been able to get him out of my head. He was taking up too damn much space, taunting me with that evil smirk and those Prince of Darkness black eyes. 

Perhaps some people might consider my fascination with the six-foot-eight-inch beast of a man a form of cheating. Technically, Case and I were in an exclusive relationship, so I could understand how it appeared from someone else’s viewpoint.

However, I wasn’t cheating. Nor was my brain.

Did I mention my boyfriend was quite taken by the giant Sadist as well? Well, he was. As much as I was, in fact. And neither of us was jealous, because there was nothing to be jealous of. Zeke Lautner was a man who could give Case and me something we couldn’t give each other. He was also one of the reasons we were eager to get to Chicago.

“When’s the moving truck gonna be here?” Case asked, arching his back as he stretched that damn T-shirt in a manner that had my cock stirring again.

“Not till next Thursday. Hope you brought your toothbrush.”

Case scrubbed a hand over his face, the rasp of his stubble loud in the car. “I only used yours because I couldn’t find mine. I told you, it’s in my bag somewhere. But I didn’t pack a razor.” He glanced my way again. “Gonna need to go to the store.”

“Not until we’re in the apartment. You can go wherever you need to after that.” 

As for me, I was going to sleep for a couple of days. Screw shaving.

Our belongings were being brought via the boys with the big trucks. They had everything we owned, including Case’s Ford F250. It had taken some finagling, but I’d finally convinced him we couldn’t drive the gas guzzler across the country. He didn’t like that I was right, but he’d finally accepted it. 

At that point, Case and I had packed up the necessities, loaded everything into my Chevy Traverse, and hit the open road. After one night in a cheap motel with a crappy mattress and an equally crappy continental breakfast of stale biscuits, overcooked bacon, and green bananas, we were on the final leg of this journey. I could see the Chicago skyline in the distance.

“I really don’t want to live in a damn apartment,” Case griped, not for the first time. “When we checked it out, I felt like the walls were closing in.”

“Not much of a choice. They offered us free rent.” Who could pass that up? More importantly, who would pass that up?

“I know. But I’m claustrophobic, Brax. I need air.” 

He always did have a flair for the dramatic.

“There’s air in an apartment. And you are not claustrophobic.”

“Stale air, maybe. And I’ve got an aversion to concrete. I’ll lose my shit living in the city.”

“Which is it? You can’t have both.”

“Sure I can,” he said firmly. “I hate the city.”

I sighed heavily, gripping the wheel with both hands as we slowed to a snail’s pace in the thick traffic.

We’d had this conversation a dozen times since we were offered this opportunity. Honestly, I’d thought being Trent Ramsey’s personal chef was quite an accomplishment. Cooking for an A-list actor wasn’t exactly my dream job, but I didn’t have any complaints. The guy paid me handsomely, and he was easy to work for, not to mention easy on the eyes. On top of that, he valued what I had to offer him. He wasn’t the bologna-and-cheese kind of guy; that was for damn sure. And because of all the time I’d spent with him, he’d become a good friend to both Case and me over the years.

Needless to say, it had come as quite a shock when the partners of Chatter PR Global informed me they wanted me to be the head chef at a new restaurant they were opening. Apparently, owning one of the biggest public relations firms in the world wasn’t enough for these guys. They were venturing off in many different directions, and somewhere along the way, they’d come up with the idea of opening a restaurant in downtown Chicago, cuisine to be determined by me.

Who the fuck would turn that down? This was what I’d spent most of my adult life dreaming about. A restaurant of my own.

And to sweeten the pot, they’d offered Case—who happened to be Trent Ramsey’s personal trainer/nutritionist—a job managing the gym they were installing on the second and third floors, in the same building where Chatter PR Global resided. It was supposed to be some fancy place that served protein smoothies to go along with bicep curls, sprinting on the treadmill, and pruning in the sauna. They would be open to the public, and the hundreds of residents of that building would get free memberships.

Of course, accepting a couple of dream jobs had been easier, considering Trent was the one who set it all up in the first place. With Trent officially bringing his latest business venture—his own talent agency—to Chi-Town, the man wouldn’t be far away. I seriously doubted the partners would’ve pilfered us otherwise. While Trent insisted we’d gotten the opportunities based on our own merit, I knew it didn’t hurt that Trent had gone into business with the firm.

And until the day the restaurant opened, I would continue my role as Trent’s personal chef while I gave my two cents on what needed to go into the elaborate kitchen of the new restaurant.

Just the thought made some of the exhaustion evaporate, filling me with a sense of genuine excitement. I was ready for the next phase of our lives. I looked forward to the idea of exploring a new city with the man I loved.

And maybe, if we were lucky, we’d get to explore a few other things as well.




CHAPTER 2

Zeke

“Tell me what it is you’re looking for,” I said around the frustration coming to a rapid boil in my gut.

“That’s not my department,” Everett Knowles the Third—who the fuck introduces himself like that?—said, his snooty tone wearing on me. “I’m merely passing on the information. I was told we need to enhance our firewalls. I found you through a Google search.”

Great. The guy knew how to use the Internet at least. I wanted to ask the smug bastard to explain to me what he thought a firewall was. Fortunately for him, I didn’t have the patience for it today. 

With a deep sigh, I sat up straight in my chair and tapped on the keyboard. “I can get by there in a couple of weeks. My schedule’s booked next week, but the week after looks good. Probably Wednesday or Thursday afternoon.”

“Probably?” He sounded skeptical.

Did I stutter? Was I slurring my words? 

I didn’t respond because it would’ve ended badly.

“I’m an executive here,” the snooty man said, his tone translating to: I am God in a cheap brown suit. “I don’t have time for probably.”

“How about never?” I suggested, tired of this pissing match. It was obvious the executive at the five-person temp agency thought far too highly of himself. 

There was a brief pause followed by, “Okay. Wednesday it is. I’ll let the boys know you’re coming.”

“Should I ask for you?” God, tell me I won’t be working with this jackass.

“Oh, heavens no. Like I said, I’m busy.”

Yep, busy keeping your chair warm with your lazy ass.

“Ask for Peter Jones,” he said. “He’s the one who asked me to call.”

I had to wonder whether or not Peter Jones knew how to use a phone. We could’ve accomplished a hell of a lot more if he did.

I jotted down the name on my notepad. “What’s his number? I’ll call him beforehand to ensure I’m not wasting my time.”

The man cleared his throat as though I couldn’t possibly have said that. They didn’t pay me the big bucks to be some wannabe bigwig’s pansy-assed bitch. If I were going to put forth the effort, I would ensure they knew who was in charge.

“If this isn’t something you’re equipped to handle, Mr. Lautner, perhaps I should speak to your supervisor.”

“I am my supervisor,” I said, keeping my tone firm, the rough edge noticeable. “But if you’d rather call someone else, I’ve got plenty of shit to do. You were the one who called me, remember?”

I could tell you, Chatter PR Global did not hire me for my customer service skills. I was good at what I did—cybersecurity—and the companies I’d already brought on board in the short time I’d been here knew that. However, they learned quickly that I didn’t waste time with the political bullshit. Ask for my supervisor and you’d get my size-sixteen boot right up your ass.

Thankfully, the man wised up and rattled off the knowledgeable one’s number.

“Great. I’ll call him and set something up.”

“Fine.”

I didn’t bother with the social niceties, either, which was why I hung up the phone and leaned back in my chair. 

“Tank, I think I’m gonna need some stress relief tonight, boy. Dichotomy’s calling my name. You’re gonna be home by yourself for a bit. Hope you don’t mind.” 

My four-year-old yellow Labrador retriever lifted his head from where it rested on the couch cushion.

I thought back to my breakfast conversation with Jamie that morning. I’d reiterated my point several more times before we parted ways, but I got the feeling she was going to defy me. Perhaps I should lock her in the house with Tank. They could keep each other company.

Tank’s nose twitched as though he could read my thoughts.

“Don’t worry, I’ll make sure you get dinner first,” I told him.

His big head flopped back onto the cushion. Provided I fed him and spent at least two hours a day throwing the ball, Tank didn’t usually complain.

“That’s what I thought.” I picked up my pen and spun it between my fingers. 

I spent a lot of time talking to my dog and I didn’t apologize for it. Tank had come into my life when he was little more than a sack of fur and fumbling paws. I hadn’t been in the market for a dog when my kid sister showed up on my doorstep, cuddling him close. According to Jamie, she’d found him wandering our grandfather’s neighborhood during one of her weekend trips home from college. I found it damn near impossible to tell the girl no, so I had told the then twenty-year-old that I would allow Tank to be my best friend. 

That was how Tank and I came about. 

Turned out, Jamie hadn’t found Tank anywhere. She’d gone in search of him specifically for me after my shitty breakup, hoping Tank could fill the void no one else could. Since she knew me well, she’d concocted the story to appeal to my softer side—she insisted I had one, no matter how much argument I gave her. By the time I learned of her evil, evil ways, Tank and I had been together for two years and already bonded.

Now, I wouldn’t know what to do without him.

A knock sounded on my door, and I looked up to see Benjamin Snowden—one of the partners in the company—standing in the doorway. 

“What’s up?” I asked, spinning around to face him.

He stepped inside and passed over a sheet of paper. “I’ve got a new client who’s interested in talking to you.”

“Please tell me it’s not the self-appointed CEO,” I grumbled as he set the paper down.

His dark eyebrows shot downward, his forehead creasing. “No. Why?”

I smirked. “No offense, but I prefer to talk to those who know what they’re doing.”

Ben chuckled. “I assure you, the CEO—and he’s not self-appointed—knows what he’s doing. However, he also knows that he pays people to handle this sort of thing.” He motioned toward the paper. “That’s the head of their cybersecurity division. They had an incident recently, and they’d like a second opinion.”

Fuck. I really needed to hire some people to handle this shit for me. I’d been given the go-ahead by the big dogs, but I hadn’t yet found the time. Plus, I didn’t care for people all that much, and hiring a few would mean I’d have to deal with them.

“He local?” I asked, glancing down at the chicken scratch scrawled across the paper.

“Valparaiso, Indiana,” Ben said as he squatted down to pat Tank, who had ambled over to see who I was talking to. As he rubbed Tank’s wide head, Ben’s eerie gold eyes shot up to my face. “I heard Addison’s been sneaking him treats.”

I laughed. “Yep. She’s bribing him. I told her it wouldn’t work.”

“I wouldn’t bet money on that,” Ben said as he got to his feet. “She’s quite gifted at getting what she wants.”

Most submissives were, I’d learned.

“You gonna be here this afternoon?” he asked.

“Planned on it. Why?”

“We’ve got a contractor coming by for the restaurant. I’ve got a meeting at three, Mr. Parker’s out of town until tomorrow, and Langston and Landon are cutting out at lunch. Need someone to meet with them.”

“Yeah. Sure. What do you need me to do?”

“Probably nothing. Brax should be here by then, but I’ll need someone to keep them in line. While we’ve given Brax carte blanche, I need a level head there to ensure he doesn’t go overboard.”

I nodded my head even as my cock jumped to attention at the mere mention of the cowboy’s name. 

“He in town again?” I asked casually.

“This time for good,” Ben confirmed. “They’re driving in today.” He glanced at his watch. “Should be stopping by to get the keys to the apartment any minute now. Speaking of,” he said as he reached into his pocket. “Think you could pass these over to them when they get here?” 

He held out a key ring that had two gold keys dangling from it. 

“I promised Addison I’d take her to lunch. She tends to get antsy when Mr. Parker’s out of the office.”

I wasn’t sure Addison was the only submissive who got antsy when their Master was away. Ben wasn’t as good at hiding it as he thought he was. The switch had a soft spot for both his Dom and his submissive.

“Yep.” I reached for the keys, letting the ring slide down my finger before twirling them. “I’ll make sure they get them.”

Ben’s golden gaze met mine. “Be nice to them, Zeke.”

A wicked smirk pulled at my lips before I could hold it back. “You’ve got my word. I won’t give ’em anything they don’t deserve.”

Ben rolled his eyes and chuckled. “Sometimes I wonder if they knew what they were in for taking these jobs.”

Oh, they knew, all right. Because I’d mentioned it last Monday, when they were here to scope out the apartment Chatter had so graciously offered them. I was oddly intrigued that they’d actually accepted the offers. That meant they would be here indefinitely. 

My body hardened when I thought about that day.

Holding Tank’s leash with a firm grip, I waited until the elevator emptied before I stepped on and punched the button to get me up to the thirty-second floor. Just as the doors were closing, I heard someone yell for me to hold it.

I didn’t. No one had ever accused me of being chivalrous. They could wait for the next one.

Before the doors could completely shut, a hand reached in to stop them. 

After briefly considering breaking those interrupting fingers, I sighed as I took a step to the side, offering some room. It didn’t make much difference. My frame filled the majority of the small, cramped space no matter where I stood.

The two men who appeared when the doors fully retracted had my entire body humming with approval. I wasn’t sure what it was about the cowboy and the pretty boy that heated my blood and made me want to do wickedly dirty things to them, but there was something. I’d felt it since the day I encountered them on Trent Ramsey’s private jet. The two masochists had somehow wriggled into my subconscious, and it’d been hell not thinking about them since.

“Zeke,” the pretty boy said as he stepped on and moved to the opposite side of the elevator.

I didn’t respond.

The cowboy wasn’t quite as chatty. After he punched the button for the thirty-third floor, his emerald-green eyes lifted to my face but instantly dropped. I had to wonder if he was thinking about what happened on Friday night, when I’d caught them fucking in the shower at the club.

The doors finally closed, sealing the three of us inside. Tank whimpered, and I glanced down to see his tail wagging so hard his ass was bouncing back and forth.

“Greet them, boy,” I ordered the dog.

Tank was instantly on his feet as he moved closer. I watched as both men smiled widely before showering my dog with stupid greetings and full-body pats. It would’ve helped if they hadn’t taken to my dog. I didn’t need a reason to like them and the fact they liked Tank didn’t help.

“Enough,” I barked a few seconds later.

Following my command, Tank backed up until he was heeling at my feet while the cowboy and the pretty boy stood stone-still, their eyes dropping to the floor.

Good to know that command worked on more than my dog.

“What’re you here for?” I asked, wondering which of them would be brave enough to speak.

The pretty boy was the one to lift his head. “Justin asked us to look at a couple of apartments.”

I allowed my gaze to trail over the dragon peeking out from beneath the neck of his tight T-shirt. “For?”

“Temporary residence,” he said, although it sounded more like a question. “We’ve accepted the job offers and we’re moving here at the end of the week.”

“What does Trent think of you abandoning him?” I questioned.

The pretty boy grinned. “We’re still employed by him. Will be until everything’s up and running. It’ll probably be a year before we’re needed in our new roles.”

“A year, huh? And you’ll be here in Chicago?”

“Yes,” the pretty boy said, his eyes heating. He evidently knew the route my brain had taken.

“Good. I can think of a few things to keep you busy.”

“Really?” The pretty boy looked far too hopeful.

“Provided you don’t mind being naked and on all fours for a majority of the time. I can think of at least a few dozen ways to use you for my own benefit.”

They’d lucked out that day. I didn’t require either of them to give me an answer or to crawl around on all fours to interview for the position because the elevators had opened on my floor and I’d stepped out without a word, leaving them to take care of their business.

What I’d wanted to do was have them come into my office so I could pick up where we’d left off at the club the Friday before. 

Looked as though I was going to get the opportunity to do so now.

I let my eyes stray to the floor-to-ceiling windows and the building that was directly across from me. I wondered what those old boys across the way would think if they saw a couple of naked masochists posing as furniture in my office. 

I glanced at the keys and smiled.

Yeah. This might end up being a good day after all.
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Case (the pretty boy)

“Ah, Christ! There’s concrete everywhere, Brax. I’m gonna lose my mind.” I gripped my head dramatically because what else was I going to do? Somehow, I had to make Brax feel my pain.

“We’re in a parking garage,” he stated, not giving in to my drama.

“It’s not any better on the street,” I said as I pulled my sunglasses over my eyes when we stepped out of the shaded parking area. It didn’t make much of a difference because the brilliant Chicago sun was blocked out by all the surrounding concrete.

I should’ve felt bad for giving him shit, but I didn’t. I knew Brax was exhausted after that hellacious road trip. So was I, and I’d taken plenty of naps throughout. In my defense, I wasn’t a huge Florida Georgia Line fan (I preferred Brantley Gilbert), but the man I’d fallen in love with was. So, in an effort to save myself from wanting to jump out of a moving vehicle, I’d feigned sleep until it finally caught on.

“Who has the key to the apartment?” I asked Brax as we stepped into the building. We were surrounded by marble and chrome, straight lines and stale air.

I am officially in big city hell. 

“Ben said he’d have it.”

“Mind if we stop at the restroom before we head up?” I motioned toward the back of the building, past all the gleaming black marble, fancy fixtures, and suits wandering around aimlessly.

Brax sighed as though he was put out. “Fine.”

The man had been downing coffee like it was nearing extinction, so I didn’t buy for a minute that he wasn’t in need of the facilities.

A few minutes later, feeling ten pounds lighter, I emerged from the restroom and waited for Brax to finish with his pretty-boy routine.

I grinned to myself. I found it ironic that Zeke had taken to calling me pretty boy instead of Brax. Granted, there was a hint of condescension in his tone when he did it, so I wasn’t mistaking it for a compliment. Still, it amused me to no end.

I’d never been called pretty in my life, and believe it or not, I wasn’t the sort to prance around in hopes someone would check me out. That came naturally, and it had nothing to do with ego. At six foot three, two-hundred twenty pounds of solid muscle, I got the stares without even trying. I was a big man, and I worked damn hard to keep it that way. The single dragon tattoo that adorned the upper half of my body garnered some attention as well.

But I was no pretty boy. However, there was something erotic about the way Zeke said it, so I wasn’t complaining.

The truth was, Brax was the pretty one in the relationship. With his perfectly mussed golden-brown hair, those emerald-green eyes, and the baby face, he looked roughly ten years younger than he was. Which was saying something considering he was all of twenty-seven. Most people figured him for a teenager.

He damn sure wasn’t a teenager. I could vouch for that.

The men’s room door opened, and Brax stepped out, pressing his Stetson firmly on his head while those curious eyes scanned the space around him.

Fine. With the cowboy hat and those sexy-as-fuck Wrangler jeans and boots, he didn’t look like a teenager. He looked like a man you wanted to strip naked and engage in some wild and kinky sex. For the record, I’d done that plenty of times. 

“You ready?” I asked, pretending I was tired of standing around waiting for him. 

He turned to me, a serious expression on his face. “You have to be on your best behavior, Case.”

I frowned. “Me? Why wouldn’t I be?”

“Because the last time we were here, you got Addison in trouble. That girl doesn’t need any more trouble.”

I chuckled. “No, that girl lives for trouble. I didn’t do anything. She used me as an excuse to get her ass paddled by her Doms.”

“You locked her out of her office,” he declared.

“No, I didn’t. She did. I merely engaged the lock. She was the one who shut the door.”

Brax rolled his eyes, then pivoted toward the elevator.

“You think Zeke’s here?” I didn’t want to voice the question, but I had to get it out there. That damn Sadist was all I could think about these days. 

“Not if we’re lucky,” Brax said, his voice pitched low. 

I knew Brax was looking forward to seeing Zeke every bit as much as I was. Perhaps more. Okay, maybe not more. Ever since that damn scene at Dichotomy, when Zeke had whipped me right into subspace, my dick had been perpetually hard. No matter how often I came—by my own hand or Brax’s phenomenal ass or mouth—it didn’t seem to help. I wanted what Zeke Lautner could give me. Us.

Since the day I met Brax, I had never questioned what I found so appealing about another submissive. He was one of the greatest men I’d ever met. Wicked smart, eerily attentive, ridiculously attractive, and damn good in the sack. Those were all qualities that appealed to me. However, he was a masochist like me. He wanted someone to give him pain, not to offer it.

Insert Zeke Lautner. Big, brooding, and brutal. All the things I longed for in a Sadist. Brax and I agreed that Zeke was the only man who could give us what we needed. While I was content with the status of my relationship with Brax—I loved the man, for fuck’s sake—we both knew we needed more than what we could give each other. 

See, we were both masochists, and while we longed for pain and humiliation, neither of us was equipped to dish it out. We took care of each other and we sated those basic biological functions, but there was still that underlying need, the ache to be manhandled, beaten, fucked within an inch of our lives. 

Therefore, we went to Dichotomy as often as possible. It was our attempt to find a Dom with a heavy hand, one who might strip us of our control by beating us down in an effort to build us back up. 

I’d been to plenty of clubs in my day, including those that were glammed up on the outside but filled to capacity with men and women who were mere caricatures of the roles they attempted to play. Fortunately, I’d found Dichotomy in Dallas and had since managed to at least find one or two Doms who could give me a little of what I so desperately needed. However, no one had ever delivered it the way Zeke had.

Believe it or not, the truly sadistic Doms weren’t easy to find. While safe, sane, and consensual was the unspoken rule in the kink world, in my experience, most Doms were so caught up in it they couldn’t be effective. Always asking if I was okay, wanting to know my color, fearful they were going to make one wrong move and cause more pain than I could handle when, in reality, they rarely even registered on the low end of my pain threshold.

And that was the main reason I’d developed some sort of strange fascination with Zeke Lautner. I’d never met a man like him before. He didn’t ask questions like, “Color, sub?” or “Do you want it harder?” or “Are you ready to come?”

Nope. Zeke didn’t ask questions because he didn’t give a shit what my color was or if I needed to be hit harder or even if I wanted to come. Whenever I was in his presence, there was no question as to who was in charge. And I wasn’t sure how, but he seemed to know what I needed. I’d experienced his personal brand of Sadism only once, but it was an experience I would never forget.

“Tell me you’re really not hoping he’s here,” I taunted Brax when the elevator doors closed, sealing us into the small box. I fucking hated confined spaces. I imagined the higher we went, the thinner the air got, my chest squeezing for fear I wouldn’t be able to breathe.

“I’m really not.”

“Liar.”

A smile pulled at Brax’s mouth. I knew it. He was lying. 

When the elevator stopped on the thirty-third floor, I waited for Brax to exit before I stumbled out, hoping no one noticed my misstep.

“Well, well, well,” Dale Cooper said as he pushed to his feet. “Look what the cat dragged in.” He moved around the reception desk and grinned. “Glad you made it all right. Long drive?”

“That’s an understatement,” Brax said, shaking Dale’s hand. He nodded toward me. “Not that he’d know. He slept the entire trip.”

I shook Dale’s hand. “Only because his singin’ makes me wanna stab out my own eardrums.”

“Fuck off,” Brax said on a laugh, that sexy grin of his heating my blood. The man had a way of derailing me from all good intentions.

Brax turned back to Dale. “We’re here to get the apartment key. Ben said he’d have it.”

“Ben took Addison to lunch.”

Well, fuck. I’d been looking forward to a shower. 

Dale smirked. “However, I heard a rumor that Zeke has your keys.”

My back straightened, and my cock made certain my brain was aware he was there. 

“Hold up a sec.” Dale marched back around his desk and grabbed the telephone receiver. He punched a couple of buttons. “Mr. Lautner, I’ve got Brax and Case here. They stopped by to get the keys to their apartment.”

While I couldn’t make out what was being said, I did hear the distinct rumble of Zeke’s rough baritone. I noticed the way Dale’s eyes flared slightly before he quickly masked it.

“Yes, Sir. I’ll let them know.”

Although my brain was screaming, “Oh, shit,” my body was having an entirely different reaction to this curious turn of events.




CHAPTER 3

Zeke

“Patience is a virtue, Dale. They can wait,” I told the receptionist when he delivered the news that the pretty boy and the cowboy had arrived.

“Yes, Sir. I’ll let them know.”

Disconnecting the phone, I glanced out the window. The sun had slipped behind the clouds, darkening my office.

What the fuck was I doing? Was I really contemplating the idea of fucking with these boys? It would make more sense if I simply pretended they didn’t exist. It wasn’t like me to play with the same submissive more than once. I’d done it before and it had gotten me absolutely nowhere. Since I wasn’t a glutton for punishment, I should take a page from my history book and leave these two alone. Even if I was entertained for a short period of time, nothing good could come of it in the long run.

Still, I was thinking about them even as they sat one floor up in the reception area. I remembered that day on Trent’s jet. The day I learned one of my good friends had set me up. I’d been relaxing with Ransom while the pretty boy sat across from me, his gaze frequently straying my way. The moment the cowboy came into the room, I found myself unable to resist fucking with them.

“Trent wants these boys to meet with Justin,” I told Ransom.

“Why?” 

“Hell if I know.” I smirked. “Maybe he’s looking to add some decoration to the office.”

Ransom’s gaze strayed to the pretty boy. “Well, that’d do it.”

I peered over at my friend once again, gauging his interest in the two. If Ransom wanted these two for himself, I’d certainly hand them over on a silver platter. I didn’t need the fucking headache.

Unfortunately, Ransom’s appreciation was only skin deep. He wasn’t interested in the pretty boy or the cowboy.

“String ’em up naked,” Ransom said. “Maybe in the lobby so everyone can watch.”

Yep, the man was as sadistic as I was.

But he was right. These two would make nice office decor. I could admit I wouldn’t mind seeing the pretty boy tied up and at my mercy. Perhaps trussed up beneath my desk while I worked. I could use the other for a footstool.

Speaking of other…

The cowboy appeared in the doorway, his green eyes instantly landing on his friend.

“Sit,” I commanded, pointing toward the spot beside the pretty boy. “Better yet, both of you kneel.”

Without a word, the pretty boy inched off the edge of the seat and right onto the floor. His actions didn’t surprise me one bit. He was eager to please. I’d seen it in his eyes when ours met earlier. The cowboy followed suit, moving close.

“I’ve seen you both before,” I said. 

Neither of them spoke. 

They were good boys. 

Exactly how I liked them.

“How old are you, pretty boy?” 

The pretty boy’s mouth moved, but the rest of him remained still. “Twenty-eight, Sir.”

“And you, cowboy?” 

A small smile curved the cowboy’s lips. “Twenty-seven, Sir.”

“You two like to play?” I asked.

Neither spoke, but I hadn’t addressed one or the other, so it made sense.

“Pretty boy,” I called out. “Answer me.”

The pretty boy nodded his head. “Yes, Sir.”

“Are you collared, pretty boy?” They weren’t wearing collars, but, being this was a business trip, it was possible they’d simply left them at home.

“No, Sir.”

“What about you, cowboy?”

“No, Sir.”

“Zeke,” I clarified. “I don’t like Sir. When you speak to me, refer to me as Zeke.”

“No, Zeke,” the cowboy corrected. “I’m not collared.”

“If I insist you strip right here, what would be your answer, cowboy?”

“I would oblige, Zeke,” he said, his voice raspy. 

I peered over at Ransom. He offered a shrug as he grabbed a magazine and moved to one of the chairs farther away from me.
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