

Table of Contents



	Title Page

	Nicole Edwards Book list

	Copyright

	ONE

	TWO

	THREE

	FOUR

	FIVE

	SIX

	SEVEN

	EIGHT

	NINE

	TEN

	ELEVEN

	TWELVE

	THIRTEEN

	FOURTEEN

	FIFTEEN

	SIXTEEN

	SEVENTEEN

	EIGHTEEN

	NINETEEN

	TWENTY

	TWENTY-ONE

	TWENTY-TWO

	EPILOGUE

	E-book

	Acknowledgments

	About Nicole Edwards

	Nicole Edwards on Smashwords






  Guide

  
    	Contents

  





























THEIR NAUGHTY STUDENT

OFFICE INTRIGUE, 6

NICOLE EDWARDS




ALLURING INDULGENCE SERIES

Kaleb

Zane

Travis

Holidays with the Walker Brothers

Ethan

Braydon

Sawyer

Brendon

THE WALKERS OF COYOTE RIDGE SERIES

Curtis

Jared

Hard to Hold

Hard to Handle 

Beau

Rex

AUSTIN ARROWS SERIES

Rush

Kaufman

CLUB DESTINY SERIES

Conviction

Temptation

Addicted

Seduction

Infatuation

Captivated

Devotion

Perception

Entrusted

Adored

Distraction

DEAD HEAT RANCH SERIES

Boots Optional

Betting on Grace

Overnight Love

DEVIL’S BEND SERIES

Chasing Dreams

Vanishing Dreams

OFFICE INTRIGUE SERIES

Office Intrigue

Intrigued Out of the Office

Their Rebellious Submissive

Their Famous Dominant

Their Ruthless Sadist

Their Naughty Student

PIER 70 SERIES

Reckless

Fearless

Speechless

Harmless

Clueless

SNIPER 1 SECURITY SERIES

Wait for Morning

Never Say Never

Tomorrow’s Too Late

SOUTHERN BOY MAFIA/DEVIL’S PLAYGROUND SERIES

Beautifully Brutal

Without Regret

Beautifully Loyal

Without Restraint

STANDALONE NOVELS

Unhinged Trilogy

A Million Tiny Pieces

Inked on Paper

Bad Reputation

Bad Business

NAUGHTY HOLIDAY EDITIONS

2015

2016




Copyright © 2019 by Nicole Edwards Limited

All rights reserved.

This is a self-published title.

 

Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise), without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of this book.




Author: Nicole Edwards

Title: Their Naughty Student

Office Intrigue, 6

 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents either are the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locals is entirely coincidental.




Cover Details: 

Image: © Wander Aguiar | WanderBookClub.com

Model: Jacklyn S.

Background: © Jakub Gojda (55345801) | 123rf.com

Design: © Nicole Edwards Limited




Interior Details:

Formatting: Nicole Edwards Limited

Editing: Blue Otter Editing | BlueOtterEditing.com




Identifiers: ISBN: 978-1-64418-004-4 (ebook) ISBN: 978-1-64418-006-8 (paperback) ISBN: 978-1-64418-005-1 (audio)

Subjects: BISAC: FICTION / Romance / General | BISAC: FICTION / LGBT




ONE

EDGE




Friday, October 19, 2018


IF SOMEONE WOULD’VE TOLD ME I WOULD one day be willingly waiting for Zeke Lautner’s sister to meet me at a kink club, I would’ve told them to lay off the sauce.


Seriously.


No one in their right mind would entertain the thought of engaging Jamie Lautner in any sort of kinky activity. Not if they wanted to live, anyway.


Except, that was exactly what I was doing.


Didn’t matter that I had an entire club to manage. I had somehow been roped into meeting sweet little Jamie so I could show her the ropes at Dichotomy. Not literally, of course. No way was I going to tie that girl up. I valued my balls far too much to allow that to happen. Zeke would castrate me in a New York minute if he found out.


Yet I couldn’t deny some sense of anticipation. 


I had known Zeke for some time, and I’d had the privilege of meeting Jamie a time or two. More so in recent years when it seemed Zeke used her as his plus one whenever there was a function that wasn’t club related. 


I tried to picture her as my little sister, but I had a hard time. It would’ve made tonight a hell of a lot easier if I could. Only then it would be weird because I couldn’t fathom introducing my sister into this world. In fact, that would be rather creepy.


Not helping, Edge.


Yeah, yeah, yeah. That inner voice was being a pain in the ass. Had been ever since Ransom Bishop came up with this absurd idea and Zeke had gone along with it. I had to believe Zeke was suffering some sort of mental breakdown. The man was so protective of his sister, I wouldn’t be surprised if there were a long list of injuries sustained at that man’s hands. Any man who wanted to so much as take the girl for coffee probably had endured a broken finger or two.


I shook out my hand. Like my balls, I’d grown quite attached to my fingers. 


For fuck’s sake, Edge. Grow a pair, would ya?


“Master Edge?”


I turned to see Angela Evans strolling my way. She was one of the submissives on duty here at Dichotomy, the red studded collar around her neck a sign that she was here in an official capacity. 


“Yes, Angela?”


“There’s a guest waiting for you at the check-in point.”


Fucking lovely.


Part of me had been hoping Jamie would freak out at the last second and be a no-show. I couldn’t get that lucky.


“Thanks.” I took a deep breath and tried to calm myself. No way could I give Jamie the proper introduction if I was a freaked-out mess. 


You’re a Dom, for fuck’s sake. Act like one.


I hated that damn voice, but it seemed to be there more and more these days. I wasn’t sure why it thought I needed a mental push, but there it was, always shoving me forward. It was almost as though I was stuck in a rut, and without it, I would likely find myself sitting at home, my hand down my pants as I ate pizza in front of the television.


And what? Have a beer or two? Get fat and lazy? Come up with an excuse to be alone?


As I was making my way to the front entrance, I passed Ransom and I couldn’t miss that wicked grin on his face. 


Yeah, buddy. We’re doing the death march. Are you happy?


Ransom Bishop was an instigator. He enjoyed the hell out of setting things in motion. He was always inserting himself in various situations, motivating people to do things they likely wouldn’t do otherwise. All so he could sit back and laugh. Somehow, I’d fallen into his trap and I hoped for his sake I walked out the other side in one piece. Otherwise, I was going to beat him within an inch of his life.


I approached the front entrance, fully expecting to see Jamie standing there. Probably decked out in jeans and a T-shirt, not understanding what fetish wear was or why it was standard protocol in a club of this nature. However, I didn’t see anyone out of place as I scanned the area. 


My eyes shifted to the bar. Two Doms were standing there chatting. No submissives. I peered into the Dom lounge, but I only noticed Mistress Jane speaking to Mistress X while four male submissives knelt on the floor at their feet. 


Maybe she bolted before you could get here.


I turned, ready to head up to the front desk to see if she’d done exactly that when my gaze landed on a young woman standing to the left of the scanning room where everyone was patted down to ensure they didn’t have weapons or video equipment.


Holy Mother of God. 


Yeah. I really needed that voice to shut the hell up. It was hard enough to breathe without his interference because … Holy Mother of God. 


There was six feet of lithe brunette watching me, her long limbs drawing my attention as I took her in from head to toe. Not an inch of denim was covering her. Then again, the brown and gold corset she wore didn’t cover much of her, either. It cinched in her trim waist and highlighted her breasts, cleavage cascading deliciously over the top edge, which hugged her breasts lovingly. The brown spandex boy shorts covered her private parts but did nothing to hide those long, long legs.


For fuck’s sake. Say something, dumb ass.


“Master Edge?” 


I forced a smile as I composed myself, allowing my Dom face to fall into place. Ogling this woman wasn’t an option and I needed to remember that.


“Jamie, you look … lovely.”


She smiled and her face was so radiant it damn near blinded me. On a normal day, I wasn’t one to wax poetic about a woman’s smile, but I couldn’t help it. 


“Thank you.” Her chest bloomed with color and the sweet rosy red inched upward until it highlighted her cheeks. It was in that moment that I noticed how fucking young she was. She was ten years younger than Zeke, which made her twenty-three or twenty-four.


Twenty-fucking-anything was insane for me to consider. I was thirty-six, which made this girl twelve years younger than me at the very least. 


It’s not like you’re old enough to be her father.


Well, technically, I probably was. Not that I’d been having sex at the age of thirteen, but it would’ve been shortly thereafter.


“Thank you so much for allowing me to come here tonight,” she said sweetly.


“It’s my pleasure to have you as my guest.” 


Her brown eyes darted around and the curiosity I saw there made my dick stir with anticipation. I fought it back, reminding myself she wasn’t just any submissive who was looking to explore this world for the first time. 


She was Zeke Lautner’s sister. 


She was an innocent.


She was off-limits.


How the hell had I allowed Zeke to talk me into this?




Jamie




GREGORY EDGE.


That was the name of the ridiculously sexy man standing before me. Master Edge to those who interacted with him inside these walls, simply Edge to his closest friends. Tall, dark, gorgeous. Every straight woman’s fantasy, I’d imagine. Mine, for sure. 


This solid slab of pure alpha male encased in an absurdly delicious package was … well, the first word that came to mind was dangerous. As though he should be stamped with a warning, something along the lines of: Beware. Could cause sinful thoughts.


I’d venture to guess he was in his late thirties, determined by the laugh lines around his eyes and mouth, a hint of silver glittering in his otherwise black hair. Those aquamarine-blue eyes glowed, a mesmerizing shimmer brightened all the more by his black hair and bronzed skin. The stubble lining that rock-hard jaw had my fingers itching to touch. It was rare for me to consider any man beautiful, much less one so masculine, but that was Gregory Edge.


He was taller than me by a good four or five inches. Since I clocked in at six foot even, the height was a nice bonus. His lean build, currently outfitted in black leather pants, was rock solid, his abs defined by those sexy ridges and the distinct V that dipped down into the leather.


And to think, this beautiful specimen was going to give me an introduction into the world of kink.


“Have you ever been to a kink club before, Miss Lautner?” Edge asked as he stepped closer. His voice rich and deep, his words heard clearly over the music filling the space.


“I have not,” I admitted, trying to maintain a purely clinical outlook on this endeavor. “I’m a virgin.”


Those gas-flame-blue eyes—full of a mixture of hot and cold—shot to mine, and I realized instantly what I’d said. 


Oops.


My blush heated my skin at least ten degrees, but I fought the urge to cover my face. “I mean … I’m a … a kink club virgin.” 


“Is that so?” 


I nodded. I was also a virgin virgin, but I figured he didn’t really need to know that. Not like I walked around waving a V flag, signaling that I had yet to be intimate with a man. Since I wasn’t interested in playing pass the baton with the most carnal characteristic of my entire being, I tended to keep it to myself.


“When’s the last time I saw you?” he asked.


“Good question,” I mused. “That birthday party?”


His smile was warm. “Jane’s. Right. I remember that night.”


He wasn’t the only one. I’d found myself captivated by the stalwart Dominant that night. Edge had come alone, and I had caught him eyeing me a few times. Nothing overt. Not a come-hither look or anything. He was not that sort of man. Not that I could tell, anyway. However, there were a few casual glances meant to be discreet. The kind that made a woman’s insides quiver with anticipation.


Yep. That happened. 


Once.


Sure, I’d been checking him out that night, too. Unfortunately, the evening came and went without so much as two words between us. So, when Zeke had mentioned Edge would be the one who would show me the ropes at Dichotomy, I’d been slightly giddy. I knew, above all else, that I could trust him to take care of me.


“Thank you for offering to show me around,” I said, allowing my gaze to travel the room. “I’ve been curious as to what goes on in a place like this.”


“Are you interested in D/s as a whole? Or just the interaction?”


“I’d say I have a unique curiosity about Domination and submission as a whole,” I said truthfully.


Although I’d told my brother I wanted to visit the club to get a better understanding of this lifestyle, I wasn’t exactly certain I would categorize myself as a submissive. Sure, I was curious, but I was more interested in picking the brains of those who lived this lifestyle than I was about defining my own sexuality. Would I openly tell my brother that? Absolutely not. With him, I tried to play it off as curiosity. The last thing I wanted Zeke to know was that I intended to make test subjects out of his closest friends. But what Zeke didn’t know wouldn’t hurt him. 


However, I was still trying to determine how to play this with Edge. If I kept it on an academic level, letting him know this was research for my dissertation, he might toss me out on my nearly naked ass. On the other hand, if I played up my interest on a sexual level, perhaps he’d make it a little more personal, give me an in-depth view of this lifestyle. Either way, I didn’t want to scare him off before we ever got started.


When Edge took a step closer, those devastating eyes raking over me slowly, I got the feeling he didn’t scare easily.


“How about we start with the truth,” he suggested.


“Truth?” Was the air thinner in here? It was getting harder to breathe the closer he got.


“Why are you really here, Miss Lautner?” His eyes narrowed. “The men and women in this club like to have virgins for lunch.”


“Do they?” Yep. I’d been reduced to a breathless puddle within five minutes of talking to him. 


The backs of his knuckles grazed my cheek. “Oh, yes. And I happen to know some who are very hungry tonight.”


Did that mean he was intimidated by the fact I could be pure, untouched? Was he one of those assholes who thought conquering a virgin was the highest-ranking honor among men? I’d met those guys before, of course. The ones who would gladly open your door, even pay for dinner, but their expectation was clear. If they treated me like a lady and fed me, I was responsible for giving it up.


I inhaled sharply when the tip of his finger trailed along the underside of my jaw, inching lower as he skimmed my neck, my chest, stopping just shy of my cleavage.


It was impossible to think clearly with him touching me. I knew he was attempting to intimidate me, likely hoping to send me running from the room. 


“Are you?” I asked, failing to keep my voice from quivering.


“Am I what?”


“Hungry?”


“Starving.” The single word spoken in a dark, seductive growl. “As a rule, though, I steer clear of virgins.”


“We’re still talking about kink club virgins, right?” I asked, feeling the need to push back.


“I don’t know, are we?” he taunted.


I got the feeling Gregory Edge would not be the guy who would take my virginity and display it on his mantel like a trophy. However, I did get the sense he could be the guy I’d willingly hand it over to if my libido had anything to say in the matter. Even as I stood here, my hormones rioted, my body willing to accept his help in relieving the overwhelming ache, that inner turmoil that couldn’t be assuaged by a battery-operated boyfriend.


“Would you like something to drink?” Edge waved his hand toward the bar. “Everything but alcohol.”


“Is it true Trent Ramsey doesn’t allow alcohol in his clubs because it hinders one’s ability to make sound decisions?” I blurted before I could think better of it.


His sharply pointed eyebrows lowered. “It impairs judgment,” he explained, his gaze studying me as he spoke, “and in turn, impairs consent.”


Ah. That made sense. “I’m good,” I told him, willing my nerves to chill.


“Then we’ll move on to the tour.” Edge held out his big hand, signaling for me to walk in front of him.


Alrighty then. Jumping in feet first, no life vest.


I forced my feet to move, my eyes continuously scanning every inch of the club just as I’d done while I had waited for Edge to join me. 


This floor wasn’t much different than any vanilla—as my brother referred to non-BDSM-related things—nightclub I’d been to. The music was loud, the people were louder, and everyone seemed to be having a good time despite the fact there was no alcohol served.


“Would you prefer to see the theme rooms first? Or the dungeon?”


Was he still trying to intimidate me? It felt as though he was, so I figured I could give him a taste of his own medicine.


“If it’s all the same to you, I’d like to get a little taste of everything,” I said, peering up into those cool blue eyes.


God, he had pretty eyes. They were a stark contrast to his tan face, brightened all the more because of his jet-black hair and the dark slashes of his eyebrows. Although his nose was a little narrow and long, it didn’t detract from his attractiveness in the least.


“Is that right?” 


His smile was both sexy and mischievous and that tingling in my belly intensified. 


He didn’t wait for me to answer before he added, “Then let’s begin, shall we?”


Master Edge’s hand moved to the small of my back as I continued to walk. I inhaled deeply, shocked by the sensation. Similar to his inquisitive gaze, his touch stirred things inside me. I did my best not to focus on how his fingers grazed the thin sliver of bare skin between the corset and my boy shorts. 


“We’ll take the stairs down.”


I nodded, then headed in the direction he gently nudged me. As we descended, the music changed. While upstairs had a club feel with techno music, this was more industrial. Darker, sexier. 


I tried not to act completely surprised to see so many people in various states of undress. After all, I had read plenty of erotic romance novels that had depicted a dozen or two different clubs. While the descriptions varied in many ways, there was always one common theme: someone was undoubtedly naked. 


More than one as was the case here.


“Worried you might end up naked?” he goaded, the words spoken low in my ear.


“No, actually.” Yeah, that wasn’t exactly the truth although the thought didn’t freak me out the way I expected. Of course, it was something I’d considered for some time. After debating as to whether or not I could go through with it should the opportunity present itself, I’d finally come to a firm decision. Yes, I could. After all, from a clinical perspective, it would be good research. 


There were only a couple of people who were playing, one woman strapped to a spanking bench, another to a St. Andrew’s cross. I only knew what those were because I read so much—blogs, research papers, magazines, and yes, erotic fiction—and anytime I came across a new kink toy, I Googled it, curious as to what it looked like. Fair warning to those who hadn’t yet used their good friend Google to look up kink club apparatus: some of them weren’t for the faint of heart.


With strong fingers curling over my shoulders, Edge stepped up behind me. The position felt distinctly possessive and ridiculously sexy, but again, I knew it was another attempt to intimidate.


His voice, dark and seductively rough, rasped against my senses. “She’s completely at his mercy. Bound, gagged.” He inhaled, exhaled. “Naked and vulnerable.”


Yep. She was. 


“She belongs to him tonight. Only him,” he whispered.


I found it hard to pay attention when he was so close. His hands were warm on my skin, his body solid at my back, and he smelled so freaking good. 


I hadn’t expected it, to be honest. I had expected Edge to do his due diligence, to steer me through the club, point out what was what, and then take me back upstairs and leave me to my own devices. 


I hadn’t considered I’d become the game. 


Strangely enough, I liked the idea.


More than I would ever admit to my brother.




CAV




“MASTER CAV, IT’S AN HONOR TO HAVE you here.”


As I entered the dimly lit club, I slowly lifted my gaze, meeting the eager eyes of a petite blonde I’d had the pleasure of spending time with during previous visits.


“An honor?” I didn’t bother to hide my disappointment at the blatant disregard for club protocol. And thirty seconds in, to boot. Perhaps a new record.


“Yes, Sir,” she said sweetly, her fake lashes fluttering. “I’ve been hoping you’d arrive.”


I’d heard that line before. A few dozen times, in fact. 


Kink clubs—hardcore, bondage, fetish, didn’t really matter—each had its own distinct ambience, a certain aura, if you would. It consumed you from the moment you stepped inside, got into your blood, thrummed in your veins, hardened your muscles, heightened your senses. Perhaps the easiest way to describe it was anticipation fueled by adrenaline and lust. A heady concoction, one that tripled when I walked into this particular kink club. 


Dichotomy was probably my favorite of all the joints I’d visited over the years. Roughly a decade ago—twenty-five and full of myself—I’d stumbled onto the BDSM scene. A few short hours after learning what it was, I sauntered into a club thinking I was hot shit, acting as though I knew what the hell I was doing. For the record, I didn’t. Not by a long shot. 


But that was then, this was now, and in the last ten years, I’d honed my skills to a fine point, accepted the role I’d opted to play. 


Rather than respond, I pinned her in place with the expression I knew most submissives dropped their eyes from. Showing zero respect for the fact I was a Master at this club, the submissive before me continued to make eye contact, clearly not realizing her mistake.


“Liz?” 


Her pencil-thin eyebrows rose, hope, clear and bright, shining in her eyes. “Yes, Master Cav?”


I doused that hope when I said, “Did I ask you to approach?” 


Her tone was slightly hesitant when she said, “No, Sir.” 


“Did I ask you to speak?”


“No, Sir.”


“Did I ask you to look me in the eye?”


She answered with, “No, Sir;” however, her gaze didn’t lower.


During my time in the scene, I’d visited all types of places. Some that focused solely on bondage, others that catered to the hardcore, even some that were merely brothels disguised as kink. Dichotomy was on an entirely different level from those places, and I was proud to be a part of it. I’d been a member since inception, had spent time in both the Dallas and Chicago locations. 


What I liked about this one most was that Trent Ramsey, the owner, wasn’t a novice and his clubs reflected that. And the man he’d hired to manage this location ran a tight ship. Gregory Edge paid attention to every minute detail—atmosphere, hygiene, safety. He ensured the Dominants understood the rules, followed them, made safety their main concern. He insisted any and all submissives underwent the training necessary to interact with the experienced Masters of the club.


Evidently, Liz needed a refresher course.


“I’m going to ask you again; did I ask you to make eye contact?” I wondered if she was too eager to even remember the basic rules of D/s.


“No, Sir.”


As though it clicked, her eyes widened suddenly. A second later, her chin tilted low, her arms fell to her sides. Long blond hair slid like silk over her shoulders, covering pert tits cupped by a leather bra.


Even if she had a momentary lapse, she knew the rules. Speaking to me without permission was the fastest way to find yourself cut from my lineup for the evening. 


Too bad, too. We could’ve enjoyed ourselves. For a little while. Unfortunately, her need for attention ruined it for her.


“Nice to see you, Liz,” I stated before walking past her. It was a definite blow-off, but in this scene, it was a move that was often necessary to maintain the upper hand in the constant shift of power. 


I’d met more than my fair share of submissives who believed a partial glance was a sign of what was to come, but I had a reputation inside these walls, and most, if not all, of the club submissives knew who I was. They knew I didn’t roll that way. The submissives I’d played with in the past, of which there were many, knew I didn’t tolerate topping from the bottom.


I didn’t live the lifestyle twenty-four seven, likely never would, so I enjoyed the time I did get to spend here, though thanks to my schedule, it wasn’t much these days.


A couple of submissives cut their gazes to me as I moved toward the Dom lounge. I gave them a quick once-over, tipping my Stetson slightly, ensuring I showed a modicum of interest but not enough to invite them to come over. A cute brunette started my way, but her redheaded friend saved her with a firm hand on her arm and a few whispered words in her ear. 


Smart girl. Maybe I’d have to go in search of the little redhead later on. She might be fun to strap down and spank until she was begging for both mercy and my cock.


Of course, that would have to wait. I wasn’t that easy. 


“Well, well, well. Look what the cat dragged in.”


I pivoted around to see who the sexy voice belonged to, my gaze landing on the petite Dominatrix everyone referred to as Mistress Jane. I couldn’t hide my smile. “I tend to be the one doing the dragging,” I assured her.


Jane chuckled. “I’ve heard that about you.” 


She offered a quick hug and I had no choice but to hug her back. 


When she looked up at me, she was grinning. “I didn’t expect to see you here tonight.” 


“I could say the same to you.” 


“On the contrary”—Jane cocked a hip—“I’m here more often than not. But it’s been a long time since you’ve graced us with your presence.”


“Yes, ma’am. I’ve been busy.”


“I heard you moved back to Chicago.”


“That’s a nasty rumor,” I teased. 


Her expression said she approved of my attempt at humor. “So, it’s not true?” 


“Not completely. Yet. Provided all goes well, I’ll likely settle in for a bit.” At least, that was my plan as of this morning. I was one of those guys who went where the action took me. And for whatever reason, it had brought me back to my home away from home this time around.


Jane’s smile widened. “Any chance you’re seeking employment at Chatter PR?”


“As a matter of fact…” I cocked my head to the side, tried to read Jane’s mind, to no avail. “I have an interview with Zeke on Monday.”


I’d learned a long time ago that the clubs were a gossip mill. Word spread fast, and although I hadn’t officially taken a position with Chatter PR, I was entertaining the notion thanks to Edge giving me a good reference. Since Jane was employed by Chatter also, she evidently had a direct hotline to the information.


“I think he might’ve mentioned that. Good luck.” Jane chuckled. “He’s hired two others and they seem to be working out, but I think he’s looking for someone to manage them.”


“He having an issue?”


Jane shook her head, causing her long onyx hair, pulled back in a sleek tail, to slip smoothly over her shoulder. “Not at all. You know how he is. Zeke doesn’t like people.” She laughed. “But we’ve advised them of Zeke’s…” She tapped one blood-red nail on her lower lip. “What’s the word I’m looking for?”


“Idiosyncrasies?”


“Ah, yes. That’s a good one.” Her eyes glittered. “They’re adapting.” Jane nodded toward the far side of the room, her black bangs swaying, then falling back into place as she did. “I assume you’re looking for Edge?”


Jane Fellows had an uncanny ability to read me like a book. I wasn’t sure why that was, and I’d long ago stopped questioning it.


“I am.”


Her gaze shot toward the stairs. “I saw him go down a few minutes ago.”


“To the dungeon, huh?” I asked, my interest piquing. “Work or play?”


“Considering he’s got a guest tonight, I’m thinking play might be on the agenda.” Jane’s tone reflected something that sounded a lot like amusement.


“Training class?” 


“Nope. But she’s definitely a newbie.”


“Is that right?” 


The glimmer in Jane’s gray eyes hinted at something mischievous. “You might know her.”


That sounded promising. “Who is she?”


Jane’s red-slicked lips curled up, her white teeth flashing. “Zeke Lautner’s sister, Jamie.”


Oh, hell. 


I frowned. “And what the fuck is Edge doin’ with her?” I lowered my voice, realizing my Texas was showing. “Does he have a death wish?”


Jane chuckled. “Believe it or not, cowboy, he’s showing her around at Zeke’s request.”


I didn’t know Zeke well, but I’d consider him an acquaintance. Being a Master here at the club, I didn’t have to befriend a member to know quite a few details about one. For instance, I knew for a fact that Zeke Lautner was extremely protective when it came to his little sister.


“Did Zeke hit his head?”


Jane chuckled. “That’s exactly what I wondered at first.”


I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the stairs as I imagined what might possibly be taking place down there. “Well, color me intrigued,” I said beneath my breath.


Jane laughed, clearly hearing me. “I won’t keep you any longer. Good luck.”


Luck was my middle fucking name, but I didn’t need to tell Jane that. Most people who knew me knew that. I worked hard and played harder, but there was no doubt some higher power had me in their sights. Otherwise I wouldn’t have made it this far in life.


I didn’t waste time as I worked my way down to the dungeon, greeting a few people I hadn’t seen in quite some time. The second my feet hit the polished concrete floor, I stopped, my eyes locked on the scene before me, and it did not include the woman strapped to the spanking bench.


I saw Edge first. 


His wide, muscled back was to me, but there was no mistaking the tattoo inked just below his hairline—the familiar BDSM symbol, which was a derivation of a triskelion shape within a circle—or the bulge of his shoulders, the ass encased in leather pants, or the way he stood with his legs spread wide. He was a mountain of a man, an alpha everyone in this club looked up to. 


I took a moment to admire him, a treat I rarely had the opportunity to indulge in these days. It wasn’t something I tended to do in public. Not because I was ashamed of my attraction to the man. No, I tended to keep my interest on the DL for the sole reason that I was a Dominant, and it wasn’t within the norm for one Dom to want another. Which meant my overwhelming desire for him was something I kept to myself. Always. I was fairly certain Edge knew I was interested, perhaps he’d even entertained the idea a time or two, but as of yet, we hadn’t explored that avenue.


One day.


Maybe.


Edge shifted and I caught a quick glimpse of his guest. Standing there in a wickedly hot corset and boy shorts was a woman who was comfortable in her own skin. Just looking at her, you wouldn’t guess she was related to Zeke, but I knew she had to be because Edge was guarding her like his life depended on it.


Perhaps it did.


Wanting a better view, I moved closer until I could see every glorious inch of the goddess in bronze. 


She was tall. Much taller than most women, in fact. With my height of six foot two, we would be almost eye to eye. She had nice shoulders, smooth and tanned, her breasts the perfect handful. With her shiny dark hair, sleek, trim physique, and golden skin, she could’ve been a model. Perhaps for Victoria’s Secret or even Sports Illustrated—the swimsuit edition. But her legs were what captured my attention most. I could practically envision those mile-long limbs wrapped around my waist, riding me like a prized stallion. 


Since Edge and Jamie were watching a scene, I sauntered up and stood quietly behind the big man I hadn’t seen in three months. We talked on the phone at least once a week, traded texts far more than that, but I hadn’t actually laid eyes on him in far too long. He looked good, smelled even better.


While I was tempted to tap him on the shoulder, I wasn’t about to interrupt. It was rude and it pissed me off when others did it to me. So, I took a step to the side, which gave me a much better view of both of them together. They fit. Like puzzle pieces. With her beauty and his brawn, I’d say they complemented one another rather well. 


My gaze strayed to the female and once more that heady feeling—anticipation laced with lust and adrenaline—fizzed in my veins.


I was rather eager to see how this night would play out.




TWO

EDGE




THE SCENE I’D CHOSEN FOR JAMIE TO observe took roughly ten minutes to play out. Nothing overly complicated or particularly unique. Submissive strapped to a spanking bench, Liam Murphy—a popular, unattached Master—using a crop and his fingers to bring her to orgasm. 


Once Liam accomplished his goal, people began dispersing but I hesitated. Since Chris Cavanaugh was standing not two feet behind me, I had good reason. 


It’s only appropriate he shows up. You’ve been thinking about him enough lately.


I ignored the voice even if he was correct. I had been thinking about Cav, wondering when he’d grace us with his presence. 


For the record, he had the worst fucking timing. 


As if I needed something else to deal with right now, Cav had to make an appearance tonight. The last time I’d talked to him—two days ago—he’d said he wasn’t sure when he would be back in Chicago. I should’ve known he’d pop in at the most inconvenient time.


For you, maybe. Looks like he’s got other thoughts on his timing.


While I could’ve easily acknowledged him, then come up with some excuse as to why Jamie and I had to go, I knew Cav would see right through it. Considering I’d known the guy since college, considered him my closest friend, not only would he see through my lies, he would call me on them, too.


Taking a deep breath, I prepared for the inevitable, then pivoted around with my hand on Jamie’s back, guiding her to do the same.


“Cav,” I greeted, my voice stern, ensuring he knew I wasn’t in the mood for his games tonight.


“Edge.” He shook my hand as his gaze slid to Jamie, then back to me.


“Jamie Lautner,” I said—stressing her last name—“I’d like you to meet Chris Cavanaugh. Here he’s referred to as Master Cav.”


“Or simply Cav,” he noted.


Jamie’s smile lit up the entire fucking room and I could tell Cav was instantly taken by her. Not that I blamed the guy. She seemed to have that effect on people. Including me. In the few minutes I’d spent with her, I was almost certain I could feel her beneath my skin, burrowing deep, threatening my hard-won control.


To be clear, it was a foreign sensation, one that took me off guard. Almost as much as seeing Cav tonight.


“It’s nice to meet you, Master Cav,” she said sweetly.


“The pleasure’s all mine,” he replied, tipping his hat like a perfect gentleman.


The fucker.


Jamie’s dark eyes glittered as her attention bounced back and forth between me and Cav, clearly waiting for me to say something.


A million memories flashed through my mind, faceless women he and I had shared before. None of them holding a candle to the woman standing by my side. I had to fight back the urge to imagine how perfectly she would fit against us, how incredible it would feel to have her pinned between us, to taste those sweet lips—


For fuck’s sake. Undress her already.


Stupid voice. 


Knowing I had to shut this down now, I glared at Cav. I doubted Jamie understood the silent conversation currently taking place between me and the cowboy plenty of submissives hoped would allow them to saddle up and ride. It went something like this:


Me: Don’t even think about it.


Cav: Too late for that. I’m thinking of nothing else.


Me: Too bad. She’s off-limits.


Cav: I think that decision should be up to her, no?


Me: No. It definitely should not.


It was as simple as that. Initially, my goal had been to keep my hands off the sweet woman who was a guest at this club. Now, my only objective was to keep both of us away from this one. There was nothing good that could come of a night with the three of us together. Certainly not here at the club. 


Eh. Let it happen. See where it goes, you big, bad Dom. How bad could it be?


Bad. Really, really bad, I mentally scolded that annoying inner voice.


But it’s Cav. And you know how fucking good it’ll be.


Good, probably. Temporary, most definitely. I hadn’t seen Cav in three months, and I knew how the man operated. He would come back to town, spend a few nights sowing his wild oats until he hit the road again. 


Hence the reason it couldn’t happen. 


However, the one good thing about Cav showing up was that it made it easier for me to dispel that stupid voice in my head. I needed that tonight. I needed to remember I had a job to do and the absolute last thing I wanted was to piss off Zeke. The man trusted me with his kid sister, expected me to give her the dime tour of the club, let her get a feel for what went on here. The least I could do was follow his instructions.


Easy, right?


Sadly, no.


Truth was, I’d never been attracted to easy even if that was the way I lived my life. Uncomplicated was my preference, my objective, my overall end goal.


“I hear Edge is givin’ you a tour, Miss Lautner.”


I glared at Cav, willing him to shut up.


“He is.” Jamie peered up at me and I fought the urge to growl. This was not how I envisioned this night going. 


“What have you seen so far?” Cav asked.


Jamie motioned around her. “This is our first stop.”


“Thoughts?” Cav probed.


She cocked her head to the side. “While spanking is a clear indication of authority, it was rather tame for what I expected at a club of this caliber.”


I stared at her, baffled by the clinical interpretation. That wasn’t generally the response I received. I watched her for a moment, wondering if she had a hidden agenda for this visit.


“So, what’s next on the menu?” Cav asked, his light blue eyes glittering with far too much interest for his own good.


If you’re smart, you’ll say she is.


No. No fucking way.


“We,” I stated firmly, ignoring the voice, “are going to take a tour of the club, then Jamie will be leaving. You are going to … go elsewhere.”


Jamie laughed. “You don’t have to send him off on my account.”


“Yeah,” Cav said quickly, grinning. “I don’t mind stickin’ around for a bit.”


I wanted to argue, but I knew it was futile. Cav was one of the few people who had the ability to push me to my limits and tonight I needed to keep a tight rein on myself. 


“Perhaps Miss Lautner can lead the way.” Cav sounded far too excited to be part of this.


Jamie’s soft hand touched my forearm and my gaze shot down to it at the same time heat slammed into me. I forced my gaze back to Cav’s and somehow managed to ignore her soft, smooth fingers on my skin. “I was taking her back upstairs. To talk for a bit.” 


The look in Cav’s eyes said he knew I was lying, but he didn’t call me on it. That surprised me.


“Would you mind if I joined you, Miss Lautner?”


Before I could respond, Jamie said, “That would be nice.”


Then another silent conversation took place between me and Cav:


Cav: See, she’s game. Let her lead the way.


Me: You will pay for this later. I promise.


Cav: I’m looking forward to it.


Son of a bitch.


At what point had the submissive taken control of this situation? That wasn’t the way things worked in my club. Certainly not a submissive I was in charge of.


Ah. So, she’s a submissive now? Tasty.


No. Definitely not. Jamie Lautner wasn’t a submissive. She was merely curious. And we weren’t playing.


So what’s the harm in having a simple conversation? 


For the first time tonight, the voice had a point. Talking would allow me time to clarify to Cav that this woman was off-limits.


Overstepping in a big way, Cav took complete control of the situation. He linked his arm with Jamie’s, then turned toward the stairs. I had no choice but to follow, all the while running through the reprimand I would be giving him later.


“So, what brings you to the club, Miss Lautner?” Cav asked as we made our way up to the main floor. His voice was deep and as commanding as it was rich. 


“Curiosity, mostly. My brother thought it would be amusing to get me banned from the other clubs in the area.”


Cav’s gaze shot to mine and I nodded, confirming her story. Back when Jamie first approached Zeke about checking out a kink club, her brother had lost his shit, threatening to do bodily harm to any club owner who allowed his sister entry into their club. 


“Yet he didn’t have a problem with you comin’ here?” Cav asked, a mixture of intrigue and disbelief wrinkling his brow


Jamie grinned. “I wouldn’t say that. But he finally caved, so here I am.”


She had a nice smile. Pretty white teeth, perfectly plump lips.


Ready to undress her yet?


I mentally rolled my eyes, followed them.


Cav urged two single submissives to find another place to go and took the barstools they vacated, offering one to Jamie. Rather than sit on the other, Cav casually leaned against the bar, facing Jamie, completely engaged.


“What’s your pleasure, sugar?” 


Sweet-talking bastard. Careful or he’s gonna steal the girl right out from under you.


First of all, Jamie wasn’t a girl. And two, she wasn’t under me.


Yet. Night’s not finished.


Fuck.


“Sprite, please.”


“A Sprite and two waters,” Cav told the submissive working the bar, then turned back to Jamie. 


“Would you mind me asking where you’re from?” she questioned.


That shit-eating grin lit up Cav’s face. “Born and raised in Texas. Houston, to be exact.”


Jamie smiled. “That would’ve been my first guess.”


“Yeah?” 


She giggled sweetly, tapping a spot just above her temple. “The hat kinda gives it away.”


His eyes twinkled and I fought the urge to punch him.


“Not to mention the drawl,” she tacked on.


For whatever reason, Cav seemed pleased by her acknowledgements. But that was Cav. Laid-back, casual. What you saw was what you got with him. Sure, he played a role in the club, but his sincerity and charm weren’t a facade.


“So what has you curious about a kink club?”


Jamie peered over at me, her eyes perusing my face momentarily before she turned her attention back to Cav. “I’ve read quite a bit about the lifestyle, and I wanted to get a feel for it, see what goes on firsthand.”


“Now that you’re here, what do you find most appealing?”


Jamie shrugged, her eyes darting over to me when I moved to stand on her other side. “I’m not entirely sure.”


“What exactly are you reading?” I asked, interested to know what her underlying reason for being here was. I got the feeling she was hiding something.


“Books. Romance, specifically.”


“Romance?” Interesting.


Her cheeks turned a pretty shade of pink. “Erotic romance books.”


Cav laughed, a throaty sound that drew attention from the submissives standing around us. “You’re a dirty girl, are ya?”


I narrowed my eyes at Cav, but it didn’t do any good. He probably figured he was in deep already, so what the hell.


“I’ll admit I’m rather drawn to BDSM. It’s my mission in life to … experience it for myself.”


My thoughts drifted back to her mention of being a virgin earlier. “Really?” 


She nodded but didn’t elaborate.


“And you thought you’d lose your virginity here in my club?” I managed to hide my smile when Cav choked on his water. 


“You’re a virgin?” he asked as he cleared the obstruction. 


Jamie’s eyes shot up to mine, hardened. “I said I was a kink club virgin.”


I held her gaze, implored her. I knew she wasn’t telling me everything.


“So, you’re not a virgin virgin?” Cav clarified.


When she didn’t answer, I knew I hadn’t imagined her Freudian slip from earlier. She was a virgin. 


I should’ve turned her toward the door, sent her home right then. Instead, my cock twitched, and a deep, dark need burned hot and fast through my veins. Something I hadn’t experienced in a long time. It was a need to possess, to control, to protect. Although I managed one of the most popular BDSM clubs in the country, I hadn’t felt that need in a long damn time. It was quite surprising in its intensity.


“You are a virgin,” Cav muttered, his voice much lower than before, his baby blue eyes lit like a gas flame.


I peered over at him and shook my head. This wasn’t a conversation we’d be having right now. 


But you’ll have it later? When you address the fact you’ve never fucked a virgin before?


Son of a bitch. My subconscious was starting to piss me off.


Cav held my gaze momentarily, then nodded and took another drink before launching a different question. “So, what is it you do for a livin’?”


“I’m still in school.”


His eyes widened and I fought the urge to laugh. “A student?”


“What?” I asked with a smirk. “Did you think she was in high school?”


He glared at me.


This time, I couldn’t help but laugh. Sure, she was young, but not that young.


“Definitely not high school,” Jamie said. “I’m working on my doctorate.” Her eyes dropped to her glass. “In psychology.”


I knew that. I did. But for some stupid fucking reason, I’d forgotten. And then it all seemed to click in place.


“Ahh.” Cav seemed relieved. “Is that why you’re here? To dig into the psyche of a Dom?”


Very good question. I crossed my arms, waited for her to answer.


“I … uh…” She couldn’t seem to hold either of our gazes. “It might’ve been part of what prompted me in the beginning, but no. Tonight…” Jamie blushed. “I’m here for selfish reasons.”


Selfish, huh? That means she’s interested in that spanking she witnessed earlier.


No. Damn it. That wasn’t what it meant. 


Even if my brain was in denial, my damn dick liked the sound of that, and it twitched in response.


“What interests you?” Cav set down his water, leaned casually on the bar. “Bondage? Spanking? Water sports? Master/slave? Daddy/baby girl?”


Color infused her cheeks, but Jamie didn’t hesitate when she said, “I honestly don’t know.” 


A sweet smile tilted the corners of her lips as she looked between the two of us. 


“Okay, let’s look at it from another angle,” Cav prompted. “When you read, what tropes do you tend to go for? BDSM specifically.”


“Um…”


I saw the moment the steel infused her spine.


“I tend to enjoy the Teacher/student aspect, to be honest.”


Hear that? You can be her teacher. 


Her comment stirred a memory. During one of my previous training sessions, one of the submissives thought it would be appropriate to call me Professor Edge. I’d nixed it immediately, but now, as I stared at Jamie, I imagined her calling me Professor, a sweet little pout on her lips when she promised to do everything I told her to. 


Yes! Keep that train of thought. 


“So you’ve never been tied up?” Cav asked, clearly unaware of the fantasy playing out in my head. “Had that pretty little ass turned a nice rosy red?”


While nothing that came out of Cav’s mouth surprised me—he was not known for discretion or subtlety—I had a hard time hearing him speak to Jamie that way. She wasn’t a club submissive. She wasn’t a plaything we’d be tying up or crushing between us at some point in the evening. She was Zeke Lautner’s sister, for fuck’s sake.


But Professor Edge has a nice ring to it. Especially coming from her.


She most certainly would not be calling me Professor.


“I have not,” she answered, her voice even. “But I’m definitely interested in seeing if those are things I enjoy.”


Cav’s eyes shot to mine. I shook my head, warning him that this was going in a direction I wasn’t comfortable with.


“Well, sugar, I have to admit, I’m curious to see how things play out for you tonight.”


“No,” I stated firmly. “No, you’re not.”


The silent conversation ensued:


Me: And do not call her sugar. That’s your pet name for club submissives. She is not on the menu.


Cav: Whatever.


Jamie chuckled. “I take it the two of you aren’t into sharing.”


My eyes shot to Jamie’s face. Sharing? What the hell was she talking about? When had we gotten on this topic?


Mmm. She’d look damn good pinned between you and Cav. You know it.


She smiled, a mixture of seduction and sweetness rolled into one. “I just figured…”


I wanted to tell her that wasn’t going to happen. None of this was going to happen. Tonight she would be walking around, completely clothed throughout the entire evening. And when she exited my club, she would be going home alone. 


Or … you could see how this plays out, you big bad Dom. 


No. 


Absolutely not.


Yet I didn’t say anything.


Not a single fucking word.




Jamie




WHILE I WAITED FOR EDGE TO ANSWER me, I watched the battle brewing in his head. From what it looked like, he was hanging by a thread, but I wasn’t sure if it was me or Cav who was sending him into a tailspin. Ever since Cav had arrived on scene, there’d been a noticeable shift in Edge’s demeanor. As though he had to protect me from the sexy Dominant.


Granted, the second I mentioned my thoughts on the whole Teacher/student thing, something had darkened in his eyes. Was he turned on by the idea of me calling him Professor? Was that a sign of a power shift between Dominant and submissive? Was this a thread I should tug on, see which direction it headed? Perhaps it would be a way of proving my theory. 


I would have to think on that a little more later. Right now, I was trying to figure out who actually held the winning hand. Although I hadn’t interacted with Edge much before Cav showed up, there was undoubtedly some sort of silent communication going on between them. These two men had a history together, that much was clear.


It was easy to peg them both as Dominants. No question there. However, there was a playful undertone to Cav that Edge didn’t seem to have. No, Edge was on guard, his body hard, unyielding, as though he was expecting a confrontation. Was there a reason for that? Something in their past that had him on the defensive? Or was it me specifically?


Quite frankly, I enjoyed watching the interaction between the two of them.


And it wasn’t until Cav appeared that I realized exactly what Edge’s intentions had been for me. I’d pegged him correctly earlier. He had intended to keep this completely clinical, giving me a tour of the space, but not actually allowing me to experience anything. While it didn’t surprise me since I knew about his relationship with my brother, it pissed me off a little.


No. Not a little. It pissed me off a lot. I didn’t come here tonight for Edge to treat me like Zeke’s little sister. I’d come with the hopes of getting the full experience of a place of this caliber. I was hoping to interact with other submissives and Dominants, get a feel for their relationships, their expectations. And perhaps on some level I’d considered getting a glimpse myself, having a more intimate interaction of my own. With Edge.


Did that mean we had to have sex? No.


Did that mean he had to touch me? No.


However, it did mean he couldn’t intend to keep me at arm’s length. That wasn’t fair.


Knowing I would get nowhere voicing my opinion on the matter just yet, I turned my attention back to Cav. He seemed rather interested in my reasons for being here, and as far as I was concerned, he would be the one who would open doors for me this evening.


“So, no to the sharing?” I repeated, more so to get a rise out of them than anything.


Cav grinned. “Oh, we’ve been known to share, sugar.”


The way he used the term sugar sounded very generic, as though he used it frequently. I understood the use of pet names, both in relationships and in BDSM. Master or Sir, known as honorifics, were used as a way for a submissive to convey respect, to acknowledge who had the power in a relationship. Some Dominants preferred the use of them, others—like my brother—did not. However, it seemed to be rather common for a Dominant to give a submissive a pet name. Like sugar, in Cav’s case.


“Why sugar?” I asked.


Cav frowned. “What?”


“Why do you use that endearment when you talk to someone you deem to be a submissive?”


He stared at me for a moment, confusion warring with amusement in his pretty blue eyes. 


“Because you’re sweet,” he said simply, smirking.


“So why not something else? Like cupcake?”


His smile intensified, reaching all the way to his eyes. “My apologies, cupcake.”


I laughed, but my amusement was smothered by a warmth that ignited in my core. I liked hearing him call me that, but I didn’t know why.


There was no denying that I was innately curious about everything, but mostly about people. The things they said, the things they did, the reasons they did them. Since a very young age, I’d wanted to know what made a person tick, including myself. I’d been the annoying kid who could spew a million questions and irritate anyone within earshot. That was a trait I still had, one I wasn’t going to apologize for.


“When you say share, do you mean dinner and drinks?” I kept my expression neutral. “Or submissives?”


Cav leaned in, his eyes locked with mine, that drawl suddenly thicker than before. “Let’s just say, I’m open to sharin’ everything with Edge.” His smile turned mischievous, his eyes glowing. “But that’s on our terms, cupcake, not yours.”


Hmm. That tone set sparks off inside me, made heat coil in my belly. I liked the fierceness in Cav’s gaze, the look of a Dominant who did not make excuses for his desires. It was the same ferocity I’d glimpsed in Edge’s eyes earlier. 


Exactly what I was looking for. I wanted to study them, to see their interactions with others.


I took a sip of my Sprite and allowed my thoughts to gather. I was inquisitive by nature, but I knew I had to go at this slowly. I didn’t want all my answers to be verbal in nature. After all, that would defeat the entire purpose of me being here.


Granted, I’d never had the opportunity to pick a Dom’s brain. My brother certainly wasn’t the sort to answer my questions when it came to the inner workings of a Dominant’s mind. In fact, he’d once mentioned he would rather have his tongue cut out than do so. Always dramatic, Zeke was.


“How long have you two known each other?” I asked, aiming for something innocent to throw them off their game.


“Since college,” Edge stated, his gaze shooting to Cav’s.


“Really?” That didn’t surprise me. “Which college?”


Cav’s smile was sinful. “Columbia.”


I tried to hide my surprise but couldn’t. “Columbia? As in … New York?”


“One and the same,” Cav stated.


I was sitting here with two Ivy League graduates. 


“Surprised?” Cav teased.


Yes. “No.” 


Okay, yes, but I had no idea why that was. It wasn’t like me to be quite so presumptuous.


Edge chuckled. “Don’t worry, Miss Lautner, most people have that reaction.”


I opened my mouth to say something but closed it. I felt rather shitty for my reaction.


“We won’t hold it against you, cupcake,” Cav said softly.


Yeah, well, I would.


The two men shared a look I couldn’t decipher. Figuring the only way to get out of this was to forge ahead, I waited until both men turned their attention back to me before I said, “How long have you been in this scene?”


Cav answered first. “About a decade.”


His answer triggered my next question. “How did you happen upon this lifestyle?”


“Stumbled,” he said simply.


“Really?”


Edge groaned, as though not liking where this was headed. “In a sense.”


While it appeared Cav was willing to open up, it was obvious Edge wasn’t interested in sharing these personal details if the look he gave me was any indication. 


“Together?”


“No,” Edge barked quickly. “Not together.”


Hmm. I got the feeling there was something more to the two of them than just Dominants sharing a submissive. It sparked my curiosity and made me want to dig deeper, to learn more about them.


“Enough about us,” Cav stated. “Let’s hear more about you.”


I grinned, took another sip of my Sprite. “What would you like to know?”


“How old are you?”


“Above the legal drinking age.” 


Edge groaned again.


I peered up at him. “Is there a problem with that?”


He shook his head but didn’t respond.


“How old are you?” I asked, my attention darting between them.


“Thirty-five,” Cav said easily. It was obvious age was merely a number to him.


I lifted one eyebrow and waited for Edge to answer.


He sighed, but eventually said, “Thirty-six.”


I wondered if that was what his problem was. Considering he was more than a decade older than I was, it was possible he had an issue with the age difference. It was something I hadn’t expected, honestly. Not from him.


“How often do you come to the club?” I asked Cav. I knew Edge managed Dichotomy for Trent Ramsey, so he was here quite often. Probably every day if I had to guess. “To play, I mean.”


“It’s been a few months for me. I don’t get by as often as I’d like.”


“Do you live here in Chicago?”


Cav shook his head, then smiled. “I’m not sure right now.”


Frowning, I waited for him to elaborate, but he didn’t.


I wrapped my lips around the tip of my straw and turned my attention to Edge, waiting for him to say something. His eyes shot down to my mouth, and I could see heat flash in the electric-blue irises.


When his gaze lifted to mine again, he stood up straight. “Why don’t we continue the tour?” 


How did I know he was going to say that?





For the next hour, the conversation remained at a minimum. Every so often, Cav would ask me a question. I would answer, then ask one of my own. He was always quick to respond and there was no shame in anything he said, while Edge kept mostly quiet. He would shift me toward another scene, then stand silently behind me while we watched.


To be fair, my mind had drifted away from most of the interactions rather quickly. While they were interesting enough, I couldn’t seem to stay focused on what was taking place in front of me. Instead, I internalized my thoughts, trying to identify what I was feeling about these two men I was with, wondering why the thought of role-playing with them was so intense.


Yes, both of them.


As the minutes ticked on, I found myself more and more interested in seeing what it would be like to be shared between these two Dominants than in understanding the rationale behind their actions. No longer was I simply curious as to what a club was like, what took place behind the closed doors of the theme rooms, the interactions of the occupants, or how it felt to be dominated by one alpha male. Here I was considering how I could convince these two Dominants to take me on simultaneously.


Crazy? 


Yeah, probably.


I still wanted answers to my questions, to get an in-depth understanding of the power play between these individuals, but I also wanted to know how I would respond to being tied up, perhaps being spanked, maybe even experiencing those nipple clamps I’d watched a Dom place on a submissive earlier. And try as I might, I couldn’t help but think about what it would feel like to have two men focused entirely on me.


And fine, perhaps I was getting ahead of myself. I was, after all, still a virgin. So, technically, I didn’t have a clue what it felt like to have one man focused on me, much less two. Yet I was anxious for us to move on to the next phase of tonight’s activities.


Unfortunately, I got the feeling Edge wasn’t going to be on board with any extracurricular activities. 


Nothing past the point of watching others do their thing, anyway.




CAV




WELL, IT WAS OBVIOUS EDGE WAS IN rare form tonight. Rather than jump at the opportunity to dominate a sweet, eager submissive, he was keeping this one at arm’s length. He’d seemingly adapted to this role as tour guide, and to be honest, I wasn’t all that fond of it. The guy was wasting his talents if he thought standing behind her and watching scenes play out was an appropriate way to spend his time.


Not to mention, it wasn’t giving Jamie a clear idea of what it was like to be with a Dominant of Edge’s caliber. He was going out of his way to be courteous and proper, and personally, I thought it was diminishing the experience for everyone involved. How was she supposed to understand the inner workings of a kink relationship? Hell, if Edge had his way, the only thing she’d have any idea of when she left here tonight was the technical terms for the equipment.


I wasn’t willing to let that happen. 


Which was why I’d questioned her earlier. I wasn’t sure I’d ever forget the way Jamie’s dark eyes lit up when I mentioned role-playing. To hear her revelation about gravitating toward the Teacher/student scenario had been enlightening to say the least. For whatever reason, I could absolutely see her in the role of the naughty student. And I wouldn’t deny the idea of paddling her ass for being bad made my dick stand at attention. 


Having her call me on my use of sugar was, quite frankly, hot. A little forward for a submissive, but I didn’t mind. Not yet, anyway. And yes, it was true, I called all submissives sugar. A habit I’d established early on. Some Doms referred to them as pet, others as sub. I’d gravitated toward sugar. 


Not with Jamie though. I would be referring to her as cupcake from here on out. It suited her.


However, it wasn’t until her reference to sharing that I really started to get an idea of the direction her thoughts were headed. If I had to guess, she’d fantasized about what could happen between the three of us at least once since that conversation. I certainly had. Yet Edge was pretending not to notice. 


As we observed Jane restraining a male submissive to a St. Andrew’s cross, Jamie turned to Edge. He leaned down so that his ear was close to her mouth.


“Could we speak in private?” 


I was standing directly behind them both, which was the only reason I’d heard her.


When Edge stood tall again, Jamie’s eyes shot to me. The quick smile she offered was both flirtatious and slightly shy. A very sexy combination.


“Of course.” Edge glared over at me, then motioned for Jamie to head toward the stairs.


If he wanted me to stay behind, he was likely disappointed because I was hot on their trail. If nothing else, I wanted to know what she had to say, and what his response would be. No doubt in my mind, Edge had every intention of sending this sweet girl home alone tonight. 


Again, another injustice he was doing her. She’d come here for a reason; she’d voiced it rather clearly. And still, Edge was practically keeping half a room between them at all times.


It was sad, really. And a bit depressing, to boot.


“We can go up to my office,” Edge told Jamie when we reached the second floor, which held the various themed rooms. 


Edge motioned toward the stairs that led to the third floor, where his office, the training rooms, as well as the men’s and women’s locker rooms were.


Jamie stopped suddenly. “I would prefer one of those rooms.” 


This sexy woman wanted to check out the theme rooms, all but handing herself to us on a silver platter.


I peered over at Edge, then back to Jamie. Back to Edge and smiled. This was fucking interesting. 


“Those are—” Edge paused because she obviously knew what they were based on the gleam in her eyes. He swallowed hard. “Fine.”


When we started toward one of the private aftercare rooms, Jamie stopped once again. This time, she didn’t say a word, she simply walked in the opposite direction. I chuckled when she walked into the nearest vacant room. The Wild West room. 


Yep. I liked this girl.


Edge was right behind her, grumbling something I couldn’t make out. 


Not wanting to intrude too much, I remained at the door, leaving it open. Jamie’s gaze shot to where I was standing, and a small mischievous smile tilted her lips. She probably thought she was hiding it well, but I could tell she was definitely working toward something. Edge glanced over his shoulder at me and I gave him an approving nod, encouraging him to ignore me. 


A silent conversation, something that had been a thing between us since almost the day we met, ensued: 


Edge: You do not know when to leave well enough alone.


Me: You’ve got that right.


Obviously realizing I wasn’t going away anytime soon, Edge turned back to face Jamie. “Is there a problem?”


“Yes,” Jamie stated simply. 


While Edge appeared to have stopped breathing, I couldn’t help but be amused. Jamie was attempting to sound serious, but I could see the sassy gleam in her eye. She was pushing Edge’s buttons and it was working.


“Hey, Cav. Could you give us a few minutes?” Edge phrased it as a question, but I knew it wasn’t.


I peered over at Jamie. “Would you like me to leave?”


“You can stay,” she stated firmly.


I saw the moment Edge’s dominant instincts rose up. He would only allow this to go on for so long before he took control. I was actually surprised at how much he’d allowed her to get away with thus far. I knew the man often tried to put new submissives at ease, but he didn’t let them get away with being disobedient. He was quite passionate about his lifestyle, for the most part exuding that distinct alpha persona from every pore.


Edge slowly turned to face Jamie again, his shoulders squared, hands clasped behind his back. His abs contracted, his pecs protruding. He had assumed the position that generally had submissives dropping to their knees.


The smile on Jamie’s face said she knew exactly what her tone of voice had done to him, but the grin didn’t last long.


“I’d like a minute to speak freely.”


“Fine.” He nodded. “You have exactly one minute.”


Oh, yeah. The Dom was definitely in the room, and to be honest, it was nice to see. I hadn’t had the opportunity to play with Edge in a while—and by play, I meant take a submissive between us—so I missed these moments.


Jamie’s shoulders relaxed and a soft sigh preceded her statement. “I get that you’re doing this as a favor to my brother, but would it be possible for us to forget Zeke made the request?”


Even she had to know that was easier said than done.


“You’re treating me like I’m here to do an inspection, not here for the experience. While I appreciate you allowing me to watch the various scenes, it’s not quite the interaction I was hoping for.”


“What exactly were you hoping for, Miss Lautner?”


Oh, boy. 


“I know I’m only here because you volunteered.”


Edge shook his head. “I did not volunteer.”


Jamie’s expression shifted from determined to … it could only be described as hurt. She seemed rather disappointed to know Edge hadn’t made the offer to give her the tour.


“I apologize then,” she said quickly. “That certainly explains a lot.”


“How so?” Edge probed, his eyes narrowed on her face.


She squared her shoulders. “Well, I mean, I didn’t expect you to be attracted to me just because you … were told you had to show me around.”


“I wasn’t told, either,” he clarified.


Jamie sighed. “Fine. Whatever. Zeke coaxed you into it. I don’t care. And like I said, I don’t expect you to be attracted—”


“No one said I wasn’t,” he noted.


I held back my grin. Edge wasn’t the sort who liked confrontation. I figured, because of his position as head Master of this club and the one we’d previously been members of, he didn’t get much of it. That didn’t seem to be the case here.


Jamie’s hands dropped against her thighs, a reflection of her frustration with this conversation. “Fine. I don’t expect you to be turned on by me simply because I’m here, but—”


Edge held up a hand, cutting her off. “First of all, this entire conversation is moot. Me being turned on by you has nothing to do with any request your brother made.”


I bit my lip to keep from smiling. Had he realized he’d just given himself away?


There was another gleam in Jamie’s eye. Clearly, she’d picked up on that, too.


“I’m doing a favor for a friend, Miss Lautner,” he clarified, his words flowing smoothly. “I agreed to give you an introduction. I feel as though I’ve succeeded. You’ve seen a variety of scenes tonight, as well as gotten a general feel for the atmosphere.”


“I agree. You have.” Jamie moved one step closer, and I felt the air in the room heat a few degrees. “But I have another request.”


Edge’s muscles tightened, his head tilting down slightly as he stared at her from beneath his lashes. “And that would be?”


“Since you know my brother, you can imagine what it took to get him to finally agree to let me step foot in the door here. Now that he has, I owe it to myself to grab hold of this opportunity as tightly as I can.”


“What opportunity would that be?”


Again, Jamie’s gaze drifted to me as though ensuring I was still there. Did she think I could protect her? Or maybe back her up? 


I pressed my shoulder into the jamb, grinned. 


She peered back at Edge. “I’m going to be honest.”


Edge nodded. “I’d appreciate that.”


“As I mentioned earlier, I’m working on my doctorate. The basis of my dissertation is on human sexuality, relating to Domination and submission and the power play that occurs within. More specifically, I’m looking to prove my thesis statement with substantial evidence showing the utmost power in a D/s relationship is in fact held by the submissive. 


“As of now, most of my discoveries are in direct correlation to the interviews I’ve performed, as well as the books I’ve read—both fiction and nonfiction. However, I’m a long way from proving anything. Now that I’m in the door here, I’m hoping to expand my interviewee pool dramatically, have more opportunities to prove my theory.”


Edge’s hands lowered to his sides. Slowly. He looked angry. Enough that it had Jamie taking a step back and me standing tall. I didn’t know why I felt the need to protect her should he lose it, but that was where I was at.


“Before you get upset…” she said quickly.


“Too late for that,” he snarled.


“I’m not writing about the club or the members. There will be nothing that even mentions this place.”


That seemed to settle the big guy a little.


“However, I am looking to get more interaction with both Dominants and submissives. Specifically, I’d like to interview and observe.”


“No,” he barked.


When most people would’ve turned and run, Edge’s definitive response seemed to trigger her need to argue.


“Only with your permission.”


“No,” he repeated, his tone leaving no room for argument.


I stepped into the room, decided to offer my two cents. “I have a suggestion.”


Edge’s eyes cut to me, slicing through me with barely restrained fury.


Ignoring his irrational response, I smiled. “What if Jamie was a submissive? Assigned to a Dom? Rather than observe from the sidelines, she could get a firsthand account. See what the power exchange is truly about.”


“That’s a great idea,” she said approvingly. “What do you say, Edge? Is there a Dom who would be interested in giving me the experience?”


Something shifted inside Edge. I saw it with my own two eyes as he took a step toward her. I watched in awe as his hand lifted, gripping her chin firmly between thumb and forefinger. “You’re pushing it, sweetness.”


I was captivated by the transformation in Jamie. Her mouth opened slowly. Her chest began to rise and fall more rapidly. Clearly, his tone and his aggressive response had turned her on, the way he’d taken the reins. She didn’t back down, didn’t move away. No, this woman was submitting, and I doubted she even realized it.


“I don’t mean any disrespect,” she whispered.


His hand dropped as though he hadn’t meant to touch her. The disappointment on her face matched my own. For a second there, I thought we were moving in the right direction.


“I’m not looking to overstep,” she said more firmly, as though realizing she was not winning this argument. “Cav’s idea could work though. I would appreciate the full experience. I’ll admit, I can interview as many people as I want, but that doesn’t mean I’ll truly understand. I can’t get that from textbook education, either. So, while I truly appreciate you walking me around and pointing out equipment, that’s not really the reason I’m here.” Her spine straightened. 


“If I don’t agree?” he prompted.


Her gaze slid to the floor. “Well, if you’re not willing to help, I can assure you I will get the experience somewhere.” Her eyes returned to his face. “After all, Zeke won’t be able to intimidate all club owners forever and eventually I will get into a kink club to experience it for myself.”


Damn. She all but threatened the big, bad Dom. She certainly knew how to lay it on the line. I was torn between being impressed and wanting to throw her over my lap and paddle her ass. I figured Edge was, as well, because he didn’t say anything.


“I’m not asking you to be my Dom,” she said when he continued with the silent treatment. “I’m simply asking you to assign someone who’ll allow me to explore this world like any other submissive would.” Her eyes shot over to me. “Perhaps Master Cav would be willing.”


A low growl sounded from Edge.


I was fairly certain she knew what that last statement did to the Dominant in Edge. It brought out the possessive instincts that were a natural part of his chemical makeup. And though I tended to keep situations relatively light, I knew not to overstep in that regard, so I kept my mouth shut.


“You want to know what it’s like to be a submissive?” Edge asked, his expression hard, jaw ticking. 


“Yes.” She paused, swallowed. “And I’d like you to be my teacher, but I understand if I’m not a suitable submissive for you.”


Ah, hell. Another challenge.


“Do you have any idea what you’re asking for?” Edge growled, his shoulders tense.


Jamie flinched, as though she hadn’t expected him to agree. I certainly hadn’t.


“Not exactly,” she admitted. “But I trust you.” Her eyes softened and her tongue slid out over her bottom lip. 


He seemed to consider that, then his eyes slid to me. “I need to talk to Cav.”


“Me?” Oh, just fucking lovely. “Why me?” I knew this wasn’t going to be a conversation I enjoyed. 


“Look around,” Edge instructed, nodding toward the room. “I’ll be back in a few minutes.”


“Will you—” 


“No more questions.” His voice was low, dark. “When I make a decision, you’ll be the first to know.” 


“Understood.” The breathless quality of her voice had my dick hardening. 


I hoped like hell Edge decided to include me in whatever plans he had.


Edge marched toward the door, and just when he was about to pass, he grabbed my arm and steered me clear before pulling the door shut behind us. I could feel his tension, knew he was pissed. At least he had the decency to release my arm rather than manhandle me all the way to his office. He was giving me the respect I’d earned in this club, although I knew he wasn’t feeling it right now.


“What’s up?” I asked.


“We’re going to have a conversation.”


“Hmm. Talking. Just what this night needs more of.”


Edge growled but didn’t respond as he marched up to the third floor.


Once inside his office, he shut the door behind us with a little more force than necessary, then spun to face me. The move surprised me, which was the only reason he ended up with his hand around my throat, pinning me back against the door. 


The tension escalated, but I didn’t look away from him. This was out of character for Edge. He didn’t put hands on people out of anger, so I knew this was serious. 


“Why the fuck would you make a suggestion like that?” Edge growled.


My eyes narrowed, the Dominant in me standing tall. I would only tolerate so much, and he knew it. My hand slowly wrapped around his wrist, forcing his away from my neck. Our eyes remained locked, even as I dropped his wrist and glared back at him.


“You realize this isn’t a game, right?” he asked, his words laced with gravel.


“Isn’t it, though?” I smirked, knowing it would piss him of.


Realizing I’d pushed too far, I decided to retreat. Considering how easily Jamie had pushed his buttons, I knew the man wasn’t completely in control right now. Which said a lot about the woman currently waiting for us.


I needed to keep a level head, to help him work through this situation, to decide the best way to handle Jamie’s request. 


But more importantly, I had to ignore the flames that licked at me, fanned by Edge’s fierce response. Jamie had ignited those embers, but it was Edge who would turn them into a conflagration.


If I let him.




THREE

EDGE




FOR SOME FUCKED-UP REASON, THAT TONE of voice, that gleam in Cav’s eye brought out my inherent need to dominate. While it had been many years since I’d even entertained the idea of a male submissive, there was something about Cav that threatened the very edges of my control. 


The only problem, of course, being the fact that Cav wasn’t a submissive. Not by a long shot. Which meant the beast pacing inside me needed to take a seat.


“You might want to take a step back, remember who you’re talkin’ to,” Cav snapped, his eyes hot, but there was a rasp to his tone, as though he was turned on by this exchange.


I slid my hand back up to Cav’s neck, cupping his jaw as I held his gaze. Sure, I was testing the waters. “Then show me a little respect. Last I recall, you walked in on my scene for the night.”


A scene? Where was the naked submissive, huh? Oh, right. She’s waiting for you in the other room.


I groaned, trying to ignore that stupid voice. 


In an effort to get us back on track, I narrowed my eyes, held his stare. “Why are you here, Cav?”


“You asked me to come back to Chicago, remember?” Cav retorted, his eyes glittering, his face serious.


“You’re right,” I confirmed, a bite in my tone. “But I’m talking about now. Why are you here tonight, Cav?” 


Gone was the laid-back guy who sauntered in here without a care in the world.


Cav frowned, but he didn’t move away, didn’t try to get out of my hold. “I didn’t realize I needed a reason.”


“Did you know she was here?” 


This time Cav did break away, gritting his teeth and grumbling softly. “How the fuck would I know that?”


“Hell if I know. But I find it a bit coincidental.”


“What? That you asked me to come back to Chicago, and I’m here?”


He kinda has a point. You did ask him to come back.


I took a deep breath, released it. “This can’t happen,” I told him when I managed to gather my thoughts. “Jamie Lautner is not a submissive. She has no business here.”


“No? Why not? Because you’re not into it? Or because you’re tryin’ to protect her?” 


“I’m not protecting her.”


Cav stared at me, disbelief and frustration reflected on his face. “You’re not prone to lyin’, Edge. Why start now? I saw the exchange in that room. As soon as she mentioned it, the beast was roarin’ to get out. You want her.”


Suddenly needing to sit down, I moved to my desk chair and dropped into it. “This is complicated, Cav.”


“From what I’ve seen, it’s rather simple. Jamie wants someone to show her the ropes. She wants you to dominate her. What’s complicated about that?”


“For starters, she’s Zeke Lautner’s sister.”


“Yeah. I’ve heard.” Cav exhaled, his exasperation evident. “And I’m not understandin’ how that matters? She’s legal, is she not?”


“Barely,” I muttered.


Cav laughed, but it lacked any humor. “You do have a problem with her age. I should’ve figured.”


“I do not,” I lied.


“More lies.” Cav put his hands on his hips. “You’re on a fuckin’ roll tonight, huh?”


I rolled my eyes, pretended to be interested in the top of my desk.


“She’s going about this the right way,” Cav noted. “She’s asking permission and you heard her, she trusts you, Edge. Doesn’t that count for something?” 


My eyes narrowed, but I didn’t answer.


Cav waited several long beats before he sighed heavily. “All right. Answer me this.”


I waited.


“Do you want to dominate her?” 


I considered my answer. Cav and I were close. We’d been friends for years, shared secrets and women. I found it difficult to lie to anyone, but I found it damn near impossible to lie to him.


“More than anything.” In fact, I wanted her so fucking bad I could taste it. The need she stirred in me was real, even if I hadn’t felt it in a damn long time. 


Admission is the first step. We’re making progress.


“So that’s not the problem. Is it me? She mentioned I could be her Dom. Do you have a problem with that?”


“No. Of course not.” The exact opposite, actually. 


Cav paced in the small space, watched the floor. “So you’ve admitted you want her. And you don’t have an issue with me dominating her.” He lifted his head, snagged my gaze. A light bulb seemed to click on. “Do you want us to dominate her together?” 


A low rumble sounded in my chest. I knew I would regret my response, but I let it out anyway. “Yes, damn it, I do.”


Oh, shit. I think some of those walls just crumbled. 


My hands clenched into fists. That damn voice needed to take a hike.


“What if we did? What if we gave Jamie Lautner what she wants? A chance to interact with those in the lifestyle. She can walk in a submissive’s shoes, experience it for herself, and we’ll be right there with her to keep her safe. No kid gloves. We’ll treat her like any other submissive.”


I took a deep breath, exhaled slowly. “That’s the problem, Cav. She’s not any other submissive.”


“And why not?” He held up his hand and grimaced. “And don’t say because she’s Zeke Lautner’s sister.”


“But she is,” I countered with a smirk.


“Maybe. But she’s also a grown woman who knows what she wants. Zeke’s not her guard dog. And he entrusted her to you. There’s a reason for that.”


I laughed, but it was not funny by any means. “Because he knew I could keep my hands off.”


How’s that working out for you?


It wasn’t. She was pushing me to a point I knew I was going to snap. She made it difficult to remember the reason I had agreed to this. Especially when the little brat taunted me. Jamie was looking to me to help her explore this world and I had to admit, I was fucking honored that she’d chosen me. For brief moments I could almost forget she was Zeke’s sister, that she was more than a decade younger than me, and that she was completely inexperienced in this realm. 


I slid my hand through my hair, tugged roughly on the strands. “For fuck’s sake, Cav. She doesn’t even know what it means to be a submissive. She has no real idea of what these Doms would ask of her. What I would ask of her.”


“Then teach her,” he countered. “That’s your job, right? Teaching submissives about the ins and outs? Safe, sane, consensual, and all that shit. There’s no one better at it than you are. We can ensure she doesn’t get taken advantage of. We can protect her.”


I glared at him. I hated that he always had a point. More accurately, I fucking hated that Cav could so easily talk me into shit like this. That was the way it had always been between us. 


You don’t think that’s why you wanted to talk to him alone? So he could do exactly that?


Fine. The voice was right again. I had wanted Cav to convince me to give in. He was the only one who had that much power over me. I wanted to do this. Not only because Jamie had asked me, but also because Cav was here. Admittedly, I missed him. He’d been gone for far too long and now that he was back, I couldn’t help but think there were a few loose strings he and I needed to tie up. Including him would ensure he stuck around for a bit.


“Fine,” I stated. “But not tonight.”


His forehead creased with confusion. “What?”


“We’re not starting this tonight,” I clarified. “If Jamie’s sure this is what she wants, then fine, I’ll go along with it. The two of us can help her explore so she can write her paper.” I couldn’t believe I was saying that. “However, the first thing I’ll have her do is think it through. She can’t be impulsive about this.”


“What about the submissive training class?” he suggested. “Why don’t you have her enroll in that?”


It was a question I’d asked myself in the beginning, as well. “I’ve considered it.”


“So what’s the issue?”


“Well, for one, Zeke would strangle me with my own hands.” I held up my hand before he could argue. “Zeke’s a Master in this club, Cav. He comes here frequently. I seriously doubt he’d want to see his sister in some compromising positions.”


“Good point,” he conceded. “However, there are ways around that. We can modify the curriculum for her. Keep her close.” He grinned. “She can be the teacher’s pet.”


Now you’re talking.


My dick jerked.


No. No, damn it. I couldn’t let this get out of hand. 


Cav sighed. “I can see that big brain of yours workin’. What’s your plan, Edge?”


That was the hard question. I didn’t have a clue how this would map out. If Zeke found out I was intending to dominate his sister…


From teaching to dominating … nice progression, you big, bad Dom.


“Quit thinkin’ about her brother,” Cav mumbled.


My gaze shot up to him. “How do you— You know what? Never mind.” I pushed to my feet and paced the few feet to the door.


“What if we came at this from a different angle?” Cav asked.


I turned to face him. “What do you mean?”


He laughed. “What if we took the opportunity to dig into her psyche a little?”


“Continue.”


“Since technically she’s not a submissive, what if we pretended we weren’t Doms for a bit?”


He obviously noticed the distaste reflected on my face. Being a Dominant wasn’t something I could flip on and off like a switch.


“Hear me out. In an effort to gauge what direction she wants to go, what if we start off by getting to know her? In the traditional sense. Are you opposed to taking her out?” 


He stared at me. I stared back. 


“Wining, dining,” he explained.


Still staring.


“You know, the whole courting process.”


I held up a hand, cutting him off. “I know what dating is, Cav.”


“Do you?” Cav laughed. “When’s the last time you went out on an actual date with a woman?”


I glanced over at the door, trying to recall the last scene I’d participated in.


“A woman who isn’t a member of this club,” he clarified. “Temporary or otherwise. And an evening that didn’t involve her going to her knees or calling you Master.”


That was a really good question. I had no clue. If I had to guess, it’d been a year or so. Maybe longer. I didn’t have time to date, certainly not since I’d accepted the job at Chatter PR. Between that and being the head Master here at Dichotomy, I had my hands full.


“Christ, man.” Cav moved around to the other side of the desk. “You should take her on a date.”


“Me?” I cocked my head to the side. “What happened to we?” 


Cav seemed to understand what I was getting at.


“Well, if this were a perfect world, we’d double-team her out of the gate,” he said with a grin. “However, I think she needs us to take it slow.”


“How slow?” 


It was Cav’s turn to frown. “Well, I was thinkin’ first you take her out, get to know her. Ask some strategic questions, gauge her real level of interest. Then I’ll step in, do the same. And if all goes well, then we.”


I stood tall. “So, baby steps?”


“If you want to do this right, then yes. I think you’re right. She doesn’t quite know what she’s getting herself into. D/s isn’t for everyone. It’s one thing to ask some questions and to come up with a theory on why people do what they do. Something else entirely to be immersed in it, to experience it. Plus, it’ll give you some time to figure out how to get her enrolled in the next training class. It starts when?” His eyes darted to the calendar on my wall, then over to the whiteboard that outlined the training class that started in November. He grinned. “You’ve got a couple of weeks. Perfect timing.”


Well, he did make a good point. Seeing Jamie outside of the club would allow me to gauge her a little better. And if I took her on a date, it wouldn’t be to a kink club. Some dinner, drinks. Conversation. Time to get to know her. I actually liked the idea. Immensely. Almost as much as I liked Jamie.


So you do like her. About time you admitted it.


I could’ve told the voice it had only been a few hours since she’d appeared in my club, but it was pointless. He had his own agenda, it seemed. 


Cav smirked. “So you’ll take her out?”


I considered that for a moment, then shrugged. “I need a little time.”


He did not appear impressed. “For?”


What I didn’t tell him was that I needed a few days to get with Zeke, have a conversation. He was my friend and I wasn’t going to court his sister without letting him know.


A sigh of disappointment sounded from Cav. “Her brother.”


I nodded, shocked once again at how easily he could read my mind. 


“Fine. I’ll ask her out first.” He grinned. “Since, you know, I don’t have any obligations to Zeke.”


“Her brother can’t know,” I declared. “Not yet, anyway.”


“I won’t tell him,” Cav said, his tone reassuring.


“Don’t you have an interview with him?”


“Sure. But that’s about business. Not his kid sister.” Cav grinned. “Although, if you ask me, she is definitely not a kid.”


No, she was not. She was most definitely a woman, the greatest of temptations. And I found she had quickly become one I wanted to have calling me … Master.


Fuck.


“And what happens after a few dates?” I asked, curious.


“It’s not obvious?” Cav’s eyebrows raised in that way that said I wasn’t thinking this all the way through. 


I probably wasn’t. But in my defense, I had a beautiful, willing woman in a theme room right now and I was spending time in my office. “Clear it up for me,” I demanded.


“We take it as it comes.” Cav laughed. “Step out of the role, man. She’s a woman, you’re a man. Take her out, have some fun. Don’t think about what comes next.”


“And what about her request?”


Cav chuckled. “Well, I say we observe her, see if she’s even capable of being in a submissive role.” He cocked his head to the side. “If she is, then we can easily grant her request. Show her around, let her spend some time here, explore it with us.”


“And if she’s not?” 


Cav’s face sobered and I knew he was thinking the same way I was. That it wouldn’t come to that, because the idea of having Jamie walk away when this was done, to write her paper at the same time she wrote us off … yeah, I didn’t want to think about it, either.


“Baby steps,” Cav said.


I nodded. “Fine. But you have to determine her submission level without any sexual interaction.”


Cav laughed.


I didn’t. “I know how easily you can sweet-talk a woman out of her clothes, Cav.” It wasn’t that I had a difficult time myself, but when it came to Jamie, I wanted her to remain fully dressed. Right up until the moment I ordered her to strip.


There he is. The big, bad Dom is back!


Cav’s smirk was sinful. “I say we get this show on the road.”


“Date first,” I reminded him. “One on one. Then we’ll discuss her options as far as officially becoming our student.”


“Agreed.”


When Cav went to remove his shirt, I took a step back and stared. “What’re you doing?”


“Well, I figured we could tease her just a bit. Before we cut her loose for the night.”


I dragged my eyes down his chiseled torso, then back up to his face. “Are you gonna play after she leaves?”


“Wasn’t in my plan.” A smile formed. “But if you’ve got somethin’ in mind…”


I glared at him.


He laughed. “Kidding. Fuck. Loosen up a bit. No submissives until we figure out the path we take with Jamie. Now, can we have at least a little fun?”


Fun? Sending Jamie on her way didn’t sound like much fun.


On the flip side, the idea of spending more time with her…


Yeah, that I could get on board with.




Jamie




HONESTLY, I HADN’T EXPECTED TO BE LEFT alone tonight. When I arrived, the woman at the front desk informed me that guests of the club weren’t allowed to be without supervision at all times, even warned me not to go off by myself or I would be escorted off the property and not allowed back. Thanks to that cold threat, I figured I would be kept under guard during my time here, if not by Edge, then at least someone. 


That didn’t appear to be the case since Edge and Cav had disappeared a good twenty minutes ago and had yet to return. Not wanting to be tackled by a Storm Trooper lingering outside the door, I had stayed put. 


Not that I’d been bored this whole time. Rather than sit idly by, I’d given myself a tour of the room. It wasn’t all that big, probably fifteen by fifteen with tall ceilings to accommodate the appearance of being in a barn. Yes. A barn.


Oddly enough, I liked the cowboy theme. Not generally my taste, but it certainly had its appeal. From the smooth wood floors to the rough wood siding on the walls, even the bale of hay in the corner, they’d gone all out. The loft with the rustic wooden ladder was a nice touch, although I hadn’t gone up there to check it out. I wasn’t all that fond of heights, so I kept to the floor. 


Curious by nature, I’d checked out the barn door on the wall, rolling it open to find it was actually covering a large pane-glass window. A viewing window, might I add. One that would allow anyone to see what was going on in the room should the occupants choose to let them. Needless to say, I closed that right back up and continued my exploration. 


Of course, it wasn’t exactly like a barn in all respects. There was a stainless-steel sink, as well as a matching cabinet in the far corner that held a variety of items from cleaner to rubber sheets, probably used for hygiene purposes. Not to mention, a shitload of condoms. No doubt they preached safe sex here.


Throughout the room there were steel hooks imbedded in the walls, some on the floor, a couple on the ceiling. I studied those for a few minutes, trying to imagine what someone would look like chained or cuffed there. At one point, I even held out my arms, spread my legs, pretended some handsome cowboy had tied up the fair maiden and was getting ready to have his wicked way with her. 


The cowboy being Cav and the her in my fantasy being me.


That hadn’t lasted long. The instant I realized the erotic daydream was making me hot, I’d stopped, moved on to appreciate the lighting. There were a few lanterns mounted on the walls, none of which had flames, but rather LED bulbs that mimicked them similar to in the dungeon. Safety first, again.


Despite my curiosity, I couldn’t help wondering what Edge and Cav were discussing. I suspected I was the main subject, but what exactly were they talking about? Had I been too forward with my request? Was Edge trying to find a way to let me down easy? I mean, it had been a little out there, but the instant Cav made the suggestion, it seemed like the logical thing to do. I could see it all through the eyes of a submissive, at the same time getting the opportunity to observe and, yes, hopefully talk to others. And who better than Edge to give me the experience? After all, he did manage this club.


Before I could conjure up a ridiculous fantasy that involved Edge wearing a cowboy hat and me being bent over the bale of hay, the door opened and in walked sin times two. 


Edge stepped inside first. Tall, dark, and handsome. A combination that was pretty lethal when mixed with all that intimidation and sex appeal. Behind him was Cav, looking like some blond cowboy god with that sexy black hat, those ass-hugging Wrangler jeans, and … yeah, he’d lost his shirt somewhere along the way. 


Yum. 


My mouth went dry as my eyes did a slow scan of his impressive torso. I had to admit, the whole topless thing was a good look for him because, holy shit, eight-pack abs did exist. It took everything in me not to stare at the light spattering of hair that led down, down, down…


My gaze shot to a scar on Cav’s stomach, slightly down and to the right of his belly button. My eyes shifted again, moving directly to two more scars I’d missed during the initial perusal. One on his right shoulder, the other on his bicep. I looked up into his face, realized he was watching me closely. He’d obviously noticed where my attention had drifted, but he didn’t say anything.


“I’ve given your request some thought,” Edge stated, his tone a little less intimidating than before, “and I’ve come to a decision.” 


My eyes shot up to his. While his tone had settled down, his eyes had not. There was still a fierceness in them. A look that said I should never doubt who was in control when he was in the room.


“Neither one of us will be dominating you,” Edge declared, his tone deep, unyielding.


I swear you could hear my heart break. Of all the things I thought they might’ve said when they returned, that certainly wasn’t one of them. My throat suddenly felt tight and I wanted to run from the room, sneak off somewhere, and hide while I licked my wounds. 


In an effort to protect a small amount of my pride, I forced my feet to remain where they were.


“Tonight,” he amended.


Wait. What? I stared, unable to look away. “You won’t be dominating me tonight?” I clarified.


“No.”


I figured he was trying to tell me something. Perhaps giving me a glimmer of hope. If so, why was there still a huge lump in my throat?


Before I knew what was going on, Cav was standing behind me, Edge directly in front. Although they weren’t exactly touching me, I could feel the sheer size of them surrounding me, their warmth like a blanket. It took all the willpower I possessed to keep my hands down at my sides. I wanted so desperately to touch them. I could hardly breathe, my heart pounding like a bass drum. 


I inhaled slowly, drawing their intoxicating maleness deep into my lungs. 


“Is that what you want, cupcake?” Cav’s dark, seductive whisper caused my insides to tremble as his warm breath fanned the back of my neck. “To be dominated?”


I nodded.


“Words,” Cav stated firmly. “Answer with words.”


“Yes,” I said, my voice quivering as I stared up into Edge’s beautiful face.


“Yes, what?” he growled low and soft in my ear.


“Yes, Master Cav.”


His voice dropped another octave with his approving, “Good girl.”


“If we’re going to do this, there are a few rules,” Edge declared, drawing my attention to him.


“Anything.” There was a slight hitch in the single word, my voice not nearly as steady as I’d hoped.


A hint of a smile appeared on his lips, but it didn’t fully form. “We’ll take this at a pace I set.”


I nodded. “Okay.”


“You leave here tonight with the understanding I have not agreed to do this yet.”


That was disappointing.


“We’ll need to spend some time with you before I can do so.”


No more disappointment.


“Do you think you can handle both of us?” Edge questioned, his tone unyielding, his eyes skeptical.


“Yes.” Yeah, that was me all breathless and eager. 


His face hardened. “What was that, sweetness?”


Ah, crap. “Yes, Master Edge. I can handle both of you.” Granted, I didn’t know if that was true or not, but I damn sure wanted to find out.


“We’ll see about that.” Master Edge cleared his throat. “But you have to understand what you’re committing yourself to if I agree.”


Committing? What was he talking about? This was simply a lesson in submission, right?


“But I thought—” 


He cut me off with a hand over my mouth.


My eyes widened as I stared up at him; my breath hitched. He was touching me, and holy hell, I didn’t want him to stop. I probably shouldn’t have been turned on that his hand was covering my mouth, but my entire body hummed with anticipation, a desperate need for him to exert his dominance over me flaring hot and bright.


“Until I’m convinced you can commit to the experience and not simply try to worm your way into the club to harass my members, we won’t be accommodating your request. Should I decide you can, you won’t be allowed to talk to anyone without my permission, you’ll be required to follow all the rules and protocols of this club, and you will be expected to complete the submissive training program. Those are nonnegotiable. Do you understand?”


“I understand, Master Edge.”


“None of this starts tonight,” he reiterated as he lowered his hand.


My heart fell once more. I was getting tired of him saying that. “Maybe tomorrow?”


Cav chuckled behind me, a deep, gruff sound that made my insides tingle. His big hands slid tentatively over my hips and I swayed on my feet. Goose bumps popped out over my skin and my nipples pebbled at the mere touch. This guy was good. I’d known him for such a short time and somewhere along the way, I’d found myself as desperate for him to touch me as I was for Master Edge. 


“Eager, cupcake?”


Yes. Yes, I was. But I didn’t say that. I didn’t want to say anything to make them walk away from me. However, I could admit that I liked that they were giving me some time to process. Although I probably would’ve gone through with whatever they wanted tonight, it wouldn’t’ve been the same. This way, I would have time to think, to plan. To anticipate.


“How does your schedule look for next week?” Edge asked, those electric-blue eyes twinkling.


I mentally skimmed my calendar but couldn’t come up with anything. “Aside from class, I should be free.”


“Good. Keep it that way.” 


I wasn’t sure what that meant, but I nodded. What else could I do?


“After we’ve spent some time with you outside the club,” Edge explained, “we’ll discuss what our options are.”


“Options?” 


His head cocked slightly, his eyes still locked with mine. “As in whether or not we’ll grant your request, take you on as a submissive.”


He made it sound so formal, as though this was cut-and-dried. Rules, protocols, training. No intimacy. Another dose of disappointment flooded me, this one stronger than I expected.


“Do I have a say in this?” I asked.


Edge shook his head, his voice low, his eyes fierce. “No.”


I felt my insides melt. I had no idea why I liked that he took all the control from me, but the thought moved me so much, my knees weakened. Thankfully, Cav was directly behind me. His big hands curved over my hips, holding me in place. Heat sizzled from his touch, making me light-headed.


Lordy. I wasn’t sure I would survive this should they decide we were going to proceed.


“Should Cav and I agree this is the right avenue to take, we’ll discuss further.”


I nodded. That sounded straightforward enough.


“There’s one more rule, cupcake.” Cav leaned in close to my ear once more. “Until we’ve come to a final decision, you will not be allowed to date anyone else. In turn, we’ll be doing the same. Understood?”


“Yes, Master Cav.”


Edge smiled, and heaven help me, I was pretty sure the earth shifted beneath my feet. 


“Will I need a safe word?” I asked.


Edge’s mischievous smirk made my insides riot again. “You’ll need a lot of things if I allow you into my club. A safe word, blood tests”—his heated gaze trailed down my body, then back up—“an expansive wardrobe.”


I swallowed hard. 


“Until then,” he continued, “we’ll rely on good ol’ vanilla rules of conduct.”


“Such as?” 


He grinned, but there was a hint of mirth in it. “Should you not be comfortable with something, it’s your responsibility to let us know.”


“May I ask another question, Master Edge?”


“You may.”


I took a deep breath, then forced the words out before I chickened out. “If you do decide to proceed, will you be sharing me?”


Those electric-blue irises flared hot and I knew I’d hit a nerve. A good one.


“That’s yet to be determined. But it’s a very real possibility.”


I nodded, processing my question and his answer one more time. It dawned on me how it sounded. I’d meant sharing me with Cav. His answer had not clarified that. A shiver of unease teased down my spine. I did not want him to share me with anyone else. I didn’t want to think of another Dom’s hands on me. It didn’t sit right.


“Do you have another question?”


I shook my head. I didn’t want to voice my concerns yet. Not until I knew they were even relevant. But I did wonder how often they did this with random submissives.


Realizing I didn’t really want to know the answer to that either, I shook my head. “No, Master Edge.”


As though he could sense my insecurity, Edge moved forward, closing the distance between us and effectively crowding me between them. I was vaguely aware of Cav moving until both men were brushing up against me. It was a tease, of course, but it worked. I inhaled a sharp breath, every cell in my body coming to life. They weren’t quite pressing against me, and if I tried to shift either direction, I would lose the warmth of the other. It was a power play, a test.


Since I didn’t want them to move away, I remained still between them.


Suddenly I was overwhelmed by a savage male energy. It made me breathless, had my skin prickling, my nipples puckering. My belly fluttered when the hard plane of Edge’s chest pressed against my breasts, Cav’s against my back.


I was light-headed, my breaths coming far too quickly.


Edge’s big, warm hands cupped my face gently, his thumbs gliding over my cheeks as he held my attention in his ice-blue stare. His voice was low, seductive when he spoke. “I want you to give serious thought to what we’ll want from you, Jamie. We take this very seriously.”


I nodded.


Cav’s hand hooked firmly on my hip as he turned me around to face him. Then he was crushed to my front, Edge at my back. I inhaled sharply, the blood rushing loudly in my ears. 


Gone was all the mischief I’d witnessed in Cav’s expression since we were first introduced. In its place, a somberness I almost didn’t recognize.


“It’s not like in your romance books, cupcake. We’re not lookin’ to be tested or theorized. Or topped from the bottom. If you want to experience that, you can find someone else to help you out. With us, you’ll have to relinquish all control. And we’ll push your boundaries to the point you may break.”


Wow. When he put it that way, it did sound somewhat wicked. But this was an opportunity I couldn’t pass up. I doubted I would find anyone who would give me the chance to experience it for myself. That would do so much for my theory, for proving it. Or disproving. Either way. 


Now that they’d laid it all on the line, I knew what I wanted, and I knew I had to submit in order to get it.


“Do you understand what I’m tellin’ you?” he asked.


“Yes. I understand, Master Cav.”


His thumb brushed over my lower lip and his eyes followed the movement. “Then I look forward to seein’ you outside of this club.”


Cav stepped back and Edge came to stand beside him, both men staring down at me. Butterflies erupted in my belly and an ache started between my legs. I wanted them to kiss me. To touch me, hold me, claim me. I’d never wanted anything more than those two men. It didn’t matter that I had zero experience. I was ready to jump in with both feet.


And for a brief moment, I even considered the fact that this desire was even more potent than my academic goals. But it was fleeting.


Before Edge backed away, he leaned in, his lips close to my ear. “Just so you know, we’re going to take this slow, sweetness. Very, very slow. Before long, you’ll be begging for us to give you what you need.”


Sweetness? That wasn’t the first time he’d called me that. I wasn’t sure if he did so because he was making fun of me for our earlier conversation or simply to be cute. Either way, my entire body warmed as though it had needed to hear it, to be acknowledged with that morsel of intimacy. My breath hitched, my eyes darting over to Cav’s face.


He grinned. “Do you think you can handle that?”


I nodded again. “Probably not, but I’d certainly like to try.”


Edge chuckled. “I like your honesty.”


That was good because I didn’t know how to be anything else. 


“Do you have any more questions?” Edge asked, his tone less rigid than before.


“No. Not yet, anyway.”


Cav held out his arm and I slipped mine through his. I was inherently aware that he was shirtless and that he smelled so damn good. 


“Well, then how about we head back down to the bar, grab a drink, and chat?”


Chat. 


Yes. 


We should do that.




CAV




I WAS A MAN WHO GENERALLY GOT what he wanted. 


In the club, that was doubly so.


Did that always mean sex with a submissive? No. There were plenty of times I didn’t want sex, so it wasn’t a hardship. For me, playing consisted of a lot of things, depending on my mood. Most of the time, it wasn’t about me at all. I could willingly find a submissive and focus solely on her needs, her desires. 


Tonight was one of those nights. Only I was forced to ignore any sexual undertones and pretend I wasn’t seconds away from taking this woman in any way I could have her. Jamie Lautner was a temptation I didn’t expect. 


“When you’re here, what do you usually do?” Jamie asked as she turned her glass around between her hands.


It had taken a little while, but she had finally calmed down after we returned to the main floor.


I shrugged. “Depends on my mood.”


“Did you have a plan for tonight?”


“No.” I took a sip of my water. “I didn’t have any expectations tonight.”


I’d come merely to hang out, to see Edge, to see where things went. And then this woman had stepped into my path and somehow managed to flip my world on its ear in a matter of hours.


I wanted her with a ferocity that confused the hell out of me. I assumed it was because I was restricting myself, opting to follow Edge’s plan. Technically, I guess it was my plan, but whatever. Truth was, I hadn’t intended for it to work quite like this. I had initially come up with the idea in an effort to settle Edge. Perhaps to placate Jamie as well.


Had I not thought Edge was holding back, I never would’ve intervened. No doubt he wanted Jamie, but he’d been more indecisive than I’d ever seen him. I figured a loyalty to Zeke was what kept him from taking everything she offered.


But this could work. Hell, it could go in a direction none of us expected. While Jamie might believe she could come at this from a logical perspective, I didn’t think that would be the case. Submission wasn’t something that could be learned. Either you were or you weren’t. No one could teach you how to do it. The training class Edge ran wasn’t to show a submissive how, but rather to show them what they would experience when they were with a respectful Dominant and to teach them safety was key. In order for Jamie to experience submission, she had to at least be interested on more than an academic level.


We’d proven that she was when we had trapped her between us in the Wild West room. She’d responded so perfectly, as though she was born to submit to the two of us.


Of course, I was doing my best to keep some distance here. Edge would make the ultimate decision. Sure, I would make a concerted effort to sway him in the direction I believed we should go. After all, the man did need to be redirected from time to time.


“Have you ever had a full-time submissive?” she asked.


I’d noticed her questions getting more intimate as time went by.


Seeing no reason not to be honest with her, I shook my head. “No.” I set my water bottle down, clasped my hands, and rested my forearms on the bar. “Don’t get me wrong, I’ve had plenty of relationships. Most with women who weren’t into D/s. Once or twice, I thought I was serious enough to consider a future.”


“With a vanilla person?” she asked, a teasing note to her voice.


I glanced around the room. “This is…” I sighed, looking back at her. “This is only a portion of my life. It’s not everything. Some of these people live and breathe this stuff. I’m not one of them. Do I enjoy it? Absolutely. Would I give it up? No. Not completely, anyway.”


Jamie nodded, glanced around. Edge had wandered off to take care of some issue a short time ago. 


As I watched her, I tried to envision what a relationship would be like with her and Edge. One who was strict in his desires to live this life full-time, another who could take it or leave it outside of this place, another who’d never experienced what it was like. A wild ride was what it would be, I decided.


“I’m still trying to wrap my head around why someone would come here and not want to play. Isn’t that the whole point?”


“Oh, I want to play,” I admitted.


Her eyes met mine, slipped away to scan the area. “Is there a submissive you’re interested in?”


“Yes.” 


She glanced over her other shoulder as though some woman was waiting for me. “Who?”


“You.” 


Her eyes swung back to mine. She swallowed hard, and for the first time, she was speechless.


I liked that I could do that to her.


“Sorry about that,” Edge said when he approached, stealing the moment. His eyes darted between us and he frowned. “Is something wrong?”


“Not at all,” Jamie said, a smile forming. “I was actually just thinking I should probably be getting home. I had class this morning, so it’s been a long day for me.”


I glanced at my watch, realized how late it was. I wasn’t quite ready for the night to end, but I could tell by the lines around her eyes that she was tired. 


When she got to her feet, I followed suit, standing directly beside Edge. 


“I’ll walk you to your car,” I told her. 


She smiled at me. “Thank you.” Jamie turned to Edge. “And thank you for allowing me to come here tonight. For showing me around.”


He moved in closer, cupped her face, and stared down at her. I wasn’t sure I’d ever seen that look on his face before. Like he was lost, and she was the only hope he had of being found. Certainly hadn’t seen him look at any other woman like that.


“You’re very welcome.”


Her eyes remained locked with his. “I look forward to … seeing you again.”


I waited for him to say something, to tell her he looked forward to seeing her later in the week, but he didn’t. In fact, he didn’t say a word even as he brushed his thumb over her cheek and held her trapped in his gaze for a solid minute. I could sense something passing between them, but I wasn’t sure what. 


But then Edge walked away and didn’t look back.


I was dumbfounded, standing beside Jamie and staring after him. What the fuck just happened? 


When Jamie turned to me, her smile was forced, and I swore I saw a slight tremble in her chin. 


Shaking off the weirdness that had just transpired between her and Edge, I took her hand and led her to the dressing rooms. I waited while she changed. And when she returned, wearing jeans and a sweater, I felt a little better. She’d effectively removed some of the temptation, although she still looked ridiculously hot in those jeans.


Neither of us spoke as we walked to the main entrance. After retrieving her coat and helping her into it, I slipped my hand into hers one more time and walked with her to her car.


“Cav?” 


“Yes?”


“Are you sure this is something Edge wants? To proceed? To give me this opportunity?”


After our conversation in Edge’s office, I would’ve said yes. However, after that strange interaction between Jamie and Edge a few minutes ago, I wasn’t sure Edge was on the same page anymore. I knew he was attracted to her, knew he wanted to dominate her, but I wasn’t sure Edge was looking for anything more than that. Hell, I wasn’t sure I was looking for more than that, and we both knew this could easily get out of hand if we weren’t careful. But until I satisfied whatever this craving was, I wasn’t going to explain it all away.


“He wouldn’t’ve considered it if he didn’t,” I answered, tacking on a smile. “Now let me have your phone, so I can program my number in.”


Jamie’s eyes lit up, some of the tension draining out of her beautiful features. She opened her car door, ducked inside, then stood tall, passing over her phone. I typed in Edge’s contact information, then mine. And just for good measure, I called myself, then disconnected.


Knowing we couldn’t stand out there all night, I pulled her door open wider and stepped back out of the way. Jamie moved as though she was going to get in, but then she paused and stared back at me. She was almost as tall as I was, but she was significantly smaller. So feminine, so soft. So perfect.


As we stood there, I debated on whether or not I should kiss her good-night. I wanted to. I wanted to meld my lips to hers, to feel her softness and warmth against me. It was all I could think about as I brushed my thumb over her bottom lip. I wanted to know if she tasted as sweet as she looked.


I knew I couldn’t explore her just yet. I wanted to build her anticipation, to make her think about me all damn week. But I wasn’t above teasing her, so I leaned in, allowed my mouth to hover directly over hers. When her breath hitched, I smiled. Damn, but she was going to be fun.


“Good night, cupcake,” I whispered, allowing my lips to barely ghost across hers.


“Good night, Cav.”


It took some doing, but I managed to pull back and smile. When she got into her car, I closed the door and stepped back, watching as she backed out of the parking spot and then left the garage.


Knowing Edge was going to immerse himself in work and effectively ignore me for the rest of the night, I decided to leave, too. If nothing else, it would have him questioning what had happened when I walked Jamie to her car.


And for the moment, I didn’t mind leaving Edge to wonder. I got the feeling this wasn’t going to be nearly as simple as the man thought it would be.


Nothing with him ever was.




FOUR

EDGE




Monday, October 22, 2018


“THE ENTIRE ROOM NEEDS TO BE REDONE,” I clarified, speaking directly to the three men and two women standing before me. “When you’re finished, it’ll look like this.” 


I passed over the iPad, the screen reflecting the redesign of what was now a posh bedroom, transforming it into a living room you’d find in an elegant, upscale home.


Considering I spent Mondays at the club, taking advantage of the fact that it was closed, I generally handled any major changes at that point. Since I’d received the new plans from Sierra late yesterday, I figured today would be a good time to tackle the project. Sierra Ackerley-McCoy was Trent Ramsey’s trusted designer for his clubs. She was also the wife of Luke McCoy and Cole Ackerley-McCoy, the owners of a fetish club known as Devotion down in Texas and close friends with Trent. My boss utilized Sierra’s skills when it came to designing his varied theme rooms at his clubs. 


And since he insisted on having frequent changes made, I’d hired a team who took care of that for me, led by Deirdre Sloane, a personal friend. She was also in design, and when she worked with Sierra, they tended to come up with some rather interesting selections, namely in conversion furniture, the term they’d given to items that could be converted from standard furniture into hedonistic bondage equipment.


“If you have any questions,” I explained to Deirdre, “just call Sierra.”


“Of course, Edge,” Deirdre said. “I heard a rumor Trent’ll be converting the Wild West room next.”


My thoughts drifted back to Friday night, to a scene that played out in that very room. This one innocent, aside from the wicked thoughts I’d had while talking to Jamie Lautner in that room.


“That’s the rumor,” I replied. “But until the plans come through, it stays the same.”


“Got it.” 


While Deirdre and her team focused on clearing out the current furniture and equipment, I headed down to the main floor. I was expecting an electrician to arrive to make a few changes to the Doms’ lounge. Another of Trent’s requests. The man was constantly updating this space, coming up with new ideas he expected me to implement. And since he paid me a more than decent salary to manage this place, I did his bidding without question.


“Well, don’t you look spiffy?”


As I stepped off the last step and onto the main floor, I gave a distracted glance in the direction of the voice. 


“Thanks for coming in, Cambria.” I made a beeline for the bar. “The electrician should be here momentarily. I have to run, but I’ll try to be back before he’s finished.”


“Don’t worry about it,” she said in that always calm tone of hers. 


Cambria Manning had been, for lack of a better term, my assistant for the past year. Although it wasn’t an official job title, she was the one person I could rely on to handle club issues when I was needed elsewhere. Had it not been for the fact she was a submissive, I figured she could run this place as well as, if not better than, I did. However, Master status at the club was required for my role, therefore she was relegated to simply assisting.


“Are you meeting with a client?” she asked, making her way toward me.


“Yeah.” I glanced up, caught a good look at her, and smiled. “Talk about spiffy.”


“This old thing?” She peered down at herself. “This is my Monday-morning, have-to-be-in-court-first-thing outfit.”


After making my way out from behind the bar, I headed toward the maintenance closet. “Sometimes I have a hard time believing you’re a judge.”


Cambria laughed, a sweet sound. “It’s only hard to imagine when I’m naked and laid out while some Dom beats on me.”


“True.” I’d played with Cambria on occasion, but never sexually. For whatever reason, the two of us had always kept that distance between us. Since we worked together, it made sense, although I don’t think either of us had planned it that way. 


I returned with a set of keys, passed them over. 


“Deirdre and her team are upstairs. They’re remodeling the bedroom.”


“What’s it turning into now?”


“A fancy living room.”


“Oooh. I can’t wait to see that.” She clapped her hands with glee. “I do love seeing what Trent comes up with when it comes to ordinary household rooms. Then again, most of us aren’t as privileged as he is. My bedroom definitely isn’t as decadent as the one he had designed.” She turned on her heel, followed me toward the scanning area. “Do you think his house is equipped like that? All the hidden torture devices and bondage equipment?”


“I wouldn’t doubt it.”


“Is yours?” she inquired.


Her question had me pulling up short. “Actually, no.”


“Really?” She sounded sincerely surprised.


“Really.” 


“Why not?” Cambria stood back as I stepped into the reception area, rummaged through the desk drawer.


I took a seat in the chair, pulled the drawer out farther. “Never had time.”


“Hmm.”


I stopped my search and stared up at her. “What does that mean?”


She shrugged. “I just figured you for the type of Dom who was ready for anything.”


“Yeah, well. Too much on my plate to worry about that.”


“By that, are you referring to a personal life?”


I pushed the drawer back in, pulled out another. “There it is,” I muttered.


After grabbing a stack of blank RFID cards that we used for membership IDs, I closed the drawer and got to my feet. 


I held them out to Cambria. “The training roster for the upcoming class is on my desk in my office. Can you please get these done? They’ll be here for orientation tomorrow night and I’d like to have them ready.”


“Sure.” She took the cards. “You ignored my question.”


“What question was that?” I asked, making my way back toward the stairs.


“Your personal life.”


I waved her off as I started up. “No time for that. Too busy.”


Cambria laughed behind me. “I’ll just wait for the electrician.”


I simply nodded, preoccupied with my never-ending to-do list. I was meeting a client at one for a formal lunch meeting and I was already running behind. I’d been hoping for a few minutes to go over my presentation. Unfortunately, there never seemed to be enough time in the day, so something was always pushed aside. Good thing for everyone, I was good under pressure. 


“Hey, Edge?” Deirdre called out as I was rounding the landing to head up to the third floor. “I had to requisition a piece of equipment from Dallas. I called Dylan. He’s getting it handled. Should be here by Wednesday.”


“Great.” I kept walking. Deirdre was used to my distraction, so she wouldn’t take it personally. I trusted her to get things done and she worked well with Dylan Thomas and his wife, Sara. They managed Dichotomy’s Dallas location and were valuable assets when it came to getting things done with minimal issue or cost.


My phone buzzed in my pocket. I pulled it out, glanced at it as I stepped into my office. It was the alarm I’d set to remind me I had to leave. Tucking it back into my slacks, I grabbed my planner and was starting to rummage around for my iPad when I heard footsteps behind me.


“Looking for this?” 


I glanced over my shoulder to see Deirdre holding out my iPad. 


“Actually, yes.” 


I took it from her hand, slid it into the planner, and took a deep breath.


“Relax, Edge. You look tense.”


I inhaled slowly, exhaled deeply. “Nothing I can’t handle.”


She chuckled as she turned and left. “You always say that.”


I started for the stairs again. “I always mean it, too.”


That was the way I rolled. The more pressure, the better I handled myself.


The story of my life.




Jamie




WHEN TIFFANY CALLED LAST NIGHT, I PROMISED to meet her at the mall today for lunch. Since she spent every extra minute working at one of the hip clothing stores, we’d gotten used to sitting in the food court and scarfing down chicken sandwiches while sharing French fries and a chocolate shake.


“I want to hear all about the club. What was it like?” Tiffany blurted the instant my butt touched the hard wooden seat.


“Nice.”


Tiffany stared at me, disbelief making her eyes wide, her mouth hang open. “Nice? That’s all you’ve got?” She feigned hurt and disappointment as she rummaged through the paper sack, pulling out the French fries. “You go to the hottest BDSM club in the nation and you describe it as nice.” Big blue eyes latched onto my face. “Who are you and what have you done with my best friend?”


I laughed, unwrapping my sandwich. I had to be back at school shortly, so I had to be efficient. 


“Fine. Tell me about him, then. What was he like?”


I couldn’t keep the smile off my face. “He was … Dom-like.”


My friend burst out in laughter, drawing the attention of everyone around us. I rolled my eyes, ignored all those curious gazes now shifting our way.


“Dom-like, she says,” Tiffany muttered as she lifted her sandwich to her mouth, pinning me with a glare.


It was my turn to laugh, but I did so discreetly. “Fine. He was nice. We toured the dungeon first.”


Her eyes widened again. “Does it look like a real dungeon?”


“It does.”


“Were there naked people?”


“There were.”


“Was some woman getting spanked?”


Before I answered, I cast a quick look at the tables closest to us, ensuring there weren’t any little kids close enough to overhear. 


“She was,” I confirmed, grinning as I looked back at my friend.


“I knew it.” She dropped her sandwich, grabbed the shake. 


Tiffany Lortimer was one of my two closest friends in the world. For the most part, we were inseparable. Between her and Jonah, I had absolutely no secrets.


Her voice was strangely soft when she asked, “Are you still a virgin?”


I couldn’t help it. I blushed.


I completely understood the disbelief my two best friends expressed when they talked about the fact I still proudly carried my V-card. This day and age, it was unusual for a twenty-four-year-old woman to not have been in some sort of physical relationship with a man or two. It was true, nonetheless. Not only had I not had intercourse with a man, I also hadn’t done anything else. No beneath-the-clothes groping in the dark, no oral sex. Most people probably wouldn’t buy that I’d never even been kissed, but it was true, too. The one time Billy Boyd snuck up on me and smacked his lips on my cheek during my senior year of high school did not count.


As far as I was concerned, there were two reasons I was still a virgin: First of all, my brother was none other than the ruthless Sadist who could melt lesser men with a simple look. While my brother’s intimidation factor helped, I wasn’t giving him all the credit. I was, after all, a smart woman and I could make decisions for myself. Who I slept with was certainly a decision I wouldn’t be taking lightly. Secondly, I hadn’t found the guy I wanted to give it up to yet.


Evidently basing my answer on my reaction, Tiffany shook her head. “Well, that’s too bad.”


I took a huge bite of my sandwich to avoid blurting out that I honestly hoped Edge and Cav would be the ones to take it in the very near future.


There were some things a girl needed to keep to herself.


Although our classes didn’t align well, our schedules always seemed to. Like me, Tiffany was pursuing her doctorate in psychology, a major she’d chosen after she’d taken a psychology class her freshman year. We actually met on campus, in a study group. We’d become fast friends, along with Jonah Watson, another student in that study group. It hadn’t taken long to realize how much the three of us had in common, and since then, we’d spent countless hours in each other’s company.


“What’s his name?”


“Gregory Edge,” I said, not bothering to pretend not to know who she was talking about.


“Master Edge,” she said dreamily. “Has a nice ring to it.”


That it did.


Tiffany leaned closer. “Did he spank you?”


I laughed through my embarrassment. “No, he did not.”


“Too bad.”


“We talked,” I explained. “He showed me around. His friend showed up and the three of us wandered the club together.”


She pointed a French fry at me. “He has a friend?”


“I’m sure he has a lot of friends.” I grabbed the Coke we were sharing. 


“Is he single?”


“Yes.” I didn’t bother to tell her that I was also interested in him. I couldn’t. Not yet.


“Did you guys talk about sexy things?”


“We did.” I went on to explain how I’d mentioned that I was working on my dissertation, and that I needed their help. I didn’t go into detail about the theme room or the way Edge had gone all alpha on me. I was still trying to wrap my head around that myself.


“So they agreed to help you with your paper?”


I nodded. “They agreed to let me get a glimpse into BDSM.”


“You’re so lucky. Why didn’t I do something on human sexuality?” she asked absently. “You get to have all the fun.”


This coming from the girl who’d had at least one date a week for the past couple of years.


Okay, maybe not that many, but Tiffany certainly had a more active social life than I did. Despite the fact she was frequently going out with men, she wasn’t interested in settling down. According to her, she was playing the field. And though one date a week would equate to roughly fifty-two men per year, Tiffany was extremely discriminating when it came to who she slept with.


“How’s Mark?” I asked, referring to the only man she allowed herself to be intimate with. According to Tiffany, they were friends with benefits and mutually exclusive when it came to sex. She insisted that it was safer that way.


I had to agree with her. I liked Mark. He was a nice guy, but he certainly wasn’t the type of guy I would see Tiffany with in the long run.


She smiled dreamily. “He’s good. He came over last night.” She grinned widely. “We spent some time studying.”


Did I mention Mark O’Conner was a professor at the school? Well, he was, and Tiffany was enjoying the time she spent with him.


“Of course you did.” I wrapped up the other half of my sandwich, tucking it back into the bag. I would save it for dinner since my classes ran late on Monday night.


“When are you going back to the club?”


I shrugged, finished off what she left me of the chocolate shake. “Don’t know.”


“Are you seeing Master Edge again?” The way she said his name all breathless made it sound like a taboo relationship.


“He wants to get together,” I explained. “To assess whether or not I’m a good fit for his training class.”


Tiffany slapped her hands on the table. “Shut. Up.”


I giggled, loving her reaction.


“You’re gonna be a submissive?”


I offered another shrug. “Not sure yet. He has to make that decision.”


“Oh, my God. You’re so lucky.” Her eyes shot across the food court to the clock on the wall. “Damn it. I have to get back.”


When she started to gather up the trash, I waved her off. “Go,” I insisted. “I’ve got this.”


Tiffany nodded, grabbed the Coke as she stood. “You’ve got class tonight, right?”


I nodded. 


“Text me tomorrow. We need to get together with Jonah so you can give him all the juicy details. He’ll go nuts.”


“I will,” I assured her as she was walking off.


As I watched my friend leave, I couldn’t wipe the smile off my face, my thoughts drifting back to Edge and Cav, to Friday night. I’d heard from Cav on Saturday, a few short texts completely innocent in nature. I’d been thinking about texting him again but figured I didn’t want to appear too eager.


Unfortunately, I hadn’t heard from Edge yet. I was waiting, hoping. Strangely, I was enjoying the anticipation, because for the first time in a very long time, I had something to look forward to.




CAV




ZEKE LAUTNER WAS A GIANT OF A man. Six foot eight, probably close to three hundred pounds of solid muscle, not to mention the sinister glare that seemed to be his default expression. I could see how he intimidated people.


However, since I was on the path to working for the man, my main objective was to keep us on an even keel. I wasn’t the sort who was easily intimidated, and I think he figured that out early on in our interview when we’d engaged in a few minutes of small talk. What did I think of the Chicago traffic? It sucked. How long had I been back? A couple of days. Was I interested in working for Chatter? Yes, I was.


Since then, we’d moved on, but I could sense this was the part of the interview Zeke wasn’t all that comfortable with. As of yet, he hadn’t delved too deeply into my past experience, but I got the feeling he was trying to work around to it.


“You ever manage people?” he asked casually, leaning back in the leather executive chair.


We were sitting in a conference room that held at least fifteen people, just the two of us. He had prefaced the interview by telling me I’d be meeting with a couple of the partners, but I had yet to see anyone other than him.


“I have,” I told him, although he would’ve seen that if he’d looked at my resume.


“Did you enjoy it?” 


“Managing people?” I asked, more to give me time to formulate an answer than from a need for him to clarify.


“Yeah.”


“I don’t mind it.”


“How many have you managed?”


“A team of five was the largest,” I admitted.


“How do you feel about fifteen?”


Before I could answer, there was a quick rap on the door. It opened without a response from Zeke. We were joined by a well-dressed black man with a bald head and eyes that were bright against his dark skin. I recognized him instantly.


“Ben Snowden,” he introduced himself, not bothering to wait for Zeke to say anything.


I pushed to my feet, shook his hand. “Nice to see you again.”


Ben studied me momentarily, then grinned, his white teeth flashing. “Cav. I didn’t recognize you without the hat.” He motioned toward my chair as he moved around the table. “Please. Sit.”


Straightforward and efficient, that was how I remembered Ben. Seemed he was still that way.


I eased back into my chair, dividing my attention between the two of them as they sat across from me.


“Sorry I’m late,” Ben said. “I had a meeting that ran long.”


“We were talking about him managing people,” Zeke explained. “Said he can do it.”


Ben smiled, staring down at a sheet of paper in a folder he’d brought with him. A quick peek at it told me he was looking at my resume.


“Says you graduated from Columbia, then went on to be a police officer?” Ben looked up. 


Since he didn’t ask why the career choice, I answered with a simple, “I was.”


He glanced down again. “For six years. Why’d you leave law enforcement?”


I leaned back in my chair, relaxed as much as I could. This topic generally had my insides churning, but I knew it was unavoidable. 


“I was shot,” I told him straight. “My partner was killed.”


Ben’s expression softened. “I’m sorry to hear that. How old was he?”


“Four,” I told him.


Understanding dawned on his face. “Canine.”


“Correct.”


“That sucks,” Zeke muttered. It was possibly the first time I’d heard a sympathetic tone from the man.


“He’s got a dog,” Ben explained. “Probably close to the same age?” he asked Zeke.


“Yeah. His name’s Tank.” Zeke’s dark eyes locked on my face. “What happened?”


I went on to explain the night in question. I’d been called in for a search of a suspect who’d just robbed a local convenience store. After half an hour of trekking through a wooded area, Kano and I came upon the suspect hiding in a pile of brush. After I ordered him to stay put or be bitten, the man had decided fleeing was the appropriate response to my order. He ran, Kano ran. My partner tackled him seconds before a shot sounded.


“I watched Kano fall,” I explained, the pain from the memory eating away at my gut. “I didn’t think at that point, just started to run. My only thought was to save him.” Pain hit me square in the chest as the words tumbled out. “That was when the suspect fired at me. He hit me three times. In the shoulder, the arm, and the gut.” Phantom pains ghosted through me as I relived it. “I shot him, killed him.”


“That fucking sucks,” Zeke bit out through gritted teeth. “Fucking sucks.”


Yeah. That about summed it up. Although the surgeons had managed to save my life, no one had saved Kano. I had mourned the loss throughout the year it had taken to recover physically. To this day, I hadn’t completely gotten over losing him. Wasn’t sure I ever would. 


“I decided it was time to retire,” I told them.


“Can’t say I blame you,” Ben said, his voice reflecting his sympathy. He peered down at my resume for a moment before looking back at me. “You’ve hopped around a few times since then.”


I nodded. 


“Four companies in the past five years.” He folded his hands on his flat stomach. “Are you looking to settle?”


“I am,” I admitted, glancing over at Zeke. “I’ve got the experience you’re looking for. I’ve got the drive to assist in building this division. And I don’t have an issue managing people.”


Zeke sat up, placed his elbows on the table. “I’ll be the first to admit, I’m not all that great with people. I am, however, damn good at what I do. You’d be responsible for managing the team, hiring, firing, that sort of thing. I’ll oversee, handle my own clients, and work with you to expand.” His eyes narrowed. “But I need to know you’ll stick around.”


Direct and to the point, that summed up Zeke Lautner pretty well.


“I’ll stick,” I assured him. “I think I knew I’d end up back here one day.”


“Where are you staying?” Ben asked.


“Hotel.”


“Not very stable accommodations.”


“Just temporary. Once I figure out my plans, I’ll look for something more permanent.”


Ben nodded, glanced over at Zeke.


A second passed before Zeke pressed a button on the telephone system. “Dale, come in here.”


There was no please, no polite request in his voice. A simple command. 


“Yes, Sir,” Dale said quickly.


A second later, the door opened and a young man stepped into the room. He glanced from Zeke to Ben to me, then back to Zeke.


Ben was the one who spoke up. “Could you show Mr. Cavanaugh around? We need a few minutes to chat.”


“Absolutely.” Dale smiled when his eyes came to rest on my face. “Mr. Cavanaugh, if you’ll please come with me.”


There was the polite tone. I figured someone had it.


I pushed to my feet. 


“I’ll catch up with you in a few,” Zeke said curtly.


Figuring I’d been dismissed and not exactly sure how I felt about it, I followed Dale out of the conference room. He closed the door behind us, then motioned toward a set of double glass doors. 


“I know you, don’t I?” I asked Dale.


Dark brown eyes swung over to meet mine. “Yes, Sir.”


I grinned. “You’re Jordan’s boyfriend.”


“Yes, Sir.”


“Relax, Dale. I don’t bite.”


He chuckled, but his shoulders visibly relaxed as he began giving me the rundown of how the company had recently renovated their space, expanding from one floor to two. Gave me a glimpse of the break room, pointed out the coffeemaker, and insisted it was what got him through the day.


“I don’t drink coffee,” I admitted.


He looked baffled, as though that wasn’t even possible. “Seriously?”


“Seriously.”


“Wow.” He stopped, pointed. “Jordan and Jane occupy this area.” 


Three offices ran along the left side of the hall. I gave a quick nod to Jordan when the man looked up from his computer. He offered a smile but kept talking into his headset. 


Dale started walking; I kept pace. We stopped again when he pointed toward a semicircle of offices surrounding an open seating area. “Landon, Langston, and Luci are here.”


I noticed one of the three doors was closed. The two that were open were empty.


“I think they’re in a meeting,” he said with a chuckle. “The rule around here is to knock.”


“Yeah?”


“Oh, yeah. Otherwise … well, let’s just say, you have to have an open mind to work here.”


A soft cry from the office with the closed door had me understanding exactly what Dale was referring to.


“Good to know.”


We made our way down the stairs. “Mr. Parker, Mr. Snowden, and Addison are on this floor. Zeke recently took over that office.” He nodded toward an open door. “Edge’s office is there.” He pointed toward an office with the lights off. “He’s rarely here, but he has one.”


“Yours will be down this way.” He led the way past Edge’s door, stopped at the office next to it. “As you can tell, it’s a blank slate. Once you’re on board, Addison can help you get set up.”


Assuming I was going to be hired, of course.


“The private conference room is also on this floor,” he explained, motioning back toward the staircase. “They have their Monday meetings in there.”


“And Zeke’s team?” I inquired. “Where are they located?”


“Due to the need for … um … privacy,” he began, looking over at me, “they’ve decided to put most of the employees on a separate floor. Keep this more for executives, partners, and their secretaries.”


I’d been involved in the lifestyle long enough to know what he meant by needing privacy. Based on the noises coming from upstairs, it appeared these people didn’t have an issue mixing business with pleasure. 


“I manage the outer office,” Dale explained as we made our way back toward the stairs. “The big bosses mentioned hiring a few secretaries slash assistants to help out, but they haven’t moved on that yet. I think they’re waiting to fill the spots.”


He went on to explain Trent Ramsey’s role, heading up their new talent division. I also learned that Case Rhinehart had recently been hired to manage the gym expansion on the second floor, as well as that Braxton McBride would be the head chef at the restaurant they were adding on the main floor.


“Do they own the entire building?” I asked.


“They do.” We continued up the stairs, down the narrow hall. “The upper floors are residential, and they lease the space on several of the lower floors to other companies. But with the expansion, they’ve been reacquiring space as leases expire.”


Edge had mentioned how Chatter was expanding in many directions. He’d actually used the word exploding to describe the events currently taking place. Apparently, Justin Parker was looking to take the company to another level. Why he’d waited so long, no one seemed to know. While Chatter PR had global offices, they’d managed to remain relatively small in structure. When Edge had mentioned the position, he’d told me how they were focused entirely on filling positions at this point, growing in an effort to ease the strain on the top level.


We made it back to the reception area and Dale continued to ramble, as though he was scared to stop talking. “There’s a valet out front, plus a sandwich shop on the main floor. I’m usually in the office at seven thirty, everyone else coming in around nine.”


The door to the conference room opened and Ben stepped out. He walked right up to me, held out his hand. “Zeke would like to see you.”


“Thank you for your time,” I told him, shaking his hand.


Ben grinned, gripping my hand firmly. “In case he has a difficult time relaying the information, we’d be honored for you to come on board. He’s got the details for you.”


I smiled. “Thank you again.”


Ben turned toward Dale, giving him a rundown of clients he was expecting later that afternoon, while I stepped back toward the conference room.


Ready and willing to hop on board this train and see where it took me.




FIVE

EDGE




Tuesday, October 23, 2018


I WAS STALKING MY OWN DAMN PHONE, which was possibly a first for me. 


Unlike a lot of people, the phone wasn’t my chosen form of communication. I tended to interact face-to-face with most people. Today it seemed as though I was connected to this damn thing with my fucking eyeballs. 


It was completely out of character for me. Not only the technology-based focus, but also my preoccupation in general. I was the type who had a plan, mapped it out, followed through. Day in, day out, I held to a rigorous routine that kept me on pace. That was the way I handled my personal and my professional life. Always had. 


I didn’t obsess over things.


Certainly not my personal life. 


But that had been the case since last Friday night, and it seemed to be getting worse with every passing minute. My lack of concentration had been proven during my lunch meeting yesterday. Although I’d run through my presentation flawlessly, I couldn’t recall much of anything that had happened after that aside from the client hiring me to handle what might possibly be the biggest project of my career. The rebranding of the franchised auto parts business would require a significant amount of my time, not to mention quite a few additional employees to make it successful. I had more than enough shit to do to stay busy, but here I was, waiting, wondering, contemplating.


Not a good time to develop a social life, but hey, why the hell not?


The irritating voice seemed louder today. 


The project was huge, one I was eager to get started on, but my thoughts continued to drift anywhere except where they needed to be. Case in point: here I was, staring at my phone, expecting a text message that I doubted was coming. Ever since yesterday when Cav messaged to let me know he was taking Jamie out tonight, I couldn’t keep my mind on anything other than the two of them and what their plans might entail. 


I knew they were going to dinner, and I didn’t have an issue with that. Not entirely. It wasn’t that I was jealous, more so that I was … curious. I preferred to be there, in the thick of it, but not so I could oversee their actions. No, that wasn’t my issue. I simply wanted to watch them. I could admit, I was a voyeur. It was one of the upsides of managing a club of this nature. I could get my fill of observing others.


But the idea of watching Cav and Jamie was different. Inherently different. And for whatever reason, I could not stop thinking about it. I was quickly going insane with thoughts of what they would be doing together.


I was just happy we’d agreed to get this underway this week. No way could I go on like this for an extended period of time. My work would suffer. As soon as I spent a little time with Jamie, I would better understand her priorities and be able to map out a resolution. That was what I did. I helped people.


Perhaps help yourself to her in the process.


No. Definitely not. She needed my help, I would help.


Only there was one major problem. I couldn’t proceed until I had a conversation with her brother. I owed it to Zeke to let him know what was going on, what my plan was. He had entrusted me to show her the club and I had. Now I was offering to give her a glimpse into the lifestyle. For educational purposes only. She would observe, experience, write her paper, and move on with her life. 


I would, too.


But I couldn’t ignore the fact that I was avoiding Zeke for reasons I didn’t quite understand. Which was only exacerbating my issues, and I got the feeling my priorities were a little out of whack. 


It wasn’t as though I intended for anything to happen with her. Sure, I might’ve gotten caught up in it on Friday, but I’d had time to think it through. I wouldn’t act on my desires because I was nothing if not controlled. Zeke wouldn’t have to worry about me getting intimately acquainted with his sister.


Keep telling yourself that. At the same time, keep imagining her naked and tied to your bed.


I thrust my hand through my hair, shaking off the image and replacing it with one of Zeke Lautner, the ruthless Sadist who would kick my ass all over the damn club given the chance.


While I didn’t have to worry about seeing Zeke at the office because I was avoiding the entire building, I did have to worry about him appearing here at the club. Thankfully, he hadn’t yet, so I was still in the clear. From what I’d gathered through the rumor mill, his two masochists were keeping him preoccupied. That was likely the only reason he hadn’t called me to check up on his sister.


When I glanced at my phone for the millionth time, I picked it up and pulled up Cav’s number. I briefly considered calling him. I could ask how the interview went, use that as an excuse to dig deeper into his plans for tonight. Before I could hit the button to make the call, I chickened out and shot him a text instead.


Me: What’s up?


I stared at the screen, noticed the message was delivered, but the familiar dots that would signal a response being typed didn’t appear. With a heavy sigh, I set the phone on the desk, glared at it.


When it rang a second later, I barely refrained from jumping out of my chair, glad no one was around to see. I hit the button to take the call. 


“Why are you calling me?” I grumbled into the phone.


“Why are you texting me?” 


“Hell if I know,” I admitted, leaning back and forcing myself to relax. “Thought I’d check in.”


“Well, you’ve got about half an hour before I turn off my phone for the evening.”


Yeah, great. “Remember we agreed no sex.”


Cav laughed. “I don’t recall that being specified.”


“Very explicitly,” I growled, my tone going dark. “I know you remember it.”


He laughed again. “You’re seriously worried about that?”


I was, and I had no fucking idea why. 


“Edge, it’s our first date.”


“It’s not a date,” I countered hotly.


“Technically, it is. That’s what you call it when a man takes a woman out to dinner, shares a good meal, some fantastic wine, and sparkling conversation.”


Semantics.


“And yes,” Cav continued, “we agreed. No sex. While I’d give my left nut to feel that woman wrapped around me, I’ve got more control than that.”


Just hearing him say that twisted something inside me. And again, it had nothing to do with jealousy and a hell of a lot to do with desire. In fact, it had me wondering exactly what it was I wanted from this entire situation. From Jamie. From Cav. 


While I hadn’t been with a man in years—hadn’t found one I preferred—I had a definite attraction to Cav. Did the man swing that way? Yeah. He did. However, Cav and I had never had that sort of relationship. For one, I couldn’t really see how it would work. We were both Dominants and I knew without question that I was not the sort of man who would allow anyone to dominate me. As for Cav…well, I honestly didn’t know.


“What else you got?” Cav asked. “You talk to Zeke yet? Tell him what’s goin’ on?”


My shoulders tensed again. I leaned forward, placed my elbows on the desk. “No. I’m avoiding him.”


“Figures.”


I could hear the contempt in Cav’s tone. The man did not approve of me dancing around Zeke. I happened to agree with him. I needed to address the situation, but I just wasn’t ready.


“Where are you taking her?” I asked, wanting to change the subject.


“Acadia.”


I sat back, my heart slamming into my ribs. For Cav to take Jamie to Acadia, a five-star restaurant that would cost him a pretty penny, he had to be serious.


“Problem with that?” Cav asked, evidently amused by my lack of response.


“Not at all. What’s the plan after that?”


“Haven’t thought it through that far. Figured we’d start with dinner, see where it goes from there.”


“You’re not giving me much here,” I said, aiming to lighten the mood, but failing since my voice reflected my edginess.


Cav’s voice deepened when he said, “Are you lookin’ for details, Edge? Is this your inner voyeur comin’ out?” 


“Perhaps,” I said truthfully, staring at the closed door to my office. 


I was met with silence on the other end of the line, but I could practically hear Cav thinking, so I waited him out.


“We need to talk, Edge,” Cav finally said, his voice gruff, deeper than usual.


“Yeah,” I agreed. “We probably do.” I had no idea what that conversation would entail, but I figured we were likely on the same page. Where it went was anyone’s guess.


“I’ll come by your place tonight.”


I sat up straight. “Tonight?” 


“Yeah. After my date with Jamie.”


I swallowed hard. I wanted to avoid him but couldn’t. I knew we had some things to address. Not only where we planned for this thing to go with Jamie but also whatever it was he and I had been skirting for years. Regarding the tension between me and Cav … that, I figured, would work out the way it was supposed to. With Jamie, it was complicated. I was attempting to see it as a project, but I was fooling myself. Dominating her was at the very top of my to-do list, so this getting-to-know-you thing was merely a ruse to get where we wanted to be. 


However, I had gone along with this plan to give me some time to think, to figure out how to discuss this with Zeke. It wasn’t that I was scared of the man. I merely didn’t want to cause a rift between us. We were friends, and I intended for us to remain friends.


“Edge?”


“Yeah, sorry. I’ll be home around midnight.”


“Good. I’ll see you then.”


“If you get there before I do, just let yourself in. And Cav?”


“Huh?”


“I was wondering if you’d be interested in helping out with the upcoming training class.”


I was met with silence, but I waited him out.


“You sure that’s a good idea?”


I smiled to myself. “Okay, let me rephrase. Should Jamie be added to the roster, would you be interested in helping out with the upcoming training class?”


“Of course,” he said quickly.


“I thought so. Oh, and one more thing.”


“Hit me.”


I decided to go all in, see how he reacted. “I’m going to expect a play-by-play of your date when you stop by tonight.”


“Is that so?’


“Yes. And we’ll see where we go from there.”


Cav inhaled sharply, but I hung up, not wanting to get too deep into that just yet. We would have plenty of time to see how it played out tonight.


I set my phone on my desk and stared at it. My dick was rock hard beneath my slacks, but I ignored the damn thing. I had too much shit to worry about right now, mainly the club I was managing and the training orientation that was starting…


“Shit.” I shot to my feet. 


The damn thing had started five minutes ago.


When I walked into the training room a couple of minutes later, I scanned the many faces staring back at me. This class would start out completely full, a total of ten students, which hadn’t been the case for the past few classes. 


“Good evening,” I greeted, watching the reactions from all the newbies. 


The responses ranged from Hey to Good evening and only a couple of appropriate Good evening, Master Edges. 


They would definitely be working on that. 


“As you might’ve learned,” I explained to the group, looking from one face to the next as I spoke, “we’ve recently modified the four-week course. While it’s still four weeks, we’ve expanded from three days a week to four. You’re required to be here every Tuesday, Thursday, and Saturday night for four consecutive weeks, during which time you’ll be in the classroom as well as down in the club.” 


No one said anything and only one man in the back appeared completely engaged with his eyes lowered only slightly.


“Unlike other classes, you will not receive a syllabus for this one. There will be group exercises along with one-on-one time with assigned Dominants. Some of you will likely advance faster than others, but I will address each of your needs on an individual basis.”


All eyes remained on me. 


“If you’re wondering where the fourth day comes in, that’ll be on Friday. As a trainee, you are required to volunteer, working the stations according to necessity. I generally save that for after the class concludes, but I’d like to observe your interactions on a casual basis. That means you’ll be at Dichotomy four days every week for a minimum of two hours per night. If anyone has a problem with this schedule, please see me afterward to discuss.”


As I explained the outline of events to come, I briefly wondered why I hadn’t suggested Jamie to sign up for this course from the very beginning. Back when Ransom pulled the stunt. Rather than get involved with her directly, I could’ve appeased Zeke and had someone else train her. Regardless, I figured this would be beneficial to her, an experience she likely wouldn’t get anywhere else. 


Of course, I would have to give Zeke a heads-up. The man would need to know his sister was going to be here, and if he wasn’t careful, he could catch her in some compromising positions. Should I also tell him that I would not allow another Dominant—aside from Cav—to touch her? Perhaps that would make him feel a little better.


Interesting twist. You just come up with that?


Actually, yes. And I wasn’t sure where the idea came from. Where that possessiveness came from, either. Unfortunately, I wouldn’t be able to do that. It would result in far too many questions and the last thing I wanted was to stir the pot at the club. The members managed that well enough on their own. 


They’re waiting.


Shit.


“Tonight is the only night you’ll get away with inappropriate responses,” I told the class. “Starting the moment you step into the first training class, you will belong to me and the other Masters here at Dichotomy, which means you will show us the respect we’ve earned. I can assure you, you will be punished anytime you do not respond accordingly, anytime you violate one of the rules. When you signed up, you stated you had a good understanding of submission in its basic form. I expect that to be true.”


A couple of women in the back stared blankly at me as though they had no idea what I was referring to.


“And to ensure we’re all on the same page, I’m going to give you a test.” I smirked. “This will be the only written test during the entire course, by the way. So, appreciate it while you can.”


Without looking back at them, I exited the room, allowing my training partner—Cambria—to handle the rest. I offered a smile and a thank you as I passed her, then silently wished the class good luck. I knew that by the time the class officially started, we would be down to nine. By the following Friday, we’d be down to the seven or eight who would make it all the way. I also knew which ones would be gone.


Yet there was only one submissive who I was truly interested in training. And she wasn’t even in the room.




Jamie




I COULDN’T REMEMBER EVER BEING THIS NERVOUS for a date. 


Then again, I couldn’t remember the last date I went on. It’d been a while, for sure. However, it wasn’t all that long ago, either. His name was Edward, and we’d only gone out the one time. It hadn’t been all that bad, but I figured that was because he’d taken me to a movie. Anyone with sense knew that a movie on the first date was a bad idea. After all, wasn’t the point of a date to get to know someone?


So yeah, from time to time I let my hair down and tried my hand at the whole dating thing. But for the most part, I kept myself preoccupied with school. I’d been that way for most of my life. Having lost my parents at a young age, I’d had other pressing things on my mind. Boys were never a factor. Throughout high school, I’d focused on my education because that was what my grandparents wanted. When my grandmother died, I’d been at a loss, not quite sure where I belonged. 


The only constant I’d really had in my life was Zeke and I’d made an attempt not to be a burden on him. And while he sometimes irritated me with his highhanded behavior, I loved him more than I loved anyone. He took care of me. Not just financially by paying for my apartment, but also by being there for me. We made it a point to go to breakfast every Friday just to keep up with the goings-on in each other’s lives. I wasn’t sure what I would do without him.


Needless to say, I had kept myself closed off, and now, at the age of twenty-four, I was ready to experience life to the fullest. I figured that was why I was so looking forward to my time with Cav and Edge. They’d awakened something inside me that had been long dormant, and I wanted to explore it further.


I didn’t know what to expect from either of them and found myself drifting into daydreams during class, trying to figure out what I was going to wear on my date with Cav. I was one of those students who was always attentive, taking notes, asking questions, so I was sure my professor thought something was wrong. 


Luckily for me, he was far too interested in the lesson to be worried about me mentally drifting to another classroom altogether, one I had yet to be in. Ever since Edge had brought up the submissive training class, I’d thought about it endlessly. I’d even logged in to the club’s website to see if I could get more information. Not surprisingly, there weren’t any details. 


That hadn’t stopped the daydreams about two Doms slipping into the teacher role. Professor Edge and Professor Cav. Those had a nice ring to them. Sexy, wicked, teaching me all the things I wanted to know about Domination and submission.


Oh, my. That induced some very enticing fantasies. Fantasies I couldn’t indulge in right now because … well, because my actual professor was now addressing the class. And unfortunately, his eyes had just landed on me.


Crap. 





Two hours later, I was parking my car in front of my apartment building, dragging my book bag out with me. When I got to my door, I found a note telling me I had a delivery and I could pick it up at the office. 


Figuring it was an Amazon package, I considered holding off. But what if it was something I could use for my date tonight? From time to time, I would splurge on makeup and I did have a few things on subscription—razors, shampoo, conditioner, face wash. Those might come in handy.


Knowing I needed to waste a little time before I started getting ready, I got back in my car and steered my way to the complex office. To my absolute shock and delight, Amazon wasn’t the sender of this particular delivery. No, I couldn’t imagine they had a reason to send me the most beautiful orchid arrangement I’d ever seen in my life.


“Who are those from?” the leasing agent asked with a smile.


“I’m thinking they’re from my date tonight.” At least I hoped they were.


“There’s a card.”


Yes, there was. But I wasn’t about to open it here. “I think I’ll let it be a surprise for a little while longer.” With a wave and a smile, I carried the flowers back out to my car. 


It wasn’t until I was in my apartment, the door closed and locked behind me, that I unclipped the small envelope and opened it to reveal the card. 

Cupcake,

I look forward to tonight. To help you get into the spirit of D/s, I’ve got some additional instructions regarding your clothing. Should you want to explore this further, send me a text and request my instructions.

Cav


Holy shit. Should I text him? Was I really going to do this?


For the past couple of days, I’d been looking forward to what these two men had in store for me, but I’d admit I was nervous. Domination and submission was something I found fascinating, wanted to explore further, but I understood what Edge and Cav had told me. This was real. This was their lifestyle. They weren’t playing games. 


And though they were considering my request, it wasn’t a guarantee that they would see it through. 


That was the first issue. The other was the fact that, at some point, I’d started thinking about this on a more personal level. Not merely a chance to delve deeper for my dissertation. In fact, most of the time I didn’t think about the extensive essay I was required to write at all. 


Which did not bode well for me considering Edge had been adamant about the rules he’d assigned to this endeavor. I had to keep it on a professional level at all times, to remember the reasons behind my actions.


With that in mind, I grabbed my phone, pulled up Cav’s number, and started a text message.


Me: Thank you so much for the flowers. They’re beautiful. I look forward to tonight as well.


I didn’t hit send. I deleted the entire thing, then tried again only to come up with the exact same wording. When I realized I was being a chicken about this, I opted to tack on: And I am very interested in your additional instructions.


Boom. I did it.


I hit send and then I waited, holding my breath, both terrified and excited about what Cav might send back.


A good half hour passed before I decided I needed to get in the shower. Perhaps he was busy. Maybe in a meeting. I wasn’t even sure what Cav did for a living. I’d heard he was interviewing with Zeke, but I wasn’t sure if that was going to pan out. I tried my best not to stick my nose into my brother’s business. Work business, actually. When it came to his personal life, I did not have any qualms about voicing my opinion and he’d be the first to admit it.


By the time I got out of the shower, I was even more wound up than before. The hot water hadn’t done anything to relax me, nor had the mandarin-orange-scented body wash. After checking my phone to see there were no messages, I pressed on. I did my makeup, dried and straightened my hair, then grabbed a glass of water. I glanced at the clock and noticed I had twenty minutes before Cav arrived. I did not want to be wearing only my robe when he showed up. But I also didn’t want to wear something he didn’t want me to. After all, his note had specifically mentioned clothing.


“Why is this so hard?” I muttered as I started back toward my bedroom. 


As I was opening my closet door, my cell phone chimed with a text message. My heart nearly leapt right out of my chest. I was breathing hard as I touched the screen to bring up the text message.


Cav: You agreed, so I expect you to follow my instructions precisely, cupcake.


I held my breath as I waited for the next text message to come.


Cav: The only things you’re allowed to wear tonight: a little black dress that falls no lower than mid-thigh, black bra, black strappy sandals with heels, a small amount of jewelry, and I love your hair, so keep it down.


Hmm. He seemed to have forgotten panties. 


Or had he?


I stared at the screen for a second longer, then carried my phone into my closet. The jewelry was no problem. I didn’t tend to wear much. When I was at school, I usually wore a watch but that was it. Tonight I had on a pair of small diamond studs that my brother had given me for Christmas two years ago. 


I flipped through the hangers until I found a cute little black number that I’d bought for a night out with my friends. I’d only worn it once, so I figured it would be perfect for tonight. It wasn’t too tight, and the flared skirt was flattering. Since it was relatively cool out, I had a pea coat that would go nicely with it. 


I rummaged through the drawer where I kept my sexy lingerie sets. I found a black lace bra and matching thong. With a frown, I left the thong but snatched the bra. I’d never not worn panties before. Never. It seemed weird, but then again, it seemed to be a fairly popular thing in BDSM novels.


I grabbed the pencil and notepad I kept with me and jotted down a note: Does a Dominant take pleasure in dictating how a submissive should dress? Is it a sign of possession or simply a way to exert their power? What does it say for the power exchange when a submissive follows the rules precisely?


I dropped the pencil, then went over to the bed, where I’d tossed my clothes.


As I dressed, I pretended not to notice the draft that passed beneath the dress. It wasn’t like anyone would know that I didn’t have on panties. How would Cav even know? I doubted he was going to ask me to prove it.


Or maybe he would.


Shit.


Realizing I was now obsessing about it, I marched into the closet, grabbed my favorite black heels and a small black clutch. I flipped off the light, stopped by the bathroom to brush my hair one more time and check my face. I offered my reflection a coy grin, then picked up my shoes and purse and headed into the living room to wait.


I had just slipped on my shoes when there was a knock on my door. Once again, my heart tried to launch itself right out of my chest via my throat this time. My nerves were shot, and when I got to my feet, I realized I was trembling. Nerves, definitely.


Not wanting to leave Cav waiting, I hurried to open the door and instantly smiled. The man looked devastatingly handsome in a very nice suit. All black—jacket, pants, shirt—with a crimson tie. The dark suit was in direct contrast to his light hair and baby-blue eyes, which only made him hotter.


“You look stunning,” he said softly, leaning down and pressing his lips to my cheek.


I might’ve swooned a little.


“Thank you. You do, too.”


That earned a smile from him and I was suddenly unsure of myself once again.


“Are you ready?” he asked.


I nodded and tried to keep my grin planted firmly on my face.


Cav stepped up to me. “Is something wrong?”


I shook my head, met his gaze. “No. Not at all.”


His head cocked to the side and there was a small smirk playing at his mouth. “Are you sure?”


Figuring he was going to realize it anyway, I decided to go with the truth. “Okay, fine.” I fought the urge to laugh nervously as I stared directly into his eyes. “I feel as though I’ve forgotten to put on something.”


He offered a full-fledged smirk and a dimple winked in his cheek. “Somethin’?” 


“Panties,” I explained, my cheeks heating.


“Well, I don’t think you forgot ’em. I think you’ve purposely chosen not to wear ’em.”


“True.” I shook out my hands. “Plus I’m nervous. I haven’t been on a date in a long time.”


Cav took my hand and stepped back. “Well, I assure you, there’s nothin’ to be nervous about. We’re gonna have dinner, enjoy some conversation, maybe a little wine. I’ll have you home before curfew.”


I chuckled at that.


“After all,” he added, “it is a school night.”


And just like that, the majority of my nerves dissipated. 


Mostly.




CAV




JAMIE LAUTNER WAS A WOMAN WHO DREW a man’s attention no matter who else was in the room. From the moment I arrived at her doorstep, it had been damn near impossible to look away. When we stepped into the restaurant, I realized that plenty of others were having the same problem I was. The way she walked, the way she talked, the way she carried herself. 


And that smile… she was a breathtaking woman. 


Not only that, but she was intelligent and witty. Unlike some of the women I’d dated who tended to answer simply, eager to get onto another topic, Jamie had a unique outlook on everything, and she seemed to have something to say. She was very much there in the moment, not mentally drifting ahead or behind. I found that fascinating. Hell, I found her fascinating. 


Throughout dinner, we’d bounced from one topic to the next, laughing, joking, sometimes even serious, but never boring. The food had been fabulous, as many people boasted, the wine equally so. As each of the ten courses was delivered, Jamie’s eyes had widened, pure pleasure written on her face. I had silently cheered, grateful she wasn’t one of those dates who nibbled on a little salad and then went home and raided her refrigerator afterward.


“This may sound a bit like stereotyping,” Jamie said softly as the waiter cleared the most recent course. “I wouldn’t’ve chosen this as one of your top places to go.”


I glanced around. It was an upscale, elegant place. Modern decor, contemporary food. I sipped my wine, turned back to Jamie. “I’ve never been here,” I admitted. “But I like to explore new things, broaden my horizons.”


“I like that outlook,” she said with a sweet smile, her eyes glittering in the soft light from above.


“When you get your degree, what are your plans?” I asked, wanting to hear more of her soft, husky voice.


“Originally, I wanted to open my own practice,” she said simply. “However, in the past couple of years, I’ve been thinking it would be interesting to be an FBI profiler.”


“FBI, huh?”


“I know it’s glamorized on television, but the idea of coming up with a profile based on someone’s basic psychology and actions … it intrigues me.”


“What drew you to psychology in the first place? Or was it television?”


She chuckled. “No, not television. It was a myriad of things. Mostly my upbringing, I think.”


The waiter returned with more wine. Jamie paused while he filled the glasses. After a soft, “thank you,” she continued. “When my parents died, it was rough on all of us. Zeke was sixteen and I was only six. The loss was enormous.”


“If you don’t mind me asking, how did they die?”


“Drunk driver.” She took another sip of wine. “They went out to celebrate their seventeenth anniversary. Never came home.”


“I’m so sorry.”


She offered a warm smile. “Thank you. Anyway. My grandparents took my brother and me in without question, but they were getting up there in age, so my brother took care of me most of the time. I don’t remember a lot about it, but I do remember it took a significant amount of time for us to get to a new sense of normal.” 


“I can understand that.” 


“I remember, as I got older, watching people to see how they reacted to the events that affected their lives. Especially my brother. Some people believe his Sadist routine is an act. It’s not. And while I know he’s different with me, I still see it in his interactions, saw the changes in him as I got older. When I was talking to my high school career counselor, the subject of psychology came up. She mentioned it might be suitable for my inquisitive nature. I looked more into it, found it to be an interesting prospect. But I didn’t make a firm decision to pursue it until I learned about my brother and his … needs.”


“His needs?”


Jamie smiled, took another sip of her wine, leaned forward. “I know what it means to be a Sadist. Someone who takes great pleasure in inflicting pain. And I know it’s not only sexual in nature. And it’s not only for the purpose of sexual pleasure between partners.”


“Serial killers?” I asked.


“Yes. And though I’ve recently found a fascination in the psychological makeup of that, I’ve been more interested in the aspect from my brother’s perspective. I’ve also researched masochism, trying to wrap my head around the idea of someone needing the pain in order to find release.”


“It’s not as simple as it sounds, huh?”


She seemed genuinely pleased that I hadn’t made any assumptions there.


“Not at all. When most people learn about Zeke’s dark desires, their immediate reaction is disdain, as though he’s some sort of serial killer, a man hell-bent on hurting others. That couldn’t be more wrong. And while I’m fascinated with the human mind and how we process things, I find most of my interest lies in the realm of human sexuality. More specifically, BDSM. A lot of people want to box it up, make it into something that can be defined as sexual gratification performed mostly as recreational leisure. And perhaps that’s partially true, but they’re wrong to think it’s all based on physical release.”


The woman waylaid me with her perception. For being so young, she had a much older perspective on things. Perhaps that was due to the tragedy she’d experienced early in life. “I agree, it’s certainly not all physical. But how do you make the jump from human sexuality to FBI profiling?”


“I don’t know that I can, but that doesn’t mean I won’t look more into it, see if it’s what I want. For now, I’m sticking with my first choice. Ultimately, underneath it all, I think we’re all driven by the same needs. It’s how we exert those desires that separates one from another.”


“A serial killer versus a Sadist.”


Jamie took a sip of wine. “Yes.” She sighed. “Okay, enough about serial killers. I’m more interested right now in understanding who has more power in the relationship, a Dominant or a submissive.”


“Who do you believe does?”


“The submissive,” she said easily, as if it was a no-brainer. “But that’s merely an assumption based on what little knowledge I have. There are times when I question it.”


“Really?”


“Yes. Like tonight,” she added with a grin.


“What about tonight?” 


She leaned in, her words barely above a whisper. “The fact that I’m not wearing panties.”


I smiled, took a sip of wine, waiting for her to continue.


“You issued the command, which gave you the power. Since you haven’t touched me, and you haven’t asked me to prove it, there’s no way for you to know whether or not I followed your order. I can only assume it’s also tied to mental stimulation.”


I considered that. “But for whom?”


Jamie laughed and sat up straight once more. “That’s a good question. I can’t seem to take my mind off of it.”


“Neither can I,” I assured her.


“So, the question is, did you do it to maintain the control?” Jamie asked. “Or more to test my limits?” 


I leaned forward, kept my voice low. “If you’re asking whether or not I like the idea of you bein’ naked beneath that very sexy dress, then yes, I definitely do. However, I gave the instruction to see if you’d follow it or not.” 


“Did you think I wouldn’t?”


“I don’t make assumptions one way or another. I merely instruct as the situation permits and allow it to progress from there.”


“How did you become a Dominant?”


“I’d say it came naturally.”


“Was it recreational for you?” She tilted her head. “One of the papers I’ve read concluded that BDSM was deemed mostly recreational leisure as opposed to the expression of psychopathological processes.”


I considered that for a moment. “I guess it was recreational. Back in the very beginning.” I smirked. “I won’t deny that sex has always been appealing to me. At least since puberty, anyway. And sure, I went into it thinking mostly with my dick.”


“But that can be attributed to young adulthood,” she said with a smile. “As well as your lack of experience at the time.”


“True. I was pretty cocky back then, thinkin’ I knew everything.” I set my wineglass down. “Didn’t take long before a Dom took me aside and gave me a piece of his mind, informed me I had no clue what I was doin’ and until I figured it out, I had no business portrayin’ myself as a Dom.”


“Was he right?” 


“Absolutely.” 


Her eyes widened as though she hadn’t expected that response. “Did you stop?”


“No. I’d already had a small taste and the craving had built from there. I did, however, decide it was important to understand the lifestyle. Took some time and a lot of training, but I eventually felt as though I’d come into my own, finally found myself.”


Jamie nodded. “Being an alpha male and being a Dominant are two different things.”


“Correct. One’s a personality trait, the other a lifestyle.”


Her smile was brilliant. “Exactly. And you’re interested in living the lifestyle full-time?”


I picked up my glass again, swirled the liquid. “Not necessarily. I do admire the structure.”


“Are you looking for a serious relationship?” She shrugged one shoulder. “You know, for a full-time … pet?” 


I raised my eyebrows, encouraging her to elaborate.


“Of course you’ll put me on the spot,” she said with a soft giggle. “You know Landon and Langston Moore, I presume.”


“I do.”


“They have Luci.”


I found it interesting how she said have and not are with. “They do.”


“And she’s their pet.”


“Is she?” I wanted to understand her observation on the subject.


“Technically, I guess she’s their submissive. But she’s called herself their pet. By choice, of course. And it’s a unique dynamic.” Jamie leaned back as the waiter delivered the dessert course. “But so is the one between Justin, Ben, and Addison.”


“Those are very different situations,” I pointed out.


“Yes. Landon and Langston are brothers, and they share Luci between them.”


“Okay.”


“And Justin, Ben, and Addison have an intimate relationship all the way around. Justin’s the alpha. Although Ben submits to Justin, he also dominates Addison.”


“What do you think about that?” I asked. “Justin and Ben having an intimate relationship?”


Jamie’s gaze never wavered from my face and I admired that about her. “It’s twofold. From a psychological perspective, I have a hard time wrapping my head around how it works. How a Dominant can submit to another Dominant.”


“You don’t believe there’s a paradoxical possibility that there can be submission within dominance?”


She cocked her head to the side as though considering this. “Well, in all fairness, it does seem contradictory.”


“Maybe.” Since I was currently battling that exact scenario, I didn’t have a decent argument, so I waited for her to continue.


“However, I do believe everyone has sexual needs and desires. It’s possible those can vary from situation to situation. So, yes, it’s feasible.” She picked up her fork, waved it over her plate. “Would I like to dig into their psyche to understand the dynamic? Sure. Like I said, I find it fascinating. The two men love one another and can offer each other something the female cannot. And the same goes for Addison. She gets something different from each man.”


“It’s not conventional.”


“Who says it should be?” she countered.


“A lot of people.” I wanted to ensure she knew that most people didn’t agree.


“Yes. Maybe. Those who are misinformed or lack information on the subject, maybe,” she agreed. “Those who haven’t had the opportunity to understand what drives a person.”


“Like your brother?”


Her eyes dropped to her plate. “Yes.”


I leaned forward, regarded her closely. “Jamie, you understand this lifestyle is frowned upon by a lot of people. They don’t understand all aspects of it.”


Her gaze lifted to mine. “True, they don’t. But that doesn’t mean it’s wrong.”


“I agree. However, you’ve been exposed to a group of people who aren’t shy about their needs and desires. I know your brother’s open about it, takes no shit from anyone. He can handle the pressure though. The question is, if it’s something you learn about yourself, are you willing to live the lifestyle? To be subjected to the scrutiny of those around you? I think that’s an avenue you’re not considering. Just because people are members of a BDSM club doesn’t mean they want their desires to be publicized. They go to Dichotomy because they feel safe there. They know they can express themselves without contempt from others.”


She seemed surprised by my observation, but it only took her a few seconds to come up with a response. “You’re saying I’m walking a slippery slope by wanting to interview them? That I’ll be infringing on their privacy, extorting their desires? If they believe in who they are, what they want, why can’t they stand up for it themselves?”


“Easier said than done,” I told her. “If it were that easy, there wouldn’t be a proverbial closet. There are a lot of people who still live in it. Gay, bisexual, transsexual… It’s not always about not accepting themselves. It’s about fear others won’t. It may not be as frowned upon in some places, but that’s not the case everywhere.”


Jamie stared at me, as though trying to read between the lines. “You sound as though you have experience with that.”


“Perhaps I do.”


She nodded but didn’t probe where I expected her to. “Do you hide who you are?”


I laughed, then nodded toward the tiramisu. “Certainly not. I’m loud and proud.” 


“And what are you looking for?” she asked, swinging her fork in small circles.


“As in?”


“A relationship? You mentioned you and Edge share submissives. Is that what you’re looking for? A relationship like Landon and Langston have with Luci?” Her head slanted just a fraction. “Or one like Ben, Justin, and Addison?”


“I’m not necessarily looking for anything. I don’t practice the lifestyle full-time. I don’t have a need to have a pet, as you referred to it. Some Dominants do and I respect that. I’m not one of them.”


“So you haven’t defined what your happily ever after will look like?”


“No. Have you?”


Jamie took a bite, her eyes closing briefly as she savored the dessert. I watched, my body warming instantly.


“I have not,” she said after she swallowed. “I’m like you. I’ll know it when I find it.”


We took a few minutes to finish off the dessert, the conversation pausing briefly. I thought she was done with the topic since we made it all the way to my truck before she picked it up again. 


“Can you tell me about your relationship with Edge?”


I cut my gaze to her briefly before returning my attention to the road. “In what regard?”


She didn’t hesitate. “Is there intimacy between you?”


I figured I might as well be honest with her. If this was to go anywhere, Jamie needed to know where my head was at. “Not as of yet. But I can’t deny the desire’s there.” 


“On your part? Or his?” She paused for a moment. “Or both?” 


Keeping my eyes on the road and trying to hold back the hard edge to my tone, I said, “That’s yet to be determined.”


“Thank you for your honesty,” she said softly.


We drove the remainder of the way in silence. It was late and I knew she had class tomorrow. Plus, I had told Edge I would stop by.


I exited the truck so that I could walk her to her door. Once we got there, I could tell she was nervous. Before she could offer her pleasantries regarding the evening, I turned her to face me.


“Does that bother you, Jamie? That there could possibly be something between me and Edge?”


Her eyes flashed with what looked a hell of a lot like heat. “No,” she said on a breathless whisper. “It doesn’t.”


“How does it make you feel?”


She swallowed as I brushed my thumb over the pulse in her neck. “It doesn’t bother me.”


“That wasn’t my question.” I held her gaze. “I asked how it makes you feel.”


“The idea of it makes me … hot.”


I stepped closer, crowding her against the door. Her breaths were coming rapidly now, her skin warm against my fingers. I slid one hand behind her neck. 


“I’ve never been kissed,” she said on a rush of air.


I smiled. “Never?”


“No.”


“There’s a first time for everything, right?”


“Yes,” she said on a soft whimper, her mouth straining toward mine.


Unable to resist being the first man to taste her lips, I leaned in. I took my time, sliding my tongue past her lips. She hesitantly greeted mine with her own. My body went rock hard, but I didn’t rush, savoring her sweet taste. When I pulled back, I rested my forehead to hers as I allowed my other hand to slide to the back of her thigh. Inching it upward slowly, I waited to see if she’d stop me. 


“I don’t know what this is, Jamie, but I want to see where it goes.”


“Me, too.”


My hand climbed higher on her soft, smooth thigh. I growled when my fingers brushed against the bare skin of her ass. “I fucking love that you don’t have on panties.”


She inhaled sharply, then pressed closer, her mouth fusing to mine. 


It took everything in me to keep the kiss slow, seductive. I knew if I wasn’t careful, I would devour this woman and we weren’t ready for that. While I didn’t care if Edge was there or not, I did have a tremendous amount of respect for the man. In a manner of speaking, he was in charge, and I had every intention of keeping it that way.


“You make me want things,” she said on a breathless whisper.


“I know the feelin’, cupcake.” 


I pressed my forehead to hers again as I slipped my hand from beneath her dress, pressing it firmly to her back, holding her close.


“I look forward to seein’ you again,” I whispered as I kissed her forehead softly, resigning myself to leaving. “Very, very soon.”


She nodded, her hand fisting my jacket. I hadn’t even realized she was touching me. 


I forced myself to step back, to drop my hands to my sides. “It pains me to say this, cupcake, but good night.” 


Jamie’s smile was so fucking sweet. “Good night, Cav.”


In what might’ve been the biggest test of my self-control, I turned and walked away.




SIX

EDGE




WHEN I STEPPED INTO MY HOUSE SHORTLY after midnight to find Cav sitting on my sofa, a glass of scotch in his hand, I found some of my exhaustion dissipating. 


I was used to coming home to an empty apartment, although it hadn’t been this one until recent months when I’d moved. Part of my employment package with Chatter had included luxury accommodations in one of their remodeled apartments. I hadn’t exactly jumped at the opportunity, but after considerable thought, I figured why the hell not. Not necessarily because it was free, more so because it was convenient. Living in the same building I worked in was a definite plus. 


“How was your night?” Cav prompted as I took off my coat and laid it over the arm of the chair. 


I didn’t speak at first, allowing myself a few seconds to acclimate to having him there. Although Cav had stayed with me from time to time—sleeping in my guest bedroom at my previous residence—he had yet to be in this apartment. 


But that wasn’t the only difference. Not once had I invited Cav over with the intention of seducing him. Or vice versa.


Certainly what you’re hoping for tonight, huh?


“Busy,” I finally said, rolling up my shirt sleeves. I thought back to an incident at the club but decided not to share the details. I was not looking to talk about business tonight. I was looking forward to … something else. “What about you? How was your date with Jamie?”


“Magnificent.” His expression was as cheerful as his voice.


I grinned. “The restaurant was nice?”


“Probably,” he joked, shifting so that his ankle crossed over his knee. “But I hardly noticed.”


“She is something, huh?” 


“I’ll say.” His smile brightened. “Did you know she’s never been kissed?”


I was pouring myself two fingers of scotch and damn near missed the glass as I jerked my head up, my eyes slamming into his. “What?”


“Technically, she has now,” he said easily.


He beat you to it. How do you feel about that?


I expected to feel some sense of jealousy about the news. I didn’t. Curious, absolutely. I knew she was a virgin, but to have never been kissed… That seemed preposterous in this day and age. Especially for a woman like Jamie. Hell, I figured she had men lined up around the block waiting for a chance to spend just a little time with her.


“That’s … surprising,” I muttered.


“What? That I kissed her? Or that she’d never been kissed?”


I gave him a what do you think? look. 


He laughed. 


I carried my drink over to the chair, composing myself after that shock. We sat silently for a moment, the tension beginning to build around us. I’d felt it before a few times, but never like this. Never quite this potent. 


Maybe not. But you can’t deny you’ve always been attracted to the guy.


Yeah, there was that. From the first time I met Chris Cavanaugh, there’d been something I was attracted to. His demeanor, his good looks, that devil-may-care grin. All of it together made up the man I’d fantasized about a few times about over the years. 


You should try telling him that. Maybe break the ice.


I didn’t get a chance to say anything before Cav was on his feet, moving around to pour himself another drink. He seemed antsy. Whether that was in direct correlation to me or the date he’d had, I wasn’t sure, but I intended to find out. 


“What is this, Cav?” I asked, not waiting for him to return to the room.


I expected him to play coy, so I was surprised when he answered with a simple, “I have no fucking idea.”


That about summed it up, I figured. We’d been doing this dance for a long time.


My gaze trailed him as he moved toward the sofa. He’d dressed up for his date and I got the feeling Jamie had been impressed. It was rare to see Cav wearing a suit. It was a good look for him. 


“It’s been building for a long time,” I admitted, knowing we had to hash this out at some point.


He sat, stared at me. “I know. For me, too.” He took a swallow of his drink. “So where does it go from here?”


I relaxed back into the chair, pretending I didn’t have a care in the world. “I want to hear about your evening.” I allowed my gaze to slide over him momentarily before slowly creeping back up to his face. “But I need you to do something for me first.”


He sipped his drink and I could see the battle brewing in his head. He wasn’t sure he was ready to give in to this, although he’d been fighting it for as long as I had. I could see the hesitance, the uncertainty. He wanted more, but like me, he didn’t quite know how this could play out.


Finally, he said, “What do you want me to do?”


“Strip.” 


When he didn’t move, I took a sip of my scotch, continued to watch him closely.


“And if I don’t?”


“Then we can talk about sports or work or whatever the hell else is on your mind.”


“But not my date?” Cav challenged.


“I didn’t say that. If you want to share, I’ll listen. But I can always get the details from Jamie.” We both knew I was giving him an out.


Or you could just tell him what you really want. Stop beating around the bush.


I could. But where was the fun in that?


When he set his empty glass down on the end table, I couldn’t look away. And when he stood, I stopped breathing momentarily. 


“I’m tired of playin’ this game, Edge.” He began unbuttoning his shirt, first the cuffs, then the rest. 


When the fabric slid open, I nodded approvingly. “I am, too.”


“Then why do we keep playin’ it?”


I met his gaze, my insides burning from the lack of air. “You tell me.”


It wasn’t until he flipped the button open on his slacks and lowered the zipper that my lungs filled, and my body flooded with heat. 


Chris Cavanaugh was a very attractive man. Ruggedly good-looking with his blond hair, blue eyes, and purposely stubbled jaw. His body was chiseled nicely, and I admired every single inch as he slowly discarded his shirt. My attention shifted to the scars from the bullets he’d taken years back. I remembered it like it was yesterday. I’d gotten the call and dropped everything to be at his bedside. The man had been my best friend since college and that news had damn near leveled me. 


“Keep watchin’, Edge,” Cav growled softly as his hands moved to his hips. 


Seconds later, they slid down his muscular legs, pooled on the floor. His black boxer briefs were the last to come off, but finally, he was standing in my living room naked while I watched him from what was now my favorite spot in this house.


“Is this what you wanted?” he taunted.


“It is.” I took a long swallow of my drink, eyed his cock as the liquor warmed my insides. “Looks like it’s what you wanted, too.”


“Not denyin’ it,” he drawled, a little breathier than before.


I admired his cock briefly before returning my eyes to his face. “Now, sit.”


He lowered himself back to the sofa, his attention riveted on me.


“I want you to stroke yourself while you give me the details of your date,” I explained.


“And then?” 


“And then I’ll watch,” I said with a grin. Cav was eager, I could see it in his face.


“I won’t be able to hold back,” he said softly. “With you watchin’ me, I will come.”


My eyebrows lifted and dropped. “Feel free. But not until you’ve finished with the story.”


Those light blue eyes flashed with heat. “I sent Jamie flowers this afternoon, attached a card tellin’ her I had some instructions should she choose to go that route.”


Interesting. “Did she?”


Cav nodded. “I told her what I wanted her to wear, ensurin’ she knew she was to forego panties for the evenin’.”


My dick twitched, hardening more by the second as Cav explained the rest of their evening, including their dinner conversation. I allowed my gaze to rake over him, pausing every so often to watch as he leisurely stroked his thick, hard cock. 


“I forgot to mention that Jamie and I discussed you tonight.” He looked almost smug as he relayed the news.


“Is that so?” I tipped my glass to my lips, waiting for him to continue.


“She asked if you and I had been together before. I told her no.” His hand fisted tightly around his dick. “She seemed somewhat disappointed, so I pushed the issue. I informed her that I’d thought about it a time or two.”


My cock throbbed, the idea making it impossible to feign indifference to this conversation. “Have you?”


His eyes locked with mine. “Many times.”


“Tell me,” I said firmly. “In your fantasies, is it my cock that’s usually in your ass? Or the other way around?”


He smirked. “Depends on my mood.”


I inhaled, exhaled, fought back the overwhelming desire that flooded my veins. “And what did Jamie say?”


He smiled, obviously noticing my immediate topic change. “She thanked me for my honesty.” Cav stroked himself firmly, his eyes partially closing as he rasped.


“That’s all she said?”


He gave a curt nod. “When I walked her to her door, I asked her if it bothered her that I wanted you.”


“Why’d you tell her?” I ignored my own dick, pressing insistently against my pants. 


“Because she deserves to know.” A soft moan followed.


“You want me to dominate you?”


“No.”


I understood what he was saying. He wanted me, but not the Dom. 


His big hand began stroking his cock faster, his eyes locked on mine like a lifeline. I held his stare, unable to look away. 


“She said it didn’t bother her.” A frustrated groan escaped him. “So I asked her how it made her feel.”


My cock was throbbing incessantly, confined behind my slacks, where it would stay until he left. Although I would refrain while he was here, I knew I was going to have some great material to get myself off to before I fell asleep.


“What did she say?” I asked, my gaze slipping to where his hand wrapped around his cock.


“She said it made her hot. Fuck,” he groaned, his fist tightening on his dick. 


“How does it make you feel?” I asked. “To know she likes the idea?”


He inhaled sharply. “Fuckin’ hot.”


“Do you like that I’m watching you jack off?”


Cav nodded.


“Do you wonder what it would feel like to have your dick in my mouth?”


He growled low in his throat and I knew he was close. “I think about it endlessly.”


“Do you wonder what it would feel like to have your dick in my mouth while Jamie watches?”


He inhaled sharply, exhaled just as fast. Over and over as his fist raced over his dick.


“Come for me, Cav. I want to see you come.”


“Son of a bitch.” Cav came hard and fast, his breaths sawing in and out of his lungs as he did.


I was frozen in place, my cock so fucking hard it hurt. But I didn’t move. Hell, I couldn’t. 


It was in that moment that I knew something had shifted between us and it was only going to get better from here.


The question was: when?




Jamie




Thursday, October 25, 2018


CAV: I’D LIKE TO TAKE YOU OUT TONIGHT.


That was the text message I was staring at as I sat in class, listening to my professor drone on and on about … well, to be fair, I had no idea. I’d been zoned out for most of the class, my mind preoccupied with thoughts of two sinfully delicious Doms who had somehow taken up residence in my brain.


Since my MacBook was tied to the same account as my phone, the text had flashed across the screen, mesmerizing me. Unable to resist, I hit reply.


Me: I’d like that, too.


Cav: When and where? You get to pick tonight.


A stupid grin split my face.


“What are you smiling about?” Jonah whispered, leaning toward me.


I toggled back to the screen with my notes as I shook my head, my eyes shooting back to the teacher down in front of the class. Last thing I needed was to be called out for disrupting. Professor Sylvia Mills did not take kindly to interruptions and I couldn’t say I blamed her.


Thankfully, there was only a few minutes left in class, so Jonah wouldn’t have to wait long. I knew him. He would want details.


While I stared blankly at my computer screen, I couldn’t help but think about Edge. We hadn’t talked since the night at the club. I still didn’t know what to think about what had happened when I said good night to him. He had looked at me so deeply, I thought for minute he could see into my soul. Then he had walked away so callously, as though I meant nothing to him. I couldn’t help but think he’d written me off after that. Otherwise, wouldn’t he have called or texted? 


Then again, I hadn’t reached out to him, either. I had his contact information, so it would be easy to do. Sadly, I didn’t know what I would even say. Since I was having breakfast with my brother tomorrow, I was hoping Zeke would fill me in, give me something to go on. 


When class finally dismissed a short time later, I placed my laptop in my messenger bag and pulled out my phone. Jonah was on me instantly.


“Okay, give it up, Lautner. Was it him?”


Since I’d already given him a rundown of my date with Cav—although I hadn’t actually used Cav’s name—he knew I was smiling because of a man. However, he had automatically assumed it was Edge since he had been the topic of our previous discussion. Tiffany had followed through with her plans, ganging up on me with Jonah to get as many details as she could about the club.


“Are you going out again?” he asked as we walked down the hall. 


“It looks that way.”


He squealed, making me laugh. 


“What?” he asked when I shot him a look. “I’m single, remember? Which means I get to live vicariously through you. And if you’re going out with a hot Dom, so am I. Where’s he taking you?”


I shrugged. “He said it was my choice.”


Jonah clapped his hands giddily. “Oooh. So many choices.” His hazel gaze locked on my face. “Where’re you going?”


“I’m not sure yet.” But I did have an idea. For whatever reason, I wanted Cav to be the first to know about it, so I played it off with Jonah.


“Damn. I’ve got to get to class,” he said on a huff before pulling me in for a hug. “You better not hold out on me tomorrow. I expect all the deets.”


“Of course.” I chuckled as we pulled apart. 


With that, Jonah hurried off and I headed for the parking lot, texting Cav as I went.


Me: You up for something adventurous?


Cav: Mmm. I like where your mind’s headed. 


Me: Rock climbing?


Cav: You’re on. Pick you up at seven?


Me: I’ll be ready.





I was ready by seven o’clock when Cav appeared at my door wearing shorts and a T-shirt.


“You know it’s cold outside, right?” I teased as I pulled on my jacket over my yoga outfit. I’d opted for a sports bra and leggings, figuring I might as well take this opportunity to tease the man a little. After all, just seeing him was a tease for me.


His heated gaze raked over my bare midriff, remaining there until I hid it beneath my jacket. 


Those devastating baby blues shot up to my face and he grinned. “I’ve got a jacket in the truck if I need it.”


“Since I have every intention of getting you all sweaty, you might be all right,” I joked as I grabbed my keys and my phone, tucking them into my pocket.


“Sweaty, huh?”


“Yes, sir.” 


His head jerked over to my face, his eyes imploring me. “What?”


He shook his head, then opened the door.


It wasn’t until we were walking to his truck that I realized what I’d said. I had called him sir, and since that was an honorific often used in BDSM, he’d taken it in a different way than I’d meant it. A trickle of heat skittered into my bloodstream. If I could make him look at me like that again, perhaps I would be calling him Sir in the future. 


A few minutes later, we were in his truck and I was giving him directions to the indoor rock-climbing facility I’d gone to on a few occasions.


“You good at this?” he asked as he steered into the parking lot.


“I wouldn’t say I’m good.” I laughed, completely relaxed in his company. “But I can hold my own.”


“What’s your time?”


I frowned. “My what?”


“Your time. You know, how long it takes you to scale the wall.”


“Which wall?” I asked, trying to stall.


He cut his gaze to me briefly. “Intermediate.”


I waved him off. “Oh, you know, I don’t really pay attention to that.”


Cav’s laugh had my insides warming significantly. 


“Right.” He grinned widely. “But you can hold your own.”


“Yes,” I insisted. 


Another raspy chuckled sounded. “We’ll see about that.”


Yeah. We would.


I had called ahead to ensure we would be able to get in. Turned out Thursdays were a relatively busy night, so it was a good thing I had. After a quick rundown of safety tips from the assistant, we were harnessed and ready to go.


For the next half hour, we scaled the rock wall, talking as we did. Although it appeared he wasn’t exerting any energy, I felt every muscle in my body tightening. Since I did go to yoga routinely, it wasn’t as bad as it could’ve been, but it certainly wasn’t easy. I’d only been here twice. Once for Tiffany’s twenty-second birthday and then again when Jonah had needed something to take his mind off the breakup with his last boyfriend. That had been eight months ago. It was safe to say, I was out of practice.


“It’s always good to get a warm-up in,” he said casually.


I glanced over, noticed the way his eyes glittered with mischief. He was on to me. Since it hadn’t been a race, I knew Cav was allowing me to make it to the top at my own pace.


Because he was sweet like that. 


It wasn’t until we were back on firm ground that he turned to me. “One more time?”


I glanced around, noticed there was no one waiting. “Sure.” Hopefully my muscles would hold out.


“Want to make it interesting?” Cav asked as he got a good hold on an extension. 


My attention stuttered on the bulge of his bicep, the way his shoulder muscles bunched. I remembered how he’d looked at the club. I had memorized all the sleek muscles in his upper body and I suddenly had the urge to run my tongue over them. Slowly. And more than once.


“Cupcake?” 


“Uh…” I jerked my gaze back to his. “Yeah. Sure. What’d you have in mind?”


He peered up toward the ceiling. “If I get up there first”—his eyes locked on mine—“you get to treat me to dessert. My choice.”


“Your choice?” 


“Yep.”


“And when I win?” 


He grinned, a sexy smirk that made my insides quiver. “I get to treat you to dessert.” His voice lowered seductively. “My choice.”


I laughed, more to cover up the tremor of awareness that raced down my spine. This man was dangerous. 


“You’re on,” I said when I could speak.


He winked.


Then we were off. 


For the record, I didn’t stand a chance. The man scaled that wall as though he’d been born to do it. I hadn’t even made it halfway up when he was ringing the bell. So much for chivalry.


Not that I minded. As far as I was concerned, it was a win-win for me. I was out on a date with him and the night wasn’t over yet.


In fact, I got the feeling it was just beginning.




CAV




“I’M STARTIN’ TO WONDER IF YOU LET me win,” I teased as I linked my fingers with Jamie’s and stepped out into the relatively cool evening.


Her laugh was so sexy. “Seriously? I didn’t make it halfway up.”


“I know.” I opened the passenger-side door. “I thought for sure you’d be a challenge.”


Jamie leaned in close, her breath fanning my lips in a daring move I honestly didn’t expect from her. “Believe me. I am.”


When she pulled back, I chuckled. “I’ve figured that out already, cupcake.”


The night had been incredible already. Unlike our first date, there was no awkward silence or uncertain glances. We’d gotten that out of the way and tonight was all about enjoying our time together. When she’d mentioned rock climbing, I’d been pumped. Although she’d tried to play herself up as experienced, I’d known the instant we stepped inside that it was all an act.


I waited while she got settled in the truck, then closed the door and joined her on the other side.


“So, where to?” she asked as she clicked her seat belt in place. “You won fair and square. You pick, my treat.”


“I’m in the mood for … a cupcake.”


Jamie held my gaze for a moment, licked her lips. I knew where her thoughts had drifted. The same place mine had. Although I was definitely attempting to seduce her, I wasn’t sure what my end game really was. Despite my overwhelming desire for this woman, I wasn’t ready to take her to bed. Not only because Edge and I had agreed, but also because I wanted to see if this thing between us had more substance than mere chemistry.


For the record, that wasn’t usually my MO. One-night stands were more my forte. 


She jerked her gaze away. “I know a place.”


“Perfect.” My voice had a slight hitch to it, but neither of us acknowledged it.


With her as my navigator, I backed out of the spot, then out of the lot. A short time later, we were pulling into another parking lot.


“This is one of my favorite places,” she told me as I took her hand and led her into the small bakery.


She proved that she was a regular here when the woman behind the counter greeted her by name. I watched the exchange, admiring how easily Jamie interacted with the woman. 


“For you, sir?” the woman asked, her keen gaze shifting to me.


I glanced at Jamie. “I’ll let you pick for me.”


The glimmer in Jamie’s gaze said she’d taken that as a dare. “Okay.”


While we stood there staring at each other, the woman stood patiently by.


“I’m going to guess that you’re generally a chocolate guy,” Jamie mused. “However, you’re also open to all sorts of possibilities.”


“Good assumption.”


“And tonight, although you’d be content with ordinary, you’re not really in the mood for it.”


I grinned.


Jamie turned to the woman. “He’ll take red velvet.”


The woman smiled gleefully. “Perfect choice.”


When I tried to pull out my credit card to pay, Jamie quickly put her hand over mine. “No way. You won fair and square. This is my treat.”


Little did she know, but her treat to me was simply being here. I would’ve been content to sit in my truck all night if it meant spending some time with her.


Since it had been a bet, I conceded. “Fine.”


As though she’d won a huge battle, she took care of the payment. 


Luck was on my side because a big party left, opening up two booths at the very back. I led the way, then ushered Jamie into the side that would put our backs to the room. I slid in beside her. With no one in the booth across from us, we had a bit of privacy.


“Do you always get birthday cake when you come here?” I asked as she pulled her plate toward her.


“No.” She gave a shy, sideways glance. “But it kinda feels like my birthday.”


Damn, but she was sweet.


Placing my arm over the back of the seat, I teased her ponytail with my fingers while she dipped her finger into the frosting. My dick hardened as she slowly sucked it off.


“You’re killin’ me, cupcake.”


Her eyes shot to mine, pure innocence reflected in her gaze. It took a moment for her to realize what she’d done, and when she did, her dark eyes glittered with heat.


“My turn,” I told her, nodding toward my cupcake. “Using your finger,” I instructed.


Heat simmered between us as she dipped her finger into the frosting. When she brought it to my mouth, I gripped her wrist, then sucked the sweetness from her. 


A soft, barely discernible whimper sounded in her throat and I knew she was feeling the same thing I was. This was absolute torture, but worth every painful second. 


Unfortunately, a family took the booth across from us a few minutes later, limiting the foreplay that was in progress. 


“Well, it looks like we’re being governed,” I whispered when one of the kids stared over at us, smiling as he licked the icing on his cupcake like an ice cream cone.


“Looks like it,” she whispered back, still leaning into me. “You want to get out of here?”


I pressed my lips to her forehead. “Thought you’d never ask.”





Twenty minutes later, we were back where we started, pulling into a spot in front of Jamie’s apartment building. 


“Would you like to come inside?” she offered when I put the truck in park.


Although I didn’t want the evening to end, I knew it had to. I’d already asked, and Jamie had confirmed she had an early class in the morning, so I didn’t want to keep her out too late.


“I would,” I assured her. “But I won’t.” 


“Well, that’s disappointing,” she said with a cute little pout.


I nodded toward her seat. “Stay right there.”


I got out of the truck and made my way over to her side. When I opened her door, I pressed my finger on the button to move the seat back as far as it would go. She giggled when I started to get in on her side.


“What’re you doing?”


“Just because I’m not goin’ in, doesn’t mean we can’t hang out a little longer.”


With ease, I shifted Jamie into my lap, shut the door, then reclined the seat back a little. She turned at an angle, her knees settled between mine, our eyes meeting, holding for long seconds. The heat between us intensified.


“I had a good time tonight.” Her voice was soft, with a hint of a rasp.


“I did, too.” I brushed a loose strand of hair back behind her ear. “I can tell you one thing. I will never look at a cupcake the same way again.”


Her answering smile was too much to resist. Sliding my hand behind her head, I pulled her down so that I could taste her sweet mouth. 


When her soft lips parted, granting me access, my tongue delved inside. Even the tight rein I had on my control wasn’t enough to keep me from kissing her the way I wanted. Twirling her silky ponytail around my fist, I held her in place while my other hand curved over her hip.


“Cav…” she whimpered.


Goddamn but she threatened my control. Those soft mewls were nearly my undoing. 


I slid my hand upward, beneath her thin jacket so that my fingertips brushed the bare skin of her midriff. But I didn’t stop there, couldn’t. My thumb grazed her nipple and she moaned, pressing against my hand as though the move would ease some of the pain. I teased her nipple through the fabric, then slipped my thumb beneath and met the smooth, warm skin of her breast.


I swallowed her soft cry as she pressed into my hand.


“More, Cav,” she pleaded. 


I hadn’t intended for the night to take this turn, but I couldn’t resist. Since the first time I saw her, I’d been craving more. The kiss continued, the heat building, her sweet ass grinding against the hard ridge of my cock. She knew I wanted her, but I wasn’t trying to hide it. Hell, I couldn’t if I’d wanted to.


Breaking my lips from hers, I met her gaze. I saw nothing but pure lust burning in her dark eyes. 


“Let me taste you,” I whispered, then dipped my head down, laving her nipple with my tongue before sucking her into my mouth.


Jamie cried out, her hand gripping the back of my head as she tugged me closer. I teased for several minutes, using my teeth and my tongue to torment the puckered tip. When I was seconds away from taking it too far, I pulled her mouth back to mine, devouring her like a starving man. As soon as I felt the thread of my control gear up to snap, I tightened her hair in my fist, pulled her head back, our lips separating. 


Without daring to look down, I adjusted her sports bra, removing the temptation.


I waited until her eyes opened and she looked at me. My chest was heaving, the adrenaline drowning me. Somehow, I managed to stop, to remember who she was and what this was about.


“I want you,” I admitted. “More than I want anything else.”


She didn’t move, didn’t speak. 


“But you and I both know we have to take this slow.”


Jamie nodded, as though accepting it, but I saw a hint of rejection in her eyes seconds before she masked it.


When she put some space between us, I hit the button to sit the chair upright again, a signal for both of us that we had to stop. 


“You’re a tease,” she said with a soft sigh.


I jerked her head toward me, slammed my mouth to hers, and swallowed the surprised cry. She kissed me back, her arms wreathing my neck as I pulled her as close as we could get in the confined space. When I pulled back this time, we were both panting. Using my fist in her hair, I tilted her head back, snagged her dazed gaze.


“If this was only about sex, I’d be deep inside you right now.”


She whimpered.


“I want a hell of a lot more from you than an orgasm,” I told her firmly, ensuring she heard the dominance in my tone. “If that’s not what you want, you better tell me now, Jamie.”


She swallowed hard. “I want more than that.”


There was a sincerity in her tone that matched the gleam in her eyes. “Good.”


Wrapping my arms around her, I held her to me, my face buried in her neck. I needed a second to compose myself. When I wasn’t so close to shattering into a million pieces, I pulled the door handle, opened the door, and slipped out while placing her back on the seat. I turned her toward me, helped her out. When Jamie’s feet were on the pavement, I stepped between her legs and cupped the back of her head again. 


“Do you own a vibrator?” 


She nodded, that innocence returning to her dark eyes. 


“Good.” I nodded toward her apartment. “I want you to go inside, get ready for bed. Once you’re in bed, I want you to call me.” 


Her eyes widened. 


I leaned in, planted a quick kiss on her lips. “I’ll make sure you get off tonight.”


She moaned, then leaned into me, her mouth melding to mine. I allowed the kiss to linger for longer than it should, and once more, it took a tremendous amount of effort to pull away, but I did.


I took her bottom lip between my teeth, nibbled. “Go inside, cupcake.”


“Yes, Sir,” she offered with a wicked smile.


I swatted her ass as she hurried off, smiling to myself. She’d obviously realized what calling me Sir did to me. I remembered when she’d done it earlier. It had startled me until I realized it had been completely innocent on her part. 


On unsteady legs, I made my way back to the driver’s side, climbed in as I watched her slip into her apartment. 





Ten minutes later, I was at my hotel, my body still hard and aching. I waved to the night manager on my way to the elevators, my mind replaying everything that had happened in the last couple of hours. When the doors opened, I was still smiling as I pushed off the wall and made it down the long, dimly lit hallway.


I really did need to find a permanent residence. Perhaps that would be my focus for the weekend. After all, I would need something to distract me from thoughts of Jamie. Otherwise, I would likely end up back on her doorstep.


I had just dropped onto the bed when my phone rang. I slipped it out of my pocket, grinned at the screen.


“Cupcake?” 


“I’m ready for bed,” she said, her raspy words tickling my ear.


“You’re gonna be the death of me, aren’t you?”


“I was actually thinking the same thing about you.” Jamie laughed, then settled with a soft sigh. “Thank you for tonight, Cav. I really did have a good time.”


“Me, too.” Better than I’d expected. “And I have every intention of doing it again really soon.”


“Which part?” I could hear the sexual innuendo in her tone.


“All of it.”


“Good.”


“Why’s that good, cupcake?”


“Because…” Her voice lowered, “because I hurt.”


“Do you?” 


“Yes.” She paused for a moment. “I wish you would’ve come inside.”


“I do, too,” I admitted. 


“Then why didn’t you?” 


“Because it’s too soon.”


“Why?” 


I laughed at the petulant tone. “Because I said.”


This time Jamie giggled, and I knew she was relaxing. 


“Let me hear the vibrator, cupcake.”


There was a rustle of sound, and a second later, I heard the soft rumble of a vibrator.


“You’ve never been kissed before me, but you own a vibrator?”


She giggled. “My best friend Tiffany … well, let’s just say she’s creative with her gift giving.”


I repositioned myself on the bed. “Are you naked?”


“No.”


“What are you wearing?”


“A T-shirt and panties,” she said quickly, her voice still raspy.


“Take off your panties.”


There was shuffling, followed by a long moment of silence before she finally said, “Okay. I did.”


“I want you to turn on the vibrator and press it to your clit.”


“Cav…”


“What, cupcake?”


“I…”


“This is your first lesson,” I told her when she didn’t continue. “As a submissive. I might not be there with you right now, but I can make you feel good. You just have to do exactly as I tell you. Understood?”


“Yes,” she whispered. 


“Spread your legs wide, press the vibrator to your clit.”


She moaned softly and I could hear the soft hum of the vibrator. “Do it, cupcake.”


The hum became muted and I knew she was following my instructions.


“Good girl,” I praised. “I want you to bring yourself to orgasm while I listen. Don’t talk, just pleasure yourself. Think about me while you do. Imagine I’m the one between your legs. My mouth. My tongue.”


My hand snaked into my shorts as I fisted my cock, listening as she teased herself. Her soft moans spurred me on.


“Think about what it’ll be like when it’s my mouth on your pussy, my tongue flicking your clit, bringing you closer to the edge.”


Her soft cry sounded loud in my ear, making my cock jerk in my hand.


“I want you to say my name when you come,” I instructed. “Don’t hold back on me, cupcake. I want to hear you.”


Her whimpers intensified and I could hear her shifting, imagine her long, lean body squirming on the bed as she brought herself closer to orgasm. 


“Cav…” Her breaths came in sharp, heavy pants. “Cav … oh, God. I’m coming!” 


A strangled cry sounded through the phone and I gripped my dick firmly, my release surprising me with its intensity. I breathed through it, my mind clouded with lust and thoughts of this sexy woman riding out a climax while I listened. 


We remained silent on the phone for long minutes. I wasn’t in a rush to get off the phone, but I knew she would have to be up early tomorrow. 


“Get some sleep, cupcake,” I said when I could breathe again. “Dream about me.”


“Good night, Cav. Dream about me, too.”


The call disconnected and I stared up at the ceiling.


I got the feeling I’d be dreaming about her for a long time to come.




SEVEN

EDGE




Friday, October 26, 2018


IT WAS MY OWN FAULT. I KNEW it the instant I turned down the hallway.


I had mistakenly believed that Zeke was not in the office, and that was the only reason I was heading to my own. I had avoided the place all week, working remotely or at the club, but I had a few things I had to get done today, namely a quick meeting with Justin. Hence the reason I’d come in. 


I honestly thought I was in the clear, right up until I heard:


“Edge!” 


Busted! That’s what you get.


“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” I muttered to that stupid voice.


Although I would’ve preferred to run the other way, pretend Zeke wasn’t staring at me while calling my name, I knew I couldn’t. So, I turned my feet in the opposite direction and headed toward him.


“Come in,” Zeke insisted. “Let’s chat.”


The way he said it told me he would be doing most of the talking. 


I peered over at him briefly, then cast a quick look down the hall. Of course I didn’t have a meeting right this minute. But I could probably lie, come up with something, except Zeke would know I was avoiding him, and I’d look like a pussy.


Can’t have that … pussy.


With an internal sigh, I glanced back at Zeke and figured what the hell. I might as well suck it up and get it over with. After all, I couldn’t move forward until I did. My stupid conscience wouldn’t let me.


Zeke moved into his office and I followed close behind him. 


“Sit.”


The barked order had me smiling. “I’m not one of your submissives, Zeke.” 


“Nope. You’re not. However, you are the Dom who introduced my sister to kink.”


Ah, hell. Honestly, I had hoped he was going to talk to me about Cav’s interview that had taken place earlier in the week. Perhaps thank me for making the recommendation, because I’d already heard that Cav was offered and accepted.


Yeah, right. The big, bad Sadist wants to thank you.


A familiar chuckle sounded in my head and I knew my conscience was laughing at me. I was starting to think I might need professional help.


Don’t bottle it all up. Maybe I’ll go away then.


Doubtful.


Without grace or finesse of any kind, I dropped down into the chair across from Zeke’s desk. “Is this where you give me shit about it? Keep in mind, that was your idea.”


“Technically, it was Ransom’s.”


“But you went along with it.”


Zeke stared at me, an intimidation tactic he had long ago perfected. I’d learned a long time ago to shrug it off. The man didn’t scare me. Not the way most people assumed. However, he was my friend and the last thing I wanted to do was cross any lines with him. 


A few lines had been crossed already. Although I hadn’t gone out with Jamie yet, Cav had. Twice. The fucker had texted me last night—after the fact—to let me know he was tired of waiting around for me. Based on the outline of his text, there would definitely be another in their future. 


While I’d been trying to talk myself out of seeing her outside of the club—because I was an idiot—he had been courting her. Now that I’d accepted that I couldn’t simply let this go without seeing it through, I fully intended to get some alone time with Jamie before Cav landed a third date. It was a wonder I’d lasted this long. 


“So, how’d it go?” Zeke asked, lifting his hand quickly. “But spare me the details. I mean overall.”


“It…” I thrust a hand through my hair and stared at my friend. “Fuck, Zeke. Why’d you have to go and do this?”


Okay, so I hadn’t meant to sound quite so out of control. I had fully intended to keep it professional, tell him how I’d walked her through the club, allowed her to get a feel for it. I’d thought about what I would say all week, but in just a few seconds, I managed to derail everything. It was because I’d spent the entire fucking week thinking about Jamie, but I hadn’t called her or texted her. Not because I didn’t want to but out of respect for Zeke. I had promised myself I wouldn’t do anything until I talked to him. That was one of the problems with having a conscience that ragged on you endlessly.


“What happened, Edge?”


Yeah. What happened, Edge? Tell the Sadist how you went and fell for his sister without even being around her.


I dropped my head in my hands and tried to figure out how to explain. To tell one of my closest friends that I had a real interest in his sister.


Zeke leaned back in his chair, causing it to creak beneath him. 


I took a deep breath, let it out, but my control was shot. I couldn’t do this, couldn’t risk Zeke telling me to stay far, far away from his sister. If he did, I feared I would defy him because I couldn’t stop thinking about her.


“Talk to me, Edge.”


It’s now or never. Spit it out.


“What do you want me to say?” I snapped, not sure if I was talking to Zeke or that stupid voice.


The crease in Zeke’s forehead appeared. “I don’t know. Tell me how it went.”


“I assume you’ve already talked to Jamie?” 


“Not in depth, no.”


That was surprising. I figured for sure he would’ve grilled his sister about it. “Fine. You want to know?” 


Zeke tilted his chin as a confirmation. 


“It was great. Your sister’s a beautiful submissive and I enjoyed her company far more than I thought I would. She was eager, attentive.” I lifted my hand to cut him off. “And no, there was nothing sexual about the encounter. I answered her questions, listened when she wanted to talk and…”


And you want to see her again.


Plus, you want to dominate her, to prove to yourself and to her that she just might be submissive.


Don’t forget how you want to have Cav there, so you can dominate them both at the same fucking time.


Those were things I certainly couldn’t tell Zeke, but they were true. Every last fucking one of them.


“You know how old she is, right?” Zeke asked, his tone curt.


That’s the least of his worries. Does the man know his sister’s a virgin?


“I do,” I bit out. “She’s thirteen years younger than me. Yeah. I get it. I’m too old for her.”


“Twelve,” Zeke corrected. “She’s twenty-four.”


“Fine. She’s twelve years younger than me.” Not that it mattered.


“She mentioned she’s going back?” Zeke stated.


“She asked. I told her I’d call her.” Which was true. Before I’d been called away to help with an issue, Jamie had asked if she could come back to the club sometime. I told her we would see how the next week went.


Week’s almost over. Nice call.


“And you haven’t called.”


“Fuck.” I launched to my feet, unable to sit still. “What the fuck do you want me to do, Zeke?”


“What do you want to do?”


I cut my gaze to his. “I want to call her. I want to invite her back to the club or out to dinner. Fuck. It’s all I can think about, and I know you want to punch me right now. Sadly, I can’t blame you. I want to punch me, too. But don’t worry. I know what you wanted from me and I did it. My obligation’s over.”


Pussy.


That last part damn near killed me as it came out. I didn’t want Zeke to agree, to thank me for my help and send me on my way. I needed his fucking approval because I wanted to spend time with Jamie.


You don’t need it. Just another excuse in an endless line of them.


“Call her.” Zeke instantly shook his head. “Wait. No. I didn’t just say that.”


Nope. No way. He can’t take it back.


I stared at the man, my eyes wide as hope bloomed inside me. “Zeke.”


“No, I know.” He sat up, his eyes locked on the hard surface of his desk. “It’s not my place. Jamie’s told me that a million times. And she’s right. She’s an adult. She can make her own decisions.”


I tried to keep my jaw from hitting the floor, but it wasn’t easy.


Zeke laughed, but it sounded strangled, as though he couldn’t believe we were having this conversation. He wasn’t the only one.


“Zeke? I need you to open your mouth and tell me what’s on your mind,” I pleaded.


Zeke’s dark eyes lifted to mine. “You like her?”


“More than I should,” I admitted. “And not in a one-night kink-club-encounter sort of way, either.”


Zeke pushed to his feet and I forced myself not to move. If he decided to punch me, then so be it. I would take it like a man.


“Fine,” he said, stepping around his desk. “Call her. Take her out. Wine her, dine her. Do whatever the fuck you feel you need to do.” He came right up to me, got in my face. “But you hurt her, Edge, and I will break every fucking bone in your body. Then, I’ll wait for you to get out of traction and I’ll do it again.”


Damn. He really is ruthless.


Yeah, he was.


While I could envision Zeke doing exactly that, I managed to remain serious. After all, we were talking about Jamie here. “The last thing I want is to hurt her, Zeke. I swear to you. That’s the last thing I want.”


“Just promise me one thing,” he said on a sigh.


And here it came. Some sort of threat that he hoped would send me running for the hills. “What’s that?”


“That you’ll warn me when she’s coming to the club. Because … no. If you forget, and I show up to find my sister… I mean it. If I walk into Dichotomy and see her, I swear to God, I will kill you, then resuscitate you and do it again and again.”


Someone should really talk to him about all that aggression.


Okay, yeah. That one made me smile. “You’ve got my word.”


And as I was walking out of Zeke’s office, I wondered if it was wrong of me to leave out the part about Cav.


Nah. 


Once Cav figured out what he wanted, he could have this little chat with Zeke himself. Because hell, the man deserved it.


Not to mention, you now have to figure out how to tell Zeke his sister’s about to join the submissive training class.


Yeah. That.




Jamie




I WAS WALKING TO MY CAR WHEN my cell phone chimed, signaling a text. 


At first, I considered ignoring it. After my conversation with Brax and Case that morning, I was feeling a tad bit disappointed. While I had admitted to my brother that Edge hadn’t called me since the night at the club, I’d hoped Zeke would give me some reason as to why not. Instead, my brother had pretty much ignored everything I said. 


Now, the only thing I wanted to do was go home, invite Tiffany and Jonah over, split a bottle of wine or two, and tell them all about it. Everything. About my dates with Cav, my frustration with Edge, my desire for them both. 


Unfortunately, I hadn’t gotten up the nerve to share any of that. Yet. As for why I hadn’t blabbed all the details to my best friends, I had started to wonder if Cav was right. If perhaps this was the sort of thing you didn’t share with everyone. What if they didn’t understand? What if they judged me? And to be fair, how exactly did I explain that I was lusting after two men? Including one who had pretty much brushed me off.


Rather than lay it all on the line, I’d held it all in, choosing only to give them bits and pieces overall rather than the juicy details about my dates with Cav or how Edge had ghosted me.


The last part was what had me so down. Even if he’d planned to, Edge had yet to call, although he was the one who had laid out this unconventional plan. I was overcome with self-doubt, thinking I’d done something that sent him running in the opposite direction. I even felt guilty when I thought about Cav, although I couldn’t seem to help myself. The man had caught me completely off guard, and truth was, I was eager to see him again.


Figuring the text was coming from either Tiffany or Jonah, I pulled my phone out of my pocket and stopped in the middle of the parking lot. A car honked, I shrieked, then bolted out of the way, apologizing as I went.


The message wasn’t from either of my best friends. It was from the Dom who apparently did still have my number. 


Edge: I know it’s last minute … care to go out tonight?


My heart did a little dance, followed by a cartwheel right in my chest. I was smiling, but I instantly wiped it away. How could he think I’d jump at the chance to go out with him after he’d disappeared all week long? Not so much as a text to say hello, to let me know he was alive. 


Could he really be that dense when it came to women?


I contemplated my response, but then typed a decisive: Sorry, I’ve already got plans for tonight.


When his response didn’t come back immediately, I felt my heart sink. I’d thought for sure he would put a little more effort into talking me into it. 


Before I could respond with something stupid, like I’m kidding, I’d love to go out, my phone chimed again.


Edge: Completely understand. I would, however, like to see you at your earliest convenience. Whenever, wherever. Just let me know.


Damn him. How could he do that? Make me like him like that? 


“Uggh.” I flopped into my car, slammed the door shut, and stared out the window. 


I knew I needed to stick to my guns, to tell him tomorrow might work, but I really, really wanted to see him and I didn’t want to wait.


Jamie: You know what? I was just going to study. I can squeeze that in later. I’d love to see you tonight.


Edge: Are you sure?


Jamie: I’m sure.


Edge: Great. I’ll pick you up at six. Casual works best. Looking forward to seeing you.


Jamie: I’ll be ready.


For the next hour, I had a mental argument with myself. Had I given in too quickly? What did that say about me? Would he think I had no backbone? I didn’t know how to play this game because I rarely dated. Once I got past my initial nerves, things had been easy with Cav. I liked being around him, laughing, joking, even delving into philosophical discussions. The man kept me on my toes in every aspect.


As for Edge, I didn’t know what to expect. Personality wise, they couldn’t have been more different. Cav was laid-back, smiled frequently, laughed without apology. Edge was the strong, silent type. When I thought about Dominants, he was what I pictured in my head. 


But I found I liked them equally, which meant I had no choice but to see it through.


So, with him on my mind, I managed to run the few errands I had, then made it home in time to shower and dress. Edge said casual, so I took that to mean jeans, a long-sleeve T-shirt, and Converse. I hoped he didn’t have a different definition, but before I could worry about it, there was a knock on my front door.


Suddenly all those pesky nerves arose, deflating that euphoric bubble lodged in my chest as I made the walk to the door. I pulled it open and stared up into Edge’s handsome face.


“Hey,” he greeted softly, his smile reaching all the way to those beautiful aqua-blue eyes. 


“Hi.” God, the man stole my breath with a simple look. 


“You ready?” 


Would I ever be ready for him? I seriously doubted it, but I held my tongue and nodded.





The conversation was minimal on the way to our destination. My nerves were rioting, which was why I wasn’t rattling on and on about anything and everything, begging for hints as to where we were going. As for Edge, from what I knew of him, he wasn’t much on talking, so I figured he was merely being him.


Then it hit me. My conversation with my brother that morning, my revelation that Edge hadn’t called me. 


Oh, crap. 


Was this a setup? Was Edge doing this because he felt some strange obligation to my brother?


“No,” I muttered. “God, no.”


“What’s wrong?” Edge asked, his eyes fierce as he stared over at me.


Eyes wide with shock and embarrassment, I stared back at him. “I’m sorry. I … uh … was just thinking.” Holy crap. I’d said it out loud.


“What’s on your mind, sweetness?”


Warmth slipped into my veins simply from hearing him call me that. It was as though a wall came down, one I hadn’t realized I’d been holding up.


I shifted in my seat so I could face him better. “Did you ask me out because I told my brother you didn’t call?”


His smile fell and his brow followed. “What are you talking about?”


“This morning… I had breakfast with Zeke, Case, and Brax. Your name was brought up. I told them about my visit to the club and how I was planning to go back.” I let my gaze slide beyond him and out the driver’s-side window, unable to look him in the eye. “I mentioned you hadn’t called.”


Warm fingers landed on my chin, firmly realigning my gaze with his. “First of all, I don’t do things simply because someone else expects me to. So, no, I didn’t ask you out because you mentioned anything to your brother.” 


Well, that made me feel better.


“But…”


Okay, the feeling was gone again.


“I did hold off because of your brother.”


“What?” I was confused.


He glanced at me, back to the road. “I needed a chance to talk to him, to tell him what my plans were with you. Since me showing you around the club was a favor to him, I figured I owed him that much.” We stopped at a red light and he turned toward me, leaned closer. “But this is no longer a favor. I’m here with you because I want to be.” 


I inhaled deeply and relief washed away the gloom. “You didn’t call me because you wanted to get permission from my brother?”


He laughed, but it sounded frustrated. “Yeah. Stupid, right?”


“No, not stupid,” I assured him. “It makes perfect sense.” 


Turned out, chivalry wasn’t dead.


There was silence for a few minutes as he drove. I was so caught up in my thoughts, I didn’t even realize we’d arrived until he turned toward me, took my hand. He was close enough our lips almost touched. 


“So, you’ll have to forgive me for not contacting you sooner. Believe me, I wanted to more than anything.”


I smiled, the warmth of his hand coursing through my entire body. I suddenly wished he would kiss me. My thoughts drifted to Cav, to the kisses we’d shared. The heat inside me intensified. The thought of both men kissing me was nearly more than I could handle.


A soft growl pulled me from my thoughts.


“Where’d you go, sweetness?”


I cleared the lust-induced haze from my brain, swallowed. “I was just thinking that I’m glad you did ask me out.”


“Me, too.” He nodded toward the building. “You bowl?”


My smile fell. “What?”


“Bowling.”


Yeah. I saw that now.


“They’ve got a decent restaurant inside. You hungry?”


“Starving,” I muttered.


He released my hand, turned toward the door. Before we both exited, I heard him say, “Yeah, me, too. So fucking hungry.”





Two hours later, Edge and I were laughing.


“So, I take it this isn’t your sport?” I asked, motioning toward the remaining pins on the lane.


“What? Bowling?” He chuckled roughly as he sat down and modified the score. “No.”


“So why come?”


“Because everyone knows you can’t go to a movie on the first date,” he said simply, his attention on the paper. 


The laugh that erupted out of me had people turning to look my way. 


“That’s funny?”


“It is because it’s true,” I told him. “So is that what this is? A date?” 


His expression sobered and I suddenly regretted the question. I hadn’t meant to put him on the spot.


“Yeah,” he finally said. “I guess it is.”


I couldn’t believe how much the man had talked throughout the evening. While he hadn’t said much of anything at the club the other night, he certainly wasn’t lacking in the conversation department. We’d discussed my classes, my degree, even a bit about Zeke. Then he’d regaled me with the tale of how he met Cav—during their freshman year in college at an off-campus party—then explained how they’d become fast friends. Then I’d learned how he’d come to be the manager of Dichotomy, his relationship with Trent Ramsey, as well as his concerns now that he was working full-time at Chatter PR. 


“You up for another game?” he asked, nodding toward the lane.


I stared in front of me, inhaled, then shook my head. “Not really, no.”


“Don’t want to beat me too badly, huh?”


“Since you’ve let me win all of them so far...” I grinned.


“Trust me, sweetness, I didn’t let you.”


No, he hadn’t. The man really did suck at bowling. But I wasn’t about to rub it in.


What I really wanted was to spend a little time alone with him. Tonight had been nice. We’d shared some nachos and a hot dog while splitting a pitcher of beer. We’d played game after game, passing the time with me kicking his butt every single time.


As though relieved, Edge quickly took off his bowling shoes and I followed suit. A few minutes later, we were turning in all our things and heading back out to his car. 


“What now?” I asked, hoping he wasn’t going to simply take me home for the evening.


He shrugged. “Want to go see a movie?”


I laughed, couldn’t help it. “Sure.”


His head snapped over to me. “Seriously?”


My turn to shrug. “Why not? We’ve gotten the first part of the date out of the way, right? It’s not bad form at this point.”


“It’s always bad form on the first date,” he said, his tone light.


“Really?”


“Yes.”


Figuring he was right, I said, “Okay. Then what’s on the agenda?”


“Your choice.”


“Ice cream,” I blurted.


“I know the perfect place.” 


A few minutes later, we were pulling into a small ice cream shop. I met Edge at the front of the car, where he took my hand and walked me inside. When it was our turn to order at the counter, I kept my fingers linked with his, not wanting to let him go. 


“I’ll take one scoop of chocolate, one scoop of chocolate chip,” I told the bored guy staring blankly at me from behind the counter.


“And you?” he asked Edge.


“One scoop of vanilla.”


I chuckled, causing the guy to stare at me. “Sorry.” 


Edge pulled me against him, kissed the top of my head, then leaned down until his mouth was against my ear. “What’s so funny?”


I pulled back, smiled up at him. “I’d never peg you for a vanilla guy.”


Edge’s blue eyes flashed with heat. “Only when it comes to ice cream, sweetness.”


Unable to speak, I simply grinned. He didn’t know how much I wanted to explore non-vanilla at the moment.


More than I wanted chocolate, as a matter of fact.




CAV




I WAS SITTING ON THE HOTEL BED, flipping through channels when my cell phone chimed with a text. I glanced at the screen and grinned.


Jamie: I thought I’d text to tell you good night.


Without hesitation, I responded.


Me: Home already?


Jamie: I am.


Me: Did you have a good time?


Jamie: A fantastic time.


Me: Tell me about it.


Jamie: He took me bowling, then we had ice cream.


Me: Edge can’t bowl.


Jamie: Tell me about it.


Me: Did he kiss you good-night?


Jamie: On the cheek, so it doesn’t count. But he was really sweet.


Sweet? It wasn’t often someone referred to Edge as sweet. 


Me: I’m glad to hear you had a good time. I’m looking forward to seeing you again.


Jamie: Me, too. Good night, Cav.


Me: Good night, cupcake.


I stared at my phone for long seconds, a stupid grin on my face. Jamie Lautner had burrowed under my skin so quickly it confused me. Yet I didn’t feel the need to explain it away. 


This afternoon, when she had texted to let me know she was going out with Edge, I had been somewhat surprised. Not disappointed. Not exactly. I was glad Edge was finally making a move. It was about damn time. I was merely surprised he hadn’t mentioned it to me first.


I had no sooner dropped my phone on the bed than it rang. Edge’s name flashed on the screen and I answered immediately.


“Aren’t you supposed to be on a date?”


“What room are you in?” Edge countered without answering my question.


I didn’t know whether that was good or bad. Figuring the only way to find out was to give him the answer, I said, “Seven-oh-three.”


“I’ll be there in three minutes.” 


The call disconnected and I stared at the phone again. What the hell?


It was twelve thirty, and he’d spent the better part of the evening with Jamie. What was he stopping by here for? Maybe to give me a play-by-play of how it went? If he was, did I really want to know?


Since the only way to find out was to talk to Edge directly, I went and unlocked the door, then flipped the privacy latch to hold it open. I grabbed the remote, muted the television before dropping into the chair near the window. 


My gaze darted to the bed repeatedly, and I wondered if I relocated there, would Edge join me?


“Doubtful,” I muttered to myself. This thing between us had been simmering for so long, I didn’t expect it to go anywhere. Not soon, anyway. Gregory Edge was nothing if not patient. As though he had to map it all out before he could move forward. 


It irritated me to no end sometimes. Spontaneity was not a trait of his, that was for sure.


Edge arrived a few minutes later. He walked right in, closed the door behind him. I watched him closely, eyeing him up and down. He was tense, that was apparent.


“So, how’d it go?” I reluctantly asked, unsure as to whether I wanted to know at this point.


Again, I got no answer from Edge. The big man simply stalked across the room. When he was standing directly in front of me, I stared up at him. And when he leaned over, propped his hands on the chair arms, I swallowed my surprise … seconds before he fucking kissed me.


Everything went hot. My skin, my blood. My entire being was immersed in that kiss, taken completely off guard as Edge’s tongue thrust into my mouth. Unable to resist, I reached for his head, holding him still as we devoured one another. It wasn’t gentle, but not entirely out of control, either. Somewhere in the middle.


It wasn’t until both of us were panting that Edge pulled back, my hands falling to my lap. I glared up at him. “What the fuck was that for?”


Edge gave one of those wicked smirks. “Because I fucking wanted to.”


“Since when?” I prompted.


“Since … for-fucking-ever,” he said firmly. 


I swallowed hard when his eyes drifted to my mouth again. 


“I take it the date went well?”


“Better than,” he said on a huff, then walked around to the other side of the room before returning. There was nowhere to go in the small space, but somehow Edge managed to pace, his long legs eating up the ground quickly. He glanced around the room. “How long are you staying here?”


Assuming he was referring to my current living arrangements, I shrugged. “Until I figure out what I’m gonna do.”


Edge appeared confused “About?” 


“Whether I’m gonna rent or buy. House or condo. All that fun adult shit. Now that I’ve accepted the job, I figure I’ve gotta make a decision.”


Edge nodded, his eyes still locked on my face.


I didn’t know what came over me, but the next thing I knew, I was on my feet, stalking him for a change. I didn’t stop until I was pressed up against him, our mouths fused together once more. Now that he’d kissed me, I needed to taste him again. I’d spent years thinking about this, wondering what it would feel like. Even my wildest fantasies weren’t as great as his fucking kiss.


This time, Edge took my face in his hands. Within seconds, he reversed our positions until I was pressed up against the wall. My hands wanted to wander, but I refrained. It wasn’t fucking easy, either. I felt like a soda bottle, shaken and ready to explode.


Having been friends for so long, we knew pretty much everything about the other, including the fact that we were both bisexual. It wasn’t something we tended to discuss, but it wasn’t something we denied, either. And yet, right here, with Edge’s mouth crushed to mine, I forgot every single man I’d ever been with.


“I’m not sure what we’re doing here,” Edge said softly when he pulled back. “But whatever it is, I want to see where it goes.”


I nodded. He could strip me right here and I wouldn’t complain. Hell, I was almost to the point I would beg.


Almost.


However, I knew what Edge was feeling, the frustration coursing through his veins. He’d gone out with Jamie tonight, and if his date had been half as good as mine, I figured he was rock hard and about to detonate.


“Are you lookin’ to relieve some stress?” I asked, wondering if that was the reason he’d shown up here.


He stepped back, frowned. “No.”


“Are you sure?”


“Positive.”


I stared at him. “Then why’re you here?”


Edge’s hand came out, gripped my jaw firmly as he leaned in. “Because I can. Do you have a problem with that, Cav?”


I shook my head, kept my mouth closed. Defiance was a bitter taste in my mouth, but there was a small part of me that didn’t want to fight him off. Being the alpha was second nature for me, yet it seemed I was right, it was possible for submission to exist within domination. I was living proof.


Not that I wanted to submit to him, but I didn’t feel the need to dominate him, either.


“Are you sure?” Edge’s voice was low, hard.


I nodded.


“Because this…” His eyes dropped to my mouth. “I’ve been wanting to do that for a damn long time.” He held my stare for a moment, those bright blue eyes glittering with intent. “And now that I have, it’s going to be damn hard to resist you.” He released my jaw. “But I will.”


“What?” I frowned. “Why?”


“Because that’s the way it works,” he said as he stepped toward the door.


I couldn’t move, only watch as he stood there staring at me, one hand on the knob. His gaze bounced from my eyes to my lips before settling on my eyes one last time. 


“Good night, Cav.”


“Night.” 


With that parting note, I watched him stroll right out of my hotel room.


“Son of a bitch,” I growled as I walked to the door and flipped the security latch.


Before I made it back to the bed, I removed every stitch of clothing and had my fist wrapped firmly around my cock. I fell onto the bed stroking myself hard and fast, needing to release some of the pent-up pressure. Even if Edge wasn’t sexually frustrated—which I questioned—I was. Between my dates with Jamie this week and Edge’s unexpected appearance tonight, I felt as though my damn head was going to explode off my body. My own hand couldn’t sate me fully, but it was all I seemed to be getting these days.


I closed my eyes, thought about them both as I jacked off. I had only one goal in mind.


And five painful minutes later, I achieved it, a deep growl following my release.




EIGHT

EDGE




Monday, October 29, 2018


THE WEEKEND PASSED IN A BLUR. THE club had been packed, which kept me busy. It didn’t help that two of our recent training class graduates had managed to cause an uproar—complete with name-calling followed by a hand-to-hand brawl—on Saturday evening over a Dominant they’d each spent time with, resulting in both of them being walked out and told to never come back. There was no room for that sort of jealousy at the club and I’d told them as much.


While I generally worked at Dichotomy on Monday to prepare for the week, I’d come in to the Chatter office today because Justin had requested my presence. I’d come in early, hoping to slip out midday, but ended up staying, sitting in on one meeting after another.


Just when I thought they were over, Justin appeared in my doorway. 


Looks like you’re about to be summoned. Again.


“You have a few minutes?” he asked.


I leaned back in my chair. “Sure. What’s up?”


“Meeting. My office.”


Another one? Maybe they want to discuss the last one.


Since Justin was my boss, I wasn’t about to tell him I’d prefer to sit this one out, although it was the truth. So, when Justin headed down the hall, I got to my feet and followed.


When I stepped into Justin’s office, I found Zeke, Landon, Langston, and Ben reclining, chatting amongst themselves on the two couches that formed a comfortable seating area. While my office was larger than it needed to be, it wasn’t the size of Justin’s. Or any of the other partners’, for that matter. The amount of space they had would’ve allowed me to live in my office. Full-time.


“Looks like a party,” I said as I took the only available spot across from Ben.


“Not for a few more days,” Landon stated with a smirk. “I hear Halloween’s on at the club.”


That it was, but to be honest, Halloween was one of my least favorite holidays at Dichotomy. It didn’t seem to matter how much effort I put into it, there was always drama. I detested drama, hated it with a passion.


“So, I brought you here for a reason,” Justin said as he took a seat in the oversized lounge chair on the end. “As you’re all aware, Zeke recently brought Cav on for his department in an official management position. After some discussion, we figured it would make sense for Cav to handle the hiring and firing of employees in their division.”


“Not simply because Cav’ll do a better job,” Ben added, a teasing note to his tone. 


“But he will,” Zeke stated with a devious grin. “He likes people. I don’t.”


“So you say.” Ben sobered, glanced around at the players in the room. “We’ve decided to bring Zeke on as a partner, heading up the global information security division of Chatter PR. The fact of the matter is, we wouldn’t have this division if it weren’t for Zeke. It only felt right to give him a stake in the game.”


Wow. That was … interesting news. “Congratulations,” I told Zeke, genuinely happy for the guy.


Zeke nodded his thanks.


“As you may know, we’ve also brought Ramsey on as a partner and he’ll be running the talent division on his own.” Justin’s eyes shifted to my face. “And we’re finishing off the expansion by offering you a partner position as well.”


Hold the presses. Is he serious?


“Me?” I was confused. “What are you talking about?”


“We’re a global company,” Langston explained. “Over the years, we’ve continued to grow, but we’ve limited ourselves when it came to size and portfolio. In the past year, we’ve focused on the management team in an effort to expand our clientele. Since then, we’ve promoted Jordan, brought Jane on in a management role, as well as Bishop when we expanded with a security division. And we’ve hired Clarissa, bringing our contract legal team in house.”


Please tell me there’s a point to this.


Justin kept right on talking. “We’ve got a lot of balls in the air and still not enough people to handle everything. In order to focus and not overwhelm, we’re branching out.”


“We need more people to carry our balls,” Zeke said with a smirk.


While I appreciated his attempt at humor, I couldn’t get past the partner portion. 


“As you know, the four of us have always maintained our own portfolios,” Justin noted. “Landon and Langston are building and expanding the publishing division, while I’m sticking with new products, mainly in the toy industry. Ben will continue to expand the technology companies. Which means we’ll need someone to mainly focus on your area of expertise. Large corporations, not related to technology. Who better to handle that than the man who’s spent his entire career handling them?”


“But you don’t have a corporate division,” I told Justin.


Ben grinned, white teeth flashing. “We do now.”


“Really?”


“If you’re interested, that is,” Landon said.


I realized all eyes were on me, but my attention remained on Justin. Back before Chatter PR had existed, Justin and I had worked for the same advertising agency. We’d joked from time to time about venturing out on our own. One day, Justin decided to go for it. At the time, I wasn’t comfortable committing, so I’d politely declined. The man had been on me for years to come join his company. I’d gotten used to him calling me at least once a month to discuss when I was moving to his firm. I hadn’t regretted giving in. 


Until now.


Justin tilted his head, studying me. “What? Did you not expect me to put you on the spot?”


“Would’ve been nice,” I replied.


He maintained a sober expression. “I figured if I wanted to avoid a decade’s worth of begging and pleading, this was the way to go.”


I didn’t look away. He knew I would have more questions, most of them pertaining to responsibilities as well as incentives. I was one of those men who spent my time wisely. If the reward wasn’t worth the effort, I didn’t put forth the energy.


“We can discuss the partnership agreement at length,” Justin continued, “but I felt it necessary to get this out now.”


“Why the rush?” I asked.


For the first time since I walked in the room, Justin smiled. “Because we’re getting married.”


My gaze shot to Ben, who nodded.


“So, she said yes?” Landon asked, referring to their submissive, Addison.


“She did.”


“Congratulations.” Some of the tension eased out as genuine happiness took over. “It’s about damn time.”


“Thanks,” Ben and Justin said in unison.


The tension was back. “But what does that have to do with the company?” 


“Well, for one, when we start a family, we’re hoping to be in a position to rely on others to maintain most of the day-to-day.”


And by that, I figured Justin meant they’d shift down to a regular workweek and delegate—something none of them did well—to those they put in place to handle the important aspects of running a global corporation.


“Getting married and starting a family,” I mused. “You’ve come a long way, Parker.”


“That he has,” Langston agreed with a chuckle. “Congrats again, by the way.”


Justin smiled, glanced at Ben. “Thanks.”


“What about you two?” I asked, shifting the focus to Landon and Langston. “When’s the baby due?”


“Trust me,” Landon said with a shit-eating grin, “we’re workin’ on it.”


I was fairly certain they’d been doing exactly that in Landon’s office earlier in the day. 


“So?” Justin prompted. “What do you say?”


I turned back to him. “I say we should have a conversation.”


“If the money’s right?” Landon asked.


“It’s not about money,” I told him, glancing from one face to the next. “It’s never been about money for me.”


The simple fact was, money wasn’t an issue. I had more than I could spend in this lifetime. That was one of the benefits of coming from old money. However, I didn’t broadcast that fact, so most people weren’t aware that my investments made me more than most corporate executives pocketed in a year. Except, every man in this room knew me. They probably even knew my net worth, which begged the question… 


“Why me?” I glanced between them. “Why now? Why partner? I can easily head up a division in my current role.”


No one answered, but I could see their brains working overtime. They hadn’t expected me to counter. 


“Well, I think he needs to think about it some,” Zeke stated as he pushed to his feet. “In the meantime, I’ve got shit to do.” 


I couldn’t tell if Zeke was merely being Zeke or if he was pissed at me. We hadn’t talked since the day he gave me permission to date his sister. 


“And if we’re lucky,” Zeke noted as he was walking out of the room, “he’ll sign on. Otherwise, you guys are doomed to hell.” 


With a bellowing laugh, he left without looking back.


Landon and Langston got to their feet. “I second that,” Landon said. “But honestly, Edge, we’d be honored if you’d come on board. I know the company would benefit greatly having you at the helm.”


I was still trying to understand why making me partner would benefit anyone. They’d get the same amount of work out of me either way.


“Can I have some time to think about it?” I asked, looking between the four men. 


“Of course,” Ben said.


I stood, then shook hands with all four of them. I wanted them to know I was appreciative, even if I wasn’t sure what to do with the information. 


“You heading out?” Justin asked when everyone slipped out.


“I am.” I didn’t have anything planned, but if all went well, that would change with one quick text to Jamie. 


“When you’re ready to discuss details, let me know. I’ve got it all outlined, Edge.”


I nodded to Justin. “Give me a few days. I’ve got a lot going on at the club right now. Maybe late next week?” 


“Sounds like a plan.”


With that, I left Justin in his office and pulled out my phone. I shot Jamie a quick text, asking if she wanted to go out again. Turned out, I really enjoyed her company. Being around her settled me, brought me peace when I spent most of my day immersed in chaos.


Jamie: I’m definitely free tonight. What did you have in mind?


Me: It’s a surprise.


Jamie: You said that last time.


Me: You have something against surprises?


Jamie: Not at all.


Me: Good. I’ll pick you up at seven.


Jamie: Should I wear anything particular?


I wanted to tell her to wear nothing at all, but I didn’t. 


Me: Casual is good.


Jamie: See you at seven.


Yes, she would.




Jamie




THIS WHOLE DATING THING WAS DIFFICULT.


Not the actual date part. That was easy. And fun. 


However, the getting ready part … it made me anxious. But here I was, going casual once again to spend my evening with Edge. Part of me had hoped Cav would be tagging along since we’d already done the single date, but I figured the two of them knew what they were doing. 


Or maybe they didn’t, and we were all just winging it. 


Either way, I was pulling on my shoes when the knock sounded on my door. Just like last time, my heart rate sped up and my hands got a little clammy. I briefly wondered if this nervousness would decline the more time I spent with Edge.


Opening the door, I looked up into the handsome face I’d been seeing in my dreams lately.


“Hey,” I greeted with a smile.


“Hey, back.” Edge stepped inside. “You ready?”


“As I’ll ever be,” I admitted truthfully. 


The good news was, after our last date, I knew what to expect. Since we’d gone bowling and for ice cream, I figured Edge was the casual date sort of guy. Thanks to my full-time student status, I had plenty of outfit options at my disposal. Tonight I’d opted for a pair of brown leggings and a cream-colored, oversized cashmere sweater. Based on the way Edge’s gaze slid over me, he approved of my choices.


“So, where to?” I asked, hoping he’d give up the surprise sooner rather than later.


No answer was forthcoming, yet there was a twinkle in his glittering eyes. 


He took my coat from my hand and helped me into it. “Surprise, remember?”


“Yeah, yeah, yeah.”


Knowing he wasn’t going to elaborate, I grabbed my purse and my keys. 


“After you.” I motioned toward the door, following him.


I locked up and allowed Edge to lead me down the sidewalk to the parking lot. I was expecting to see his car, but instead, I noticed…


I had to do a double take.


“A limo?”


He smiled, then motioned for me to get in the door the driver was holding open.


“I figured this would be easier than parking.”


I laughed. “My friends and I generally use Uber, but this works, too.”


“Ah. Uber.” He looked as though he hadn’t considered that. “Well, this’ll give us a little more privacy.”


I ducked into the car while Edge said something to the driver. I couldn’t quite make it out as I scooted to the opposite side. I noticed there were seat belts, but I wasn’t sure if I should put it on. Was that what people usually did? It would be safer that way, right? 


“Relax, sweetness,” Edge said as he joined me.


I laughed. “Easy for you to say. Do you do this often? Cruise around town in a limo?”


“From time to time.” 


“Really?”


“No.”


I laughed. I was catching on to his humor.


The window between the driver and us slowly slid up seconds before the car pulled away from the curb. 


Feeling the weight of silence, I decided to pelt him with another question. “So, what did you need the privacy for?”


He didn’t answer right away, which caused me to look at him. 


“Come here, Jamie.”


I swallowed, the intensity in his gaze sending sparks dancing across my skin.


Not sure what he meant by come here, I scooted toward him.


The next thing I knew, I was on his lap. 


“This is what I need privacy for,” he said as his lips glided over mine. 


I lost my breath along with my train of thought. Settling into him, I slid my arm around his neck, my tongue blindly dancing with his. This wasn’t the chaste, innocent cheek peck he’d offered on our first date. No, this was … lightning in a bottle. Our tongues collided, dueled as Edge’s big, warm hand curled around behind my head, readjusting the angle and delving deeper. 


I moaned into his mouth, tried to move closer, which earned me a sexy groan in response. 


“Wow,” I whispered on a rush of air, my lungs working overtime to fill. “That was…”


Edge’s dark eyebrow rose as though encouraging me to finish my sentence.


I pulled my hands from around his neck, adjusted my sweater, and said, “Nice.”


“Nice?” Edge barked a laugh.


I couldn’t help it, I laughed, too. It was so much more than nice, but he didn’t need to know that.


“I’m thinking an entirely different adjective,” Edge said, his voice deeper, rougher than before. 


“Yeah?” I pretended to stare out the window. “Like what? Pleasant?”


His hand shot up into my hair, palming the back of my head as he urged me closer. I wasn’t about to play coy. I wanted his mouth on mine, so I leaned into him, throwing my arms around his neck and taking that nice, pleasant kiss into another hemisphere altogether.


This time when we broke for air, I couldn’t resist sliding my hand over his smooth cheek. “I have a new fondness for limos.”


“Do you?”


I smiled. “I definitely do.”


He seemed pleased by that, sliding his hand over mine and linking our fingers before pulling my hand from his cheek. He pressed his lips against my palm, then tugged me back against him.


It took the rest of the drive for me to catch my breath.





Twenty minutes later, the limo came to a stop. I already knew where we were and I couldn’t help but smile as I climbed out, accepting Edge’s hand for assistance.


“Did someone tell you this was one of my favorite places? Or are you a mind reader?”


“Just a hunch.”


I peered up at him. “Really?”


“No.” He smirked, and my knees weakened. “It’s open mic night tonight, thought maybe we’d get lucky and hear some decent comedy.”


“In that case…” I gripped his hand as we started toward the door.


“So, you’ve been here before?” he asked as we walked inside.


“I love this place. It’s one of my favorite places in the city. My friends and I come here probably twice a month.” I smiled up at him. “I’ve met the owner.”


Edge glanced down at me. “Have you?” 


“Yes. Gretchen…” I couldn’t remember her last name.


“Not best friends, then?” he teased.


I grinned. “No. But I have met her, I swear.”


“Gretchen Reilley,” Edge provided.


I frowned. “You know her?” 


His knowing smirk said he did. “She’s my sister.”


“Your…” Well, hell. I would’ve never put two and two together, although looking at him now, I could see a family resemblance. They both had the same aquamarine eyes and pointed eyebrows. 


“Why don’t you grab a table while I get us drinks,” he suggested.


I nodded. “Sure.”


I found a small table that was relatively secluded while Edge went up to the bar. I watched him interact with the bartender. Although he seemed more comfortable tonight, there was still a lot of tension in his shoulders. But he was smiling, so I took that as a good sign.


When he joined me, he was carrying two glasses of wine, one red, one white.


“I ordered some finger foods. Hope that’s all right.”


“Sounds perfect.”


He motioned toward the glasses. “Your choice.”


Figuring he was more of a red drinker, I selected the white. He took his seat, moving it around so that we were on the same side, close enough to touch.


“How was your weekend?” he asked.


I sipped my wine. “Not nearly as good as the week’s starting out to be.”


Edge grinned, then leaned over and pressed his lips to mine. The sweet gesture caught me off guard, had my breath stilling in my chest.


“How was your weekend?” I asked, tossing the conversational ball back to him. “Do anything exciting?”


“Actually, yes.”


“Do tell.”


Edge held my gaze for a moment. “I stopped by Cav’s hotel room on Friday night.”


I stilled. “After our date?”


“Yes.”


“And…?”


I watched his Adam’s apple bob. “I kissed him.”


Ever step outside in the heat of the summer when the sun’s been bouncing off the buildings, steaming up the ground, and you can actually see the heat shimmering? I felt like I walked right into it. The hairs on my nape stood on end, the heat so intense I thought I might need to step outside.


“Jamie?”


“I’m sorry.” I cleared my throat, took a long swallow of wine. “You can’t just throw that at a girl and not expect her to … fantasize.”


His blue irises actually darkened. “You fantasized?”


I nodded, took another sip of my wine. 


A guy walked up onto the small stage, set up the microphone and a stool, then disappeared. 


“Have you heard from Cav?” Edge asked.


“I have. We … actually, we had lunch today.” 


Based on the small line that formed on his forehead, Edge didn’t know that. I was surprised he didn’t. From the discussions I’d had with Cav, the two of them were tight. Considering Edge’s revelation, they were really tight. 


“Really?” His hand slid around the stem of his wineglass and he stared down at it.


“Yeah. We grabbed burgers between classes.”


“Hmm.”


“You didn’t know this,” I stated, working the information over in my head. Why wouldn’t Cav just tell him? 


Edge put his arm around my chair. “It’s not necessary for me to know everything you do with Cav.”


I glanced at him, then over to the bar, not sure where to keep my eyes. “Well, it would seem he didn’t tell you about our lunch date and he didn’t mention to me that you’d shared a lip-lock.”


“Does that upset you?”


I shook my head. “No.”


“Do you expect him to?”


I shrugged, let my gaze scan the room so I didn’t have to look him in the eye. “I guess I’m confused because I thought this was going to go a different way.”


“What way was that?”


I let my attention drop to the table. “Based on what you outlined at the club that night—”


Edge gripped my chin, turned my head to face him. “I said a lot of shit that night.”


“You did. And you sounded so … serious.”


His jaw muscle flexed. “I was. I am.” Edge closed his eyes for a moment, breathed deep. When he opened them, they were clearer. “This is new for us, Jamie.”


My eyebrows lifted. “What is? Dating? Or dating the same woman?”


A slight dimple formed when he grinned. “Both.”


“Whatever.” I chuckled. “I’d bet my last dollar you have to fight women off. Both of you.”


“Not true.”


Our eyes held and I could read his sincerity. How was that even possible? 


Not wanting to think about either of them with another woman, I shrugged it off. Smiled. “So, it would seem the three of us are dating each other. You and Cav, me and Cav, me and you.” 


“True.”


I waved my hand, not sure where I was heading with this. “Plus, you both copped to sharing.” 


“We did.”


“It seems to me like we’re stalling, running around in circles.” I peered at him again. “Why? Why are we avoiding the issue?”


“We’re not. We’re feeling our way through it. It’s true. Cav and I have shared submissives before.” His eyes remained locked on mine. “But there’s a significant difference between sharing a submissive at the club and … this.”


My belly fluttered. “How’s it different?”


“For one, you’re not a club submissive.”


True.


“And two, I haven’t been on a date in a really long time. The other night … I had a great time with you, Jamie. I was hoping to spend a little more time with you.”


“A little?” I teased.


“Fine. A lot.”


“So why’d you kiss him then?” Why him and not me was what I really wanted to ask, but I couldn’t. 


“I don’t want to scare you off, Jamie.”


Damn, but the man could make my heart speed up. His eyes were hot, but I could detect a vulnerability in his tone. It was completely unexpected, and I wasn’t sure I knew how to respond. Or if I even could.


His gaze dropped to my lips briefly. “I want to spend as much time with you as I can. With Cav and without him.”


His admission had my insides glowing. “Ditto.”


Edge’s grin formed, this time lighting up his eyes. “But you’re right. This isn’t going the way I’d envisioned, either.”


Shifting so I faced him more fully, I put my hand on his. “And how did you see it going?”


“Well, I didn’t expect it to be quite so … complicated.”


That was a good word for it. While it had sounded so simple when he’d laid it out at the club, this past week had changed things. Spending time with Cav and Edge, separately, had been eye-opening. I wanted more time with them. But to be fair, I didn’t want to choose one over the other. I wanted to spend time with them both. Together and separate.


“It probably wouldn’t be,” I told him, “if we let things happen as they’re meant to be.”


He laughed. “You wouldn’t think that way if you knew some of the thoughts I’ve had about you.”


I leaned in, lowered my voice. “Trust me. You’d probably want to lay me over your knee if you knew the thoughts I’ve had about you and Cav this week.”


A rumble sounded in his chest and his eyes practically glowed with heat. I’d hit my mark with that, and I could tell he hadn’t expected it. 


Good. I wanted to be the one to shake things up a bit. So far, Edge had been the one to make the rules, to outline the plan, to carve out the playing field. I wanted to see where it went without so much interference on our parts. 


“You’re tempting a very hungry man, sweetness,” he mumbled.


I took a sip of my wine, tried to play it off with a coy smile.


Edge cleared his throat, took a swallow of wine, then leaned close to my ear once more. “I think it’s safe to say I’ve wasted far too much time already, and I hope like hell you’ll let me make it up to you.”


When he pulled back, I could only stare. I hadn’t expected that—the man always seemed so guarded—but I appreciated it all the same. “I’d like that.” Then an idea came to me. “So what do you say we make this less complicated?”


“How do you suggest we do that?” 


“If you call Cav, invite him down here, the three of us can spend time together. We’ll figure it out as we go.”


Edge’s eyes widened slightly, and I caught his surprise at my forwardness. I wasn’t sure how he felt about that until he smiled.


The man had a really, really nice smile.




CAV




I HADN’T MADE PLANS FOR THE EVENING, but as I sat in my hotel room, bored out of my mind, I knew I was going to have to do something or go crazy. While I wanted to take Jamie out tonight, I’d been too impatient earlier. Since I’d already seen her once today at lunch, I didn’t want to overdo it. 


And it wasn’t like I didn’t have other things to do to keep me busy.


Considering I’d made some life-altering decisions in the past week, I had a few options. For example, having accepted the job Zeke offered me, I could easily look for a more permanent residence. Part of me wanted to do some Internet searches on real estate, but the other part didn’t find that at all appealing. I had the option of an apartment in the Chatter PR building, but I hadn’t decided whether I wanted to go that route or not. But I needed to do something. I couldn’t stay in this hotel forever. Hell, I didn’t want to stay in this hotel.


Of course, I could hop in my truck and head over to Edge’s. I could use the excuse of wanting to see if it was a place I was willing to live for the foreseeable future. He’d see right through it, but I’d be there at that point and could probably play it off. Or I could go over to Edge’s and do what I wanted to do. See if we could pick up where we left off the other night. Between the incident at Edge’s place and the kiss we’d shared here in my hotel room, I didn’t think he’d be too opposed to the idea. 


It was when I was trying to decide which fast-food joint I was going to hit up that my cell phone rang. I glanced at the screen, noticed it was Edge, and answered immediately.


“What’s up?”


“Hey.” His voice was low and there was noise in the background. “You busy?”


I glanced around the bland room. “Not at the moment.” 


“I’ve got a proposition for you.”


Hmm. I definitely liked the sound of that. “What’s that?”


“I’m out with Jamie right now and we thought maybe you’d want to join us.”


I frowned. “Seriously? You want me to tag along on your date?” 


“Preferably, no,” he said quickly. 


I laughed despite myself. “Well, fuck you, too.”


There was an answering laugh and something relaxed inside me. 


“Since I don’t consider you a third wheel, Cav, it wouldn’t be like that. We want you here with us.”


Before I could respond, there was shuffling, and then Jamie’s sweet voice sounded. “Hey, Cav.”


“Hey, cupcake.” I stared out the window at Chicago’s skyline.


“Are you doing anything exciting tonight?”


Just hearing her voice made me smile. “Define exciting.”


“Oh, you know. Maybe you’re two hours deep in a game of Monopoly and you’re not sure whether to sell all your hotels or not.”


I chuckled. “No Monopoly tonight.”


“Maybe you’re gearing up to play This or That. The naked version, of course.”


“Hmm. That sounds like a good game. You’ll have to give me instructions on how to play.”


“It’s pretty straightforward, actually.”


“Have you played it before?”


“No. But I’m not opposed to exploring new things.” 


Jamie’s sexy laugh made my dick hard. 


“Better yet, maybe I’ll teach you how to play. You and Edge.”


“I won’t turn you down,” I told her. “But seriously. Aren’t you on a date?”


She sighed heavily. “So, here’s the thing. I think we’re ready to graduate to the next phase of our … uh … situation.”


“The next phase, huh? What would that be?”


“The three of us hanging out. Together.”


“So, you’re not interested in the one-on-one dates anymore?”


There was a smile in her voice when she said, “I didn’t say that at all. I happen to enjoy spending time with each of you. But I think we’re trying to fit this into a traditional box and we’re all adult enough to admit that’s not going to work.”


I laughed, couldn’t help it. That was one thing I highly admired about this woman. She didn’t beat around the bush. “Agreed.”


“Good. So, please come down here. We’ll have a couple of drinks, watch some people pretend to be comedians, then maybe we can … play naked This or That afterward.”


Not willing to think on that too hard, I said, “May I speak to Edge one more time?”


“Of course.”


Edge’s deep voice sounded.


“Are you sure about this?” I asked, my thoughts drifting back to what happened the other night, when I’d had to refrain from fucking Jamie in the passenger seat of my damn truck. 


“Very.”


“So you’re up for naked This or That?”


Edge chuckled. “I could be, sure.”


I never knew which direction that man was headed. But who was I to argue? “All right. Shoot me the address and I’ll be there in twenty.”


“Uber over here, will you? That way we’ll only have one car.”


“All right.”


The call disconnected and I headed for the shower. It took ten minutes to get myself presentable. The Uber arrived in the time it took me to get from my room down to the front desk. And ten minutes after that, I was walking into the bookstore/bar, a place that surprisingly reminded me of the two people I was coming to meet. It wouldn’t have been my first choice for date night, but I could see how it would appeal to the two of them. And considering Edge’s sister owned the place, it was probably familiarity that had him selecting it. Gregory Edge was the type of guy who liked to play it safe whenever he could.


I, on the other hand, was not.


I found Edge and Jamie sitting in a corner, watching a hefty, middle-aged man on a small, makeshift stage ramble into a microphone. I took a seat on the opposite side of Jamie, all three of us facing the stage, and kept my mouth shut while the guy made people laugh with his self-deprecating humor. He wasn’t half bad, but I was grateful when he finally concluded his act.


After the clapping ceased, Jamie turned toward me. “Welcome to our first date.” 


“We’ve already been on our first date,” I corrected, grinning.


“The three of us haven’t.”


“True.”


Her dark eyes flashed with heat. “I suspect this one’s going to be even better than the ones leading up to it.”


That would be something considering our dates had been pretty damn memorable. I certainly didn’t have any complaints. Then again, if there was naked This or That—or naked anything, for that matter—yeah, probably. But I did want to know what direction Jamie’s thoughts were going, so I said, “How do you figure?”


Her smile was like sunshine. “Because the three of us are here. Together.”


Well, when she put it that way…


I caught Edge’s gaze. The memories of the other night flashed in my mind. The way he’d walked into my hotel room and kissed me like the world was ending. Although our interaction had ended after that, I figured it was safe to say, neither of us would’ve been disappointed if it hadn’t. 


I wasn’t sure why he was holding back, but it was obvious he was. From Jamie and from me. Perhaps he was giving us time to let it all sink in. I could’ve told him we didn’t need it. The longer he held out, the harder he was making this. 


“Do you want to stay here?” Jamie asked, her gaze bouncing back and forth between us. “Have another glass of wine and watch some more of what they’re laying down?”


“Or…?” I prompted, glancing at Edge, then back to her.


She shrugged.


Edge was the one who spoke up. “Or we could go back to my place, share a pizza, watch a movie, and … see where the night takes us.”


“Yes,” Jamie said immediately, smiling at me. “What he said.”


I leaned toward her, kept my voice low enough no one else could hear. “You know that you’ve changed the program by inviting me here, right?”


She nodded. 


Edge leaned in. “Which means slow is no longer on the menu.”


We were clearly on the same page there. 


I heard the rasp of Jamie’s sharp inhale. “Yes, I know.”


“As long as you’re aware of that,” I told her, “then I’m game for whatever the two of you want.”


When I looked up at Edge, I knew what he expected would happen tonight. The question was… Did Jamie fully understand what she was getting herself into?




NINE

EDGE




THIS NIGHT WAS NOT GOING THE WAY I’d intended.


Your end goal wasn’t to get Jamie and Cav alone so you could punish them for tempting you?


Fine. Whatever.


That might’ve been something I’d contemplated a time or two, but not tonight.


Then again, I wasn’t sure I really had a solid plan when I texted Jamie. Drinks, conversation. That had been on the menu, yeah. I simply wanted to see her, didn’t matter when or where. 


What I hadn’t expected was to be taking her back to my place. Having Cav along for the ride was a bonus, but not on the initial blueprint, either.


What the fuck was I thinking? 


“A limo,” Cav said with a smirk. “Goin’ all out, are ya?”


I was tempted to flip him off, but I refrained. 


Once the two of them were settled inside, I gave Ed the instructions to take a scenic route back to my apartment, then climbed in behind them. 


The walls of the limo suddenly closed in around me, suffocating me with a constant reminder that I was moving this in a direction I wasn’t sure I was ready for.


Stop thinking too hard. Just get them naked already.


I didn’t trust myself in an intimate setting with Jamie, so this was risky. She tested my limits and I didn’t know how she managed. There was too much tension if you asked me. Between me and her, her and Cav, me and Cav. It was there, a sizzling undercurrent that none of us could completely ignore. There was only one way I saw it ending and I was in no hurry to move things along. Not that I didn’t want to get her naked and bury myself inside the tight sheath of her body. Oh, I definitely wanted that. More than air. 


So what’s the problem?


As far as I was concerned, there were three:

1. Jamie was a virgin.

2. Jamie was twelve years younger than me.


3. Jamie was not a submissive.


If we pursued this, where was it going to lead? 


Maybe you could come up with a list of negatives for Cav while you’re at it. Fuck it all up in six bullet points instead of three.

1. Cav was a Dom.

2. Cav was my best friend.


3. Cav was not disposable.


But Jamie is? 


No. And that was another problem, damn it.


I didn’t have enough fingers and toes to count the number of submissives I’d been with only once and then moved on, whether by my choice or theirs. When in the club, there was a certain expectation. Or lack of, perhaps. Unless you were coupled up, one-night stands were common practice. After a night of play, you would continue to see that person week after week, month after month, sometimes with little to no interaction. 


Point three. She’s not a submissive, remember? No worries there.


I sighed. 


If I could treat this as a one-nighter, we’d all be happy. 


Would you?


On the other hand, I didn’t have that sort of relationship with Cav and I certainly didn’t want that with Jamie. 


No, you want more. You want it all.


No. Not necessarily.


Liar.


Okay, yes. Fine. I could admit I’d been thinking about Jamie since our date, going over the events in my head, and trying to point out the negative. Except, there was nothing I could come up with aside from my main three points. 


Truth was, I wanted to get to know her and vice versa, to see if there was something there, because fuck it all, I was tired of one-nighters. I wanted more, and for the first time in a damn long time, I’d met a woman who intrigued me. 


“Edge?” 


I jerked my attention to Jamie, who was sitting beside me, Cav across from us. “Sorry. Just a little distracted.”


A little? It’s been ten minutes since you said anything.


Jamie nodded, her eyes lit with understanding, which kept me from having to explain. 


“We could always grab a pizza at a restaurant, hang out at a bar for a bit,” she suggested. “Or even call it a night if you’d like.”


I instantly shook my head. “That’s the last thing I want.”


“Are you worried we’re moving too fast?” 


How was it this woman seemed to know what I was thinking? Considering her age, I was expecting a sense of immaturity. I remembered what it was like to be twenty-four. Still in college, running amok, drinking heavily, sleeping with every hot piece of ass—guy, girl, didn’t matter—who glanced my way. Based on the little bit that I’d gathered thus far, that wasn’t the case with her. 


Teach you to assume.


I glanced over at Cav to see if I could read his take on this. I could tell he was still confused as to how my impromptu second date with Jamie turned into a threesome. I honestly hadn’t meant to share with Jamie the fact that I’d kissed Cav, but it had felt necessary. After all, she’d been straightforward regarding the time she’d spent with Cav. In a situation such as this, secrets would only cause problems. 


I glanced back at Jamie, then to Cav once more.


Just accept it already. This ménage à trois is the direction you’re headed. The only difference is the route you were taking to get there.


“How about we take a step back?” Jamie prompted. “I’ve still got a million questions I want to ask the two of you, so maybe we could start there.”


“Back to wanting to drill into our psyche, are you?” Cav joked, but there was a hint of regret in his tone. 


Jamie smiled. “Always. It’s in my nature.”


“What’s on your mind?” I prompted, figuring her psychoanalysis was better than the stupid voice in my head.


“You mentioned a training class,” she started, peering over at me. “I was wondering about it. What exactly happens during this training? Do you take random people off the street and teach them to be polite, obedient submissives?”


The smile she shot my way told me she didn’t actually believe that.


“You can’t train someone to be submissive,” Cav said. “But wouldn’t it be convenient if you could?”


I laughed, shook my head in disbelief.


Jamie grinned. “Okay, so who signs up for this? Submissives who need guidance?”


“Submissives who want to be members of my club,” I clarified. “Or those I’ve seen who have lost sight of the objective.”


I could see her curiosity pique. 


“That makes sense,” she said, her eyes dropping to the seat as though she needed a moment to realign the notes in her head. Her head lifted and her eyes brightened as she shifted to face me more fully. “You mentioned me taking it as one of your rules.”


“I did.” 


“Why? If I’m not submissive, how would it benefit me?”


“You don’t think you’re submissive?” Cav asked.


Jamie seemed to consider this. “I mean, I enjoy the concept. When I’m reading about it, there’s a certain stimulation, perhaps a connection I have with the submissive.”


“But you’ve never witnessed the interactions between a Dominant and a submissive?” I asked.


“Well, I’ve seen the movie.”


I frowned, looked over at Cav, who simply shrugged. “The movie?”


“Fifty Shades of Grey. Have you seen it?” She appeared genuinely curious.


“No. And to be fair, I don’t think that movie was meant to be a guideline to Domination and submission.”


“But it seems legit.” Jamie frowned, glanced at Cav. 


“I haven’t seen it either, cupcake. Sorry.”


“Oh.” That was definitely disappointment. “Anyway. It’s about a businessman who set his sights on this young woman. He’s a Dominant and his goal is to make her his submissive. In the movie, he tells her all the things he expects from her. Obedience and all that. When she asks what she gets out of it, he tells her that she gets him.” She smiled. “It was kinda hot, actually.”


I frowned. “Is that what you think submission is? You obey your Master and in return you get whatever he wants to give you?”


“Isn’t it?”


“Absolutely not.” I couldn’t help it, I was pissed at the thought, and I knew it was reflected in my body language.


“Then what do I— I mean, what does a submissive get out of it?”


“Drop the pretense, sweetness,” I snapped. “If you want to write a paper, we’ll do this in a classroom. If you want the experience, we’ll nix the scenarios and show you.”


There he is. The Dom she needs. You can see it on her face, can’t you?


I could see it in her eyes, yes. This woman had a strong submissive side. Even if she didn’t realize it yet.


“Okay,” she said hesitantly. “Let’s suppose I’m submissive.”


I nodded, urging her to continue.


“And you are”—she motioned between the two of us—“my Doms. What do I get out of this? Aside from the opportunity to spend more time with you?”


Cav jumped in, his tone reflecting the same frustration I felt. “What do you want to get out of it, cupcake? If you’re doin’ it solely to get the attention of a man you’re interested in, why would you put yourself through it?”


“I don’t know.”


“Do you think Brax and Case are with your brother because they want his attention?” I asked.


“Yes,” she insisted. “I do. Case needs what Zeke can offer.”


“And what’s that?” I needed to know if she could see the bigger picture, the deeper meaning behind it all.


“He needs Zeke to … beat on him.”


“He’s a masochist,” I explained. “He craves the pain.”


“So, if he submits,” she said, her forehead creasing, “he gets Zeke.”


“No,” I countered. “He gets what Zeke can give him to fulfill his need for pain. In turn, he gives Zeke what Zeke needs.”


“As a submissive, he’ll need that, too,” Cav added. “The pleasure … the fulfillment of giving Zeke what he needs.”


“So it’s a give-and-take?” She seemed to ponder this.


“Absolutely,” Cav inserted. “How could we ask a submissive to give themself over to us if they’re not gonna get somethin’ out of it?”


“Do you think Luci submits because she wants Landon’s and Langston’s attention?” I tossed out. “She gets that at work already. If she submits simply because she wants their attention, what does that fulfill for her?”


“I don’t know. If it were me, I’d get tired of it,” Jamie declared. “Tired of doing everything for them.”


“Are you confusing being a submissive with being an employee?”


Her dark eyes held the answer. She was.


“Being submissive doesn’t mean you ever pick up a dishrag,” I explained. “Or a vacuum. Cleaning the house, doing the dishes, making the bed … those aren’t forms of submission. Those are chores.”


“In some of the books I’ve read, a Dom will order a submissive to do those things.”


“And you think the submissive derives pleasure from the actual act of cleaning the house?”


“No?” She stared at me and I could tell she was thinking it through.


I waited for it to click.


“She derives pleasure from pleasing her Dom,” she mused. “From following his instructions, regardless of what those instructions are, she would get that. To know he was pleased by her actions…” Jamie smiled. “That would be where the pleasure comes from.”


Bingo. She’s a fast learner.


“She wants to give up control to her Dominant,” Cav explained. “She craves his command because it gives her the structure she needs, plus the opportunity to please him.”


“I didn’t think of it that way.” Her eyes shifted back to mine. “So, this is what you learn in the training class?”


I shook my head. “It’s more about safety, reading a Dominant’s intentions, being able to assess the situation, and making sure you’re in it for the right reasons.”


“I won’t learn how to please my Dominant?” she questioned.


“Not by vacuuming the floor, no,” Cav said with a chuckle.


“You will learn how to please him,” I acknowledged. “In a sense. And you’ll learn about the various equipment, the positions, the logistics of it all. But most importantly, you learn how a Dom can fulfill your needs and the difference between submission and abuse. A submissive ultimately holds all the power because without your need to submit, what does a Dominant have?”


“A rag doll,” she said simply, her eyes locked with mine. 


“Exactly. That’s not what I’m looking for.” I glanced at Cav. “You?”


“Nope. Prefer my submissives to be a little more interactive.”


“I need to walk in a submissive’s shoes,” she finally said after a few moments of silence. “To see what it feels like. I mean, I understand what you’re saying. It makes sense in my head, but I can’t quite grasp how a submissive would know they hold all the power.”


Cav sighed. I glanced over to see him rolling his eyes.


She was making this too difficult. Too clinical.


“You’re looking at this the wrong way,” Cav said, exasperation in his tone. 


“How so? It makes more sense now.”


“No, it doesn’t,” I argued.


“But it’ll make perfect sense once I can go through the motions.”


I locked eyes with Jamie. “If the underlying need to submit, to please your Dominant is not going to get you anything in return, then it’s a waste of your time and mine.” 


“What if we gave her a brief introduction?” Cav suggested.


Not a bad idea.


“That’s a great idea,” Jamie said gleefully.


“I’m not convinced she’s in it for the right reasons,” I told Cav.


“Maybe not,” he agreed.


I turned my attention back to Jamie. “Care to plead your case?”


“How do I do that?”


“It’s not my place to give you direction in everything, sweetness,” I said through clenched teeth. 


Frustration had me looking out the window. 


Somewhere in the past ten minutes or so, this had gone in an entirely different direction than we’d been headed. I’d already given in to the idea of taking her back to my place. Pizza, a movie, perhaps something more intimate. I hadn’t, however, given in to the idea of exploring Jamie’s submissive side. 


I really didn’t think she was in it for the right reasons. She was spending too much time dissecting it, trying to break it down into little pieces so she could pick out the parts that made sense to her. 


The limo came to a stop outside my building. I cast a quick look at Cav. He was clearly waiting for me to say something, do something. 


“Edge?” 


I turned to Jamie, cocked an eyebrow.


“I understand why you think I’m not grasping the concept,” she said softly. “But I really don’t want it to end here. I’ve enjoyed my time with both of you and I want that to continue. But that’s above and beyond the D/s stuff.”


“But it’s not,” I said with a grimace. “This is who I am, Jamie. I don’t walk around thinking about how I’m going to turn the next woman I encounter into a submissive.”


“I know,” she said quickly. “I’m not implying that, either.” Her dark eyes bounced between me and Cav once more. “I’m sorry. I don’t seem to be communicating this well.”


That was something we could both agree on. 


“But I’d like the experience,” she pleaded. “And not just for my paper.”


I stared at Cav. He was watching the two of us and I could see he sympathized with both. He’d spent more time with Jamie this week. Perhaps he was seeing this from a different perspective. 


When he gave a slight nod, I took that to mean he had something to discuss on this subject. Figuring it wouldn’t do any good to hash it out in front of Jamie, I sighed. 


“Let’s go upstairs. We’ll … talk some more.”


Jamie didn’t respond, but I hadn’t expected her to. The sexual tension I’d felt when we left the bar had dissipated completely. I suddenly felt tired and in desperate need of a real drink. Something a hell of a lot stronger than wine.


“Come on,” I told them as I reached for the door handle.


After dismissing the driver for the evening, I led the way into the building. The ride in the elevator was quiet and I could feel the rigidity in Jamie as she stood between us. I could’ve settled her nerves by promising to go easy on her, but that would defeat the purpose. If she wanted the full experience, I couldn’t treat her with kid gloves.


I got Jamie settled in the living room with a glass of wine, then asked Cav to join me in my office. Once inside, I closed the door, then motioned for him to take a seat.


“Havin’ second thoughts?” he asked, the look on his face one of concern.


“I don’t think she’s in it for the right reasons.”


“I do,” Cav insisted. “I think she’s using this paper as an excuse.”


“I know,” I agreed. “A reason to explore.”


He shook his head. “No. As an excuse to explore. She wants to, but she’s not sure she should.”


I hadn’t considered that. I’d automatically assumed she was interested because of her schoolwork. Not the possibility that she wanted to venture down this road, and this was an opportunity for her to do so.


“Give this a chance,” Cav said softly. “Stop tryin’ to map it out. Just sit back, see where it goes.”


Easier said than done. “Fine. Say I let it play out. Do I hold back or not? If I don’t, I’ll push her too far.”


Cav frowned. “How do you figure?”


I stared at him for a second, wondering if he’d catch on. There was only one point that needed to be addressed tonight. 


When he didn’t come to the same conclusion, I helped him along. “She’s a virgin, Cav.”


His eyes narrowed. “So? Are you opposed to takin’ her virginity?” 


“No.” And that was the problem. I wanted her virginity.


“She’d never been kissed before I kissed her.” He glanced at the door, then back to me. “Didn’t seem to cause her any problems at all.”


I didn’t say anything, not sure what to say.


What? No more excuses?


Cav sighed. “Why don’t we just let it happen? Enjoy the evening. Answer her questions, Edge. I know you’re tryin’ to map it out, but it won’t work.”


He’s right. You can’t. Not this time.


“Okay.”


His shock was evident. “Really?”


I smiled. “Really.”


His face softened, his smirk appearing. “Okay, then. Let’s see where it goes.”


Cav got to his feet but before he could reach the door, I stopped him, spun him around, and got right up in his face. “Don’t think I’m through with you yet, either. Tonight may be about her, but I’ve got plans for you, too.”


“I’m ready whenever you are,” he whispered, his eyes locked with mine.


I fully intended to move back, but I couldn’t help myself. I leaned in, gripped his jaw in my hand, then crushed my mouth to his. I think it shocked me as much as him, but it didn’t stop either of us. I swallowed Cav’s surprise, met his tongue with my own, and let the kiss ignite.


When we came up for air, neither of us said anything. Words weren’t necessary. One way or the other, this would play out. How was yet to be seen.




Jamie




MY NERVES WERE CLANGING SO LOUDLY, I WAS surprised Edge and Cav couldn’t hear them from the other room. While I wasn’t sure what was going on behind that closed door, I was a little grateful for the few minutes I had to calm myself down. 


While I tried to relax, I took in the space. The apartment was nice. Open, airy, a lot of high-end finishes. The furniture wasn’t pretentious. Soft, buttery leather covered the sofa and the armchair that sat at an angle beside it. A large entertainment wall was decked out with wood and glass to go along with the giant television mounted to the wall.


My mind wandered back to the reason I was there. It wasn’t that I was afraid of what was going to happen tonight. I was actually looking forward to it. I just hadn’t given much thought to where this might lead. After tonight.


I knew that sex was a huge part of BDSM, and I was questioning whether or not I was ready. My body said yes without question. My mind, on the other hand, wasn’t quite sure. Since I’d never allowed my hormones to be in charge of my decisions, this was a first for me. 


Of course, my heart had a say in the matter, as well, but I was doing my best to ignore it. The one thing I’d learned from my brother where BDSM was concerned … the heart must remain guarded at all times. I fully intended to keep that vital organ shielded as much as possible.


Then again, I could’ve been getting ahead of myself. Who said anything would happen? Who even said sex would be involved? I mean, I’d read plenty of scenes that didn’t involve penetration of any kind. Perhaps that was what they were planning. After all, there were a lot of logistics involved in BDSM. Contracts, safe words, rules, etc. Maybe that was what we would delve into.


“God, I hope not,” I muttered to myself.


If I was being completely honest, I wasn’t interested in the technicalities. That wouldn’t have been the case a week ago. Then again, a week ago I hadn’t gone out with them, hadn’t spent time with my lips melded to theirs. My thoughts instantly shifted to the night in Cav’s truck, the way he had teased my breast with his hot mouth… That was what I wanted. I wanted to be reckless, to let this out-of-control feeling free. I wanted the experience. And not merely the BDSM aspect, although I definitely wanted to explore that avenue.


The door opened and Edge appeared, successfully pulling me from my wandering thoughts. He shoved his hand through his hair, then rasped it down over his face as he approached. 


“Is something wrong?” I felt as though I’d asked that too many times tonight.


“No, sweetness. Not at all.”


Just like the other times he’d referred to me that way, my body warmed from the inside out.


“What movie would you like to watch?”


I stared at him as though he’d grown two heads. 


I didn’t know exactly what I’d expected him to say, but it certainly wasn’t that. Part of me had thought they were in that room setting up a scene. Getting their equipment ready.


“Movie?” Edge smirked. “I’ve ordered the pizza. It’ll be here shortly.”


Pizza and a movie. 


So he’d been serious? That was okay.


He nodded toward my glass. “Would you like more wine?”


“Sure.” 


I watched as he reached for my glass, then wandered back toward the kitchen. 


“What movie did you decide on?” Cav prompted when he walked into the room.


I stared at him, not sure what to say to that. It was a simple question. One any idiot should’ve been able to answer, but I seemed to be at a loss for words.


“What’s wrong, cupcake?”


“I … uh…”


Edge reappeared, passing over my glass before picking up a remote and clicking a few buttons.


“Apple TV,” he explained. “Any movie you can think of.”


He passed over the remote, then disappeared while Cav took a seat beside me. A moment later, Edge was back, this time passing a glass over to Cav before joining us on the sofa.


“Relax, sweetness,” he whispered. “No expectations tonight.”


I forced a smile. “Yes. No expectations.”


In an effort to relax, I took the remote from Edge and began flipping through options for movies. 


“Action? Comedy?” I asked.


“Why don’t we check out this Fifty Shades of Grey you mentioned?”


My head jerked toward Edge. “Seriously?”


He nodded, took a long swallow from his drink. I watched his throat work, felt the heat extending into my limbs. 


“All right. You asked for it,” I teased.


A few minutes later, the three of us had settled in. I had downed my wine, then declined another when Edge offered. Twenty minutes in, Edge received a phone call. He disappeared with the explanation that he had to get the pizza. I allowed myself to get distracted by the movie, trying my best not to think about the two hot men I was currently alone with.


When Edge returned, he took on the role of polite host, dishing out pizza before joining us. Before I knew it, the movie was concluding.


“That’s it?” Cav asked. “They’ve left a lot of things up in the air.”


“Oh, no,” I assured him. “There are more movies.”


“Really?” Edge didn’t sound all that impressed. He glanced past me to Cav. “If that’s been your education so far, I’ve got a few things to teach you.”


Heat spiraled through me as I recognized the intent in his gaze. It was similar to the night at the club, when he had laid it all on the line as to how this would go between us. 


“Will you teach me?” My breath hitched in my chest. “Tonight?”


Edge seemed to consider that for a moment, then got to his feet, held out his hand. I took it. When I stood, we were close enough I was forced to look up into his face. When his fingers pressed under my chin, I let the warmth of his skin ease my tension.


“You want to know what it’s like for a submissive in my training class?”


I nodded. 


“At this point, they would’ve signed contracts, determined their safe word, completed their limits list, amongst other things.” He nodded toward the television. “Since they’ve got that part covered, we’ll skip it tonight.”


“Okay.” 


“But you will be completing those should you officially join the class.” He smiled.


I couldn’t help but smile in return. 


He leaned in, pressed his lips to the corner of my mouth. “Tonight, we’ll let you set the pace.”


Probably not a smart idea to tell him I was ready to do this at a run. 


“One step at a time,” he continued, his lips grazing the other corner of my mouth. 


“Do I need a safe word?” I asked on a breathless moan as his hands curled over my hips.


His tongue slid over my lips and I sighed. 


“This isn’t a scene. You won’t need one.” 


Need one what? I was lost in the warmth of his body, my brain scrambled from the heat racing in my veins.


He pulled back, stared into my eyes. “Sweetness?”


“I’m sorry. I just… You distract me, Professor.” A rush of heat blossomed inside me. 


His eyes flashed with heat at the same time my eyes widened in horror. I couldn’t believe I said that. I couldn’t believe I’d allowed that fantasy to intrude.


“Professor?”


“Yes.” I was breathing hard, my chest rising and falling, a storm brewing within. The heat was almost unbearable, the lust he stirred inside me. Until them, I’d never felt that way before and I prayed it didn’t end. “It’s a fantasy I’ve had. About you and Cav.”


The warmth of Edge’s body disappeared as he took a step back. “Give me a minute.” 


Edge backed away, then walked toward the kitchen. I glanced down at Cav, dividing my attention between them both, not sure what was happening. They shared a look, followed by a nod from Edge, and I knew they had something planned for me.


The thought had my insides quaking, my knees going weak.


Cav held out his hand. “Come here, cupcake.”


I placed my hand in his, allowed him to turn me to face him. “Kneel, please.”


Oh, God. I’d read about these instances and admittedly, the thought of kneeling always got my blood pumping. It took me a second because I was trembling, but I managed to situate myself on my knees before him.


“Are you sure this is what you want?”


“Absolutely.” I smiled, wanting to see the same heat I’d seen in Edge’s eyes. “I’m sure, Professor.”


An expletive rolled off his tongue as he pulled my mouth to his, crushing our lips together. I could feel how he felt, the energy that coursed through him. Having me call him that definitely did something to him. And me as well. 


“That’s the only rule tonight. That’s how you’ll refer to us. At all times.”


“Yes, Professor.”


His eyes warmed another degree and it made me feel powerful to know that I was capable of doing that to him. I made a mental note of that for my notebook. 


“If at any point you feel uncomfortable, I expect you to speak up. Understand?” 


“Yes, Professor.” 


“I know you’ve got very little experience in this realm, so we’ll go slow.”


“I don’t need slow.” 


He swallowed hard, then nodded his head. “Be careful what you wish for, cupcake.”


I’d been wishing for this all along, so it wasn’t exactly new. I wanted these men, and to be fair, I was tired of going slow.


He leaned back, his heated gaze raking over me. “Let’s have some fun, shall we?”


Yes. Let’s.


“When you’re ready, I want you to stand in the middle of the room, hands clasped behind your back.”


With Cav’s assistance, I got to my feet, wandered toward the middle of the room. As I stood there, both men came to stand in front of me.


“We’ll start by providing you some basic knowledge of the BDSM realm, sweetness,” Edge stated, his tone clipped with that hard edge I was familiar with.


“I’m not sure I understand, Professor,” I told him truthfully.


“As you might’ve read”—he glanced at the television—“or seen, and I use those terms lightly because experience into this lifestyle cannot safely be learned through fiction—”


I couldn’t help but smile. He did have a point.


“—but, as you might’ve read, there are many different variations of Domination and submission, all of which are tailored to meet the needs of those involved. You have sexual Dominants, those who merely dominate in the bedroom, the same with sexual submissives, who simply like to be dominated during sex. There are Lifestyle Dominants and submissives who establish high protocol and incorporate their roles into their daily lives. Within the lifestyle, you have Master/slave, Sadist/masochist, Daddy/babygirl, Primal/prey, and so on and so forth. Some Dominants prefer multiple submissives, and vice versa. As I said, it’s tailored to the individuals involved.”


While I’d read about a few of those, there were several I hadn’t heard of yet. Although I wished I had a chance to jot this down, I didn’t care all that much. I just wanted him to keep talking. And to touch me. That was the most important.


“My training class is geared toward submissives looking to interact appropriately in my club. So that’s the area we’ll explore.”


Exploring was good. Really good. 


“As far as I’m concerned, this is for educational purposes only.” He paused, studied me. “After all, that’s why you’re here, isn’t it?”


I swallowed hard. It was all I could do.




CAV




JAMIE’S ANSWER WAS GOING TO BE PIVOTAL in the direction this evening took. Hell, it would lay the path for everything going forward.


I was pissed at Edge for being so callous with his response, but at the same time, I understood it. Jamie was using us in a sense. Perhaps things had taken a different path than we’d all set out on, but that didn’t mean her end goal had changed. If she was only interested in the psychological perspective, and not exploring how this would work between the three of us, I didn’t see it going anywhere.


Perhaps that was my fault for getting my hopes up. Sure, we’d come into this via the club, but we’d taken it to another level outside of it. I wanted more of that. This—the set-up, the instruction—it was merely a game. One she wanted to play as a way to explore.


I was content just to be here. I didn’t need all the hype.


“This is a bit more than education, Professor. At least for me.” 


“Let’s get the education out of the way,” he said gruffly. 


Jamie’s big brown eyes widened but there wasn’t any fear there. Curiosity, I’d say. She wanted to see this through, but her intellect didn’t allow her to answer a question without knowing all the facts.


“How do you plan to do that, Professor?” 


I mentally shook my head. The man baffled me. Why he had to have a map and a plan, I wasn’t sure. He’d always been like that. Needing structure, an agenda. He didn’t seem to know how to just go with the flow.


Edge shrugged.


I was surprised. The man wasn’t known to evade. Maybe we were making progress.


“Professor?” 


Edge cleared his throat. “We’ll take it slow.”


Jamie’s eyes cut to me and I nodded, wanting her to know I was willing. The only thing we had here was an experience. One that none of us would’ve had without each other. As long as we proceeded without expectation, then we should be fine.


“Then I’d like to proceed,” she stated.


“Good.” Edge wasted no time as he moved to stand behind Jamie. He pressed in close, his chest to her back. I was envious of them both in that moment. 


“Tonight, we’ll start by learning positions,” Edge told her. “And in order to do that, we’re going to have to remove some clothing.” Edge reached for the hem of Jamie’s sweater, slowly lifted it. “What’s your color, pet?”


“My color?”


I grinned. Edge hadn’t thought this all the way through. That had to be a first.


“The stoplight system,” he clarified. “It’s how we gauge a submissive’s comfort level. Green means you’re good, yellow means you need a break, but you don’t want to stop, and red means stop. Everything comes to a halt if you use it.”


“Green,” Jamie whispered. 


“Green, what?”


“Professor,” she added on a sigh. “Green, Professor.”


Edge proceeded in removing her sweater, leaving her clad in a silky white tank top underneath. I was rooted to the spot when Edge placed his hands on her hips and slipped his thumbs into the waistband of her leggings, slowly inching them down over her hips. 


“Color, pet?” he asked.


“Green, Professor.”


I knew he was taking his time, ensuring Jamie was on board with where this was headed, but he was killing me slowly. Watching the two of them was torture.


Never had polka dots looked so fucking sexy. Jamie’s panties—virgin white with big navy-blue dots—were going to be something I thought about for weeks on end. 


“Cav, why don’t you demonstrate a few positions you prefer.”


I hadn’t expected Edge to defer to me, but I certainly didn’t mind.


Although I wasn’t sure I liked how this was progressing, I figured what the hell. Edge was being hardheaded here, but Jamie was going along with it, so what else was I supposed to do?


“When it comes to positions,” I told her as I walked around her, taking the opportunity to slide my finger along her arm, up to her shoulder, “the objective is for the submissive to be as pleasing to her Master as possible. While there are probably hundreds of positions listed somewhere, there are only a few I prefer. The one that’s most important is kneel.”


Jamie peered over at me as though waiting for my instruction. It was an innately submissive reaction, but I wondered if she even realized she did it.


“Please,” I said, motioning toward the floor. “Kneel.”


“Yes, Professor.” Without waiting, Jamie lowered herself to her knees. 


“If you go to the club, you’ll meet some submissives who truly enjoy kneeling for their Master,” Edge explained. “I’ve heard them say it makes them feel safe to kneel at their Dom’s feet.”


“Some Doms prefer it as well,” I explained. “It allows them to feel close to their submissive, more protective.” I reached for Jamie’s right hand and gently moved it around behind her. “Bring your other arm back.” I waited until she did. “Rest your ass on your legs, keep your arms behind your back, chest up, eyes down.”


When she was in position, I couldn’t help but admire her. The woman was trim and toned, all long arms and legs. She was stunning in every way and I could’ve spent the rest of the evening simply watching her. 


“Another common one is sit,” I said, already eager to move past this part. “It’s self-explanatory.”


She eased down onto her butt.


“Now, crisscross your legs and place your hands on your knees. Back should be straight, chest out, eyes down. Like I said, pleasing to your Dominant.”


I glanced over at Edge. He was watching both of us closely. 


Her eyes shifted to me. “May I ask a question, Professor?”


“Of course, cupcake.”


“What is protocol at the club?”


“Up to your Dom.”


“And in the training class?”


“When you’re with one of your Masters,” Edge told her, “you’ll be required to kneel unless otherwise stated.”


Her gaze lingered on his face. “I’ll have more than one?”


“Yes,” he said simply, as though it didn’t matter.


She swallowed hard, but I could see the determination in her stubborn chin. “Thank you for clarifying, Professor.”


“The next one I have is a bit more intimate. Give me your hand.” When she did, I helped her to her feet. “That means, if you’re wearin’ clothing prior to the instruction, you’d remove them. For the purpose of this, though, you can keep your clothes on.”


“To be clear,” Edge noted, “during training at the club, the submissive performs the task exactly as it will be expected by his or her Dominant. There’s no grace period for ramping up.”


“Are submissives naked during the training class, Professor?”


“Yes, at times they are. It’s completely interactive.”


I stared at him, confused as to why he threw that out there. We were giving her a taste, not laying it all on the line. This was a razor-sharp edge he was balancing on.


“The choice is up to you, sweetness,” Edge said, keeping his eyes trained on Jamie. “Just know, if you do join the class, you won’t be given special privileges. You’ll be naked, just like the others.”


Jamie held Edge’s gaze momentarily, then looked over at me. “If it’s all right with you, I’d like to proceed as I would in the class. Without any special consideration.”


Fucking hell.


I nodded. “All right, then.” I stepped back a couple of feet. “The next position is Inspect. You’ll be naked for this one.”


Granted, I wasn’t sure I was going to survive it, but hey, I’d die a happy fucking man.




TEN

EDGE




I HONESTLY HADN’T INTENDED FOR MY COMMENT to redirect Jamie’s intentions in anyway. However, I had to say I was rather pleased with her decision to perform her submissive duties completely. It said a lot about her desire to please. And though I didn’t think she was doing this for the right reasons, I got the impression she was the all-in type, wanting the full experience when she committed to something.


I doubted she realized this was as much of a test of our willpower as it was hers. Seeing her in the corset at the club had been difficult. Seeing her in her panties and tank top in my living room had been trying. Seeing her naked … yeah, that was going to be painful. 


But I would endure, and I knew Cav would as well. A man could not call himself a Dominant if he didn’t have complete self-control. Didn’t mean it couldn’t waver, a Dom simply couldn’t succumb to the temptation without careful consideration.


Neither of us said anything as Jamie slowly removed her tank top first, followed by the white polka-dotted bra that matched her panties. Although she was doing rather well to hide her modesty, I could sense it. Her need to push forward and do things that weren’t necessarily within her comfort zone was a trait I admired about her, one I admired in all submissives.


“As you might’ve determined by the name of the position, there is a reason for it.”


I observed as Cav positioned her into the Inspect pose. Standing tall, feet flat, legs wide, hands behind her neck, elbows pointed out, chest thrust forward. 


“In this position, you will keep your eyes on your Dominant,” Cav instructed. 


Jamie’s eyes shot to his face. 


“As I said, you’ll pay close attention to the angles of your limbs. Your goal is to please your Dominant and you keep this in mind with everything you do.” 


My dick hardened as Cav stepped up, placed his hand on her chest, and slowly trailed his fingers downward. It was obvious he was crossing the line between training and seducing the woman, but I wasn’t sure which was having more of an impact on her. Jamie’s nipples pebbled tightly and her breathing increased.


When his hands slid down over her stomach, stopping a few inches shy of her pelvic bone, I found myself holding my breath. I wanted to put my lips there, to see if her skin was as smooth as it looked.


Feeling the need to reel this back in, I cleared my throat. “Just to clarify, when it comes to Master/slave roles, the training is far more intense. Slaves are taught when to assume these positions based on their Master’s desires. For instance, some Masters require their slaves to assume the Present position when he enters or leaves the room.”


“Is this something you require, Professor?” 


“No,” we stated in unison.


Jamie remained where she was but offered a slight nod of understanding.


“Remember the other night when we were in my truck?”


My attention shot to Cav, the words he spoke. I had yet to hear this story, but based on his tone, it sounded … interesting.


“Yes, Professor.”


I narrowed my eyes, waiting for what came next. 


“When you called me a tease?”


“Yes, Professor.”


“Why did she call you a tease?” I asked, not caring that I was overstepping here.


Cav moved around behind Jamie, his eyes meeting mine over her shoulder. “Explain to Edge what we were doing, cupcake.”


Jamie’s eyes were hot, her chest expanding faster now. “We were making out.”


“Making out?” I couldn’t hide the anger.


“Yes, Professor.” Her eyes remained locked on my face.


“Tell him what I did,” Cav whispered, his hands sliding up over her flat stomach, stopping just shy of cupping her breasts.


“He teased my breast with his mouth,” she said on a rush of air. 


“Did you enjoy it?” 


“Yes, Professor. Right up until he stopped suddenly.”


“That’s when she called me a tease,” Cav explained, using his hands to lower Jamie’s arms down to her sides. “Had that been at the club, I would’ve insisted you get into one of the two punishment positions I prefer. We’ve already determined they both require you to be naked.”


He cut his gaze to mine, but it didn’t linger.


“Anytime you take one of these two positions, at least for me, you’ll know you’ve earned punishment of some sort.”


“Like when I call you a tease?” 


“Yes, cupcake. Like that.”


There was a hint of a smile, but she hid it quickly.


As she stood there, Cav’s hands once again trailed up her stomach, this time successfully curving over her breasts. His movements held my attention, especially when he used his forefingers and thumbs to pinch her beautiful nipples.


“Don’t move,” Cav growled softly when Jamie jerked.


“I won’t, Professor,” she hissed, her eyes glazing with a mixture of pain and pleasure.


Cav seemed to take great pleasure in teasing her. He continued for long, painful seconds before finally releasing her nipples and taking a step back. 


“Bend is relatively self-explanatory. Legs wide, bend at the waist and place your hands on your knees. Depending on my mood or the punishment, I may insist you put ’em on your ankles, perhaps even flat on the floor.”


I shot a look at Cav. He offered a smirk in return, clearly knowing this was testing my limits. Although I had conducted dozens of submissive training classes, seen every shape, size, and color of submissive, I’d never had one affect me like this. 


“Last one,” Cav said, placing his hand on Jamie’s back. “This one I refer to as Ass. Basically, think of having your ass in the air. You’ll lower yourself to all fours.” 


While Cav assisted Jamie into a kneeling position, I moved over to the bar and poured myself a drink. Generally, this wouldn’t be an issue, but tonight … Yeah. I needed a drink or two just to survive seeing a very naked Jamie spread out that way. 


“Spread your knees wide,” Cav instructed, “keep your ankles apart, rest your chin on the floor, arms stretched out in front of you, hands close together, with your palms flat on the floor.”


Seeing her like that made me wish she’d done something so I could punish her. Based on her reaction to Cav pinching her nipples, she wasn’t entirely opposed to it. With her like that, I could so easy turn that pretty ass a nice, rosy red.


“This position is quite beneficial for me when it comes to punishment,” Cav told Jamie, expressing my own thoughts. “As you can tell, I have unobstructed access to your ass and pussy.” He slid his hand over one cheek, then the other.


Jamie moaned softly.


For fuck’s sake. Will you quit playing with the girl already? 


I turned around, tossed my drink back, took a deep, cleansing breath. I needed to get myself under control. Personally, I had a different punishment position that I preferred, but I realized now was not the time to get into that.


“Cupcake, please kneel,” Cav ordered.


I turned in time to see Jamie shifting, keeping her form elegant as she did, into a perfect kneeling position. 


“Do you have any questions?” I asked as I moved to stand in front of her.


“Not at this time, Professor.”


When our eyes met, I held out my hand and helped Jamie to her feet. When she was standing, I stepped in close, aligning our bodies. The only thing separating us was my clothing. Too much and not enough at the same time. 


“What’s your color, sweetness?” I whispered, my gaze dipping to her lips.


“Green, Professor. Most definitely green.”


I swallowed hard. “I need to touch you. May I have permission to touch you?”


“Yes, Professor.” 


I could feel more than see as Cav moved around behind her because I closed my eyes as I lowered my head, needing to feel Jamie’s lips against mine. 


Her soft moans kept me focused on what I was doing. It wasn’t until her hands fisted in my shirt that I lost some of my grip on my control. I thrust my tongue into her mouth, growling as I unleashed the fierce need I’d kept bottled up for the past week. She whimpered but didn’t move away. It was enough to have me pulling back, reining myself in.


“Give me your mouth, cupcake,” Cav commanded.


Jamie turned, keeping one hand fisted in my shirt as she leaned toward Cav. Their mouths melded together as I observed. I found I enjoyed watching Cav touching her, tasting her. Hearing about it was quite pleasurable, but actually seeing it for myself was breathtaking. I wanted to watch him pleasure her, to see his head between her legs, his mouth on her pussy. 


Somehow, I managed to maneuver them over to the sofa as their mouths moved together. Their mingled moans and groans kept my body on high alert even as I mapped out a plan in my head. 


“Sweetness,” I whispered softly, drawing her attention back to me. 


When Cav released her lips, I claimed them, pulling her to me, unable to keep my hands from gliding over her smooth skin. She pressed into me, and I knew she was coming apart at the seams. 


“If you’re not comfortable with this, say so.”


“Don’t stop. Please.”


“Turn around.”


Jamie turned so that her back was to me. I took a seat, then pulled her down onto my lap, her back against my chest. I brushed her hair out of my way, then pressed my lips to her neck, kissing, suckling, drawing out more moans of pleasure. 


As though he knew exactly where I was leading us, Cav dropped to his knees between our legs, his palms gliding over her silky thighs. It was as though he couldn’t stop touching her. I knew the feeling. My hands itched to wander over every inch of her. 


“I want to watch you come, sweetness,” I whispered, nipping the shell of her ear. “Would you like that?”


“Yes, Professor.”


“Tell me,” I insisted.


“I want you to watch me come, Professor.”


Damn, but she was sweet. I could feel her vibrating, her need trapped beneath all that soft, smooth skin.


Sliding my hands down over her breasts, I inched them lower, over her belly, between her legs. Pressing my palms against the insides of her thighs, I spread her legs wider, holding her there, keeping her close and opening her pussy to Cav’s hungry gaze. 


“I need to watch Cav taste you,” I told her.


Jamie shifted, but I realized it was to allow me to have the perfect view of Cav. 


“Have you ever had your pussy eaten, sweetness?”


“No, Professor,” she said on a rush of air, her breaths racing in and out of her lungs.


“Do you want to feel his tongue on your pussy?”


“Yes, Professor.”


“Ask him nicely.”


Her voice was raspy with desire when she said, “Please, Professor. Will you please lick me?”


“Explicitly,” I growled.


I heard her swallow hard, her voice trembling with desire. “Please, Professor. Will you lick my pussy?”


For fuck’s sake. My dick lurched, my body rock hard. Hearing those words from her sweet, innocent lips was nearly enough to have me shooting in my pants like a fucking teenager. 


“It’ll be my pleasure, cupcake,” Cav told her, his eyes locked on her face.


He leaned forward, pressed his lips against her inner thigh, just beneath my fingertips. 


Jamie moaned softly.


“Color, cupcake?” Cav insisted. 


“Green, Professor.”


“Are you ready, sweetness? Are you ready for him to make you come?” 


“God, yes.”


Evidently, Cav didn’t need any more permission than that. As he leaned in, I observed the scene playing out, holding on to Jamie, feeling more emotion than I’d ever felt before. Just touching her, holding her, feeling her move against me… It was intense.


I also realized the voice was gone. 


And wondered how long that would last.




Jamie




NEVER.


Never, ever, ever.


I’d never in a million years expected so much feeling to bombard me. The overwhelming desire had my breaths labored and my muscles coiling tightly. And that was before Cav’s lips touched my skin so intimately. I thought it would be awkward to have an in-depth conversation during such an act, but I found it helped to soothe me. Knowing that Edge and Cav were right there with me every step of the way made it that much hotter.


Although I’d been out of my mind with lust the night Cav and I made out in his truck, it wasn’t anything like this. This felt way more intense. 


On top of the overwhelming sensations, I didn’t expect so much … intimacy—yes, that was the right word—in what I’d always viewed as a taboo act. Yet here I was with Edge’s big, solid arms wrapped around me and Cav’s head between my thighs, his tongue doing wicked things to the sensitive folds of my pussy. Every now and again he would graze my clit, making me jump. It was a tease. Or perhaps a promise of what was to come.


I felt both cherished and vulnerable at the same time, but I didn’t want them to stop. In fact, I wasn’t sure I would ever want them to stop.


Cav’s lips wrapped around my clit and he flicked his tongue against the sensitive bundle of nerves. My hips shot forward, trying to get closer, needing more of that exquisite sensation. I’d never felt anything like it before. My vibrator didn’t hold a candle to his skilled ministrations. When Cav didn’t relent, my insides coiled tightly, drawing me closer and closer to the edge of sanity.


“Professor,” I whimpered, pressing against him, trying to get away from the almost painful pleasure Cav was inflicting. My entire body hummed with arousal, a tremor that started as a low vibration and was now sending shockwaves through every nerve ending, sparks of electricity firing in my cells. I was doing my best to remain quiet, but it wasn’t easy. The way Cav’s tongue flicked my clit had me crying out in ecstasy, on the verge of begging for more. 


“What do you need, sweetness?” Edge mumbled in my ear, his deep, velvety voice an anchor in the chaos surging through me.


“I … I…” Truth was, I didn’t know what I needed. I’d never felt anything so pleasurable. Cav knew exactly where to press that delectable tongue to send violent surges of pleasure shooting into my core.


And when I thought it couldn’t get any better, Edge’s hands shifted from my thighs to my breasts. He wasn’t gentle as he kneaded them, every so often tweaking my nipples until I was crying out, air racing in and out of my lungs as I thought I would die from the sheer magnitude of what I was feeling. They were overloading my circuits, my mind spiraling in a desperate attempt to keep up with the heat coiling deep in my womb.


“Oh, God!” Unable to help myself, I reached out, slid my fingers into Cav’s hair. I wasn’t sure if I was pulling him closer or pushing him away, but he didn’t seem to mind.


My other hand curled over Edge’s arm and I held on. 


It had to be a sight. Me sitting on Edge’s lap, legs spread wide, Cav’s blond head between my thighs. I suddenly wished I could see how we all looked to someone else. 


That thought disappeared when Cav placed his hands under my thighs, forcing my knees closer to my chest as he devoured my pussy, feasting on me like a dying man.


“Oh, God,” I moaned. “Close… So close.” 


“Tell him how it feels,” Edge urged.


“So good.” Better, in fact. “Oh, God, oh, God, oh…”


Our words seemed to encourage him. 


Edge shifted on the sofa, his chest firmly against my back as his arms slid around my legs, hooking beneath my knees. His hands returned to my breasts and I found myself folded in half, pinned in place by his unyielding strength. I could feel his erection against my ass, and I wished he was naked. I wished he was driving deep inside me. I needed something to alleviate this greedy ache that was stealing my breath. 


“Please, Cav.” My back arched when Cav hit the perfect spot. “Right there. Yes. Please. Right. There!”


The most powerful orgasm ripped through me. My core tightened, then every muscle in my entire body followed as the heat radiated out through every fiber of my being. It stole the air from my lungs, had me panting as shockwave after shockwave ricocheted through me.


“Come for us, sweetness,” Edge commanded roughly. “So fucking beautiful.”


I cried out, the spasms continuing to rock my body as more waves of mind-blowing pleasure slammed into me. And when it was over, I felt as though I’d been shot back to earth from a million miles away, no parachute, no soft landing in sight.


Hands that had been firm moments before were now gentle, caressing my skin, as Edge and Cav moved in closer, their warmth chasing away the chill that brushed against my overheated skin. 


“Thank you, sweetness,” Edge whispered in my ear. 


I wasn’t sure what he could possibly be thanking me for, but rather than question him, I tilted my head, sliding my cheek against his jaw, trying to nuzzle closer. 


“You’re so beautiful when you come,” Cav said softly as he shifted to sit beside us. 


I instantly reached for his hands, pulling his arms across my stomach, needing to have him as close as possible. My head rested against Edge’s shoulder and I worked to regulate my breathing. 


I wasn’t sure what would happen next. Was it over? Were they finished with me for the evening? If they were, how did I feel about that?


Turning my head, I peered over at Cav, realized he was watching me. The look in his eyes was one I’d never seen before. It was a mixture of heat and … I wouldn’t go so far as to say love, but there was certainly emotion glittering in his baby blues. 


When he reached for my cheek, I covered his hand with mine and stared back at him. Something spurred me to lean in, to press my lips to his. His kiss was gentle, almost reverent, but it wasn’t what I needed. I could tell both men had slowed down, allowing me to ease back into myself after that out-of-body experience. But I didn’t want that. I wasn’t ready for this encounter to be over. 


It took a little finagling, but I managed to shift in Edge’s arms. I reached for Cav’s head, pulling him tighter to me, our tongues dancing. Heat and awareness prickled in the air and I could tell Cav was attempting to hold back.


“Please,” I murmured against his lips. 


“Please, what, sweetness?” Edge asked, sliding my hair back over my shoulder, his lips brushing my jaw.


They moved until I was sandwiched between them, Cav on his back on the sofa, my body draped over him while Edge propped himself against the sofa cushions, his leg over the back of my thighs.


“I don’t want this to end,” I admitted softly, loving the way they both touched me. 


“It’s just getting started,” Edge assured me, his mouth brushing my ear.


“Tonight?”


Edge chuckled. “Not everything happens in one night.”


I wanted to pout, but my body was too sated to put forth the effort. Instead, I rested my head on Cav’s chest, pressed into Edge’s body, and closed my eyes. 


It didn’t have to happen in one night.


But it did have to happen.


And yes, as far as I was concerned, we were definitely just getting started.




CAV




“SHE’S ASLEEP,” I INFORMED EDGE WHEN I joined him in the kitchen. 


After Jamie had passed out on top of me, we decided to call it a night. I moved her into Edge’s bed, then stood there for a moment watching her. I probably should’ve offered to get her home, but the thought of her sleeping alone without us wasn’t one I wanted to contemplate. Being selfish, I simply let her sleep.


“Why didn’t you mention making out with her in your truck?”


Well, so much for small talk. I leaned back against the granite countertop. “Didn’t realize I needed to.”


“We discussed this.”


I waited for him to clarify. He didn’t. “Discussed what?”


“No sex.”


Crossing my arms over my chest, I felt my defenses fall into place. “We discussed a lot of things. Since you deviated from the plan, I figured I would, too.”


His shoulders tensed. “How did I deviate?”


“You avoided Zeke all damn week. And when I realized you weren’t gonna spend time with Jamie until you talked to him, I figured I’d use some of your allotted time.”


“That didn’t mean sex.”


I sighed, dropped my arms. “There was no sex.”


Edge stood silently for what felt like an eternity. I could see his brain working, knew he was trying to come up with another reason to bitch me out. 


His attention shifted to the drink in his hand. “Are you staying tonight?”


Not the question I expected, but a good one, nonetheless. Was I? “Do you want me to?” 


Edge’s sharp blue gaze cut to me. “Yes. I’d like you to stay the night.”


That was one thing I liked about Edge. He was a very decisive man. Ask him what he wanted for dinner, he would tell you. Ask him what movie he wanted to see, he’d throw one out there. He was very straightforward, which was one thing that made him a damn good Dominant.


On the other hand, he wasn’t the type to go with the flow. Once he had his mind set on something, he didn’t deviate. Hence the reason this thing with him and Jamie and me seemed to be dragging out.


“Then I’ll stay.” 


“Good. I’m gonna put the pizza in the oven, heat it up.” 


“I could eat.”


“Do we need to discuss what’s happening between us?” Edge asked as he poured a second drink, then passed it over to me.


“I don’t know. Do we?”


He turned, leaned against the counter, and stared at me. His gaze dropped to my mouth a couple of times and there was no doubt he was reliving our kiss from earlier in his office. I had done that more than once tonight myself.


Neither of us said anything and I decided to give the guy a break. Clearly, he had a lot on his mind and having me sitting here was making him edgy. 


I knocked back the scotch, let it burn all the way down.


“Mind if I take a shower?” I asked, setting my empty glass on the counter. “Before the pizza’s ready?”


His gaze locked with mine. He nodded as he lifted his glass to his lips. 


Needing a few minutes to myself, I headed toward the guest bedroom, walked right through it and into the adjoining bath. After flipping on the water, I stripped off my clothes, stepped inside, the oversized glass door closing behind me. I let the water flow over me, soaping up as my thoughts drifted to Jamie. I could still taste her on my tongue, and the reminder made me desperate to taste her again.


I was nearly finished when I heard the door open. I watched as Edge came into the bathroom, his gaze on me the entire time.


I didn’t look away, even as he stripped off his clothes and joined me. 


The man’s body was honed to perfection. All sleek lines and defined muscle. The dark hair on his chest angled downward, leading right to his impressive cock. Having been naked with him during numerous encounters with submissives over the years, I’d seen him in all his glory plenty of times. But somehow this was different. I was allowed to look my fill, to not ignore the way my mouth watered to taste him.


When he walked up to me, I forced my gaze upward. Despite the need glowing in his eyes, I could tell he had something on his mind.


“How does this work?” he asked, eliminating the distance between us. His words were clipped, his frustration evident.


To give him room, I moved back, watching him intently. “How does what work?”


“This. Us. You and me. How does it work?”


That was a good question, one I didn’t have an answer for.


Edge didn’t seem to have a problem vocalizing though. “No matter how much I want it, I can’t see how it works.”


I smirked, pretending to misunderstand. I knew he wasn’t talking about logistics, but I preferred he tell me how he expected it to go down. 


His hand snapped out, circling around my neck as he pressed up against me, sandwiching me between his hard body and the wall. We were toe to toe, chest to chest. 


Skin to skin.


“Do you want me to dominate you?” he growled. 


“No.”


He frowned. “Do you want to dominate me?” 


“No.” 


Edge leaned in, his mouth hovering over mine. “You’re confusing me, Cav. How do you see this working?”


I didn’t answer because I didn’t know. I wanted him, I craved him. Perhaps I always had. But it hadn’t been about dominating him or submitting to him. I knew he was one of those guys who saw everything in black and white. Rarely were there shades of gray.


“I need to know, Cav,” he groaned softly.


“No, you don’t. You need to stop thinkin’. Let it happen.”


His hand tightened on my neck. It wasn’t painful, but there was enough pressure to keep me riveted to the moment. Admittedly, I liked seeing this aggressive side of Edge. It was a rare sight. The man was always in control and I liked that I could push that. 


“Tell me how it works,” Edge insisted, his lips brushing mine. 


I kissed him. It was the only answer I had. I slid my hand into his hair and held him there as our mouths joined. There was nothing gentle or exploratory about this kiss, either. It was hard and rough. Both of us taking as much as we could, giving equally in return. 


The steam drifted around us as we constantly shifted, the physical power play taking place right there in the shower. No matter what, Edge seemed to be the more dominant, his need to overpower me too great. Since I didn’t give a shit who was in control, I gave in, leaning into him as his tongue battled mine.


When we jerked apart like two boxers having been forced into their own corners, I stared at Edge, waiting to see what he would say, what he would do. It all came down to who was willing to take first. I had already given in to him. I certainly didn’t mind doing it again, but I knew Edge couldn’t relinquish control.


Just when I thought he was going to ask another question, Edge shocked me. Separated by at least three feet, he went to his knees on the tiled floor, his eyes never leaving mine. 


“Come here,” he commanded.


I took two steps forward, then another. I stopped directly in front of him. In a move I didn’t expect, he grabbed my hips, then shifted me around until I was once again backed up against the cool tile wall. Without seeking permission, Edge gripped my cock and took me into his mouth. 


I roared as pleasure slammed into me. All thoughts obliterated, my body took over. My hands shot to his hair and I held him there, pumping my hips forward, driving deep into his mouth. We were both controlling the movements yet working in tandem. The pleasure built to a crescendo, fast and furious. I pumped my cock into his mouth roughly, fisting his hair as I used him to chase my own release. 


“Fuck,” I groaned. “You’re gonna make me come.”


Edge moaned, the vibrations shooting through my shaft and into my balls. 


“I’m gonna come in your mouth,” I warned, tightening my grip on his hair.


Another moan from Edge triggered the electrical spark in my spine. My orgasm rushed upon me. I leaned into the wall as my cock pulsed, cum shooting into the hot cavern of his mouth. I watched as he swallowed me down, the sight robbing me of the remaining air in my lungs. Before I could catch my breath, he was on his feet, crushing me between his big body and the wall. He kissed me hard, his tongue relentless.


I thought for sure he was going to let me return the favor, thought he was driving toward it as he kissed the hell out of me. I grabbed for him, my hands sliding over smooth, wet skin. We fumbled like that for a few minutes, but when Edge pulled back, it wasn’t to allow me to go to my knees.


Instead of offering himself up to me, the man shocked me to the depths of my soul.


He simply turned and walked out of the shower.


Then right out of the room.


Never one to ignore what I deemed to be an oncoming storm, I shut off the water, dried myself off. I didn’t bother with clothes, simply wrapped the towel around my hips and secured it.


I didn’t make it to the bedroom door before Edge was returning. I stopped, watching him. He had pulled on jeans, but his chest and feet were bare. 


“The pizza was in the oven,” he said simply, his hot gaze roaming over me. 


“And…?”


His eyes narrowed. “And what?” 


I didn’t say a word. Couldn’t.


Edge finally moved, stepping closer until there was no space between us. When he leaned toward me, I thought it would be for a kiss, but instead, his hand shot up to my throat and he held me there, our eyes locked.


“I want to feel your mouth on my dick,” he growled softly. “I want to feel your throat work when I push in as far as I can.”


With his hand gripping me, I couldn’t move but I was sure he could see the submission in my eyes. As far as I was concerned, there was no reason to deny what I ultimately desired. 


Edge’s eyes darted over to the bed, but rather than utilize it, he released my neck and motioned for me to leave the room. Unsure what his plan was, I walked. 


“My bedroom.”


I swallowed hard. Jamie was in his bed, sleeping soundly if I had to guess. 


I continued into his room. The bathroom light was on, the door mostly closed so only a sliver of light slipped out. 


Edge moved around me and onto the bed. Without hesitating, he reclined, only inches away from Jamie. 


I watched them both, waited for what he wanted me to do. When he motioned me over with his finger, my feet instantly followed the command. His hand shot out, jerked the towel from around my hips. It dropped to the floor.


When Edge spoke, he didn’t whisper as I’d expected him to. “Kneel between my legs. On the bed.”


My eyes shot to Jamie when she stirred.


“Don’t make me tell you again,” Edge growled.


The dominant force laced in the words had me moving, shocking me with their intensity. I’d heard Edge command dozens of submissives, but never like that. There was something different. I had to wonder if it was specifically for me.


I straddled his legs, then waited.


“Free my cock.”


I deftly unhooked the button then lowered the zipper. He’d gone commando, so it only took a second to free his cock from the denim. Rather than remove his jeans, I left them just past his hips, confining his movements.


“Put your mouth on me,” he ordered.


Jamie shifted again, likely awakened by the rough growl of Edge’s voice. I didn’t wait to see if she had opened her eyes before I lowered my head, sliding my lips over the hard ridge of his cock. 


“Suck me,” Edge commanded gruffly.


I did. I slid my mouth over him, not taking him all the way at first.


A sharp gasp had me pulling back, my eyes shooting over to Jamie. She was propped up on one elbow watching me. 


“Did I tell you to stop?” Edge asked, sliding his arm around Jamie and pulling her toward him.


I didn’t answer, but I did resume laving his dick. If I hadn’t just gotten off in the shower, I probably would’ve lost it then. Knowing Jamie was watching was a turn-on like no other.


“Do you like seeing his mouth on me, sweetness?”


“I definitely do,” Jamie rasped. 


“Me, too.” Edge groaned. “Lucky for him, I won’t last long. I could watch him suck my dick all night long.”


Heat slammed into me, but I didn’t stop.


“Take all of me,” Edge commanded, his hand snaking into my hair.


I leaned down, allowing the head of his dick to brush the back of my throat. I swallowed and the growl that came from Edge spurred me on. When I pulled back, his fist tightened in my hair and he pulled me back down. We repeated the dance as I deep-throated him again and again.


“I’m going to come in your mouth,” he informed me. 


I knew it wasn’t a request. He was merely verbalizing his intentions. 


“Put your hand in his hair, sweetness,” Edge instructed.


Jamie’s cool fingers slid into my hair, her fingernails lightly scraping against my scalp. 


“Now hold him there.”


Her fingers tightened, but not nearly enough. Edge solved that problem when his hand gripped my hair fiercely, pain shooting erotically down my spine.


When his hips lifted, his cock tunneling into my mouth, I remained where I was. Their hands remained in place, holding my head as Edge took what he wanted from me. He drove up into my throat relentlessly, over and over, his growls getting louder as he did. 


And when he came, it was with a roar, which had satisfaction slamming into me.




ELEVEN

EDGE




Friday, November 2, 2018


THE NEXT COUPLE OF DAYS WENT BY quickly, but not without incident. 


Halloween really wasn’t my favorite day of the year, but generally there was a good time to be had—at least for the members—at the club.


This year was the exception.


Which was the very reason I was walking toward Zeke’s office, fully intending to apologize for the incident that had occurred. One that could’ve easily been avoided if I hadn’t been so damn distracted. Unfortunately, I’d already made the mistake and it couldn’t be taken back.


How could you have known? I mean, really.


I stopped in the doorway to Zeke’s office, then watched as the man frowned at his cell phone. 


Turn around, go back the way you came. Clearly, he’s not in the mood to chat.


Ignoring the inner voice, I rapped lightly on the frame of the door and waited for Zeke to look up. 


“What’s up?” he asked, sounding far too chill for the expression on his face.


“That’s supposed to be my question,” I answered. “Need to talk?” 


“About?” 


Yeah, okay. So he was going to play that way. I figured I might as well get this argument underway. “For starters, what went down at the club on Wednesday.”


“Nothing went down,” he said, although he couldn’t maintain eye contact. “I had some things to take care of.”


See? He had a perfectly good explanation for running out of there like his ass was on fire.


“Yeah?” I lowered myself into the chair across from Zeke. “That’s why Trent informed me I’d made a serious mistake by approving a certain submissive’s membership.”


Zeke shrugged. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”


“Matt Steinberg. Name ring a bell?”


He didn’t move, didn’t so much as blink, but I could tell the name alone pissed him off. “Actually, no.” 


“Shit, Zeke.” I leaned forward, feeling as shitty now as I had when Trent advised me that I’d allowed Zeke’s ex-boyfriend into the club. “I had no idea who he was.”


Zeke sighed. “It’s not your fault. Not like I’m big on sharing details of my past.”


“Well, if it’s any consolation, I’ve revoked his membership because of the incident on Wednesday.”


He looked slightly relieved by the news, but it was the least I could do. For one, I didn’t tolerate the sort of confrontation that Matt had instigated on Halloween. Although I hadn’t witnessed it myself, I’d heard that Matt had purposely sought Zeke out and made a spectacle of himself in front of everyone on the main floor.


“Trent had a conversation with him before he left,” I informed Zeke. “From what I gathered, it wasn’t good.”


Zeke nodded. “Matt showed up at my house that night.”


“Damn it.” I took these things seriously and I wasn’t sure how I could fix what I’d clearly fucked up. “I’m sorry, man.”


“No need to apologize. It’s been taken care of.”


“How about Brax and Case? They cool?”


Zeke’s answer came in the form of a shrug. I could see the concern in his dark eyes. I hadn’t seen any of them since the night in question, although I’d worked at the club last night, expecting them to show. 


When Zeke still didn’t answer, I got worried. I knew the man all too well and he had a penchant for imploding. 


I leaned back in my chair, prepared to dig in deep. “Don’t tell me you booted them because of Matt.”


“Not because of Matt, no.” 


Oh, hell. I sighed, rolled my eyes. “Where are they now?”


“Who knows.”


“Have you talked to them?”


Zeke sat up, his mask of indifference falling into place. He was shutting me out.


“Nothing to talk about. They’ve run their course. I’m ready to move on. I warned them already so it’s not a surprise.”


Wow. There actually is someone more in denial than you. How about that?


I barked a laugh, ensuring Zeke heard I wasn’t amused by him or the stupid voice. “You honestly think I’m buying this bullshit?” 


Indifference morphed into anger, his eyes narrowing. “I don’t give a shit what you’re buying, Edge.”


Before I could launch into a tirade, a knock sounded at the door. I glanced over, saw Jamie standing there. I hadn’t seen her since Wednesday morning when she woke up in my bed, cuddled between me and Cav. That had been a long night, which had continued into a long rest of the week for me. I didn’t realize until right that moment that I had missed her so fucking much. 


“I don’t mean to interrupt,” she said softly, her eyes coming to rest on me.


God, she looked good. She was wearing a floor-length purple skirt and a short, white, long-sleeve blouse. She was so damn pretty and far too innocent for the likes of me. Still, I wanted to pull her into my arms and hold her, inhale her sweet scent, and never let her go.


Go ahead. See if we can piss her brother off more.


But I knew I couldn’t do that. Certainly not here. So, I pushed to my feet, glanced at Zeke briefly, then turned my attention to her. “He’s all yours, Jamie. Maybe you can talk some sense into him.”


As I passed by her, I allowed my fingers to brush her arm, needing the contact. We’d been talking on the phone and texting the past couple of days, but I realized seeing her had been what I needed. Although she was a temptation I should’ve avoided for my own sanity, I realized it no longer mattered. 


“Come find me when you’re finished with him,” I told her, keeping my voice low.


“Bullshit!” Zeke shot to his feet. “She’s not gonna come find you, Edge.”


Anger slammed into me as I pinned Zeke with a glare. What the fuck? 


We both stood there, staring one another down like two dogs ready to tear each other’s throats out, the winner marking their territory. I could see Zeke’s anger, knew deep down it wasn’t directed at me, but somehow, I was going to bear the brunt of it.


Well, fuck that. “I wasn’t asking your permission, Zeke.”


“Stop. Please,” Jamie pleaded, placing her hand on my arm. “I’ll come find you when I’m done.”


Realizing Zeke was dangerously close to exploding, I nodded at Jamie, then glared at Zeke one more time for good measure before slipping into the hall and heading back to my office. 


Good news. He doesn’t think you’re a pussy anymore.


“Shut up,” I grumbled under my breath.


“You okay?”


I jerked my head up, noticed Justin standing outside my office door. “Fine. What’s up?”


“You ready to chat?”


“Today’s not a good day.”


His eyes raked over my face briefly before he nodded. “I heard about the problem at the club.”


If he wanted to assume that was the reason I was pissed, more power to him.


“Maybe we can catch up on Monday? You here then or at the club?”


“Probably the club,” I said, not making eye contact.


“Okay, fine. Tuesday.”


I nodded although I wasn’t committing to anything.


When I had accepted the job at Chatter PR, I had informed Justin that I would be balancing my time at the club with my time in the office. They didn’t expect to see me often, and I was grateful for that. However, now that they’d offered me a partnership, I suspected that was going to change. I still hadn’t given Justin my answer because I honestly didn’t know what I wanted to do. Trent paid me a good salary to manage his club, and truth be told, I enjoyed my role there. I wasn’t sure I was ready to give it up, but I feared that was a decision I would have to make if I was going to take on a responsibility of this magnitude.


I waited for him to walk away before I stepped into my office and closed the door. 


Although I’d never cared much for a desk job, I did enjoy the atmosphere in the office. With Addison and Luci flitting around, performing their secretarial duties along with their submissive ones, it was rather interesting to say the least. One thing I’d learned early on in my employment here was that knocking on doors was a must. After the one time I’d walked in on Ben and Addison—he’d had her strapped down to his desk—I knew it was a requirement going forward.


The memory had me thinking about Jamie, imagining what she’d look like strapped to my desk.


Now that’s a nice fantasy. Got any rope handy?


I shook off the thought because it wasn’t going to happen. Not here. Not with Zeke only a short distance away. 


Oh, so now he’s the only reason? What happened to her being a virgin? Her being twelve years younger? Not a submissive?


I gripped my head, squeezed. I needed that fucking voice to go away. I was beginning to doubt my sanity and it was starting to piss me off. The only time the voice seemed to be quiet was when I was with Jamie and Cav.


There you go. Spend more time with them. Less time with me.


I took a seat at my desk and dialed Cav’s number.


“What’s up?” he greeted.


“I’m working at the club tonight. Thought maybe you’d stop in.”


There was a brief pause, followed by, “What exactly did you have in mind?”


After our encounter on Tuesday night, Cav and I hadn’t seen much of each other. I wasn’t sure if he was avoiding me or if life was simply getting in the way, but it felt as though something was lingering between us.


A knock sounded on the door and I glanced up. “Come in.”


I expected to see Jamie, but it was Cav staring back at me, the phone to his ear. He smirked, then disconnected the call and stepped inside.


“Figured you didn’t realize I was in the building.”


I set my phone on the desk and leaned back in my chair. “I didn’t.” I motioned him in. “How’s it going for you?”


“Good. They got me set up in my own office and Zeke’s asked me to manage Heather and Lance.”


“What do you think of them?”


Like Jamie, seeing Cav made me realize how much I missed him. If I had my way, I’d be spending a lot more time with them both, but at the moment, I needed the space. Being that Jamie was new to the scene—not to mention a virgin and, yes, twelve years younger than me—a slow pace was a requirement for her. Not an easy feat when I wanted her so fucking badly.


On the other hand, I couldn’t stop thinking about the way she’d reacted to seeing Cav sucking my cock in my bed. I’d purposely gone in there in the hopes that she’d wake up. I had needed to see her reaction, to know she was okay with what was clearly going to happen between me and Cav. When she had shifted closer so she could watch, I’d damn near come right then. 


Afterward, the three of us had relocated to my living room, chowed down on pizza, and watched a movie until Jamie once again dozed off. When I noticed Cav doing the same, I moved her back to my bed, where Cav and I slipped in beside her. I couldn’t remember a night I’d slept quite so soundly. I certainly hadn’t slept that well since.


Cav smiled. “Heather’s a go-getter. Extremely eager. Probably take her a little time to settle in, realize how demanding this job can be.”


“And Lance?”


“I can’t get a good read on him yet. But we’ll figure it out in time.”


Another knock sounded and I called out for the new arrival to come in.


Jamie opened the door and Cav instantly went to his feet. I smiled up at her. “Come in. Shut the door, please.”


She stepped inside, but she wasn’t smiling.


“Everything all right?” Cav asked her.


Jamie rolled her eyes and a small smile turned up the corner of her mouth. “My brother can be an idiot at times.”


That he could. 


“Is that what brings you by?” Cav inquired. “You came to talk to Zeke?”


“I did,” she confirmed, her eyes moving between us.


The look on Cav’s face was one of disappointment, but it disappeared quickly.


“Well, I’m glad you’re here,” he said softly, moving toward her. 


In a move that spoke of ease and practice, Cav enveloped her in his arms before planting a kiss on her mouth. 


“Mmm. You smell good.”


Jamie smiled up at him, pure sunshine. “I was thinking the same about you.”


I remained relaxed in my chair, observing their interaction. I had to force myself not to think about strapping her down to my desk while Cav and I double-teamed her right here in my office. It was bad enough I continued to think about the other night, about how beautiful she’d been as Cav made her come with his tongue.


I exhaled sharply, forcing the thought away. “I was wondering if you’d like to come down to Dichotomy tonight.”


“Tonight?” Her expression said she was surprised by the invite. “I … uh … actually have plans.”


“To study?” I asked with a grin.


She chuckled. “No. I’m hanging out with my best friend Tiffany. Girls’ night in.”


“Ah.” 


“But I’m here now,” she added with a grin.


True. 


She was.


My eyes darted to the door.


And so was Zeke, just a few feet down the hall.


Hmm.


What to do, what to do.




Jamie




I HADN’T EXPECTED TO SEE EDGE WHEN I told Zeke I was heading to the Chatter PR offices. Getting to see Cav as well only made it an even better outing. I hadn’t had the opportunity to see either one of them since Wednesday morning, after they treated me to breakfast, then took me back to my apartment. 


Although I’d been hoping to spend some time with them, my schedule hadn’t permitted. When I wasn’t at school, I had been at my apartment, furiously typing away. Although I’d been dreading writing my dissertation, there was so much information in my head, I hadn’t been able to ignore it. So, I’d started making detailed notes and doing more research. 


I’d been so busy, in fact, I had declined Tiffany’s invitation to a Halloween party. And though she’d been disappointed, I had promised to make it up to her tonight. To go along with it, I’d also decided it was time to spill my guts and get my best friend’s take on the situation.


Which meant declining the offer to visit the club was my only option.


However, as I stood there in Edge’s office with both men staring at me like I was dessert and they hadn’t eaten all week, I was wondering exactly how any of us would be able to wait until the next opportunity presented itself.


“Well, I have an idea,” Edge stated.


I lifted my eyebrows, waited.


“Do you have anywhere you need to be?” His gaze shot up to the clock on the wall. “For the next hour?”


“No.” I glanced between the two men.


“What’s your color, sweetness?”


It took a second for the question to register, but once it did, I grinned. “Green.”


“Are you open to playing?” he asked.


“Here?” I inquired, trying to hide my surprise. “Now?”


“Yes.”


“Uh…”


“If you are, then lock the door.” Edge steepled his fingers. “Otherwise, have a seat and we can chat.”


I watched him momentarily, a little surprised by the option. When my feet got with the program, I turned back to the door and flipped the lock, setting my purse down on a small bookshelf. 


“Are you sure you wanna play?” Cav asked. “Took you a minute there.”


“Positive,” I assured him with a chuckle.


“Then let’s play, sweetness,” Edge said firmly.


Admittedly, I liked the idea of playing with them. Although I had enjoyed getting a glimpse into some of the rules and protocols, this was what I wanted more of. Fun.


“Have a seat,” Edge said, motioning toward the leather sofa that was positioned on the other side of the room from his desk. 


Cav perched on the corner of Edge’s desk as I moved around the coffee table cluttered with magazines.


Like my brother’s office, Edge’s was large and open, with floor-to-ceiling windows lining one entire wall. The decor was modern, very similar to Edge’s luxurious apartment, with a monochromatic color scheme. It was tastefully done and there was no stuffy, executive feel to the space.


I took my seat on the sofa, crossing my legs and leaning back. Getting comfortable. Or as comfortable as I could considering the circumstances. 


“I have a meeting to attend in an hour, but until I have to leave, I thought we’d play a game,” Edge said, rising from his chair to move closer to where I was.


Both Edge and Cav took a seat in the black leather armchairs opposite me.


“I was thinking This or That, with a twist.” Edge’s smirk said he was enjoying the memory from the other night. 


“I think that could be fun,” I said honestly.


“I don’t know how you play it,” he explained. “So I’m going with my own rules. As the name implies, you’ll select which you prefer: this or that. I’ll provide one option and Cav’ll provide another. You have to decide between the two.”


“Very similar to truth or dare,” Cav said, “only you get to know what you’re selecting beforehand.”


Made perfect sense to me. 


“We’ll do three rounds. Each round, you’ll have exactly one minute to answer. If what you choose happens to be a command, you’ll have one minute to complete your task, unless you’re required to carry it out for longer.”


That sounded interesting. I couldn’t imagine there was much that could be done sexually in sixty seconds. Then again, I knew both of these men were very creative in that department, so I wouldn’t put anything past them.


“For the purpose of this game, I will be This and Cav will be That. Do you understand the rules, sweetness?”


“I do.”


“Good girl.” Edge leaned back in his chair, crossing one ankle over his knee. “First option. Remove your panties, lift your skirt, then place your feet flat on the cushion, knees spread wide so Cav and I can have an unobstructed view of your pussy.”


My sharp inhale sounded so loud in the room. I honestly hadn’t expected that sort of request. And while it had shocked me, it did turn me on.


“Or,” Cav drawled, “you can tell us in explicit detail about the last time you masturbated.”


“Oh.” I swallowed hard, my mind spinning. Both options were intense. 


“You have one minute to decide.”


Knowing both options would likely please them immensely, I wasn’t sure I could give them that sort of detail without bursting into flames. “I choose This.”


Edge smirked. “Very well, sweetness. Show us your pretty pussy.”


My belly quivered as I pushed to my feet after sliding my shoes off. I tried to pretend they weren’t sitting there watching me as I slipped my panties down my legs. When I had opted to wear the long, flowing skirt that morning, I hadn’t done so knowing this might be on the agenda. Although, it was proving to be a rather appropriate choice of clothing.


I was breathing hard by the time I situated myself on the sofa, my feet flat on the cushion, ankles pressed against my butt. I spread my legs wide, noticing the draft against my most intimate parts. I watched both men as I slowly raised the skirt, giving them an unobstructed view of my pussy.


I probably would’ve been embarrassed if it weren’t for the way they were looking at me. As though I was the most desirable woman on the planet. 


“Very nice,” Edge praised. “You’ll remain just like that until the game is over, unless instructed otherwise.”


I laughed, my modesty kicking in. “You said one minute.”


Cav smirked. “I specifically recall him saying unless otherwise specified.”


I fought the urge to pout.


“Round two,” Edge said gruffly. “Tell me the one thing you’re hoping to experience while in the club.”


Okay, first option wasn’t too bad. I mean, it did leave me in a very vulnerable position, but it had required me to follow directions. This would require me to think.


“Or,” Cav said with a smirk, “you can tease your clit while we watch.”


I was noticing a theme here. One I’d been giving significant thought to this week. While it didn’t seem they had a problem with doing wicked things to me, it was as though they weren’t willing to allow me to do wicked things to them. After all, I had merely been a bystander the other night when Edge ordered Cav to suck his cock. I’d wanted to participate more than I expected but had refrained from making the suggestion. 


Figuring they might need a push in the right direction, I opted for the one that would increase the heat in the room.


“That,” I said simply, then moved my hand down between my legs, brushing my fingertips against my swollen clit. I jolted with a soft whimper when I brushed the bundle of nerves, not expecting quite so much sensitivity.


“You are not allowed to come,” Edge added, in a deep, rough command.


“Yes, Professor.”


His eyes heated. “Third and final round.”


I could see the outline of his cock against his slacks, knew he wanted me, but not quite sure why he was holding back.


“You can remove your shirt and allow Cav to suck your nipples while you make yourself come with your fingers.”


Okay, the heat surged in the room and I feared for a moment I would break out in a sweat. The thought of Cav touching me, his mouth on my breasts … it made me tremble.


“Or,” Cav stated, his voice deep, rich, “you can make Edge come with your mouth.”


My eyes shot over to his face, held for a moment. I couldn’t believe he was allowing me to choose that option. 


“That,” I blurted.


Edge’s eyes narrowed as they slid over to Cav. Apparently, he hadn’t been expecting that, either. 


“I’m not finished,” Cav stated.


I held my breath, praying he wasn’t going to deny me this opportunity.


“You can make Edge come with your mouth while I make you come with my tongue.”


“Definitely that,” I said on a whisper of air. 


Cav’s smile turned up the corners of his eyes and another wash of heat slid over me.


I hadn’t moved from my position on the couch, still fully on display, my fingers grazing my clit ever so lightly when Cav walked over and held out his hand to me. I looked to Edge, wanting to ensure he was on board with this plan. He didn’t look too happy about the situation, and I refused to think why that was. 


Cav led me over to Edge’s desk, stopping me when I was standing in front of the desk chair. 


“Bend over, cupcake,” he whispered, pressing his hand to the middle of my back. “Let me see that sweet little ass of yours.”


I bent at the waist, leaning over the desk. It wasn’t a big desk, and due to my height, it allowed me to remain on my feet while my chin rested right on the far edge.


Cav’s hands slid up the backs of my thighs, making my legs tremble as he lifted my skirt up to my waist.


I breathed a sigh of relief when Edge got to his feet, then came to stand directly in front of me. I kept my eyes locked on his hands as he worked to free his belt, then the button and zipper on his slacks. 


I got my first glimpse of his cock in full light and my mouth watered. I’d never had a man’s cock in my mouth, but I wasn’t nervous or afraid. I didn’t even care whether I did a good job or not. Mostly. I simply wanted to taste him, to make him feel some of what he made me feel.


“Open your mouth, sweetness,” Edge instructed, his fingers sliding into my hair, lifting my head so that my chin wasn’t resting on the wooden surface.


When he pressed the swollen head against my lips, I opened my mouth and swiped my tongue over the crest. He hissed out a breath, which I took as a good sign. And then I focused on him, tasting him, teasing him, learning every ridge and vein with my tongue. 


“Fuck,” he groaned, his hand tightening in my hair.


I was so focused on Edge, my legs nearly buckled when I felt the warmth of Cav’s mouth between my legs. He used his hands to spread my ass cheeks, then delved his tongue against my pussy.


I moaned with Edge’s cock in my mouth and he jerked my head. I didn’t think he meant to do it on purpose. 


“Suck me, sweetness,” he ordered, his voice dark. “I won’t last long. Suck hard.”


Hollowing my cheeks, I tried to focus on sucking him while Cav sent me spiraling with his tongue against my clit. I tried to ignore it, but it wasn’t working.


When Cav sucked my clit between his lips, I took Edge all the way into my throat. He groaned long and low, thrusting forward, pulling back, over and over again. I was no longer sucking him, rather he was using my mouth. It allowed the overwhelming sensations Cav was causing to consume me. The next thing I knew, I was crying out, the sound muffled by Edge’s cock as I came.


Edge stilled, his cock pulsing. A second later, I tasted him on my tongue, his cum filling my mouth. I swallowed him down, not sure what else I was supposed to do. He was breathing as hard as I was when he released me. 


The world spun as they stood me back on my feet. The next thing I knew, Edge crushed me against him, his mouth plundering mine. I threw my arms around him, desperate for his kiss. 


“Christ, Jamie,” he whispered against my lips. “If I’m not careful, you’re going to be my undoing.”


Little did he know, but that was my plan.


For both of them.




CAV




I KNEW COMING INTO THE CLUB TONIGHT was going to be uneventful.


I wasn’t wrong. 


When I arrived three hours ago, I went right for the Dom lounge, talked to Mistress D, who was reclining comfortably with two female submissives at her feet. The woman looked as though she was on cloud nine. From there, more club Masters arrived, chatting it up about nothing really.


Through it all, I never saw Edge once. 


Not that I hadn’t expected him to avoid me. He’d been doing it since our encounter with Jamie earlier. As soon as she left, he’d come up with the excuse that he had a meeting to attend. I never saw him in the office again after that. I’d tried texting him, but that had gone unanswered.


I got the feeling he was pissed at the way I’d manipulated the game we had played. I was a smart man and I’d noticed a trend. One that involved Edge keeping me and Jamie at a safe distance. While it seemed he had no issue with me making her come with my mouth, or he and I making each other come that way, he wasn’t allowing her to touch either of us. So, I’d taken it upon myself to ensure he had no choice in the matter.


To be honest, I had expected him to come up with an excuse not fill Jamie’s mouth with his cock the way he had. 


I considered it progress.


Mostly.


By the time everyone had dispersed to the dungeon or the theme rooms for some playtime, I decided it was time to confront Edge. I wasn’t going to play this game with him, and I fully intended to tell him as much.


Needless to say, I wasn’t in the right frame of mind when I found him winding his way through the dungeon, looking on at the scenes.


I walked right up to him and greeted him with a clipped, “Hey.”


His eyes narrowed. “Hey.”


Before I could get out another word, he walked right on past.


Of course, thanks to my already building frustration, I couldn’t simply let it go. Rather, I grabbed his arm to stop him.


Edge spun around, glared at me. “I suggest you take your hand off me. Now.”


Okay, clearly, I wasn’t the only one with an issue tonight. “Or what?” 


Edge jerked his arm away. “I’m not doing this with you here.”


“I don’t even know what this is,” I snapped.


Without a rebuttal, Edge turned and walked away. He paused to talk to Mistress Jane. She gave him a quick nod, glanced in my direction, then started around the room in the same pattern Edge had been following.


I watched as Edge ascended the stairs. For a moment, I considered leaving. Going back to my hotel room, going to bed, and hoping tomorrow would look clearer than the night did. 


Of course, I didn’t do that. Why avoid confrontation when you could be the instigator of it? That was my motto.


At least for tonight, anyway.


I caught up with Edge on the third floor. He stepped into his office, closed the door.


I didn’t bother to knock or wait for an invitation. I merely opened the door, stepped inside, then closed it behind me.


“What the fuck is your problem?” I bit out as soon as the door clicked shut.


Edge spun around, stomped toward me. Similar to the last time I’d been in this room, he pinned me up against the door with his hand around my neck. Not enough to hurt because that wasn’t Edge’s style. But it was definitely enough to get my attention. 


“You don’t know what the problem is, Cav?”


“Not the slightest clue,” I countered.


“How about the incident in my office earlier. That ring a bell?”


I stared into his face, reliving that moment in his office with Jamie earlier. I knew exactly what he was referring to, but for the life of me, I couldn’t figure out why it was a problem for him.


“You’re pissed because what? Because Jamie had her mouth on your dick?”


“Yes.”


“I didn’t hear her complainin’.”


“Not the point,” he snarled.


“Then what is the point, Edge? Clue me in here.”


Edge dropped his hand, stepped back. He turned away from me and I could see the tension in every line of his body. 


“I didn’t want it to happen like that,” he said, his voice lacking the frustration from before.


“Like what?”


He paused by his desk, planted his hands on the top, and hung his head. “She’s a virgin, Cav.”


“Yeah. She is. So fucking what?”


Edge’s head turned, his eyes shooting daggers in my direction.


“If that’s such an issue for you, why the fuck are you messin’ with her, then?” I didn’t get it. “The woman’s interested in you. In us. I haven’t heard her ever say she wanted to continue bein’ a virgin.”


And she hadn’t. In fact, I would go so far as to say Jamie had wanted things to go further than they had. Not just this afternoon, either. 


Yet it didn’t appear Edge felt the same.


“That’s not how it was supposed to go,” he said, his tone defeated.


“Okay, enlighten me then. How the fuck do you see this playin’ out? We gonna spend all our time on third base? You think Jamie’s gonna be okay with us gettin’ her off with our mouths?”


“I want to take this slow,” Edge snapped.


I threw up my arms, let them drop. “For fuck’s sake, Edge. I don’t get you. Or this. If you want to pretend to be some fuckin’ saint, you go ahead.” I turned and reached for the doorknob. “I’m done.”


Before I could get the door open, Edge was behind me. His big hand held the door closed as he pressed up against me.


I was too fucking tired to fight with him. This emotional shit was draining, and to be fair, I wasn’t in the mood for it. I knew what I wanted. I was pretty sure Jamie knew what she wanted. That only left Edge to get on board with the program. 


“I want her,” Edge growled against my ear. “I want her so fucking bad it hurts. I want to slide my cock inside her at the same time you do. I want to fill her pussy while you fill her ass. I want us to take her virginity at the same time.”


“So what’s the problem?” I asked, not trying to move.


Edge’s lips brushed my neck seconds before he bit me. 


“Fuck,” I hissed as my cock jerked. “Edge, don’t fuck with me right now.”


“I’m not fucking with you,” he whispered, his lips moving up my neck to my jaw. “I need you, Cav. I need to feel you. I want to be inside you, to fuck you until neither of us can breathe.”


My entire body vibrated, coiling tightly at the gruffly spoken words. “So, what? You think you have to pick a fight?”


“I don’t want to fight,” he countered. “But I don’t know how this works.”


I forced him back so I could turn around and face him. This time, I took control, gripping the back of his head and jerking him forward. I kissed him like I was starving for it. I was. No doubt about it. For two weeks, I’d been balancing on this razor-sharp edge, waiting for this stubborn man to get with the program.


Edge didn’t need any coaxing. He slammed me back against the door, his mouth crushing to mine in a kiss so furious it was a wonder we didn’t burn the building down. 


“Not here,” Edge breathed against my lips. “I don’t want to do this here.”


Neither did I. There were too many eyes at the club, and while I didn’t mind people watching, this thing between Edge and me was tenuous at best. We needed time to work through it. And privacy.


Edge pulled back, his hand coming up to settle on my throat again. I realized he enjoyed doing that. It likely gave him the feeling of control. We both knew he couldn’t hold me down, but it was also clear I wasn’t going to fight him. 


“Go back to my place,” he stated, a command more than a request. “I’ll be out of here by two.”


I nodded.


“Wait for me, Cav.”


Little did the man know, but I’d been waiting for him for a long damn time. Years. Hell, decades.


I nodded again.


This time when he leaned in and kissed me, it lacked some of the tension, but the heat was still there. If something didn’t give—and soon—I feared we were both going to spontaneously combust.




TWELVE

Jamie




“A-R-R-R-ITE,” TIFFANY SLURRED FROM HER SPOT ON my couch. “S’time to give it up, Lautner. I need the juicy shhtuff.”


I laughed. Two bottles of wine and I was definitely feeling loose. Both my limbs and my lips.


But I didn’t think it was the wine that had tipped us over the edge.


No, we probably owed that bit of thank you to the joint we’d been passing between us. Nothing like a few hits of marijuana to dilute my faculties and make me believe I was one of the funniest women on the planet.


“Nothin’ to tell,” I said with a ridiculous giggle. 


“You, sir, are a…” Tiffany stabbed her finger in my direction and yelled, “liar!” 


It wavered. Or I did. I wasn’t sure, but it caused a fit of giggles that had me doubling over until my forehead was touching the floor.


“Is she dead? Laughing to death is a thing,” Tiffany declared.


“Don’t think so,” Jonah said primly. 


I sat up in time to see him massaging his face with his fingertips. I frowned, tried to figure out what he was doing. When I couldn’t, I simply asked.


“My cheeks hurt.” The words were said as he pulled his lips out like a duck.


Of course, in my inebriated state, this was the funniest shit I’d ever seen.


Because my tailbone was starting to hurt, I tried to push up onto the sofa using only my arms. I would’ve been successful after the third attempt if it hadn’t been for Jonah using his foot to push my arm out from under me. I went face first into the cushion.


Again, some seriously funny shit.


“Come on, Lautner,” he said on a dramatic sigh. “What’s the big secret?”


I gave up on trying to get off the floor. “There’s not one.”


“You said there was,” Jonah whined. 


Another fit of giggles barreled through me. “Oh, yeah. I did, huh?”


He rolled his eyes. 


“Be careful,” Tiffany said seriously. “You’ll get stuck like that.”


I jerked my attention her way, curious as to what she was talking about. She was staring at Jonah, her eyes crossed.


Of course, this was funny, too.


To me, at least.


Jonah huffed. “You’ve got two seconds. Spill it or I’ll tickle it out of you.”


I sobered momentarily. I did not like to be tickled and Jonah seemed quite fond of using that as a torture tactic.


I sat up, schooled my features, and glanced between my two best friends. I’d only known them since my first semester of college, but the three of us had become tight since then. We spent at least one or two nights a week hanging out, laughing, joking, bouncing ideas off one another. And of course, dishing about our love lives. Or lack thereof, which was usually the case for me.


“Whaddya wanna know?” I asked, swallowing the last of my wine.


“On the night in question,” Jonah began, his voice unusually deep—like an announcer’s—as he pretended to interrogate me, “you mentioned you went to a place known as the Wild West room. Can you describe this room?”


“You got me, copper!” I squealed, trying to hold off the giggles. “I’m guilty. I did it!”


Needless to say, this conversation was going nowhere fast. Once again, I was doubled over and Tiffany’s head was hanging off the front of the sofa, her laughter as uncontrollable as mine.


“Is it true, Miss Lautner, that it looked like a barn?” Jonah asked in that same dramatic fashion.


I gave up my attempt to remain upright and just rolled over onto my back. “It’s true. It’s all true.”


I’d already given them the full layout of the Wild West room, right down to the barn door window and the hooks in the wall. 


“She’s not telling us everything,” Tiffany insisted. “She’s leaving something out.” She slithered down onto the floor. “I can feel it.”


Jonah, apparently not wanting to be left out, followed suit. He dropped to his knees, slowly crawled across the floor, and lay down between us. “Did you know they’ve got this thing called cuddling?”


I turned my head to peer at him. “What?”


He looked my way. “It’s true. People’ve made careers out of it. They hold cuddle parties and shit.”


I studied him, trying to find the truth in his statement. “Really?” 


“Yup.” He peered up at the ceiling once more. “They all lie on pillows, smoking pot and cuddling together.”


“Do they have sex?” Tiffany asked.


“Nope. Just cuddle.”


“Pfft.” I giggled again. “What’s the point if there’s no sex?”


“What do you know about sex?” Jonah questioned. “You’re like the forty-year-old virgin.”


I grinned. “Only I’m twenty-four.”


He waved his hand above us. “I doubt your puss can tell the difference.”


Hearing him say that had me giggling again.


Jonah flipped onto his side, put his hands together, and rested his cheek on them, his big green eyes hopeful, his blond hair purposely mussed. “Tell us more about the club, Mommy. Please.”


I sighed. “Okay, little Tommy, but you have to promise not to judge.”


Tiffany sat up abruptly, drawing my attention. Her usually perfectly styled hair was a mess around her face. Static had it sticking up in crazy directions. 


“Seriously?” she asked, leaning over Jonah to get in my face. “When have we ever judged you?”


I cocked one eyebrow. “How about the time I bought that dress—”


“No!” Jonah shook his head, grinning. “Don’t even go there. You know that dress was hideous.”


“I liked it,” I argued.


“It made you look like a garden,” Tiffany declared with a curl of her lips that looked ominously like a snarl. “And not the good kind.” Her arms began to move, as though outlining … something. “Like a big, hideous … garden.”


“Tell me what you really think, Tiff.” Though I’d meant to relay that with heat, it came out on a breathless chuckle.


The three of us lay there for long minutes before I was able to catch my breath. My thoughts drifted to Cav and Edge and I managed to maintain my composure. 


“I went to the club,” I said.


“Duh.” Jonah flopped onto his back again.


“It was … exactly what I expected.” I found a spot on the ceiling, studied it.


“You might’ve mentioned that,” Tiffany said with a huff. “A few dozen times.”


“Who’s telling the story here?” My tone rose and fell. 


“Certainly not you,” Jonah noted. “Otherwise…” He pushed up onto his side, leaned over until his nose was on mine. “We’d have the juicy details!”


When his hand snaked out, his fingers digging into my sides, I squealed and flailed around as I tried to sit up, to get away.


“Fine,” I huffed, trying to catch my breath. 


I made it to my feet, flopped onto the sofa, and propped my head up on a pillow. I crossed my ankles, steepled my hands on my stomach.


“She’s not gonna tell us,” Jonah told Tiffany. 


“I will,” I whined. “Give me a minute.”


“A minute, she wants. We’ve been at this for two hours.”


I glanced at the clock. Had it really been two hours? I squinted to see the time.


How about that? It’d been two hours.


“Okay, fine. I’ll tell you.” I tried for a serious tone. “It was a dark and stormy night…”


“It was October,” Jonah corrected.


“Fine. It was a dark night—”


“Better.”


“I walked in, got interrogated by this cute fairy girl at the front desk. She ticked off the rules on her fingers, then had some guy pat me down.”


Jonah grunted. “That’s no fair. I want some guy to pat me down.”


“I thought you said Dav—”


Jonah covered Tiffany’s mouth. “Hush it. Jamie’s telling us a story.”


The three of us giggled, but I forged through. “After I changed, I was taken back down to the main floor, where I was told to wait for Master Edge.”


“Mmmm. Master Edge sounds hot,” Jonah whispered harshly. 


“So hot,” Tiffany agreed.


“I didn’t say what he looked like.”


Jonah sighed. “Who cares? I think anyone with the name Master is hot.”


“His name’s Gregory Edge,” I clarified. “He goes by Edge.”


Jonah waved me off. “Quit ruining my fantasy.” He turned his hand over and fluttered his fingers in a move that said keep going.


“Anyway.” I looked up at the ceiling again. “He took me to the dungeon first. We watched a scene. A woman tied to a spanking bench.”


“Did it make your ass hurt just to watch her?” Jonah asked, hopeless wonder in his tone.


“It was interesting,” I admitted. “But I found myself completely distracted by Master Edge.”


I peered over when neither of them said anything. “What?”


They were both staring at me, their mouths agape. 


Jonah flittered those fingers again. “Keep going.”


“Yes. Right.” I turned my attention back to the ceiling. “Then Master Cav appeared. He’s a friend of Edge’s. We started talking, then the three of us went back up to the bar. No alcohol there, by the way. But that was okay.”


Jonah made a sound like brakes squealing. “Back it up, sista. Tell us what this Master Cav looked like.”


“Hot.” I smiled to myself. “He’s a cowboy, complete with hat and Wranglers.” My voice took on a dreamy note. “Tall. Blond hair, pretty blue eyes. Lots and lots of muscles.” I looked over at them. “Did I mention he took his shirt off?”


“You haven’t mentioned much of anything,” Jonah said with a snort. 


I continued to relay how we had chatted, but I purposely omitted the discussion about sharing. I still wasn’t sure I wanted to give them that much information. I moved on to the part of the story where I took Master Edge aside, told him what I wanted.


“Seriously?” Tiffany asked. She was sitting up now, her back pressed against the sofa, her long hair tickling my arm. “You topped from the bottom?” 


The three of us laughed. “I don’t think that’s what I did. I told him I needed a moment to be candid.”


“You told him you wanted to be candy?” Jonah clarified, crawling across the floor and grabbing a bottle of water.


“Candid,” I repeated.


“He’s gonna spank your ass,” Jonah said with a laugh. “I bet he’s counting the days until he can.”


I thought about the punishment they’d both mentioned when we had been at Edge’s house. Up to that point, I’d never considered what it would be like to get a spanking.


“What happened after that?” Tiffany asked, evidently needing more information.


“Master Edge got all … dominant,” I admitted. “He calls me sweetness.”


“What does Master Cav call you?” This from Jonah.


“Cupcake.”


“Oh. My. God.” He clapped. “You’re a submissive!”


“I am not.”


“You so are,” Tiffany stated. “Keep going.”


I explained how the night ended, then told them about my dates with Cav and the ones I had with Edge. Neither of them said a word, just listened. When I started to tell them about the second date with Edge, Tiffany interrupted.


“So you picked Edge?” Her hazel eyes were locked on my face when I turned my head to stare at her.


I peered over at Jonah. He was glancing between us.


“Not exactly.”


“Cav?” Tiffany clarified.


I shook my head.


Jonah leaned forward, his elbows resting on his thighs. “You picked both of them?” 


Tiffany’s eyes widened. “Really?”


“Maybe.” I held my breath, waiting for one of them to say something. 


No one said a word and I could feel my heart begin to race.


“You go, girl!” Jonah shouted, pointing at me as he got to his feet. He began dancing around the room. “She picked both. Our girl’s dating two boys!”


Tiffany grinned at Jonah. “I don’t think they’d approve of being called boys.” Her eyes shifted back to me and this time when she spoke, she sounded stone-cold sober. “Is it true? You’re seeing both of them?”


I nodded, swallowed hard.


“What about the whole submissive thing?” Jonah asked, lifting my feet and flopping down on the sofa. “If they’re Doms, does that make you their submissive?”


I sat up, pulled my knees into my chest. “I don’t know.”


Jonah’s expression turned serious. “Why not?”


“They think I’m doing this for my dissertation.”


Tiffany turned, propped her chin in her hand. “Are you?”


“I was. In the beginning.”


Tiffany stared at me. For the life of me, I couldn’t read her expression. “Say something,” I pleaded.


“What do you want me to say?” She looked so serious. “I mean, I could tell you I was jealous, but that would be…” Her grin erupted. “The truth!” She shot to her feet. Clearly it was her turn to dance. “Holy shit, Jamie. You’re dating two Doms.” Her movements stopped abruptly, hands going to hips. “Have you had sex with them yet?”


That did it. My face erupted in heat, and I knew I was as red as Jonah’s sweater. 


“Of course she didn’t,” Jonah stated. “She’s a virgin. No way did she give it up yet.” His gaze narrowed on my face. “Did you?”


I rolled my eyes. “I’m still a virgin.” 


“I want to go to this club,” Tiffany said seriously, taking a seat in my cuddle chair. “I really, really do.” She peered over at Jonah. “Don’t you?”


“Uh, yeah.” His eyes shot over to me. “So when can you bring guests?”


I should’ve known my best friends wouldn’t judge me. They loved me too much for that. 


“When are you going back?” Jonah asked.


“Back where?” I asked, confused.


His lips pursed. “The club.”


“Oh.” I relaxed a little, reached for my wineglass. “I start the submissive training class on Tuesday.”


Tiffany shot to her feet. In the chair. “Shut. Up.”


I grinned. “It’s true.”


“Oh. My. God.” She dropped back down on her butt, pouted. “I wanna be in that class.”





Two hours later, I was lying in my bed. Tiffany and Jonah had left via Uber, leaving me to my thoughts. After the interrogation they’d given me, it was a wonder I could think about anything. After the initial shock wore off, they had both tossed question after question, most of which involved being a submissive. I had given them details about the positions I’d learned, but past that, I honestly didn’t have all that much to share. They hadn’t seemed disappointed. 


As for me, remembering those moments with Edge and Cav had only made me miss them. I wished I was with them tonight. They had mentioned going to Dichotomy. I couldn’t help but wonder what they were doing. Were they spending time with another submissive?


The thought made my chest ache. 


No.


They didn’t seem like the types to do that.


Were they?


I reached for my phone and before I could stop myself, I pulled up their contact information and added them to a group text. 


Me: Wanted to let you know I’m thinking about you. Both of you. Hope you’re having fun tonight.


I regretted it as soon as I hit send. I didn’t want them to think I was pining away for them. After all, I was supposed to be busy tonight.


I peered over at the clock. Technically, the night was over since it was two a.m.


My phone buzzed in my hand.


Cav: Hey, cupcake. Thinking about you, too.


My heart melted, then expanded in my chest. I felt the butterflies erupt in my stomach as I lay there, gripping my phone like it was a lifeline. 


Edge: How’d your night go with your friends?


Me: Good. They went home. Now it’s just me. About to go to sleep. What are you boys up to?


Cav: I’m sitting on Edge’s sofa. Waiting for him to get home. We’ve got some issues to address.


Me: Oh.


Edge: Don’t worry, sweetness. Nothing serious. 


Me: Glad to hear that.


I smiled to myself.


Me: Do me a favor? While you’re working out those issues…


I hit send.


Cav: Yeah?


Me: Think about me.


I lay there staring at my phone for the longest time, waiting for a response. My eyes started to close, but my phone finally buzzed.


Edge: Thinking about you seems to be a trend right now, sweetness.


Cav: Sweet dreams, cupcake. See you soon.


With a smile on my face, I drifted off, my thoughts on the two of them and exactly how they were going to work out those issues. Wishing I was there.


To watch.




EDGE




WHEN I WALKED INTO MY APARTMENT, I was thinking about Jamie. 


I’d been surprised by her text message. Surprised and slightly disappointed that she wasn’t with us tonight. 


Then again, it was for the best. Considering my frame of mind, I wasn’t sure it was in her best interest to be around me right now. I felt as though Cav had blindsided me earlier in my office at Chatter PR. I was still pissed that he’d done it. And sure, it was my own damn fault for going through with it, for allowing Jamie’s delectable mouth to wrap seductively around my cock, but it didn’t mean I couldn’t beat myself up about it. 


Something you’ve gotten far too good at.


And in turn, aim some of the blame on the man currently sitting on my sofa.


Cav looked comfortable, reclining, one foot on the coffee table, the other on the floor, knees wide as he stared at the television.


As I dropped my coat onto the chair, I didn’t bother to look to see what he was watching. I didn’t care.


Before he could say anything, I held up my hand as I passed in front of him. “Don’t say a fucking word.”


I went to the kitchen, grabbed a glass, and poured two fingers of scotch into it. I tossed it back, set the glass down, then, without saying a word to Cav, went to my bedroom. 


I stripped off my clothes and headed for the shower. Although I felt cleaner when I was finished, the hot water had done little to ease the tension in my shoulders. My dick was back in the living room, already making plans for the sexy man on my sofa, but my brain was trying to come up with ways to punish him.


I wrapped the towel around my hips, then headed for the living room. What I needed was a submissive. Not just any submissive though. I wanted Jamie. I wanted her on her knees waiting for me. I’d been thinking about it all damn night. 


Cav might not be submissive, but he’ll do in a pinch.


Yes, Cav would work, too. He wasn’t the submissive I imagined but only because he wasn’t a submissive. I craved him like a drug, sure. However, I knew he couldn’t curb the yearning I had for domination.


I stepped into the living room, stopped dead in my tracks.


Well, will you look at that?


Nope. No submissive for me tonight, but I would have Cav. And while he wasn’t on his knees, he did appear to be waiting for me. Flat on his back on the sofa, completely naked, his dick in his hand. I paused, watching as he stroked himself slowly. 


“Did I tell you to touch yourself?” I asked on impulse, fury simmering in my gut. 


Those baby blues slid up to my face. “In case you don’t remember, I don’t need your permission.”


I inhaled deeply, let it out slowly. “Don’t you?”


His hand stilled momentarily as though he was considering that. It was the first sign I’d seen from him that there might be a part of him willing to submit to me. The other night, when he’d jacked off while giving me the details of his date hadn’t counted. I hadn’t been commanding him then and he damn sure hadn’t been submitting. It had been a test, sure. A feeble attempt to figure out just what he needed from me. 


For the record, I still had no fucking idea.


“Stop,” I ordered, and his hand stilled completely.


Yeah. He was willing to submit to me.


The mere thought had my dick hardening. 


“Stand up.”


Cav slowly got to his feet, wary eyes settling on my face.


I remained where I was. “You want me tonight, you’ll do exactly what I tell you.”


He offered a slight nod. I took it as a good sign.


“On my bed.” I stepped back, motioned toward my bedroom. “On your back.”


I followed him into my bedroom, dropping the towel as I went. My attention was focused on the long, lean length of him, his firm, tight ass. The man was smaller than me, not as broad or thick, but what he lacked in breadth, he certainly made up for in brawn. Every perfectly sculpted muscle shifted as he walked, and I found my lips tingling with the need to graze every inch of his body.


Rein it in. Take your time. He’s not going anywhere.


True. 


Once Cav was on the bed, I flipped on the lamp on the nightstand. I wanted to see this. I wanted to gauge every expression, to see in his eyes just what he wanted from me. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d had Cav alone. Not like this. Not with so much heat between us. There was no way to deny that I’d wanted him for years, but I had honestly pushed the thought aside, figuring I could never have him.


The fact that he was naked and in my bed said otherwise.


“Do I have a safe word?” he taunted, his eyes narrowed, mischief glittering in the baby blue.


I stared at him, considered it. “No.” He wouldn’t need one. 


He gave a slight nod of his chin. Acceptance.


I fucking liked that.


It took me a minute to retrieve the toys I wanted from my closet, my mind already categorizing all the ones I would purchase to use on him in the future. Cock rings, ball stretchers, butt plugs. Yeah. I could have some serious fun with this Dom. 


When I returned, Cav was still there on my bed. He hadn’t moved. His eyes followed me around the room as I made my way to the other side of the bed. When I pulled out the leather wrist restraints, he raised one arm, offering himself to me. 


“Eager?” I asked.


“Resigned.”


Not wanting to think on that too much, I shackled his wrist to the metal bedpost. I did the same with the other, then took a moment to admire him laid out before me, completely at my mercy. His cock was thick and hard, resting against his abdomen, his muscles lax. He didn’t appear intimidated, save for the slight increase in his breathing. 


“Do not move and do not speak until I ask you a question,” I ordered. 


I picked up the nipple clamps I’d retrieved, then crawled up onto the bed, straddling his hips, my cock rock hard. He felt different beneath me. Unlike a woman’s smooth, soft skin, the hair on his legs was coarse, his skin firm. Definitely different, but so fucking good at the same time. 


“You like a little pain?” I asked.


“Never really been my thing.”


I grinned. “Too bad, then.” My eyes moved from the clamp to his face. “I’ll get enough pleasure out of this for both of us.”


I made quick work of attaching the clamps to his nipples, observing him as I did. I loved the way he grimaced from the pain, but he never said a word. Not so much as a hiss. The man had admirable willpower.


“I’m going to have to get some more toys,” I told him as I leaned over him. “Some I can use on you.”


His eyes remained locked on mine.


“I like the idea of a ball stretcher,” I rambled. “Perhaps a masturbation pump. Something to punish you with.” I tilted my head to the side and grinned. “I’m going to enjoy using you for my own pleasure. Fucking you whenever and wherever I want.”


Cav’s Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed.


“You like that.” It wasn’t a question. “You like the idea of me using you, fucking you, torturing you. I can see it in your eyes. You especially like the idea of having Jamie watch.” I propped my hands on the mattress, leaned over him. “She’ll watch as my cock sinks so fucking deep inside you.”


His breaths had increased, but so had mine. The thought had pleasure slamming into me. I wanted to be balls deep inside him. 


I pulled back so I could see his eyes. “I haven’t been with a man in years,” I admitted. “Many, many years.”


Cav’s eyes remained on mine.


“I haven’t wanted one,” I told him as I sat up, toyed with the nipple clamps, sliding my palms over his smooth chest. “You’re the only man I’ve thought about, Cav. For so fucking long. But I honestly didn’t think I’d ever get the opportunity to have you.”


I tugged on the clamps, making him hiss as his eyes slammed closed and his back bowed. 


“Open your eyes,” I commanded.


Cav’s eyes shot open. 


“When’s the last time you were with a man?” 


“Years,” he said gruffly, his teeth clamping together when I pulled the clamps. 


“When’s the last time a man fucked you?”


Cav held my gaze, but he didn’t answer.


I jerked on the clamps. “Answer me.” 


“Never,” he snapped, and I could see the torment there, both from the admission and from the pain he was enduring.


I let go of the chain. “What?”


“Never,” he said simply. “I’ve never been fucked by a man.”


That admission made it damn near impossible to remain where I was. The thought of being the only man to fuck that sweet virgin ass… It was more than I expected.


“You’re a virgin?” I tugged on the chain.


“Yes,” he bit out.


I’d fully intended to drag this out, but with that knowledge, it would be damn near impossible. I leaned in, sliding my mouth over his, urging his lips open for my tongue. The sudden need to taste him, to be closer to him was overwhelming. 


The kiss started gentle, but the anticipation fueled my lust, building it higher and higher as I controlled his mouth with mine. Cav gave back, our tongues dueling as he writhed beneath me, soft moans escaping him.


When I broke away, I lifted my head, stared down into his face. “Tell me you want me.”


“More than my next fucking breath,” he whispered.


“Tell me,” I demanded.


His face hardened. “I want you, Edge.”


“Fuck, Cav,” I growled, crushing my mouth to his once more. 


I didn’t allow the kiss to linger. I pulled my lips from his, then trailed them down his jaw, his neck, over his pecs, licking, tasting. I teased his tortured nipples for a few seconds, then continued to work my way down his body, over his abs, my tongue fondling his navel momentarily. Cav remained silent, the only sign he was enjoying it, the way his muscles flexed and relaxed beneath my mouth. 


“Say my name,” I muttered, nipping the skin on his hip.


“Edge.”


“Tell me you want my mouth on your cock.”


“Suck me.” He groaned, bowed his back when I licked the head of his dick. “I want your mouth on my cock, Edge.”


He followed directions perfectly and it turned me on like nothing else. 


However, I fully intended to get a rise out of him. 


Literally.


I brushed my lips over the head of his cock, eliciting a hiss from him. But I didn’t linger there. 


With my feet on the floor, I positioned myself between his thighs, forced his knees to bend, then pushed them toward his chest. But I wasn’t ready to fuck him. 


Not yet.


No, I had something else in mind. 


“Ever had your asshole rimmed?” 


“Yeah,” he huffed.


“By a man?”


He didn’t answer. Didn’t matter. I didn’t need a response.


In one swift move, I dove in, my tongue laving the tight ring of his asshole. Although quiet, Cav began to squirm, clearly enjoying the rim job I was offering. I licked and teased until he was moaning, his breaths sawing in and out of his lungs in perfect time with mine.


“Please, Edge,” he growled. “I need… Fuck, Edge. Don’t make me come. Not yet. Damn it.”


I paused long enough for him to catch his breath, to pull himself back from the brink. Then I went at him again, fucking him with my tongue, forcing his legs farther back so that he was unable to move an inch. 


“Fuck me, damn you,” he snarled. “Edge! Fuck you, Edge.” He growled, a deep rumbling sound that made my cock jerk. “Fuck me, damn it.”


I couldn’t have resisted him if I’d wanted to. 


Forcing myself off of him, I made my way to the bathroom, retrieved a bottle of lube I kept under the sink. The condoms were in the bedside drawer and I grabbed one, rolled it on.


Only when I was ready did I unhook the leather cuffs. “On your knees,” I commanded.


Cav rolled over, got on his hands and knees. 


“Hands on the headboard.”


He seemed somewhat confused by the order, but he knelt on the mattress, his fingers curling over the top rail of the headboard. Once again, I used the cuffs to restrain him, hooking them around the center bar so he couldn’t get far. 


I sank my teeth into his shoulder as I moved in behind him.


Utilizing the lubricant, I worked his asshole open with two fingers while I continued to nip and bite his neck, my other hand sliding over his warm chest. While I wanted this to be a cold, calculating fuck, I knew it wasn’t. I cared too much about him. And though I wasn’t willing to let him know that, I couldn’t hide the truth from myself. 


“You ready for me, Cav? You want to feel my cock inside you?”


“Yes.”


I pulled my fingers out of his ass, lined up my cock, and worked my way inside him. It took every ounce of restraint I had not to slam home. I didn’t want to hurt him, but the man was testing my control. 


“Breathe,” I insisted, kissing the back of his neck, sucking on his warm skin as my cock slid in all the way. “God, you feel good, Cav.”


“Edge…”


“Tell me,” I urged. “Tell me how it feels when I’m inside you.”


“Pain,” he bit out on a rough growl. 


I slowed, gave him time to stretch around me. His asshole flexed, milking my dick, driving me absolutely crazy.


“Relax,” I whispered, nipping his earlobe. “Feel me. Deep inside you, Cav. This is fucking heaven.” 


I eased out an inch, pushed back in. 


His hands gripped the headboard, his knuckles white. 


“Edge … need more.”


“You’ll have all of me,” I assured him as I pulled out. “Every.” I pushed in, pulled out. “Single.” Again. “Inch.”


“Fuck.” His low growl had my cock throbbing inside him.


Minutes passed as I inched in and out of his ass, working him open, my fingers curled over his shoulders, holding him in place as I took my time, relishing the exquisite pleasure I found in his body.


“Hold on, Cav,” I warned as my hands trailed down his sides. 


Gripping his hips roughly, I jerked him back toward me at the same time I thrust into him. Shifting positions for a better angle, I retreated, then slammed into him, harder. Impaling him on my cock, loving the way his ass squeezed my dick.


“Fuck,” he growled. “Ah, Christ, Edge. Fuck me.”


I didn’t stop. Retreating, driving my hips forward. Harder and harder each time until I was slamming into him, over and over. We were both panting, groaning, slick with sweat. I kept the pace for long minutes, then slowed as I reached around and gripped his cock roughly. I jerked him in rhythm to my new pace. Slow, easy. 


I released his cock, gripped his hips, slammed into him again, fucking him wildly. Again and again before I shifted to the slower pace, stroking his cock until he was pleading for me to let him come. I alternated between the two, loving the way his ass gripped me.


I jerked him roughly, released his cock, gripped his hips. “I want you to come without me touching your cock.”


Cav groaned. 


“And you better come before I do, or you won’t come at all.”


I slammed into him. Hard.


Cav grunted.


Retreated. Slow and easy.


Slammed home again. 


“Fuck, Cav,” I growled. “Your ass feels so fucking good.”


This time I didn’t slow. I fucked him ruthlessly. Harder and harder until my tenuous grip on control was ready to snap. I wanted him to come.


“Edge…” 


“Come for me, Cav,” I barked. “Come while I’m fucking you.”


I slammed my hips forward, back, forward, back. 


Cav’s hands gripped the headboard, back muscles flexed, his hips pressing back against me. “Oh, fuck, Edge! Oh, fuck. So close. Don’t stop.”


“Never.”


“Fuck … fuck … fuck!” 


“Who’s fucking you?” I bit out. 


“You are.”


“Who?” 


“Edge.” 


“Who’s the only man who’ll ever take this ass?” 


“You.”


“Who?” I yelled.


“Edge,” Cav groaned. “Fuck. I’m coming!”


As he stilled, his cock pulsing, I slammed into him, held on tight as I came, emotion swamping me. 


It took a minute to get him free of the restraints, but once I did, I pulled Cav down with me, spooning behind him, holding him tight. I couldn’t let go.


Not yet. Perhaps not ever.


And that scared me as much as what I felt for Jamie.


They were going to be my undoing. 


I was certain of it now.




CAV




“WHAT BROUGHT THAT ON?” I ASKED EDGE as we lay in his darkened bedroom. 


After that incredible fuck, we’d both showered, downed a couple of sandwiches, then returned to his bed.


“What?” Edge asked, his voice low, raspy with exhaustion.


“Earlier.”


He sighed, rolled to his back. “You pissed me off.”


I turned my head, glanced over at him, grinned. “I figured that much. But how?”


“That stunt in my office,” he said. “With Jamie.”


“You didn’t seem to object to the blow job at the time.”


Edge’s head jerked toward me, his eyes meeting mine. The room was dark, the moonlight coming in through the window the only light available. I could see the fury in Edge’s eyes, making them glow. 


Sighing, I stared up at the ceiling. “Why are you holding back?”


“Not,” he muttered. “Fucked you, didn’t I?”


“With Jamie,” I clarified.


Edge released a long, exasperated breath but didn’t respond.


“You can’t treat her with kid gloves,” I told him. “She’s joining the class, for fuck’s sake. If you’re lenient with her, you’re doing her a disservice. She wants to do this.”


“It’s for her paper,” he said.


“So she claims.” I didn’t think that was it. Not entirely. I got the feeling Jamie was curious on a deeper level.


“She’s a virgin,” Edge added.


“So you keep tellin’ me. And she’ll remain that way if you let her. Right up until she gets tired of this shit and finds another man who can give her what she needs.”


“She’s young,” he whispered.


“Age is just a number.” 


There was a soft growl in his throat, and I could tell I was getting to him. Then again, that had been my plan. Pushing his buttons until he admitted the problem was one of the few ways to get Edge to open up.


“While I’m not opposed to you takin’ your anger out on me with rough sex, it won’t quench the thirst. You’ll still want her the same way I do.”


“I can’t get past it,” he muttered. “It’s all I can think about. I don’t want to hurt her, don’t want to lead her on.”


His statement had me turning toward him again. “Lead her on? What does that mean?”


Edge’s eyes remained fixed on the ceiling. “If she’s not willing to submit, I don’t see this going anywhere.”


I let that sink in. While I understood, I didn’t agree. There was something about Jamie, something that spoke to me on a much deeper level. Then again, I’d never formed my world around this lifestyle. I enjoyed the dominant aspect, taking the reins, the power play. But it wasn’t everything for me.


“She won’t know until she tries,” I finally said.


“Until then, I can’t let myself get too into her.”


That made sense. Even if I knew he was already into her. Truth was, I’d known Edge was gone with her from the first night he introduced me. There was a connection there. One we both seemed to have. It didn’t happen every day, which meant it was easy to identify. I wanted to explore that, to see where it went. I wanted a chance to know how it felt like to love someone like that.


“What if she is?” I mused. “What if she’s the exact woman you’ve been lookin’ for?”


“We,” Edge clarified, his head turning my way. “I want this with you.”


I couldn’t deny I felt better that he’d acknowledged that. “Fine. The exact woman we’ve been lookin’ for?” 


“She is,” Edge stated with a rough exhale. “I already know she is. And I still can’t get past it.”


I rolled over, put my arm on his chest, my hand on his jaw, turning his head to look at me. “Then let’s do this right. Don’t pull any punches. She’ll go through the training class exactly as any other submissive would. See how she handles it. Then we’ll go from there.”


I leaned in, kissed him. It was meant to be soothing, but Edge’s arm shifted, moving around me, holding my head in place as our tongues danced. 


“I’ve wanted you for so fucking long,” he whispered when we broke apart.


“Yeah?” 


“Yeah.”


“Well, I’ve wanted you, too.” I allowed my hand to trail down his chest, my fingers brushing over his semi-hard cock, lower, grazing his balls, then dipping between his legs. “In more ways than one.”


Edge’s eyes locked with mine and I could see defiance there.


“I will have you,” I told him, not even a hint of submission in my tone. I teased his taint with my finger, then dipped lower, ringing his asshole. “One day. I will fuck you, Edge, the same way you fucked me. And you’ll realize it’s not about who’s the Dom.”


Surprisingly, Edge didn’t argue.


“One day,” I whispered, pulling my hand back and placing it on his chest once again.


His arm snaked around my neck, pulling my head down to his shoulder. “Sleep, cowboy,” he muttered. “Dream about it because that’s all you’ll get.”


I chuckled and somehow managed to close my eyes.





I woke before the sun was up, which was usual for me. Sleeping wasn’t all that easy, but I figured that was because my brain rarely shut off. I was always thinking about what I needed to do. Work, play, it didn’t matter. 


But today was about work. Being that it was Saturday, I knew the office would be empty, which would allow me some time to get organized. I had yet to set up my desk, and since that was the one place that was mine, I figured I might as well get started. Helped that I was already in the building.


I took the elevator down to the thirty-second floor. As I expected, the place was empty. From what Zeke had told me, that wouldn’t always be the case. According to the outline Zeke was working on, his department—our department—would be expanding in the very near future. One of my first tasks was to scope out one of the vacant floors, put a plan in to relocate the entire team to one area, then hire to fill the additional ten spots he wanted filled. I got the feeling that was a much easier feat for me than it was for Zeke. I was a people person, he was not.


But that was okay because it took all types to run a successful business.


Unlocking my office door, I stepped inside, hitting the switch on the wall that would pull the curtains back, revealing floor-to-ceiling windows. It wasn’t the greatest view in the world, but it was a view. I glanced down at my desk, noticed a catalog sitting on top with a note from Addison that read: Decorating options. Let me know what you’d like, and I’ll get it ordered. ~A


I grinned as I peered around at the blank walls, the empty space. The office wasn’t as large as the partners’, but it was more than enough space for me. There was a corner area that would work great as a conference space for when I needed to meet with my team. Then again, Zeke wanted me to look at another floor, which meant this office was likely temporary.


It was still difficult to wrap my head around it all. I honestly hadn’t imagined I would be settling down in one spot this early in my life. I was one of those people who didn’t have plans for retirement because I enjoyed working. And I had a fondness for diversity. I figured it was the reason I’d gotten my business degree, then hopped right over the line into law enforcement. Somehow, I’d ended back with a desk job and I still wondered if this was what I wanted to do.


A rap on my door had me looking up to see Ben leaning against the jamb. 


“Hey,” I greeted as I propped a hip against the desk.


“Didn’t expect to see you here today,” he said, peering around the room.


“Figured I’d get organized, prepare for the week ahead.”


“The sooner the better.” Ben glanced down at my desk. “We’ve got your laptop on order. Should be here Monday.” 


I nodded. 


“Wanted to see if you’ve made a decision on your residential status. We’ve got three apartments we’ve recently renovated. They’ll be ready to go in about a week.”


“Haven’t given it much thought,” I lied.


“One across the hall from Edge is vacant,” he informed me, as though he knew Edge was a deciding factor for me.


“How do you do it?” I blurted before I could think about it.


“Do what?”


“The switch thing.”


Ben’s dark eyebrows darted down to form a V. “Not sure I follow.”


I sighed. “It’s… Never mind.”


“No, no.” Ben pushed off the doorjamb, stepped farther into the room. “This have to do with Edge?”


“Lucky guess?” I smirked.


“Something like that.” He walked over to the windows, looked out. “Are you a switch?”


“No.” I stood tall. “Or rather, that would’ve been my answer if you’d asked me that last week.” I sighed. “Truth is, I’m just going with what feels right.”


Ben turned to face me. “The only advice I can give is for you to follow this.” He patted his heart. “Not this.” He tapped his bald head. “And remember, there’s no box that we all fit perfectly in. Your heart wants what it wants.” Ben smirked. “Your body, too.”


“I don’t want to be dominated,” I admitted. “But I want Edge.”


“Then why would you think you’re anything but a Dominant?” 


I shrugged. “I’m questioning it, I guess.”


“Well, don’t.” His tone was brusque. “Go with what your heart tells you.”


Another rap on the door had me turning to see Justin standing in the doorway. 


“Hey. Need to borrow him for a minute,” he said, motioning toward Ben.


I grinned. The look in Justin’s eyes told me this had nothing to do with business.


“Give some thought to the apartment,” Ben said as he walked dutifully toward the door. “I’ll catch up with you on Monday.”


“Sure thing.” I grinned as Justin put his hand on the back of Ben’s neck and steered the man down the hallway. 


Did I want that from Edge? For him to lead me around, command me? 


No, deep down, I knew I didn’t.


Did I want him to fuck me? 


Absolutely. Last night had been enlightening. 


Did I mind being tied up? Tormented? 


No. It was an interesting twist. 


Did I want to bury myself deep inside him, to feel him give in to me the way I had to him? 


Yeah. I fucking did.


Which answered the lingering question, resolved the doubt that had been hanging over me for the past couple of weeks.


No, I wasn’t a submissive. And I wasn’t a switch. I didn’t want to submit to Edge.


But I did want him. The same way I wanted Jamie, only different.


The question was, how would this play out? 


And could all our needs be met in the long run?




THIRTEEN

EDGE




Tuesday, November 6, 2018


“BEFORE YOU LEAVE FOR THE EVENING,” I informed the group of submissives kneeling before me, “I expect to have your limits list. Do not leave until you have it completed. Do you understand?”


“Yes, Master Edge,” they said in unison.


“Good.” I motioned for Cambria to open the door. “I’d like to introduce you to your Masters.”


I paused for a moment as the training Masters walked into the room, my eyes grazing the submissives, ensuring no one looked up. They’d been instructed to keep their eyes down at all times, unless specifically told otherwise. 


“Please take your places behind your submissive,” I instructed the trainers. “And place the blindfolds over your submissive’s eyes.”


Do not look at Jamie. Do not look at her. Harder than it sounds, huh?


I ignored the voice, observed everyone except for Jamie. 


The eleven trainers—eight assigned to submissives, three on the panel alongside me—made their way across the room, stopping behind the submissive they’d been assigned to. 


Gave her to Master Chaos, did you? Safe bet?


There were seven men and four women, all handpicked by me for this session. While we had more Masters at the club, I tended to utilize the same ones for training. And once or twice, I would shift them around, remove one, add another. No one took it personally because they all knew I was catering to the needs of the individual submissive. As for the panel, I rotated them out every class because I wanted the variety they each brought to the training. Plus, I respected their opinions and the panel would be the final decision-maker as to whether a submissive graduated or not, ultimately garnering membership to Dichotomy.


Once the blindfolds were in place, I asked the submissives to stand. Their assigned Dom assisted them to their feet, then turned them so that they were face-to-face.


I walked around the room, observing each person. “Your first task for tonight is to get to know your Dominant. Not only can you not see them, you’re not allowed to use taste or sound to identify. In a few minutes, all of the Masters will line up at the front of the room. You will be required to pick your Dominant using only touch and smell. Should you select incorrectly, the Dominant you’ve picked will be responsible for your punishment. So, I suggest you take your time and think it through. You have three minutes. Begin now.”


I walked through the room as the submissives began their quest to identify their Master by touch and scent alone. As I expected, most started with their hands, placing them on their Master’s head and working their way down. Knowing they’d do this, all four women had their hair pulled back into ponytails and all the men had left their hair unstyled so as not to give themselves away. 


“Remember, this is your Master. You’ll be intimately acquainted with them. Do not limit yourself here.”


Hands began to wander lower. 


I paused beside Jamie, watching as she leaned in and sniffed her assigned Master. She was very thorough, and I noticed, rather than using her hands, she used her cheek to touch her Dominant’s face. My eyes met Master Chaos’s and I nodded even though there was a churning in my gut. 


Yeah, let’s see how long this lasts. I give it a day, tops.


After my discussion with Cav on Friday, I had decided he was right. Attempting to manipulate her time here would be a disservice to her. If she was going to embrace this, she would do so fully. And that meant she would be assigned to all eight training Masters through the course of the class. It had killed me to make the decision, but I wasn’t the sort to lead with my heart, so I ignored the pain, pushed through. 


And while I’d made that difficult decision, I hadn’t been able to do the same with Cav. So I had assigned Cav to the panel because I wasn’t comfortable with him being intimate with one of the submissives. 


Yeah. Perhaps that made me selfish. I didn’t give a shit.


Selfish isn’t necessarily a bad thing.


“Time’s up,” I commanded. “Do not move.”


While the submissives remained where they were, the Masters came to the front of the room and lined up, along with Cav and Master Harris, both on the panel. I motioned for Jane to move over to the submissives. She gently shifted them so that they were facing the Masters in a line. When she returned to the first submissive, a young woman by the name of Jenny, I nodded. 


“Miss Ward,” I began as Jane removed the woman’s blindfold. “Please show me which of these Masters belongs to you this week.”


When she stepped forward, I held up my hand. “Did you ask permission, Miss Ward?”


Her eyes widened and terror flashed briefly. I shot a glance at Jane and gave an indiscernible nod of my head. There was something there I didn’t like. 


“May I identify my Master, please?”


Since she didn’t use my name, I shook my head. “No, you may not.”


Jane replaced the blindfold and moved to the next submissive.


“Miss Jordan, take your turn,” I instructed as Jane removed the blindfold.


“Master Edge, may I please have permission to identify my Master?”


“You may.”


Kelly Jordan, a petite young woman with short dark hair and soulful eyes, had attempted my submissive training class once before. She had left halfway through the course, unable to complete due to personal reasons. I’d informed her she was welcome back at any time. I was glad to see she’d decided to return.


Kelly wandered up to Cav first, her hands sliding over his cheeks. She quickly dropped them, then moved to the next in line. She skipped past the two Mistresses who were next. She stopped in front of Liam Murphy. It took her only a few seconds to determine the big man was in fact her Master. Without a word, she lowered herself to her knees before him and bowed her head. Silently, Liam placed his hand firmly atop it, accepting her as his submissive for the week.


“Thank you, Miss Jordan, you may come stand over here,” I called out.


When Kelly was standing behind the line of submissives, Jane moved to the next.


“Mr. Baker, your turn.”


“Master Edge, may I identify my Master?”


“You may.”


Drew Baker, twenty-two and eager, stepped forward, making a beeline for Mistress D. The handsome young man leaned in, inhaled her briefly, then stepped back. He did the same with Mistress X before walking down the line to Mistress Cameron. When he lowered himself before Mistress Cameron, she didn’t move. 


I addressed him. “I’m sorry, Mr. Baker. That’s incorrect. Your punishment will be determined and applied after everyone’s completed their turn.”


Appearing rather disappointed in himself, Drew marched over to the opposite side of the room. Cambria placed his blindfold over his eyes, then had him kneel on the floor. 


I ran through the line, allowing Raine and Yazmin to go next. They identified Master Kaylen and Mistress D, respectively. I had them move to stand with Kelly since they’d identified them correctly.


Next in line was Jamie. When Jane removed her blindfold, I watched as she squinted to adjust to the light.


“Miss Lautner, it’s your turn.”


Without looking my way, Jamie gave a nod. “Master Edge, may I please have permission to identify my Master?”


There were two things in that statement that turned my stomach. First was her calling me Master Edge. I much preferred her calling me Professor. It was far more intimate. Second was her asking to identify her Master, who I knew was not myself. 


“You may,” I managed.


“Thank you, Master Edge.” She strolled over to the line, starting with Cav, who was at the beginning of the line. She moved past him quickly, skipping over the two Mistresses with a polite smile. She paused at the next trainer but didn’t stop. She offered him an impish grin, then stopped in front of Timothy Triton, a.k.a. Master Chaos.


Jamie touched his face briefly, then moved down the line, taking a moment with Ransom, Kaylen, and Nash. She returned to Master Chaos before lowering herself to her knees before him. He gently placed his hand on her head, accepting her as his for training.


If you were smart, you’d put an end to this nonsense now.


I fought the urge to look at Cav, not wanting to see his expression. 


I had Jamie move over to the others, then called on Miles Holloway.


“May I select my Master, Master Edge?” he asked, his tone curt, lacking even an ounce of respect.


I didn’t like his tone, nor the phrasing of the request, but technically it was appropriate, so I gave him my permission.


He walked right up to Mistress X and placed his hands on her neck. “I would like to select you as my Mistress for training.”


Considering his Master was male, there was no mistaking his error. Then again, I didn’t think it was an error. It had been his intention.


Mistress X was shooting daggers from those near-black eyes. “Remove your hands, sub.”


Miles dropped his hands but didn’t move and the smirk on his face was not going to be tolerated. 


“Mr. Holloway, please move to the other side of the room. Immediately.”


Without making eye contact, he marched toward the door. “No, I think I’ll make the decision. No way will I let some man put his hands on me. I didn’t sign up for that, so I’m out.”


Cambria, who was standing beside the door, stepped aside, then followed him out of the training room. She would be calling one of the available Masters to escort him out of the club. He would not be returning. 


In an attempt to keep the class on track, I motioned for the last submissive. 


“Miss Wheeler, it’s your turn.”


Maeve peered over at me. “May I please have permission to step forward and identify my Mistress, Master Edge?”


“You may.”


It took Maeve less than a minute to correctly identify Mistress Cameron. Once she had moved to the side of the room with the others, I had Cambria assist Drew back in line with Jenny. I offered Jenny an opportunity to select her Master, but she did so incorrectly.


Which meant, there were two submissives who would receive punishment, one of which I didn’t expect to make it through the week. 


Not too bad for the first day.




Jamie




FROM THE FIRST SECOND I TOUCHED THE Dom who would be training me, I knew it was not Edge or Cav. Although I couldn’t stop the disappointment, I thought I did a relatively good job at disguising it. 


Why I’d thought one of them would be dominating me during this training, I wasn’t sure. Neither of them had ever said they would, but considering how far we’d come…


Yeah. I was an idiot.


Needless to say, I was feeling shunned. They could’ve at least given me a heads-up. All day, I’d been looking forward to tonight, unable to concentrate. I’d chatted with Cav via text earlier in the day, but even then, he hadn’t mentioned what I would be walking into tonight.


Granted, I’d also told them I didn’t want any special treatment, so perhaps my panties were in a twist for no good reason. As far as I could tell, there was no favoritism in the class. That was easily discernible based on the fact Miles had stormed out, obviously discontent that he’d been paired with a Master and not a Mistress.


The only person who seemed happy about the pairings was Maeve. I’d heard her mention in the locker room that she hoped she would have the opportunity to work with one of the Sadists, which Mistress Cameron apparently was. When my new submissive friends had tried to chat me up, I’d interacted politely, never once mentioning that I was here with Edge and Cav. So when Jenny had gleefully explained how she was in love with Master Edge and hoped that he would pick her, I’d had to bite my tongue.


Yeah. I was jealous. So what?


Not that it mattered how I felt. Disappointment be damned, I was here for the long haul, which meant I needed to offer my new Master the appropriate respect.


So here I was. After watching as Jenny and Drew endured their punishment, then being told who their Masters were, we’d been herded together so Cambria could provide us with a tour of the club. Oddly enough, it hadn’t been as bad as I’d thought. She provided a significant amount of information regarding the various zones, covering emergency protocols, identifying the floor monitors, showing us the aftercare rooms, and then explaining the rules for the class before returning us to the training room.


“Submissives, please join your Master,” Master Edge instructed when we stepped into the room.


I did. 


Since I had no idea how I was supposed to approach a Dom, I took my cues from Kelly, who seemed rather knowledgeable on protocol.


“Master Chaos, would you like me to kneel at your feet?” I asked politely.


He smiled, a sexy smirk that I figured had turned quite a few submissives’ heads over the years. 


Master Chaos, whose name I knew to be Timothy Triton, was probably in his mid- to late-thirties. His eyes were a soft green, his hair almost black, which was board-straight and hung loose around his face, resting on his shoulders. His lashes were incredibly long and thick, his lips full. And that jawline…


It had actually been his strong jawline that I’d identified during the previous assignment. I had brushed my cheek against his, noting the way his jaw flexed slightly when I had. 


“Thank you for asking, Miss Lautner. I would prefer you to stand for now.”


“Yes, Sir.” I remained where I was, awaiting his instruction.


“Class,” Master Edge began, “I’d like to introduce you to the training panel. Along with myself, you’ll be reviewed by Master Cav, Master Harris, and Mistress Jane. If at any time you have questions and your Master is unavailable, feel free to reach out to one of us. For the next four weeks, we’ll be updated on your progress by your Master, which will allow us to determine any additional training you may need. Our objective is to help you successfully complete this class in the allotted time.


“Each week you’ll be assigned two different Masters or Mistresses, alternating between them through that week, ensuring you have the opportunity to get to know each of them, understand their practices, and so forth. Keep in mind, they are very different in their practices. So, something that might be all right for one could be a serious offense for another. Punishment will be dealt with by your assigned Master, with one of the panel members overseeing. You are not, under any circumstance, to meet with any of the training Masters outside of the club. If your Master decides to give you a means of communication—text, email, whatnot—then you may utilize it. However, your communication should be kept professional at all times. Should you overstep, that is grounds for immediate termination from the class roster and Dichotomy. Understand?”


“Yes, Master Edge,” we all agreed.


“Good. Now your Master will go over his or her expectations for the week.”


I turned my attention back to Master Chaos.


“Thursday night,” he began, “you’ll join me in this room at eight o’clock sharp. Your clothing will be selected for you and placed in your locker. For your safety, I’ll expect your hair to be pulled up in a ponytail.”


“Yes, Sir.”


“Trainees are required to sit at a desk while in the classroom during the training sessions. When we’re out on the floor, I expect to you walk in front of me. I will guide you where I expect you to go. Do not leave my side for any reason. Understand?”


“Yes, Sir.”


“You may refer to me as Master Chaos or Sir while we’re working one-on-one. Either is appropriate. However, when I’m conducting the class and I call upon you, I expect to be referred to as Master Chaos.”


“Yes, Master Chaos.”


“You’ll only be in my care for two nights. I’m not sure that will allow you much time to get to know me all that well. I can tell you, I’m not a hard-ass. I don’t have any rigid rules or instructions. Any punishment you receive from me will be geared toward humiliation, not pain. Not from my hand at least.”


That was interesting. I wanted to ask him why not, but I kept my mouth shut and nodded.


“Have you turned in your limits list as requested?”


“No, Sir.” I never looked away from him. “But I promise to complete it before I leave tonight.”


“Very well, Miss Lautner. For this week, I look forward to being your Master.” He offered a brief smile.


“Thank you, Master Chaos.”


“If you’ve finished your discussions with your Master and you’ve turned in your paperwork, including the limits list, you’re free to go for the evening. Class will begin promptly at eight tomorrow night. I expect to see you on time and prepared.”


When Master Chaos left the room, I went over and retrieved the manila folder with my name on it. I pulled out a chair at the long table and took a seat. It didn’t take long for me to complete the necessary paperwork, including the nondisclosure agreement as well as my limit list. When I was finished, I placed it in the stack and made a beeline for the door. I didn’t look back as I double-timed it to the locker room, where I quickly changed into my street clothes. And before I risked running into Edge or Cav, I discreetly made my way through the club and out into the night.


I didn’t breathe easy until I was pulling into my apartment, and by then, easy wasn’t the word I’d use to describe my mood. There was a tightness in my chest I could only attribute to the disappointment I felt at the way the night had gone. 


If I didn’t know better, I would’ve sworn my heart was broken. 


“Stupid,” I admonished as I stripped out of my clothes and pulled on my pajamas.


I had some studying to do for my early class tomorrow and though I would’ve preferred to hide under my covers and cry, I decided it was the distraction I needed. 


And when my phone chirped with a text message, I didn’t bother to look. I didn’t want to talk to anyone. I needed some time for my own pity party. Thursday night I would return to the training class and I would follow Master Chaos’s instructions. And I would do the same with whoever was assigned to me for the next four weeks. 


After all, I was the one who’d agreed to this class. Edge and Cav owed me nothing.


Too bad my expectations had been so high before tonight.


Had they not been, perhaps I wouldn’t be wiping away a stray tear right now.




CAV




“DID YOU SEE JAMIE LEAVE?” I ASKED Edge as he was closing down the club. 


I’d stayed back, chatting with the others, discussing the outline for the training class and the submissives who were participating while Edge and Cambria had talked to the submissives who had questions and followed up to ensure they had all the necessary paperwork.


“Did you not talk to her?” he asked as he flipped through a notebook on his desk.


“No. I saw her head to the locker room but never saw her after that.”


“I saw her head downstairs,” he said, his tone clipped. “She looked determined to leave, so I let her go.”


I frowned. “Without saying anything?”


“Yeah.”


Well, fuck. 


I had been hoping to talk to her before she left, explain what she could expect for the training class, and reassure her that we were in no way brushing her off, merely ensuring she had the same opportunity as the other submissives. Considering she hadn’t looked at me once during the training class, she had needed that reassurance.


Only she had disappeared.


Edge turned to look at me. “You ready?” 


“I guess.”


I followed him as he wandered through the club, peering into every room before clicking off the lights as he went. Rather than go down to the dungeon, I had waited on the main floor while he took care of shutting it down. When he returned, I was skimming through my phone, hoping to find a message from Jamie.


Nothing. 


“You ever figure out what you’re going to do about living arrangements?” he asked, drawing my attention away from my text messages. 


I shook my head, shoved my phone in my pocket. “Not sure yet. Called a Realtor yesterday.”


“Buying a house?”


“I’m considering it.” 


“Ben told me you turned him down for the apartment across the hall,” Edge said as we stepped out of the club, into the dark, cold night. The wind had picked up and I hadn’t bothered with a coat.


I hefted my toy bag on my shoulder, then waited while Edge closed and locked the main door. 


“Haven’t marked it off completely,” I admitted. “I told him I’d consider it. Not my first choice, though.”


Edge glanced my way, lifting the collar of his coat as we walked to the parking garage. “Why not?”


“Seemed like an invasion of your privacy. You don’t need me lingering next door.”


“What if I wanted you to?”


“Do you?”


Edge stopped, then turned to face me. “To be honest, I’d prefer to have you in my bed, but I figured that would be inappropriate to request.”


“Why?”


“I’m not a presumptuous man, Cav. You of all people know that.”


No, he wasn’t. 


“It’s an option,” he said softly. “Always an option.”


I nodded, started walking again. 


While the idea of sleeping in his bed wasn’t a bad one, I wasn’t up for living with him. Spending the night on occasion was all good and fine. But I preferred my independence, and until I got a grasp on where my life was headed, I didn’t want to take a leap like that. But I did need to find somewhere other than the hotel. It was a little too stiff and formal for my taste.


Edge grinned. “If I’m the only reason you’re thinking about passing on the apartment, I suggest you take it.”


“I’ll think about it.” I feigned indifference. “But I’m not gonna pass up the chance to check out the real estate.”


“Can’t blame you there,” Edge said, his eyes assessing as they passed over me. “Everything all right?”


No, it wasn’t. Jamie had disappeared tonight without speaking to me and it didn’t sit well. But I wasn’t in the mood to hash it out with Edge. The man was not in the habit of being honest and forthcoming about his feelings, so I expected him to shrug it off.


“All good,” I lied.


He glanced over at his truck. “I gotta head out. I’ll talk to you tomorrow?”


I nodded in response, then stood there, surprised when Edge walked away without looking back.


He seemed to be in a hurry.


With a sigh, I headed toward my truck. Before I backed out of the space, I shot off another text to Jamie, asking if she was all right. She hadn’t answered mine from earlier and I didn’t like the fact that she’d left without saying anything to anyone. Then again, I had tried to convince Edge to give her a heads-up as to the outline for the class beforehand, but he had refused. Said something about how I was right, she deserved to attend the class and go through the motions like any other submissive.


And while I had said that, yes, I didn’t mean it quite like that. I’d been shocked when Edge informed me I would not be one of the training Masters but rather on the panel. 


By the time I arrived at my hotel, Jamie hadn’t answered my text and I was getting a little worried. However, it was late, and I figured she was tired. I knew she’d had class that morning and then the club tonight, so it would’ve been a long day for her. 


When I got to my room, I tossed my bag on my bed and beelined for the shower, my thoughts on the roster for the training class. I had memorized who Jamie was assigned to. This week, she would be with Master Chaos and Mistress Cameron. Since I knew Timothy well, understood his motivations, I wasn’t worried about him. He would take care with Jamie, as he did with all the submissives he encountered. After losing his wife years ago, the man had never settled down with another submissive and I was starting to wonder if he ever would. As for Mistress Cameron… The sadistic Dominatrix would be good for Jamie to spend some time with. It would help her understand the vast difference between a Sadist and a Dominant. 


Next week, she would be paired with Master Kaylen then Mistress D. I didn’t know Kaylen well, so I couldn’t form much of an opinion. Mistress D would likely be a good test for Jamie, not to mention a chance to see a Dominatrix who took no shit from anyone. Following them would be Liam for the first part of week three, then a one-time double pairing with Mistress X and Nash. I knew I would have to keep an eye on Liam. Since Edge and I agreed we would not broadcast our interest in Jamie, I couldn’t say which direction the big Irishman would go, but he was the sort who went through subs like underwear. 


The final week, Jamie would be under the watchful eye of Ransom Bishop, who we’d all learned was a true test for most submissives. Considering he was a hardcore Sadist with extremely high expectations, he took an entire week for himself. Fortunately for me, the man was gay, so I had little to worry about with him and Jamie.


And while I’d memorized the roster and assessed each and every Master, I did not like the idea of Jamie being with any of them. I wanted her with me, and I was beginning to regret my suggestion for Jamie to join the class. It was all on me, though. Edge would’ve easily kept her out of it if I hadn’t pushed so hard.


“Deal with it,” I muttered as I shut off the water and reached for a towel.


After drying off, I pulled on sweatpants, then grabbed my phone. I shot another text to Jamie, waited a few minutes, then called Edge when I didn’t get a response.


“Yeah?” he said by way of greeting.


“You try getting in touch with Jamie?”


“I did. I texted her. She hasn’t responded.”


“Same here.” Perhaps I should go to her apartment just to ensure she was all right.


“Let it be for the night,” Edge said as though he could read my mind.


“What if—”


“She’s fine,” he assured me. “She has to come to terms with the rules of the class.”


“And if she doesn’t?” 


Edge didn’t answer and that said it all. If Jamie couldn’t make it through the class, she wasn’t going to be the right submissive for either of us, much less both of us. At least as far as Edge was concerned.


“Does it bother you?” I asked.


“What?”


“Her being with all of them?”


“It doesn’t matter if it bothers me,” he said firmly. “You were right. She needs to see what it’s like to be with a variety. Needs the experience.”


“You do understand what this means, right?” 


Edge growled. “I fucking know what it means, Cav.”


“And you’re okay with it? You’re okay with the possibility of Jamie fucking another Dom?”


“No, goddammit! I’m not okay with it.”


“Then why—”


“Fucking let it go, Cav.” 


The call disconnected and I stared at the darkened screen. 


This was not going the way I’d thought it would. A couple of dates, some erotic interludes, and suddenly Edge was setting Jamie up with a slew of Dominants who would have every right to touch her however they wanted during the class. Fuck her even. 


The thought of one of them fucking her… It had a red haze clouding my vision.


Maybe that was what Edge wanted. At least then she wouldn’t be a virgin anymore.


I growled, squeezed my phone, then dropped it before I shattered the screen.


“Son of a bitch.”




FOURTEEN

EDGE




Thursday, November 8, 2018


WALKING INTO THE TRAINING ROOM ON THURSDAY night was more difficult than I anticipated. 


I’d had a shit day and it only had a little to do with the fact that Justin was pushing me to make a decision on whether or not I would come on board as a partner. Add to that the client who was convinced I’d been carousing—his word—with one of his competitors and I was about ready to put my fist through a wall. 


A long, defeated sigh escaped me. 


You might want to calm down. Won’t benefit any of the submissives to see you in this state.


No, it wouldn’t.


I hated to say it, but I didn’t have fucking time to deal with Chatter right now because I was too busy trying to figure out how to fix the shit I’d put in play here at the club. Namely, having Jamie in the submissive training class. I didn’t know what I was thinking when I agreed to it. This was the worst idea I’d had in … ever. Never had I come up with something worse than this.


As if that wasn’t bad enough, I had no fucking clue how to fix it. Not without fucking up a whole lot of other shit in the process. 


Boot her from the roster. That’s pretty simple.


No, I couldn’t kick her out. She hadn’t done anything to warrant it and my actions would only cause a lot of confusion for the trainers.


Fine. Ride it out. 


That was a stupid idea, but the best I had at the moment. My only option was to wait and see how it played out over time. 


Even if it killed me.


Which it very well might.


“Good evening, class,” I greeted as I stepped into the training room, taking a deep breath and forcing that stupid voice out of my head.


All of the submissives and their respective Masters were in place, waiting patiently for me to get things underway. My gaze swung to Jamie, who was sitting at her seat, head down, hands clasped in front of her. Master Chaos had yet to join her, but I knew he was on his way.


“Tonight, we’re going to talk about hard and soft limits.” I picked up the folders on the small table, waved them. “Masters, if you haven’t picked up your sub’s folder, do so now.”


Triton strolled in. My eyes shot to the clock. “You’re late,” I snapped.


He paused briefly, his eyebrows darting down in confusion.


Damn it. What the fuck was I doing? I couldn’t reprimand a Dom in this class.


“Ignore me,” I muttered when he came to retrieve Jamie’s folder. 


Triton didn’t say a word, but he didn’t have to. I could read his concern in his eyes. It wasn’t like me to target a Dom, much less a friend, like that. Rather than comment, he walked over to Jamie, placed a gentle hand on her head as he took a seat in the chair beside her. 


When everyone was seated, I began my discussion on limits, walking them through the details of the form they’d completed. It was one of the most necessary classes, in my opinion. It was critical for a submissive and their Dominant to discuss limits, to outline and discuss potential issues, triggers, and so forth that could cause a problem during a scene.


“It’s in your best interest to be as honest as possible and err on the side of caution if there are things you aren’t sure of. Talk to your Dom if you have questions, and if you don’t know what something is, do research.” I stopped at the front of the room. “We’re going to relocate to a theme room,” I informed them. “Tonight we’ll be addressing some of your soft limits, items from your list that you’ve marked as maybe or curious.”


I stopped the lesson long enough for us to relocate to the theme room I’d had set up for tonight’s activity. Large enough to accommodate several pieces of bondage apparatus, it still had enough space for the twenty of us to pile in, including Cambria, who would act as my assistant throughout. 


“We’ll be utilizing the stoplight system, as do most Dominants at Dichotomy. Miss Frazier, please explain to the class what the stoplight system is.”


After softly asking Kaylen for permission to speak, Raine went through the colors, red, yellow, green, and when they were appropriate to use. 


“Thank you, Miss Frazier.” I scanned the group. “Any questions?”


Several submissives shook their heads, but a few answered appropriately with, “No, Master Edge.”


“Miss Phelps, Mr. Baker, Miss Jordan, and Miss Wheeler, because you’ve inappropriately responded to a direct question from a Dominant, you’ll be our guinea pigs tonight.”


I motioned for their four Masters to determine who would be going first. We’d already briefed regarding the agenda, so the trainers knew what was coming and, if I had to guess, already knew exactly which limit they intended to test with their submissives.


“Who’s first?” I asked when they separated.


“We are,” Mistress X stated, motioning toward Mr. Baker.


I motioned toward the room. “Proceed.” 


I got a thrill out of watching the young man’s eyes widen slightly. I’d known from the day Drew Baker requested to join this class that he would be a good fit. He was both eager and curious and it showed in every expression. On the flip side, he was overly cautious, having marked most of his limit list with maybes, the closest thing to limit without actually crossing the item off the list. 


“I’m looking forward to it,” Mistress X said with a glimmer in her brown eyes. “Follow me, sub.”


Drew got to his feet slowly, keeping his eyes cast down as he followed the curvy Mistress to the St. Andrew’s cross. He was wearing leather shorts that looked a size too small, but that wasn’t surprising. Mistress X wasn’t known for being gentle on her submissives.


“Master Cav, would you mind assisting me?” Mistress X requested as she motioned toward the restraints on the cross.


Cav moved from his position on the wall and assisted the petite Mistress by hooking Drew’s wrists to the cuffs up high. While Cav worked to get the submissive restrained, Mistress X went to the cabinet on the far wall and retrieved a ball gag, a pair of nipple clamps, a ball stretcher, and a long length of chain. I watched with curiosity as she made her way back to her submissive. 


“Do you know what this is, sub?” she asked.


“Yes, Mistress X. It’s a ball gag.”


“How did you mark this on your limit list?” 


“As a maybe,” he admitted, his eyes darting from her face to the gag.


“Since you’ll be unable to speak, I’m going to require nonverbal signals from you.” She tapped the fingers on his right hand. “If you’re green, I expect your hand to be relaxed. Yellow, I want you to hold up two fingers. For red, hold out all five fingers, then make a fist. Do this multiple times.” She stepped in close, her voice softening. “I will be monitoring as will the other Masters, so at no time will you have to worry. Understand?”


“Yes, Mistress X.” 


“Very well.” Within seconds, she had the ball gag inserted and secured. 


Mr. Baker’s distress was immediate, but he managed to breathe through it as Mistress X remained in front of him, talking him through his panic. When he settled, she gave him a warm smile and patted his cheek. There was no denying the pleasure he derived from her praise.


“Do you know what this is, sub?” she asked, holding up the ball stretcher.


Drew nodded, unable to verbally respond. 


Mistress X glanced over at his right hand, which was currently relaxed. 


“Mr. Baker marked this as an absolutely, yes on his list,” she explained. “And since he’s willingly accepting the gag, I’ll be offering him this reward.”


While the group observed, Mistress X removed the leather shorts, then proceeded to place the ball stretcher on. She added two weights, effectively pulling his balls toward the floor. When she stood, her attention once again shifted to his right hand, still relaxed.


“These are nipple clamps,” she said, holding them up for Drew to see. “You’ve marked them as curious on your list, hence the reason I’m going to torture you with them now.” Her smile was devious.


Once Mistress X had the clamps secured to his nipples, she took a step back, admiring her work. Drew moaned softly.


“One more thing,” she said, holding up the chain. 


It wouldn’t look like much, I knew, but once she connected it to those clamps, it would add enough weight that the clamps would consistently pull on his nipples. 


Mistress X secured the chain to both clamps, then connected it to the ball stretcher before adding another weight. Her eyes shifted frequently to his hand, still relaxed where it dangled from the clamp. 


“Thank you, Mistress X,” I said as I took control of the room once again. “Mistress Cameron, Master Bishop, would you like to go next?”


The two Sadists smirked at one another. 


“Because the class is one submissive smaller,” I told them, “with Mr. Holloway’s dramatic exit on Tuesday, I’ve decided to double up the Masters on certain days. This will give you the opportunity to experience what it’s like to have two Masters at one time.” 


Unable to resist, my gaze shifted to Jamie. She was kneeling at Chaos’s feet, her attention on me. When our eyes met, she quickly looked away. I could see something there, something that had my stomach churning. It looked a hell of a lot like pain, and the mere thought of hurting her damn near took me out at the knees.


Not familiar with that? It’s called love, you big dumb ass.


Love? What the fuck? I wasn’t in love with Jamie. No way.


“Proceed,” I instructed the Sadists, needing to keep my head in the game.


“Based on what I’ve observed on Miss Wheeler’s list,” Mistress Cameron explained, “I’m inclined to believe she has some strong masochistic tendencies.” Her grin turned sly. “Which means she’s in for a treat tonight because that’s my specialty.”


My attention bounced between the Sadists and Jamie. While I never diverted my attention for long, I couldn’t stop myself from watching her.


“This is what is known as a violet wand, a tool sweet Maeve marked as a maybe on her limit list,” Mistress Cameron explained after she had Maeve shackled to a set of irons on the wall. Ransom stood by, taking his cues from Cameron, allowing the Mistress to run the scene. “I get the feeling she’ll be moving this particular item to an absolutely, yes once we’re done here.”


While I watched the scene set up, play out, my mind continued to drift to Jamie. 


More accurately, how and when I would corner her once the evening was finished.




Jamie




“THAT WAS SO MUCH FUN!” MAEVE’S GIDDINESS was contagious, trickling through the others, making them swoon. “I’m thinking Mistress Cameron’s right. I might just be a masochist.”


“Well, I’m jealous of Jamie,” Kelly said with a wide grin.


“Me?” I stared at her. “I haven’t done anything yet.”


“No, but you get to be with Master Chaos.” There was a dreamy look in her eyes. “I can’t wait to spend time with him.”


I forced a smile, hoping it looked more genuine than it felt. 


While the girls alternated between swooning over the Masters and giving a recount of what had happened during tonight’s class, I hurriedly pulled on my jeans and my sweater. I smiled when appropriate, leaving the oohing and ahhing to the others. It wasn’t that I hadn’t enjoyed watching the scenes, learning about the various tools. I had. 


However, I couldn’t get past the ache in my chest, knowing Edge and Cav had tossed me to the wolves. Why I’d thought they were willing to take me as their submissive, I wasn’t sure. Even after my crying jag last night and the constant reminder that they were only doing as I asked—no special treatment—I couldn’t come to terms with the idea that I’d spend the next four weeks being passed from one Master to another while they watched.


“What was it like to have two Masters?” Yazmin inquired.


I glanced over then, curious as to Maeve’s answer.


“Different.”


“Good different? Or bad different?” Kelly asked.


Maeve’s eyes lit up. “Definitely good. I’ve never thought about having two Masters.”


I felt a knot lodge in my throat as I slipped on my shoes. I’d thought about it. In fact, I’d almost had it.


“I’ll see you guys Thursday night,” Raine said softly as she moved toward the door. 


“Good night!” Maeve called out. “God, I’m not sure I’ll be able to sleep after that.”


“I’m heading out, too,” I said, not wanting to disappear without saying something. We were going to be together as a group for the next month. My goal was not to alienate the very women I would be hanging out with.


“See you Thursday,” Kelly and Maeve said at the same time. 


With a tenuous smile, I grabbed my purse and headed for the door. 


To my surprise, Cav was standing outside the locker room, evidently waiting for me. I didn’t stop walking, pretending I didn’t notice him. 


“Jamie,” he said softly.


Or hear him.


My feet continued moving toward the stairs. 


“Jamie,” he repeated firmly.


“Good night, Master Cav.” I offered a quick wave over my head.


A firm hand gripped my upper arm, halting my descent on the stairs. With no choice but to stop, I glared into that ridiculously handsome face. 


“I need to go,” I said softly, the words sounding far too much like a plea.


His eyes shifted over to Edge’s office. The door was closed.


“We need to talk,” Cav stated.


“Who’s we?” I asked as Edge’s door opened and he stepped out with Jenny. His hand was on the small of her back as he guided her toward the locker room. She was smiling up at him, causing my gut to twist into a painful knot, bile racing into my throat.


Seeing him touching her like that, the same way he’d touched me the first night I was here…


I broke free from Cav’s grip and practically ran down the stairs, ignoring him when he called out to me. A sob broke free, but I managed to make it to my car without tears falling. Barely.


How could I have been so stupid? 


I should’ve known this would happen. Except for our bowling date, Edge had kept me at arm’s length. I could only think this was why. He wasn’t intending for anything to happen between us because when it came down to it, I wasn’t a submissive. 


As for Cav … well, I didn’t want to think he would do that to me, but I had picked up on how he took most of his cues from Edge. 


They didn’t want me. I was just another toy for them to train. Would they be taking Jenny out on a date now? One at a time or both of them together? Would they pretend she was special, make her feel the way they’d made me feel? Would they go back to Edge’s apartment, walk her through what it would be like if she were their submissive? Would she sleep in Edge’s bed, securely snuggled between them?


The tears were pouring down my face as I headed home, hating myself for being so naive. I had fallen for it from the start, thought I meant something to them.


I berated myself for the entire drive back to my apartment, anger and embarrassment warring. I’d fallen for it. The only good thing was that I hadn’t allowed things to go further. At least I hadn’t been stupid enough to sleep with them. 


A sob racked my entire body.


I’d wanted to. I had dreamed about it, fantasized, made it into some stupid romantic story.


It wasn’t romantic. Not even a little.


None of this was. Being a submissive, being passed between Masters. They looked at us like we were toys they could toss away when they were finished. Didn’t matter how we felt.


The second I stepped into my apartment, I stumbled to the sofa, then curled up and cried, letting it all out. That was all I knew to do. I had to get past this, move on.


I would text Edge tomorrow, let him know I didn’t want anything to do with his training. No way could I sit by and watch as he engaged with other submissives. He could save himself for Jenny, spend all his spare time with her. I didn’t care.


“I don’t,” I whimpered aloud, wishing like hell it was true.





I must’ve fallen asleep because I was woken by the sound of someone knocking on my front door. A little disoriented, I got to my feet and made my way to the door before I realized that it was midnight. I peered out the security hole, then frowned.


“Go away,” I called out. 


“Open the door, Jamie,” Edge’s rough voice sounded from the other side. 


“I don’t have anything to say to you.”


“Open the door,” he repeated.


“No.”


There was silence and I thought for a second he’d left. I should’ve been elated, but instead, my chest ached more. 


“Open the door, Jamie,” Edge stated, his voice deeper, lower than before. There was a hint of frustration in it. 


Since my upstairs neighbor liked to call the office on me anytime I had friends over, I decided I had to face the music, send Edge on his way.


After unlatching the security chain and unlocking the deadbolt, I pulled the door open a crack. I fully intended to talk to him through that minimal space, but clearly, he had other plans because Edge forced the door back and pushed his way inside. Admittedly, I was a little disappointed when Cav wasn’t with him, but he didn’t give me time to think about it as he shifted me out of the way.


“What do you want?” I asked, glaring at him as he closed and locked the door.


“To talk,” Edge said simply.


“I have nothing to say to you,” I countered, crossing my arms over my chest in defiance.


I knew I sounded like a petulant child, but I didn’t care. They’d hurt me. My heart physically ached in my chest and I didn’t want to get into this with him right now. I didn’t feel strong enough to fight him, and the last thing I wanted was for Edge to see how much I wanted him, how much I needed him.


How much I loved him.


“Sit,” Edge ordered.


“No.” 


Those electric-blue eyes narrowed on my face and I could feel the energy coursing through him.


“What?” I snapped. “Did Jenny not do it for you? You needed another submissive tonight?”


Edge’s lips thinned. “What the fuck are you talking about?”


“I saw you with her,” I bit out. “You had her in your office. You looked quite cozy walking out. Your hand on her back, guiding her around. She was all smiles. Must’ve had a good time, huh?”


He stood straight, the tendons in his neck taut. His voice held a dangerous air when he spoke. “Not that it’s any of your business, but Miss Ward came to me to let me know she would be leaving the class. Indefinitely.”


That news had me sobering somewhat, but it didn’t completely diminish the hurt and the anger that swirled relentlessly through me. 


“Now sit down, Jamie. We need to talk.” 


“No.” 


“Sit. Down,” he ordered, his eyes flashing with temper. 


Clenching my hands into fists, I marched to the sofa and sat. I didn’t look at him, wishing he would just go away and leave me alone. 


Edge walked around the coffee table, then pushed it back from the sofa, allowing more room as he sat on it directly in front of me. 


I kept my focus on my bare feet. Right up until his finger curled beneath my chin, tilting it back until our eyes met. For long seconds, he stared back at me while I was mesmerized by his bright blue eyes. I wasn’t sure I’d ever seen that color before.


Even as the anger and hurt churned, I couldn’t deny I wanted to get lost in those eyes. Just one more time.


“I owe you an explanation,” he finally said, his tone cooler than before.


It took a second for his words to register. In an effort to maintain my mad, I snarled, “Yes, you do.” 


The corners of his eyes squinted but they didn’t quite narrow. I could see his restraint. He didn’t appreciate my bratty attitude.


“Did you want to join the class?” he questioned.


“Yes.”


“Did you not tell us you didn’t want special treatment?”


I opened my mouth to answer, then snapped it closed.


Edge waited me out, holding my gaze.


“Yes, I did.” 


“Have you received special treatment?” 


“No.”


“Yet you’re still pissed.”


I shook my head. “Not pissed.” I swallowed hard, let my eyes drop from his. “Hurt.”


“Look at me, sweetness.”


“I’m not your sweetness,” I hissed. “Not anymore.”


“Look at me, baby.”


My eyes shot to his instantly, as though that one endearment was all my stupid heart needed to hear. 


“I’ve hurt you,” he said, as though he accepted it.


“Yes.”


“What did I do?”


I thought about the pain I’d felt when I walked into the training room Tuesday, knowing that neither of them was going to be my trainer. That familiar ache ricocheted in my chest, stealing my breath. I refused to cry again. I would not allow him to have that much of me. He didn’t deserve it as far as I was concerned.


“You gave me away.”


He sighed. “I did not.”


I held his gaze. “You did.” I twisted my fingers. “How do you think it makes me feel to know you can just pass me over to another man? Like it doesn’t even bother you?”


“It does bother me.”


“If it did, you wouldn’t’ve done it.”


“As far as I’m concerned, Jamie, you belong to me.”


My heart skipped a beat at the dominance behind that statement. Still, I wasn’t ready to cave. “You gave me to Master Chaos.”


“Not true,” he countered. “I didn’t give you to anyone. I wouldn’t. I couldn’t.” He swallowed. “You mean something to me, Jamie.”


“Funny way of showing it,” I muttered.


This time when Edge gripped my chin, he wasn’t as gentle. He didn’t hurt me, but he damn sure got my attention. I glared at him, surprised daggers weren’t shooting from my eyes.


Neither of us gave for several seconds. I fought the urge to look at his mouth, battled back thoughts of him kissing me the way he had before. 


“You want it your way?” he ground out.


I didn’t answer, not quite sure what he was getting at.


“Do you want me to prove myself to you?”


“Yes, damn it,” I barked. “Yes, I do.”


“Fine.” His hand dropped. “If that’s what you want, that’s what you’ll get.”


He released me, got to his feet, stared down at me.


“What?” I had no idea what just happened. “What are you talking about?”


“I’ll see you in class on Saturday, Miss Lautner. Come prepared.” He started for the door. “Oh, and I didn’t add you to the rotation tomorrow. It’ll give you time to figure out if this is really what you want.”


I watched as he walked out the door, instructing me to lock it behind him. I stared for the longest time, trying to figure out what the hell had just happened. 


I was still wondering, even when I fell asleep an hour later.




CAV




Friday, November 9, 2018


WHEN I ARRIVED AT DICHOTOMY ON FRIDAY night, I knew something had happened. Not only because Edge had insisted the Masters meet prior to the class, but also because he hadn’t been at the Chatter offices that day. When I had texted him, he’d told me we would discuss tonight. When I had texted Jamie, she told me she needed some time to think.


That was when I got the sneaking suspicion something had happened between them. 


I walked into the training room to find Edge pacing the floor. I was the first to arrive for this impromptu meeting, which I took as a good sign.


“Hey, what’s up?”


He stopped suddenly, his eyes slamming into me as though he hadn’t expected me to be there. 


“I went to see Jamie last night,” he informed me, stepping closer.


So it would appear my suspicions were accurate. “And…?”


“And I’m making a change to the class.”


I stared at him, let it all sink in. 


“Did you hear me?” he asked.


“I did.” I pushed my hands into my pockets. “And what change would that be?” 


“You’ll see.”


I grabbed his arm when he started to turn away. “I think I deserve to know now. If it pertains to Jamie…” I studied his face momentarily. “I have a right to know.”


Edge’s gaze bounced to where my hand was on his arm, then up to my face once again. “I’m realigning the Masters and the students.”


I released him. “How so?”


He motioned toward a sheet of paper on the table. I gave him one more visual assessment, then walked over, picked it up. Not caring about the rest of the class, I zeroed in on Jamie’s structure for the next four weeks. When it hit me, I looked back at him. “You’re putting her with the two of us?”


He was pacing once again. “Yes.” 


“But you don’t take on students.”


“Things change.”


Yeah. In a big way, obviously. “How are you gonna explain this to the Masters?”


“Explain what?” Ransom asked when he stepped into the room. 


“Good, you’re here.” Edge turned away from me. “There’s been a change to the class.”


Ransom’s gaze darted to mine, then back to Edge. “A change?” He sounded skeptical.


Before Edge could answer, the rest of the group sauntered in. Evidently the tension could be felt because they all focused on Edge.


“Thanks for coming tonight,” he said quickly. “I need to announce a change to this training session. Effective immediately.”


“What’s the change?”


“Everything, apparently,” Ransom muttered and moved to stand beside Jane.


“Okay, what’s going on?” Jane demanded, her intense gaze pinned on Edge.


“I’m going to lay this out very clearly,” Edge began, crossing his arms over his chest and widening his legs in that stance that said he was in no mood for shit. “Cav and I have recently taken a submissive.”


Well, hell. No sugarcoating that at all.


“A submissive who happens to be in this class,” Edge explained.


“Miss Lautner,” Chaos noted. 


“Correct.”


“Well, I’ll be damned.” Jane chuckled. “It’s about damn time.”


“So why’s she here?” Liam asked, his accent thick.


“I believe it’s imperative she take this training class. And while I don’t make a habit of allowing submissives to map out the course of my actions, Jamie’s an exception.” His face was somber. “While I thought I was giving her an opportunity to explore this lifestyle with various Dominants, I’ve realized my error.” He glanced from one face to another. “I don’t feel it necessary to explain my reasons for my actions, but I will if you feel I need to do so.”


“I think it’s relatively straightforward,” one of the newcomers said.


I glanced over to see Ian and Isaac Stokes standing side by side. They were identical twins who’d become Masters at the club in recent months. Since they hadn’t been here during the early part of the week, I could only assume they were part of Edge’s changes.


“It is,” Edge agreed. “Some of you know Ian and Isaac. They’ll be joining the trainers of this class. Along with Eden, Charles, and Talon. I’ve decided to place Jane in the rotation, as well, and brought on Landon and Langston for the panel. They’ll oversee the course, and from this point forward, you’ll be paired up with another Master for the training and remain with that partner throughout. The assignments still require you to have interaction with two submissives per week.”


I stared at Edge, completely shocked by this turn of events. Granted, it was his training class, he could do whatever the hell he wanted to with it, but this was huge. From the beginning, he’d pretty much stuck to the same plan, aside from expanding the number of days the submissives would be here.


“Does anyone have any questions?”


“Yeah,” Ransom said with a smirk. “What does Zeke think about this?” 


Edge didn’t respond, but I caught the finger he shot Ransom under his arm.


“I have a question,” Talon stated, his deep, booming voice echoing in the room. “Since you’ve allowed your submissive to dictate your course of action, how will you handle her?”


Edge’s gaze caught mine. “Cav and I will be subjecting her to all the assignments. Rather than simply having one of the submissives perform the action, she’ll be required to do so as well.”


“Does she know this?” Jane asked.


“Not as of yet,” Edge told her. “However, she’ll learn of the change at the same time as the other students. Tomorrow night. If she chooses not to perform the tasks, she’ll be removed from the class and Cav will return to the panel.”


“Personally,” Mistress D said, “I’m rather interested in seeing how this plays out. I won’t deny the class has gotten a little stale. I like the idea of doubling up on the submissives.”


“We agree,” Langston added as he stepped into the room. “I’ll be the first to tell you, it’s gonna be a learning experience for you as well. Taking on a single submissive between two Dominants isn’t as easy as you’d think.”


“I prefer two submissives,” Jane said with a smirk. “But I’m willing to see where this goes.”


“If anyone has any objections, come speak to me. You’ll find the new alignment on the desk. The submissives will be joining us tomorrow at eight. If you’ll excuse me…” Edge looked to me. “Can I talk to you in my office?”


I didn’t respond, but followed him out of the training room, across the floor to his office. Once inside, he closed the door. 


“I’m sorry to spring this on you like this.”


“Yeah?” I wasn’t buying it. “I get the feelin’ it wouldn’t matter if I objected.”


He turned to face me. “Do you?” 


“I don’t know yet. The idea of putting her on display…” Truth was, I wasn’t sure I was on board with any of this. Using her as an example didn’t sit well.


Edge put his hands on his hips. “When I stopped by to talk to Jamie, she wasn’t having it. I pushed just hard enough to get her to admit she was hurt by my actions.” He sighed. “What the fuck was I supposed to do?”


I took a step forward, hesitated, then decided what the hell. I moved in close, close enough to feel the warmth of his body, which I’d missed the past few days. “I’d’ve done the same thing, I’m sure.”


To my surprise, Edge didn’t move away. His hands shifted from his hips to mine. His voice lowered. “I feel out of control, Cav. Between you and her … I don’t know which way is up.”


I couldn’t resist, so I leaned in and kissed him, cupping the back of his neck. I wasn’t sure I’d ever seen him like this. “We’ll get through it.”


Edge shook his head, took one step back, but didn’t break his grip on my hips. “What if she decides not to do it?”


I didn’t want to think about that, but I knew it had to be said. “Then we’ll deal with it.”


And though I said the words aloud, I knew deep down that Jamie was exactly what we needed. In a submissive capacity or not. Hell, she was the one who brought me and Edge closer. I didn’t believe in coincidence, but I did believe that things happened for a reason. Jamie was put in our path because she was meant to be there. As were we.


“Let’s get through tomorrow’s session,” I told him. “See how it goes.”


We separated and Edge thrust his hand through his hair. 


In an effort to lighten the mood, I changed the subject. “So what prompted you to bring Talon on board? You know he’s looking for something very specific, right?”


“I do.” Edge perched on the edge of his desk, crossed his arms.


“You know he’s got four slaves at home?” I asked.


He chuckled. “Yep. I knew that. Didn’t know you did, though.”


For those who thought Zeke Lautner was ruthless, they hadn’t met Talon. For fuck’s sake, the guy didn’t even have a first or last name. He was simply Talon. 


“Do you think one of these submissives is right for him?”


“No. Not at all.” Edge grinned. “But I think Ian and Isaac might get a run for their money with one, maybe two of them, too.”


“Two?” That sounded interesting. 


Edge grinned, his face far more relaxed now.


“Those two scare me,” I teased. Similar to Talon, they were looking for a full-time Master/slave relationship. I’d heard they were looking for two slaves to share between them, but I wasn’t even sure how that worked.


“Me, too.” There was a spark in Edge’s eyes that said he wasn’t exactly kidding.


“Well, I say we get this show on the road.”


“I put an outfit in Jamie’s locker,” Edge noted. “For tomorrow night.”


I nodded. I’d figured as much. “Tell me this. Are you gonna be lenient on her?”


His eyes hardened. “Not at all. She’s getting what she wanted, and I won’t say I’m not glad it happened this way. I was having a hard time watching her with Chaos and he’s a big fucking teddy bear. However, I need to know she’s willing to see this through.” His eyes fell to the floor. “I honestly don’t know what I’ll do if she doesn’t.”


I didn’t bother to tell him she would, but I knew.


After all, my heart was involved, and the damn thing seemed to be fine-tuned to these two.


For the first time in my life, I knew exactly what I wanted and I damn sure wasn’t going to let anyone or anything get in the way of that.




FIFTEEN

EDGE




Saturday, November 10, 2018


BEING IN CONTROL WAS INGRAINED IN ME. A natural response. And when I felt as though I was backed into a corner, I relied on it to keep me sane. 


Since Jamie insisted on pushing my buttons, I figured now was the time to show her exactly who was boss.


“As you might’ve noticed,” I told the group watching me intently, “there are some additions to our class. This is due to a significant change I’ve decided to make.” I peered over at Jamie, held out my hand. “Come here, sweetness.”


The only sign of hesitation was the way her eyes slightly widened seconds before she stepped forward. 


“Kneel,” I instructed, pointing toward the floor beside me. 


“Yes, Master Edge.”


Before she could go to her knees, I stopped her, tilted her chin up to look at me. “Who am I?”


She swallowed, another twinge of trepidation in her gaze. This wasn’t the sort of fear that had a human running for their life though. It was the kind that kicked the endorphins into high gear and made the blood heat. 


“Professor,” she said softly. 


“That’s correct. I better not hear you refer to me any other way.”


“Yes, Professor.”


“Kneel.”


Jamie gracefully lowered herself to her knees, hands on her thighs, chest forward, head tilted down. The pose was perfect. Just as she was.


“In case it’s not obvious, I’m laying claim to a submissive right here, right now.” I kept my hand on her head. “I’ve never done this before.” I peered down at her. “And I don’t intend to do it again.”


Wow. Quite the revelation, yeah?


Ignoring the voice, I continued, “So, I’ll make this very clear to everyone in this room. Miss Lautner belongs to me and Cav. While we believe this class is important for her, we’re unable to sit back and watch her interact with other Dominants. Therefore, she’ll remain in our care for the duration of this training session.” I scanned the faces, the line of Masters who had positioned themselves along one wall and the row of submissives currently in the middle of the room. “Because of this, I’ve made a significant change to this class. The Masters have paired up and they’ll remain that way throughout.” I grinned. “That should be interesting.”


A couple of Doms chuckled.


“Before we proceed, I’d like to have the Doms introduce themselves.”


Mistress Jane took a single step forward. “You can refer to me as Mistress Jane. I have yet to take on a submissive of my own, but that doesn’t mean I’m not in search of one. I won’t pull any punches with you, so during your time with me, I suggest you be on your best behavior.”


“Talon?” I nodded toward the giant of a man. He made me look like a small man. He clocked in at the same height of Zeke. Enormous.


“You may refer to me as Talon.” His voice was eerily dark, a rough growl lacing every word. He smirked. “When I allow you to speak, that is. You will not, under any circumstance, refer to me as Master. I am not, nor will I be, your Master. However, I’m more than happy to show you what it’s like to belong to one.”


One of the submissives sighed dreamily and I fought the urge to smile. 


I motioned for Nash.


“My name’s Kason Nash. You may call me Master Nash. If you use my first name, I will not respond to you,” Nash stated firmly. “And it’s best you know, I like to hear you beg.”


Ian and Isaac were next. “To avoid confusion, my brother and I will be teaming up together. Considering that’s how we work anyway, it won’t be a problem. You may refer to us as Master Ian”—he placed his thumb on his chest—“and my brother is Master Isaac.” They stepped back with mirroring grins on their faces.


Timothy came forward, cleared his throat. “Those who’ve been at the club for some time know who I am. They call me Master Chaos. I’ll allow you to figure out why. By the end of the class, I believe you’ll all be familiar with the reason.”


Cameron gracefully stepped forward, smiled deviously. “You may refer to me as Mistress Cameron. I am a Sadist. I tolerate very little and I enjoy dishing out pain for minor infractions. Beware of that.”


Ransom chuckled. “Call me Master Bishop. Like Mistress Cameron, I’m also a Sadist. Training you is going to provide endless enjoyment for me.” He grinned. “I can’t say the same for you.”


“For your sake,” I interjected, speaking to the submissives, “I have not paired up the Sadists. I figure one is more than enough.”


The final two stepped forward and I had to admit, the two Mistresses together were quite the pair.


“My name is Ximena Naquin. You may call me Mistress X. I’m rather honored to be a trainer and I’m looking forward to my time with each of you.”


“They saved the best for last,” Mistress D said when she smiled. “My name is Demetria Nevrakis, but you may call me Mistress D. I, too, am a Sadist. And I have a penchant for sweet young women. You’ve been warned.”


When Mistress D stepped back, I took the floor once more. “I’d suggest you thank your Masters often for their participation, because if it weren’t for them, you wouldn’t be here.” I poked a thumb behind me. “Our panel. We have Master Harris as well as Master Landon Moore and his twin, Master Langston Moore. These Masters have submissives of their own, therefore they won’t be participating in our sessions. They will, however, be keeping a close eye on the class.” I nodded toward the submissives. “We also have one new student, Everly Hughes.”


I began to pace in front of the class. 


“For the next four weeks, you’ll be experiencing something not many get the opportunity to experience. A chance to get time with each of our trainers, to learn about them as well as about yourselves. I suggest you be on your best behavior. You’re here because you asked to be here. Remember that. Since we’ve already lost some time, let’s lay out the alignments so we can get this show on the road.” I motioned toward Cav.


He proceeded to call out the pairings. When he was finished, he took a step back.


I paced the room. “As I mentioned before, this week is now shortened due to the changes. I apologize for that. But don’t worry, you’ll have more time with this pair of trainers in week four because you’ll end the course with them. Masters, please take a moment to give your submissive any requirements you have and then I’ll lay out the plans for the coming weeks.”


As they began to chat amongst themselves, I turned to Cav and Jamie.


“Please stand, sweetness.”


With a hand, I helped Jamie to her feet. She stood, hands behind her back, chest thrust forward. 


I walked around her, stopped at her back, leaned in close to her ear. “I’ve changed the structure, sweetness. Not only because you asked, but also because that’s the way Cav and I prefer it. This isn’t a hardship, so don’t get the wrong impression. But I do want you to know…”


I moved to stand in front of her, tilted her chin up with my hand. “This won’t be a cakewalk for you. It’s the real deal now. And the three of us…” I made sure she held my gaze. “We’re in it for the long haul. Understood?”


“Yes, Professor. I understand.”


I grinned, but it wasn’t a sweet smile. “We’ll see if that’s your answer once the night’s over.”


With that, I geared up to show this naughty student just who was in charge.




Jamie




ALTHOUGH HE SMILED, I COULD SEE THE deviousness in Edge’s gaze.


I wasn’t worried.


Much.


Okay, fine. I was a little worried. There was no denying I was happy with the change he’d made, but I also knew not to expect this to be easy. I figured this was the easy part. Edge certainly had a plan and I got the feeling I was going to be front and center.


“All right, class,” Edge addressed the room. “When you’re ready, we’ll relocate to the classroom. We’ll spend one day a week in there, and today’s that day.”


When he moved toward the door, I started to follow but was pulled up short when Cav gripped my hair, held tight. A tingle shot down my spine, igniting my lust. What did it say about me that I loved that he did that? There wasn’t much pain, but it was the actual act of him gripping my hair, holding me in place that did it for me in ways I hadn’t expected. 


“Hold up, cupcake. I didn’t give you permission to leave yet.”


I turned to face him, keeping my hands behind me. The outfit I wore did little to hide the way my nipples puckered at the gruffly spoken words. I’d found it in my locker when I arrived tonight, and I instantly knew it wasn’t something Master Chaos had selected for me. No, Master Chaos had selected relatively tame outfits. Demure was a good word for them.


This … the black lace demi bra did little more than cup my breasts, a hint of my nipples peeking over the top edge. And the matching lace thong was so thin it wasn’t really there at all. I’d stood in front of the locker room mirror for the longest time before I finally forced my feet to move. I had agreed to this and I’d be damned if I would allow them to intimidate me into backing out now.


Cav held up his hand, showing off what appeared to be a necklace. Upon closer inspection, I realized it was not a necklace, but a collar. 


Heat slammed into me.


“While we’re at the club, you’ll be required to wear this at all times.” 


Cav took the leather strap and ringed it around my neck. It was cool against my overheated skin.


“While I won’t be using a leash on you, it’s always a possibility.” He slipped his finger through the loop on the front, pulling me toward him. “For now, I expect you to remain close at all times. You are not to walk anywhere without one of us. Understood?”


“Yes, Professor,” I whispered, my voice catching on the emotion churning inside me.


“And you will not leave the building without permission. Agreed?”


“Yes, Professor.”


I knew they’d told me not to rely on the stories I’d read, but I couldn’t help it. I had no frame of reference otherwise, and since collars seemed to be an outward sign of possession for a Dominant, I took it to mean as much for the three of us.


Cav leaned in, pressed his lips to mine. “I’m very fond of this outfit, by the way.”


My breath hitched as he licked his tongue over my bottom lip. I remained as still as possible, wanting to obey his every command. 


The backs of his fingers grazed my nipple. “I look forward to seeing you without it, though.”


I swallowed, the sound loud between us.


“And if you’re a really good girl, perhaps I’ll even give you a little something to remember me by.”


When he kissed me this time, it was full on the mouth. His tongue slid past my lips, meeting mine. It took everything in me not to reach for him.


“Now, cupcake, let’s join the class.”


“Yes, Professor.”


He allowed me to walk in front of him. The collar snug around my neck, a constant reminder of who I belonged to. It would take some getting used to, sure, but I wasn’t complaining. Not even a little.


Cav steered me toward another room, one I’d yet to see during my time at the club. It looked like a regular classroom with three rows of tables and chairs. From what I could tell, all of the chairs were filled, leaving no place for me to sit.


“This way, cupcake,” Cav said, his tone firm.


He led me to the front of the room, where Edge stood waiting.


“Kneel,” Edge commanded.


I went to my knees, remembering to keep the lines of my body appealing, my only goal to please these two men. It wasn’t easy to ignore all of the eyes on me, but I forced them out of my mind.


“Thank you, sweetness,” he said before addressing the class. “If you walk away learning nothing else, I expect you to know the most basic, the most important aspect of BDSM.”


Edge began to pace across the room as he spoke. “Have you heard the terms safe, sane, and consent? Yes? No? Maybe?” He chuckled, then sobered. “Well, listen carefully. Those are the three basic rules of BDSM. Safe, meaning to do things in the safest way possible, knowing the risks and adjusting to minimize them. This isn’t merely a rule a submissive will follow. During our Dom training here at the club, this is drilled into our heads. And let me tell you, this class is a leisurely stroll through the park compared to that. A Dominant who undergoes training here at Dichotomy is subjected to every instrument, every toy, every piece of equipment repeatedly in an effort to teach them the safe way to use it. If a Dominant does not understand what it feels like to be whipped, flogged, or sealed in rubber, he has absolutely no right to perform this on his submissive. It is imperative that we keep our submissives safe at all times. And it’s your responsibility to recognize when something appears unsafe to you.


“Sane is exactly as it sounds. While this may seem like a fantasy world to you, it’s very real. The equipment out there on the floor … those aren’t toys as we often refer to them. The role-playing you engage in, while it may seem otherworldly at times, it’s very real. Being restrained, chained up, strapped down, suspended in the air, it’s not make-believe. Ensure that you are grounded in the real world before engaging in any sort of play. The same applies to your Dominant.


“As for consent…” Edge stepped closer to me, placed his hand on my head. “That is your right. You choose whether to participate and how you participate. This goes for those who choose to give up all consent during a scene or in the lifestyle. No one has the right to choose this for you. It’s up to you to decide if you will participate. If you aren’t making the choice yourself, it’s abuse.”


I drifted on the sound of his voice, my mind absorbing every single word. While some of the blogs I’d previously read said there was no such thing as submissive training, I had to disagree. The information Edge was bestowing on us was important.


“While each of these Dominants has their own requirements, rituals, protocols, and such, these are the basic rules. Do not assume because someone refers to themselves as a Dominant that they are trustworthy, that they deserve your submission. Any man or woman can dominate you. That isn’t necessarily a good thing. Without consent, it’s abuse. Without trust between the two of you, it’s simply ignorance.


“During this class, you’ll get to experience the tools and the toys, to feel what it’s like to be spanked with a crop, tied up, strapped down, stimulated with a violet wand, but know this.” He stopped moving. “Just because a Dominant can yield a whip does not mean he knows how to handle it, that he won’t cause you significant harm. The same goes for any of the toys you play with. You should know what to expect and know your limits. Communication is key between a Dominant and their submissive. You cannot wall yourself off and not share your thoughts with your Dom. And vice versa. That’s a disservice to you and to them. Talk to them. Before a scene, after a scene, and any other time you have questions, comments, or concerns.”


I got the sneaking suspicion Edge was talking about me. I’d clearly run from our issues, hidden from them, refused to talk. Looking back on it now, I understood his side of things. He had no idea what I wanted or needed because I hadn’t shared that with him.


I could hear the sincerity in Edge’s tone, knew that this was the most important part of his training class.


For the first time, I did not think about my dissertation.


Not even once.




CAV




“NOT ALL DOMINANTS ARE LOOKING FOR A possession,” I said, when Edge deferred to me. “Some are looking for part-time sexual submissives. In the bedroom, in the club, that sort of thing. Others want a full-time submissive, one who will cater to them in whatever manner they’ve chosen. And though you feel you’re submissive, otherwise you wouldn’t be here, this doesn’t mean you’re suited to one or the other. For example, there are Sadists who get off on causing pain, but a responsible Sadist won’t settle for any submissive. Their objective is to identify and connect with a masochist, someone who craves the pain and/or humiliation a Sadist can offer.”


I kept my eyes on each of the students as I spoke, ensuring they were listening. 


“Do I think you’ll find the person you’ll spend the rest of your life with in this class?” I moved toward the first row of tables. “Absolutely not. That isn’t the reason these trainers are here. They’re here for your benefit, to help you understand the variety of Dominants we have here at this particular club. Do we do things the same way as other clubs? Absolutely not.”


Edge took control again. “While there are other upstanding clubs out there, you have to be aware of those that are in it for the wrong reasons.”


I stood back, listened as he gave his spiel regarding the various clubs, the abuse that sometimes occurs and so forth. He continued on for several minutes while my attention drifted to Jamie. 


So far, she’d held up well. When I first saw her wearing that barely there lingerie, I’d been somewhat surprised she had stepped out of the locker room. I had to remember to give Edge shit about it. The least he could’ve done was give me some sort of warning. The second she’d walked through that training room door, I’d damn near swallowed my tongue.


As for the collar, I thought for certain she would balk. Yes, it was a symbol in many respects, but it was also a mind fuck. A way for me to let her know who she belonged to.


Needless to say, I was content with this turn of events. Edge claiming Jamie openly was a big deal. While I would’ve preferred my chance to do the same, this was Edge’s domain. And I didn’t have any issues being the second during the training class. It gave me something to focus on, something to look forward to.


If we could only get past the classroom portion of this training, I’d be set.





Two hours later, after we gave the class in-depth detail regarding the difference between a Dominant, a Sadist, a Primal and the like, the class was dispersing. While Edge went to his office, I led Jamie to the locker room. As promised, I kept the collar on her, told her to keep it on until I removed it.


Edge appeared before Jamie did, his hands tucked into his pockets.


“I’ve got some things to take care of tonight,” Edge said seriously. “However, I’d like to spend a few minutes with her. With you.”


Jamie appeared, the collar still around her neck. It wasn’t exactly unobtrusive and looked all the more intimidating around the delicate column of her neck. Still, I liked seeing it.


“Would you mind joining us in my office?” Edge requested.


“Of course,” she said sweetly.


Edge motioned for her to precede him. I followed them, my gaze sliding over Jamie’s ass seductively swaying beneath that long skirt. While I had loved seeing her in the lingerie, I got the same thrill seeing her fully dressed. Just seeing her, actually.


The door to Edge’s office was open. Once the three of us were inside, I closed it with a soft click. 


“Please have a seat,” Edge said, nodding toward his desk, which I noticed had been cleared completely.


Jamie glanced at the wooden surface, then up to him, before she turned and perched on the desk. Since the room was relatively small, there wasn’t anything other than the desk, an executive chair, and two cushioned chairs on the opposite side. The desk was the only flat surface aside from the small sliver of floor.


Edge moved forward, pushing her knees wide with his thighs. “You did well tonight, sweetness.”


“Thank you, Professor.” Her dark eyes were locked with his.


“Since I’m not one to make assumptions, I’m going to ask if you have any issues with the direction things are headed.”


“With the class?” she asked.


“That and with us.”


Jamie peered over at me momentarily, then turned her attention back to Edge. “No, Professor. No issues.”


“Good. As soon as I can, I’m going to have a chat with your brother. Let him know you’re in the class, and my full intentions regarding you.” He shot a quick look my way. “And with Cav. It’s only fair he knows.”


“May I ask what those intentions are?” 


Good question. I wanted to know as well. For whatever reason, I felt as though I was on the outside looking in when it came to Edge. I had yet to figure out how to get on the same page with him.


Edge tilted her chin back, leaned down until his lips were hovering mere centimeters from hers. “I want you, Jamie. And while this is still in its early stages, I’m not second-guessing it. I’m not trying to explain it away or fit it into some neat little box.”


While I suspected he was saying that because he wanted it to be true, I wasn’t sure he actually believed it. Still, I held my breath and I suspected Jamie did as well.


“I want you, Jamie. As a woman, a partner, and a submissive. The three aren’t mutually exclusive. While you’re here in the club, you’re our submissive. That’s a hard line I’m not willing to budge on.”


“I’d like that as well,” she said softly. 


“I’d like that outside of the club, as well, but I can’t expect it. I realize that. And I won’t ask that of you. It’s a choice you’ll have to make.” 


He leaned in, kissed her softly while I watched. I did enjoy watching the two of them together. Of course, my thoughts were constantly drifting, fantasies of the two of them together getting more erotic in nature. I wanted to see Edge buried deep inside her while Jamie’s entire body went stone still as her orgasm consumed her. 


Knowing I’d have an opportunity with them made it easier to accept. I appreciated Edge for laying it on the line. It took some of the guesswork out of it.


When Edge broke the kiss, he took a step back. “I know it’s been a chaotic few days. I’d like you to go home, get some sleep. I want you to text me when you get there. That way I know you’re safe.”


“Yes, Professor.”


He gave her a quick kiss before stepping out of the way and turning toward me. “After you walk her to her car, will you come see me?”


“Sure,” I told him.


I watched as Jamie hopped down from the desk, adjusted her skirt. She offered Edge a quick smile, then stepped toward me. I took her hand in mine, then led the way out of the office and down the stairs to the main floor. 


When I went to remove the collar before we stepped outside, Jamie stopped me with a gentle hand. 


“Can I please wear it for a little while?”


I nodded, then placed my hand at the small of her back and led her out into the parking garage. It was close to capacity. Although the club remained open until midnight Tuesday through Thursday, it generally cleared out before then. That wasn’t the case on Friday and Saturday, when the garage was packed to the gills until the two a.m. closing.


Before Jamie could open her car door, I turned her to face me, then backed her against it. Being as gentle as I could, I slid my hand beneath her hair, curled around her neck, and pulled her mouth to mine. I didn’t ask permission, and based on the way she kissed me back, I didn’t need to.


It wasn’t gentle and it wasn’t sweet. This was a claiming. I took her mouth with mine, let her feel the heat coursing through me as I pressed intimately against her. 


“I need you,” I whispered. “More than you know.”


“I need you, too,” she mumbled, leaning in when I would’ve pulled back.


The kiss continued, our tongues dancing, teeth nipping, my lungs working overtime to accommodate the need to consume her. 


Still holding the back of her neck, I let my free hand slide down to her thigh. I inched it beneath her skirt, dipping my finger into the elastic band of her panties.


“I want to make you come,” I told her. “Right here.”


She panted roughly, nodding as her eyes darkened with the very same need crashing through me.


“Look at me,” I ordered when her eyes drifted closed. “I want you to look at me when I make you come.”


I pushed one finger inside her, the slick juices of her pussy allowing me easy entry.


“Cav…” 


My dick throbbed, ached with the need to be inside her. 


The fingers of my other hand slid into her hair and I fisted it roughly, tilting her head back, ensuring she continued to look at me. 


She whimpered when I pushed two fingers inside her. It was then I realized there was no barrier to contend with. While she hadn’t been penetrated by a man, I suspected she’d had some interactions with her toys. Still, her pussy was like a vice, so hot, so fucking tight as it clamped down on my fingers. I longed to slide my cock into the warmth of her body, to hear her cry out my name when she came.


“Fuck, Jamie…” I groaned, caught up in her. “Your pussy’s so hot.”


My hand moved faster, my fingers curving inside her, working to find her G-spot. I needed to feel her pussy clamp down on my hand, to watch her eyes turn black with desire as she came.


“Oh, God … Cav…” Jamie’s body went lax as she leaned against the car.


I pressed closer to her, ensuring she felt the weight of me as my hand tightened in her hair. As I fingered her hot, wet pussy, she consumed me in every way. I knew this would never be enough. 


But it would have to be.


For tonight.


“Come for me, cupcake,” I growled softly. “Come on my hand.”


A broken cry fell from her lips as her pussy clutched my fingers.


“That’s it, baby. Come all over my fingers.”


She did and it was such a beautiful sight. 


I held her there, allowed her to ease down from the sensual high. Reluctantly, I pulled my fingers from her body but kept my hand fisted in her hair as I moved in to bite her bottom lip.


“No holds barred,” I whispered, licked the spot I bit before pulling back and staring into her eyes. “It’s now my mission in life to own you, cupcake. Mind, body… and soul.”




SIXTEEN

EDGE




THERE WAS NO SOUND COMING FROM MY computer, but I didn’t need to hear to know exactly what was taking place in the parking garage. There on the screen, I watched with voyeuristic fascination as Cav pinned Jamie against her car. The view was obstructed by a sea of vehicles, but I suspected he had his fingers buried deep in her pussy, driving her to ecstasy.


Could be you. If, you know, you’d get your head out of your ass.


Yeah. Whatever.


Jamie’s head fell back, and I swear I could hear the satisfied sigh drifting on the air.


That was when I realized I was breathing faster, my cock hard from simply watching the two of them.


Not caring that I was invading their privacy, I left the monitor on even as Cav assisted Jamie into her car, then stepped back as she drove away. When her car had disappeared from view and Cav’s long legs began eating up the distance between us, I flipped from one camera to another, watching as he made his way through the club and back to me. 


A minute passed, then another before a light knock sounded on my office door.


“Come in.”


The door eased open as I leaned back in my chair, turning slightly to face him. Cav stepped inside, gently closed the door. While I expected to see a smug expression, it was absent. The only thing giving away what had just happened was the tension knotting Cav’s shoulders. I figured it had everything to do with the fact that he’d gotten her off and was not dealing with the unquenched thirst, the residual lust.


“She get off okay?” I asked, purposely using the double entendre.


Cav’s cautious gaze slid to the computer monitor. “She did. Enjoy the show?”


“Absolutely,” I admitted, pushing to my feet. “Did you enjoy getting her off?”


“Fuck, she’s sweet,” he said, the lines in his face reflecting the building agitation.


I perched on the edge of my desk. “Show me how hard she made you.”


“Here?”


“Yes, here. Now.”


His expression reflected his uncertainty, silence settling between us before his deft fingers began unbuttoning his jeans, freeing his cock.


“Stroke yourself,” I ordered, unable to look away from the rock-hard cock in his fist.


His breaths came more rapidly, his desire building as I admired his restraint. 


Wary eyes followed my every movement as I stood tall, stalked the few steps toward him. I urged him back with my body.


“Don’t stop.” I dropped my attention to the hard length of him between us. “Keep stroking.”


“Or what?” he taunted.


The tight leash on my control threatened to snap. As a distraction, I crushed him against the door, slammed my mouth down on his, and took everything he was willing to give me. 


“Tell me,” I urged.


“Her pussy’s so fucking hot,” he panted, the muscle in his arm flexing as he continued to drive himself toward release. “So fucking wet.”


My dick jerked, my muscles locking in anticipation of the heat his words would cause.


As I feasted on his mouth, I gripped his other wrist, lifted his hand. I broke the kiss just long enough to bring his fingers to my nose. I inhaled the sweet scent of Jamie’s pussy before sucking those digits into my mouth. I had yet to taste her, to feel her pussy on my tongue. Despite my urges, I couldn’t bring myself to take her yet. 


“I need to come,” Cav groaned as his head fell back against the door. “Make me come, Edge.”


It wasn’t a request. That dominant side of me tried to overpower my desires, to reject his request, to make him beg. It was a futile battle because I could have this, have him. Perhaps Jamie was too damn sweet for the likes of me, but Cav knew what the score was.


“Use your hand,” Cav said around a guttural growl, his tone harder than before, more of a demand. “Jack me off.”


I remained where I was, my chest pressed to his, but I took over, shoving his hand away. The smooth, hot length of him glided against my palm at the same time white-hot need slammed into me. 


Rather than take what I needed, though, I gave Cav what he’d demanded. I jerked his cock while I feasted on his mouth. When he reached for me, I knocked his arm down, pulled my mouth from his. I pressed my forearm across his throat, stared into his eyes while I continued to tug roughly, driving him higher.


His eyes were wild, as though he was hanging by a thread. I knew the feeling because he made me feel that way. They both did.


“Harder,” Cav pleaded.


It was a power play, one we’d both anticipated. He knew as well as I did that I would not back down completely. Perhaps he’d eventually get his wish and he’d slip past the armor, bury himself deep inside my ass. I couldn’t rule it out because there was no denying I was curious about what it would be like to have Cav fuck me the same way I’d fucked him. But it wouldn’t be happening now. 


No, there might be the illusion of him holding the reins, but we both knew I was in control here.


“Tell me what it was like,” I ordered. “To have your fingers buried in her pussy.”


A deep rumble came from his chest. “I wanted to bury myself inside her, feel that sweet pussy choke my cock.” He groaned long and low. “To drive into her, hear her beg me to let her come.”


Fuck. My cock strained against my zipper, anxious to get free. 


“But you didn’t.”


Cav shook his head, his mouth falling open as he moaned. “I didn’t. But I will. Fuck … Edge … Make me come.”


I fisted his cock firmly, jerked roughly, and watched as he slipped right over that precarious edge he’d been perched upon. He didn’t cry out, but he did open his eyes, meeting mine as he came in my hand. I saw the fierceness within, the beast that paced back and forth.


“I told her I would own her,” he said softly when his breathing returned to normal. “And I will.”


Not wanting him to see the uncertainty I knew I couldn’t hide, I released him, grabbed some tissues from the holder on my desk. I perched on the edge once more, cleaning his cum from my hand.


“Why’re you holding back?” he asked as he tucked himself back in his jeans.


I gave the tissues far too much attention. “I’m not.”


“You are.”


With a sigh, I discarded the tissues, stood again. I was restless, no way to deny that. 


Cav took a step toward me. I didn’t run, but there was a fleeting need to. This was more than I’d signed on for and it seemed to be building more and more each day.


“You don’t have to,” Cav whispered, his face nearing mine.


I leaned in, bit his lower lip. 


“Before it’s over, I’ll own you both,” I promised because I needed to hear it as much as he did.


Cav stared back at me. “You’re already halfway there.”


I let my eyes dance over his handsome face, trying to read between the lines. 


“You don’t have to work me over, Edge,” he whispered. “You already have me. All that you’re willing to take.”


My chest tightened. My heart, maybe? It was a feeling I wasn’t familiar with, one I wasn’t quite comfortable with. But I was working toward it. Or trying to, anyway. 


“And once we get Jamie between us,” he continued, “you’ll see that we own you, too.”


Something softened inside me. I palmed the back of his head, leaned in, and kissed him. It wasn’t rough, it wasn’t laced with frustration. No, this was an acceptance. We had our work cut out for us where Jamie was concerned. I’d known that all along.


However, I hadn’t stopped to think about what this was between Cav and me, how quickly it was escalating. 


A natural progression. 


From friends to lovers to… 


To everything.




Jamie




Sunday, November 11, 2018


WHEN I WOKE UP ON SUNDAY MORNING, a restless energy came with the new day. In an effort to alleviate it, I decided to go for a run, needing something to calm my mind. Back before life got so hectic, I would go for a run every morning, the endorphins paving the way to less stress in any given day.


Today the run had helped, but not nearly as much as I’d hoped. 


However, the call from Tiffany inviting me for coffee had given me something to look forward to.


When I stepped into Starbucks, my gaze swung around the room, landing on my friend sitting at a two-seater at the front. 


“Caramel macchiato, upside down with an extra shot,” she said, nodding toward the cup waiting for me.


I smiled. “Have I mentioned how much I love you?”


“Not lately.” She sipped from her cup. “But you can make up for it by telling me what’s going on.”


I frowned, not sure I was on the same page. “What do you mean?”


“I was high the other night, or I would’ve given you the third degree,” she said simply. “What’s going on with you and these two men?”


I watched my friend, trying to determine if she was genuinely frustrated or merely trying to get me to spill my guts. I couldn’t read her, which said a lot about my state of mind.


I sighed, savoring the first sip of sweet foam and caramel. “It’s complicated.”


“I’d say,” she huffed, leaning in. “Two men?”


Unable to look her in the eye, I focused on my cup, picking at the paper ring around it. “Do you think it’s possible to love two people at the same time?”


Her hand stilled mine. “You’re in love?”


I immediately shook my head. “No.” I giggled. “No. That’s not what I’m saying. Hypothetically.”


“Right.” Tiffany did not sound convinced. “Well…” She appeared to consider it. “Sure. It’s possible.”


My eyes shot to hers. “Really?”


“Yeah, why couldn’t you be? I mean, the heart’s as much a decision-maker as the brain, right?” 


“Definitely.” I felt the tug of a smile. “And it’s not the smartest, at that.”


“So, this is serious?”


Although I was confused about damn near everything that had transpired over the last few weeks, I had no doubts about that. “It’s serious. On my part, at least.”


“How do they feel about you?”


A one-shoulder shrug was all I could offer.


“Have you slept with them?”


I shook my head. “Not yet. But I want to.”


“What’s holding you back?”


I stared at my best friend for a second before I decided to go all in. There was no one in the world I trusted more than Tiffany. Well, besides my brother, but I couldn’t very well have this conversation with him.


“Nothing’s holding me back,” I admitted. “It’s them. Well, Edge more specifically. I think he likes me, or he wants to, but he won’t completely let himself.”


“How so?”


I settled in for the long haul, explaining what had happened at the training class. The way Edge had given me away, the argument we’d had about it, how he had claimed me as theirs in front of everyone last night.


“Wow.” Tiffany’s eyes were wide. “That’s intense. So, he’s claimed you as his submissive. Where’s the problem in that?”


I gave a furtive glance around, ensured no one was listening to us. “I’m not a submissive.”


“No?” Tiffany leaned back, assessed me. “I’d have to disagree there.”


“I mean, yeah, I enjoy it. Something inside me melts when they go all Dom on me. But it’s hard to get completely into it when Edge is holding back.”


“But Cav’s not?”


Remembering the way he’d made me come with his fingers last night, I shook my head, felt my face flush. “No. Not the way Edge is. I feel closer to him. He opens up more, I guess you could say. Edge…” I took a deep breath, exhaled slowly. “He’s hesitant with me. Like he doesn’t want to break me.”


“Maybe he’s worried he will.”


It was possible, I figured. “There’re no guarantees in life,” I conceded. “But I’m not expecting any, either. I’ve been as straightforward with him as I can. Still, it’s like there’s this… I don’t know. It’s like there’s a wall between us and just when I think I’m about to scale it, I feel the ground once again.”


“Good analogy,” Tiffany said with a grin. 


“Thanks.”


“Why do you think that is?” 


“Well, Dr. Lortimer,” I teased, “I think he’s worried I can’t fulfill his needs.”


“What needs would those be?”


“Submission.”


Tiffany’s face blanked and I could tell she was pondering this information. I waited her out, curious as to what her advice would be.


“What should I do, Doctor?” I finally asked.


“Good question. So, what? Is there a certification needed to be a submissive?” 


I giggled. “No.”


“Does Edge know this?”


That was a better question, in my opinion. “I think he’s spent so much time training submissives, he’s not seeing the natural progression. He expects something, but I don’t know what. Every time we’ve been together, I’ve submitted to him. Not necessarily in the physical, drop-to-my-knees-and-bow-my-head way.”


“Emotionally,” Tiffany concluded.


“Yes. Exactly. And I won’t deny, I enjoy the BDSM aspect. But…”


“But what?”


I sighed, decided to lay it all on the line. “I’m tired of being a student,” I admitted. “Tired of having information drilled into me. I’ve already got that full time. I don’t need more. Yet Edge doesn’t seem to understand that I can absorb this knowledge without being in a classroom.”


“Maybe you need to tell him that.”


Yeah. Maybe I should.


The question was … how did I go about doing it?





When I got home from the coffee shop, there was a note on my apartment door informing me I had a package at the main office.


Feeling slightly giddy, I immediately backtracked. I hadn’t been sure what to expect, but the fancy wrapped boxes that had been bound together by a huge ribbon hadn’t been it. Again, the leasing agent did her best to coax the details out of me, but I declined. 


Once inside my apartment, I slowly untied the bow, separated the boxes. I opened the smaller one first. It contained a pair of red strappy sandals with four-inch heels. Inside the long, flat box was a strapless black dress. Short, tight, very sexy. I didn’t own anything of the sort, and I wasn’t sure I would’ve purchased it for myself, but I liked it all the same.


The card inside had a simple message: For tonight. Wear only this. Be ready by seven.


There was no signature, so I wasn’t sure who it was from. I could see both Edge and Cav picking this out. It was the perfect mix of sexy and elegant, the right fit for a night out at a restaurant or a club. Was that where we were going? Or did they have something else in mind? Perhaps another long ride in a limo? 


Regardless, I was eager for the evening to begin. 


Too bad I still had hours yet.





By the time seven o’clock rolled around, I’d finished all my homework for the week and put myself through a rigorous beauty regimen. I was washed, shaved, lotioned, polished, and dressed by the time the knock on my door sounded.


Did I mention I was breathless? Yeah. That, too. More so when I opened the door to see two ridiculously attractive Doms dressed in… “Tuxedos?”


Edge grinned, a sexy smirk that actually reached his eyes. “Do you approve?”


I glanced down at myself, wondered briefly if I was ridiculously underdressed. 


Before I could question myself, Edge and Cav stepped into the apartment, crowding me as they did. I took a step back, staring at them both.


Cav, in a move I was getting familiar with, slid his hand beneath my hair, tugged me close until our lips met. “You look stunning, cupcake.”


“Thank you.”


When Cav released me, Edge took his turn, his fingers curling beneath my chin seconds before his lips met mine.


“I apologize for not giving you the details of tonight’s event. We’re going to an engagement party at the Langham.”


“Engagement party?” 


“Yes. Justin, Ben, and Addison are making it official.”


I smiled, happy for the three of them. “I didn’t know.”


“They just announced it. The party’s spur-of-the-moment,” Edge admitted. “Apparently, Luci wasn’t going to let Addison forego the opportunity to celebrate.”


“Can’t say I blame her. It’s a big deal.”


“So they say,” Edge said.


Cav moved to stand behind me, his hands sliding my hair back from my shoulders. I was intoxicated by his touch, eager for more until I realized he was merely placing something around my neck. 


“This is yours for the evening,” Edge said. 


Unable to see, I touched it, trying to get an idea.


“It’s a day collar,” he explained, his gaze zeroed in on my neck. “It’s a symbol to others that you’re claimed.”


I nodded, meeting his eyes. For some reason, his explanation sounded a little cold. Figuring I was reading something that wasn’t there, I absently touched the thin necklace that ringed my neck as I stared up at him. “May I look at it?”


His grin was so sexy. “Of course.”


I shrugged off the strange feeling of disappointment, then walked down the hall to my bathroom. At the mirror, I peered down at the rose gold chain intricately woven around what looked like a hundred tiny diamond chips. My breath caught in my throat. It was stunning, and though I wasn’t big on jewelry, certainly didn’t own anything expensive, I could tell this wasn’t fake. 


When I returned to the living room, both men were waiting for me, hands in their pockets, grins on their faces. 


“Tonight’s festivities are vanilla,” Cav clarified. “Considering we’ll be in mixed company. You have nothing to worry about. Despite the location, we’ve been informed it’s a casual get-together.” He motioned toward his fancy suit. “With the exception of the dress code.” 


“I’ve booked us a suite for the evening,” Edge said. “So all bets are off after that.”


Really? That was a twist I hadn’t anticipated. The disappointment from a few minutes ago faded away. I was clearly prejudging this situation and I needed to go with the flow. 


I glanced back at my bedroom. “Should I pack a bag?” 


He shook his head. “Not necessary. Everything you’ll need is already waiting for you.”


Not quite comfortable with that statement, I prepared to argue. “I … uh…”


Edge stepped forward, placed his fingers over my lips. “As your Dom, I’m requesting your silence in this matter.”


As my Dom. Great. We were back to that, laying the groundwork as though there was a script I was supposed to follow.


I nodded, forced a smile. “Understood.”


“Shall we go?” He held out his hand for me to precede him, clearly oblivious to my inner turmoil.


The limo was out front, and it dutifully delivered us to the hotel a short time later. 


I was feeling a bit self-conscious about my outfit until we stepped into the elaborate ballroom. I certainly wasn’t underdressed. Every man in the room was wearing a tuxedo, the women wearing dresses very similar to mine in various colors. Most of them, anyway. I noticed Mistress Jane immediately. Her dress was fancier, not quite so revealing, but still spectacular. 


From what I could tell, they’d planned this. And that was the only reason I relaxed somewhat as we moved through the room. Cav retrieved a glass of champagne, passed it to me before taking two more.


“There’s my brother,” I muttered when Zeke’s eyes locked on me from across the room.


Edge put a solid step between us, but at the same time, Cav moved closer. Zeke must’ve picked up on the movement because his eyes narrowed. 


I couldn’t help but laugh, but there was a slight hint of hysteria in it as Zeke made his way over. Brax and Case were with him, both dressed in tuxedos, only they weren’t wearing shirts. I took a quick peek around the room and noticed a couple of other male submissives wearing the same. Evidently, there was a dress code for submissives tonight. So much for vanilla.


Edge held out his hand when my brother approached. “Zeke. Good to see you.”


In a move that shocked me, my brother shook Edge’s hand, then Cav’s before pulling me in for a hug. His mouth was close to my ear when he said, “I suspect now that you’re outing yourself in public, you won’t be making excuses for breakfast anymore.”


I stepped back, stared into his face. There was no way to ignore the hard edge to his tone. My brother didn’t appear completely happy with this situation, but at least he had the decency to keep his opinion to himself.


“I haven’t made excuses,” I countered. 


I could see the hurt in his gaze even if no one else would know what to look for.


He gave a clipped nod, a silent promise that we would have a conversation about this later. He glanced back and forth between Edge and Cav before mumbling something about mingling.


“Well, then,” I said softly when he was out of earshot. “That went better than expected.”


“No black eyes,” Cav teased. “I’d say it’s a good start to the evening.”


For the next couple of hours, we mingled. Cav and Edge introduced me to anyone we encountered. Edge always ensured he mentioned that I was their submissive, as though that little detail explained why I was there with them. I ignored the disappointment as much as I could, taking the opportunity to meet some of the people I knew by name only.


I got to shake the hand of TJ Arlington—who was quite the character, might I add—a well-to-do author who I’d read every single thing he’d published. I rubbed elbows with Trent Ramsey, who I’d had the pleasure of meeting before, but never had the chance to have a conversation with. 


Although I didn’t know the official count, I would’ve guessed there were close to two hundred people in attendance. Doms, submissives, Chatter PR employees and clients. Everyone eager to celebrate the engagement of Justin, Ben, and Addison.


Throughout the evening, I watched my brother interact with people. Mostly I paid attention to the way he interacted with Brax and Case. Something had happened between them, it was obvious. Something that had brought the three of them together. Zeke was no longer keeping his distance. Instead, he seemed to be keeping them close. I was curious as to what brought that about, but I had to respect his privacy some. 


Especially if I was to get the same in return.





By the time the party was winding down, I was ready to kick my shoes off and fall into bed. I was exhausted. Both physically and emotionally. 


After offering our congratulations to the trio and saying our goodbyes to those who remained, Edge and Cav finally steered me out of the ballroom toward the hotel elevators. A short time later, we were walking into a lavish suite that had been turned down for the evening.


As I walked around, admiring the space, Cav and Edge both removed their jackets, laying them over an oversized cushioned chair. I took a moment, peering out the window into the night while I gathered my nerves. I wasn’t sure why I was nervous, but I was.


When I turned to face the two men I would be spending the night with, my heart rate sped up a bit and the flutters in my stomach intensified.


I was gearing up to approach them, right up until Edge ordered me not to move.


It was then I knew Edge had a script for the evening, and based on the gleam in his eyes, I was expected to follow.


I only hoped I could live up to those expectations.




CAV




ALL NIGHT LONG, I’D BEEN THINKING ABOUT this, the moment I would get Jamie and Edge alone. More accurately, getting Jamie back to the room, stripping off that curve-hugging dress, watching her eyes dilate from the desire I could sense just below the surface.


And here we were.


Only, I felt as though something was off. I couldn’t quite put my finger on it, but there was definitely a chill in the air, and it was coming from Edge mostly. He’d been far too formal for most of the evening, as though this was some sort of convention he was required to perform for.


“Stay right where you are,” Edge ordered Jamie.


His gruffly spoken command drew my attention. Up to this point, he’d shown absolutely no signs that tonight’s encounter would be heading in this direction. Sure, I knew he’d secured a room for the night, but he hadn’t bothered to share his plan. Not that I needed to hear it. Tonight wasn’t about him commanding the three of us, treating us as though we were his possessions. He was here, I was here, Jamie was here. It should’ve been as simple as that. The moment unfolding the way it was meant to. No reason to complicate matters more than they already were.


Wanting to take it down a notch, I walked around the oversized chair and joined Jamie at the window. I smiled down at her, glad she’d turned her attention to me. All night she’d seemed nervous, as though she wasn’t quite comfortable in our presence. I couldn’t say I blamed her. These parties weren’t my forte, but sometimes they were necessary.


“Focus on me, cupcake,” I whispered, sliding my hand beneath her hair and sliding my lips against her. I’d been jonesing for her kiss all night long and I fully intended to take as much as she was willing to offer.


Not thinking about Edge or the plan likely mapped out in his head, I kissed Jamie, moving in close, holding her to me, ensuring she felt how much I wanted her. When she softened, her hands gliding over my chest, I broke the kiss, smiled down at her.


Keeping my voice low, even, I decided to go for seduction, not domination. “Turn to face him,” I said as I sidestepped, moving around behind her as I trailed my fingers over her collarbone, her shoulder. 


She was soft and warm, a slight tremble beneath her skin. When I was behind her, I pulled all that silky hair back, revealing those smooth, golden shoulders. The woman took my breath away. And when I touched her, as I was doing now, my heart always seemed to skip a beat.


“I’ve spent all night wantin’ to see you out of this dress,” I told her, leaning in and brushing my lips over her neck.


“Yeah?” She was breathless and so fucking soft, her head tilting just enough to give me better access to the sweet flesh of her neck. She smelled like oranges, a light, fresh scent that went straight to my head.


“Oh, yeah.”


As I ran my palms over her curves, Edge surprised me, taking a seat on the sofa and crossing one ankle over the opposite knee, regarding us. 


“Which do you think he’d prefer first?” I asked Jamie, wanting to get him to loosen up a bit. “To see your beautiful breasts? Or your pussy?”


She sucked in air, leaning into me as though her knees had gone weak.


“You pick, cupcake.”


“Breasts,” she whispered.


I took my time working my hands upward, sliding beneath her arms, over her breasts. The stretchy fabric of the dress had no resistance as I tugged it down, freeing her full breasts.


“Touch them, sweetness,” Edge instructed.


My gaze shot to Edge’s. He looked cold, calculating. Almost detached.


It pissed me off, but I had more to focus on than his attitude.


Jamie’s hands were shaking as she lifted them to cup her breasts, but she did as Edge told her. I peered over her shoulder, brushing my lips over her shoulder as she gently kneaded her tits. While she was otherwise occupied, I slid my hands down to the hem of her dress and worked it upward, leaving the fabric ringing her belly while her ass, pussy, and tits were on full display.


I reached around Jamie’s shoulder, turning her head to the side so my mouth would meet hers. The soft whimper that escaped her had my dick raging. I’d waited so fucking long for this, to feel her again, to have her against me. I wanted to spend hours licking every inch of her, while at the same time, I longed to be balls deep inside her. 


When Jamie moaned as my hands slid down between her thighs, I released her mouth, glanced over at Edge. He was freeing his cuff links. I teased Jamie’s clit while she continued to fondle her breasts, both of us watching Edge as he removed his shirt, revealing that long, lean body.


Edge kicked off his shoes, stripped off his socks, before getting to his feet and joining us near the windows. 


“I have yet to taste you,” he mumbled softly as he reached around her, cupping her ass and jerking her to him. “To feel your pussy on my tongue.”


Another whimper sounded as Jamie crushed herself to him, their mouths colliding. Not caring that I was a few steps behind, I couldn’t resist dropping to my knees behind her, brushing my lips over her firm little ass, plumping the rounded globes with my hands.


When I separated her ass cheeks, blowing air between them, she moaned, pressing back against me. Jamie stumbled and it was then I realized Edge was feasting on her breasts while I teased her ass.


“Cav … please.”


I nipped the firm flesh with my teeth. “Please what, cupcake?” 


“Lick me. Oh, God!” 


I paused long enough to see Edge taking a seat on the ottoman as he mouthed her tit, her nipple trapped between his teeth.


I spread her ass cheeks when she leaned over, sliding my tongue from the base of her spine down her crack, teasing her briefly as I went.


She cried out and fell forward. It was then I knew we had to relocate, or someone could get hurt. Edge was obviously thinking the same thing because he stood, picked her up, her long legs wrapping around his hips, before heading for the bedroom. I made quick work of stripping out of my clothes as I followed. Jamie freed herself from the dress before sitting on the bed. 


“Take out my cock,” Edge ordered her.


Her eyes were glazed over as she peered up at him, her fingers working the button of his slacks open. The rasp of the zipper was loud in the room. Seconds later, he was stepping out of them, kicking them aside. 


Jamie reached for his cock, her small hand curling around the thick length. 


Edge chuckled. “Not yet, sweetness. I’m not finished with you yet.”


“Nor am I. On your back,” I commanded, my voice rough with arousal.


Jamie reclined back onto the bed, shifting so that she was laid out flat. Rather than join her, I grabbed her arm, turned her so that she was laying across the big bed. She chuckled, making my heart smile. I loved to hear her laugh.


Leaning over her, I took one luscious tit in my mouth, teasing her nipple. “Put your mouth on me, cupcake. Let me feel your lips on my cock.”


She shifted beneath me as I positioned myself so she could reach what she was aiming for. When her lips closed around my cock, I sucked in air, then distracted myself by feasting on her breasts, licking, sucking, nibbling.


While I was enduring the glorious blow job, Edge moved around to the other side of the bed, spread her legs wide, then licked her slowly, seductively. I watched, trying to focus, enjoying the myriad sensations. Jamie’s mouth on my cock, the visual feast of Edge eating her pussy, the smooth warmth of her breast against my tongue.


I could’ve done that all night if Jamie hadn’t cried out, her back bowing as she shifted.


“Nuh-uh, sweetness,” Edge growled. “Be still.”


To ensure she didn’t cause damage in her race toward orgasm, I stood up, stroking my dick momentarily before taking her wrists and pulling her arms above her head. I knelt on the floor, fused my mouth to hers while Edge tortured her pussy with his mouth. 


Jamie whimpered. 


“Do you like that?” I asked her. “When Edge licks your pussy?”


Her response was another sharp cry, her back bowing off the bed. 


“Tell me, cupcake.”


“Need more,” she whispered.


“You want to feel him inside you?” 


“Yes!” 


I met Edge’s eyes and I could see the torment there. He was still having a hard time knowing she was a virgin. However, he’d obviously had a plan when he brought her here. I could only assume he’d decided to forge ahead. 


“Tell him,” I ordered her, my eyes locked with Edge’s. 


“Edge…” She panted as he teased her clit with his tongue. “Oh, God! Please … I … Professor, I need to feel you inside me.” She growled, a soft, frustrated sound that made me grin.


“Which is it?” Edge grumbled. “Professor? Or Edge?”


I wanted to ask if it really fucking mattered but based on the gleam in his eyes, I knew it did. To him.


“Professor,” she whimpered. 


“Tell him again,” I ordered Jamie, never looking away from Edge.


“Please, Professor. Inside me. I need to feel you.”


“You heard her.” I kept my eyes locked with his. 


Figuring this was going to happen one way or another, I reached for my pants before I remembered I hadn’t brought any condoms with me.


“Not any,” Edge said firmly as he crawled up onto the bed, hovering over Jamie.


“What?” My temper stifled some of the lust. 


“No condoms,” he clarified.


“Why?”


“That’s not in my plan tonight.”


Jamie stopped moving, clearly hearing the change in my tone. She glanced from Edge to me, then back again. “What’s wrong?”


“I didn’t bring condoms,” he admitted, staring down at her.


She shifted, pushing up onto her elbows and forcing Edge to move back. “Why not?”


“Not the plan.”


“Not to use condoms?” I asked. “Or not to have sex?”


His eyes narrowed on my face and there was a fierceness that shocked me. “Sex.”


“Not the plan?” Jamie snapped, her chin jutting out. 


“Correct.”


“You mean, not your plan,” she stated through clenched teeth. “You brought me here and … and…”


He sat back on his heels, still straddling Jamie’s legs. 


“I can’t believe this. Can’t believe you,” she hissed.


Jamie came damn close to racking Edge as she fumbled to get off the bed. I watched, unsure what to do or say as she fled to the bathroom, returning a moment later with a snow-white robe wrapped around her. 


“So what was your plan?” she bit out. “Bring me here, get me all worked up, and what? You thought we’d snuggle?” 


It was safe to say she was pissed. My own anger wasn’t needed, but it was there all the same.


Edge simply stared at her, not speaking.


“No, you don’t get to do that silent thing this time. Explain yourself,” she demanded. “Is that what you thought? That you’d tease me and then leave me hanging? All to what? Protect my virtue or some shit?”


Okay, yeah. Jamie was slightly more than pissed. Bordering on hysterical. 


More importantly, she was pissing Edge off. Her back talk would be something he wasn’t used to hearing. Most people—especially women—tended to cater to his every whim. That clearly wasn’t the case here.


Jamie turned to me. “Fine. You can fuck me if he won’t.”


The air was driven right out of my lungs. I could only stare, feeling as though she’d sucker-punched me. 


Was that what I was? Second choice? If she couldn’t have Edge, she’d settle for me?


“So, what do you say?” she taunted, obviously unaware of the pain that lanced me, splitting me open with the revelation. “He’s backing out. Looks like you’re up.”


I took a deep breath, exhaled slowly, then backed out of the room, picking up my clothes as I went.


“Wait! Cav, I’m sorry. I didn’t—”


“No.” I pulled on my pants, my shirt. I took the time to pull on my shoes, stuffed my socks in my pockets. “I heard you loud and clear.”


“Cav, please…” Her soft sob almost broke me but her previous statement had already done that. 


With one backward glance at her, I grabbed my jacket and walked right out the door.




SEVENTEEN

EDGE




THE DOOR SLAMMED, FOLLOWED BY JAMIE’S BROKEN SOB. 


I dropped onto the bed, stared up at the ceiling. 


I’d fucked it all up. 


I’d seen it on Cav’s face the instant I mentioned I’d purposely not brought condoms. He’d been ready to take this to the next level. Like I’d told them, that hadn’t been my plan.


It had seemed rational when I’d come up with it before leaving my apartment tonight. I’d gone so far as to grab several condoms, only to put them back with a frustrated sigh. 


It was my only way of ensuring nothing happened that I wasn’t ready for.


“Jamie?” I called out.


Her sobs intensified from the other room.


With a heavy sigh, I got to my feet, found my pants. As I pulled them on, I walked into the other room. She was curled up on the sofa, her head on her knees, arms banded around her legs as though she was holding herself together.


“I’m sorry,” I admitted, although I wasn’t quite sure what for. 


For not bringing condoms or for letting her down. 


Her head lifted from between her hands. “You’re sorry?” 


Perhaps that wasn’t the right thing to say.


She got to her feet, her anger renewed. “Why, Edge? Why are you sorry?”


I didn’t respond. It was rhetorical. Wasn’t it? 


Jamie moved toward me, slowly, carefully. “What did you plan for tonight, huh? What exactly were your intentions when you brought us here? You booked the room, right?”


“I did, yes.”


“For what reason? So you didn’t have to drive home?” She held up her hand before I could respond. “So all this was for nothing? You wanted to get me up here, to what, Edge? Help me understand your intentions. We’ve been doing this for weeks now. Every time I think we’re getting closer to … you know … you put up a wall, change the plan.”


“I haven’t changed anything,” I clarified. “It’s never been the plan.”


The shock on her face was instant, as though I’d slapped her. 


“Your plan,” she shouted. “It’s never been your plan to…”


“You can’t even say it.” I kept my tone low and even, my anger building up to meet hers. “Call it what it is, Jamie.”


“Fine!” She threw up her hands. “Every time I think you’re going to fuck me… Better? Every time you change it up. Tease me, torment me, play with me, but you can’t”—she inhaled, exhaled, glared daggers—“fuck me.”


I swallowed hard. “Is that all you want from me, Jamie? To fuck?”


Confusion replaced the angry expression as she stood before me. “What? Why would you ask me that?”


“It seems fitting.” I waved toward the bedroom. “It was the first thing you asked for.”


“Oh, my God!” She took a step back, sat on the arm of the sofa. “Seriously? You were … you were making me crazy, Edge. You’ve been doing it since the first night at the club. Of course I want that.”


“From the first Dom you spend time with?”


Her eyes widened and I knew instantly that I’d fucked up. Seriously fucked up. 


“I’m sorry, Jamie. I didn’t—”


She launched off the sofa arm and stormed into the bedroom. I could tell she was crying and it damn near broke me. 


“I didn’t mean it like that,” I told her, needing her to listen for a minute.


“You said it, not me.” She grabbed her dress from the floor, her back to me. “That’s what this is to you. Domination and submission. All a game.” 


Knowing this was unraveling fast, I took her shoulders, turned her to face me. “I didn’t mean it like that.”


“But you did,” she ground out. “That’s all this is to you. I’m supposed to … I don’t know … transform into your ideal submissive, to be the pet you’ve imagined you’d one day have.”


I spun her around to face me. “That’s not true.”


“But it is,” she insisted, reaching for the collar around her neck. She yanked it off, the chain snapping. “This. It’s a symbol, right? For others to know that I belong to you.”


She swallowed hard and tears glistened in her eyes. 


“Your words,” she added, her dark eyes filling with tears as she peered up at me. “That’s what you want, right? When you agreed to train me … that’s been your plan all along. To make me into the ideal submissive. I’m not even a woman to you, am I?”


Feeling that spark of anger ignite, I placed my hands on her shoulders, ensuring she didn’t turn away. “Jamie, I don’t know what the fuck to think of you.”


“What are you talking about?” 


I breathed through the pain, the shards of broken, shattered pieces that bounced around in my chest. This wasn’t supposed to be happening.


“Tell me,” she insisted.


“From that first fucking night, you waylaid me, Jamie. Threw me completely off course. I’ve changed everything for you.” I released her, thrust my hand in my hair as I stared up at the ceiling, growled low in my throat, hoping to relieve some of the frustration.


“I didn’t ask you to change anything.”


“Didn’t you?” I snapped.


“No. I didn’t.” Her lips were pursed, her eyes narrowed.


I huffed. “Everything.” Pacing to the window, I stared out, trying to compose myself. “I want you with a passion I don’t recognize. Enough that I’ve lost sight of who I am, what I’ve wanted all along.”


“Which is what, Edge? A submissive?”


I turned to face her. “Yes! One who understands the lifestyle, knows what I need.”


She watched me but didn’t say a word.


“Instead, I get this woman who unhinges me. I’ve modified my entire training class because of you, damn it. Changed everything to ensure you get what you need.”


“See, that’s what I don’t understand,” she said softly. “The labels. Dominants, submissives. Why not just a man and a woman, Edge? Why does it have to be black or white, and nothing in between?” She wrapped her arms around her middle. “The only thing I’ve wanted since the night at the club with you and Cav … the only thing I wanted was the two of you.”


“You’re a virgin, Jamie.”


Temper flashed in her eyes. “So fucking what? I’m also a woman with needs, a woman who thought she’d found the men she wanted to…”


“To what?” 


“I feel something for you and Cav. Have since the beginning. And it grows stronger every day. It hurts to know you don’t feel the same.”


I opened my mouth to say something, closed it.


“Maybe I’m not a submissive in the technical sense. I don’t know all the positions, haven’t had someone shove toys in my orifices and command me to do erotic things. That doesn’t mean I’m not submissive to you. I don’t need your stupid training class to tell me that, Edge.” She pressed her fist to her heart. “I know what I feel. And the thought of being your submissive … Cav’s … I thought it meant something.” She flung her hand toward the bed. “This is just part of it. I thought we were getting closer. Isn’t that why people…?”


“Why they what?”


“Have sex. Make love. Fuck. Whatever you want to call it. I thought that was part of it. I thought you wanted me, too. I didn’t realize you were holding it against me.”


“I’m not.”


She looked sad, the anger diminishing. “But you are. Tell me this, Edge. If I wasn’t a virgin, would we be three weeks into this without having sex?”


No, we wouldn’t. I knew that, but I couldn’t say it aloud.


“That’s what I thought.” She reached for her dress again. 


“Why do you want me?” I blurted, hating myself for speaking my mind.


She dropped the dress again, turned to face me. I moved toward her.


“Why wouldn’t I want you?” she asked sadly. “You’re handsome, smart, funny, and sexy as hell. You’re rock-steady. Two jobs, friends who can depend on you.”


“I’m twelve years older than you are.”


Jamie rolled her eyes, turned to her dress again. “I just can’t win with you. If it’s not the fact I don’t have a certificate of submission or my virginity, it’s my age.”


I wasn’t sure why, but I reached for her then, pulling her against me, wrapping my arms around her. I pressed my lips to the top of her head and held on tight. Emotion slammed into me, hard, brutal in its intensity. The thought of this woman walking out, of never seeing her again…


I couldn’t even think it.


When Jamie finally put her arms around me, I felt tears sting my eyes, but I fought them back. I wasn’t a man who cried.


“I don’t know who I am anymore,” I admitted. “Everything’s changing. This thing with you. With Cav. The club. Chatter. I don’t know which way is up. I need consistency, Jamie. Otherwise it’s just chaos.” 


As the words spewed from my mouth, I realized I’d been walking around in this state of chaos, unsure which way to go. There was too much going on. I wanted too much, others wanted too much. What happened to the simple life I’d been leading before? I had my roles, others had theirs. It was uncomplicated. This wasn’t.


“Who said it was supposed to be simple?” Jamie asked.


I hadn’t realized I’d been thinking aloud, but clearly, I was losing my mind to top it all off.


I took a step back, stared down at her. “I’m falling for you, Jamie. It’s a first for me.” I rolled my eyes, huffed. “That’s a lie. I’ve already fallen for Cav. Didn’t even realize it. Now I don’t know how to juggle it all, to please everyone and myself at the same time.”


“Have you ever pleased yourself?” she asked.


I tried to understand the question.


“It’s written all over you,” she continued. “Your need to take care of everything. To ensure there’s a plan in place and to follow it. You can’t even enjoy life because you’re standing in your own way.” 


Jamie’s hand curled over my cheek and I leaned into it, closing my eyes. 


“I have to. Without a plan, you’ve got chaos. If you deviate … shit happens. Bad shit, Jamie. The plan’s necessary.”


“No, life’s necessary. Living it. Enjoying it. One day at a time.”


I opened my eyes. “I don’t know how to do this, Jamie. How to make everyone happy.”


“You don’t have to. That’s not your job,” she said softly seconds before her lips pressed against mine. 


When she didn’t pull back, I slid my tongue into her mouth, licking, tasting, exploring.


I needed this woman like I needed air. I didn’t want to push her away, that wasn’t my intention. Or maybe it was, but it obviously wasn’t what I wanted.


Jamie whimpered, holding onto me. “Edge…”


Backing her toward the bed, I eased her down, crawling over her without releasing her mouth.


“I need you.”


“You have me,” she whispered, leaning up to meet my lips with hers. 


Her hand curled around my head, holding me there as I kissed her, my hand working to free her from the robe. When her cool fingers began unbuttoning my slacks, I considered putting this on ice. 


You heard her. Get out of your own way.


“I don’t have a condom,” I muttered as she forced my slacks over my hips, using her feet to force them down farther.


“I’m on the pill.” Her eyes met mine. “And I trust you.”


I pulled away long enough to kick off my slacks, returning as Jamie tossed the robe to the floor. As I kissed her, I used my fingers to tease her open, to get her ready for my cock. While this woman deserved hours of foreplay, I couldn’t give it to her now. I needed to feel her around me, needed to bury myself so deep inside her she’d feel me in her soul.


Jamie squirmed against my fingers, soft mewls coming from her, and I prayed she was ready for me. 


“Please,” she pleaded. “Inside me.”


I guided my cock to her entrance, pressed the head against her warm, tight entrance. I broke the kiss so I could look in her eyes as I slid into the heaven of her body.


“Jamie … baby.” 


She buried her face in my neck, her arms sliding around me as I thrust in, retreated. She felt so good beneath me, as though we were meant for one another. The way she panted my name, her hands groping over my back, her hips rocking against mine … it was perfect in every way.


Over and over, I drove into her until we were panting, sweat slicking our bodies as we moved together as one. 


Jamie squeezed my hips with her thighs, pulling me to her. “More,” she whispered. “I need more. All. Give me all of you.”


“I can’t do that.” I couldn’t. If I did, I would hurt her.


“I’m not asking for your heart,” she clarified.


I smiled. “You already have that.” 


Her eyes flared slightly. “All of you, Edge.”


I shook my head. 


“You can,” she insisted, meeting me thrust for thrust. “All of you.” Her teeth nipped my collarbone. “Everything.”


I slammed into her, paused as I watched her eyes glaze with desire. Retreated slowly. Slamming into her again, I curled my hand behind her thigh, holding her there as I impaled her, taking and giving exactly as she requested. Her soft whimpers turned to urgent pleas and I couldn’t stop. Her pussy gripped me, pulling me in deeper. I was completely lost to this woman, so fucking lost.


“Fuck,” I growled. “Baby … fuck. I need you to come for me. Come all over my cock.”


I thrust into her, insane with the need to feel her pussy clench around me. I wasn’t gentle, and when her nails scraped down my back, I knew she didn’t need gentle. This woman needed me. Not the man who wanted to protect her but the one who wanted to own her.


I slid one hand under her head, fisted her hair, and held her there, staring into her dark, lust-filled eyes. “Come for me, sweetness. Right … fucking … now.”


Jamie screamed, her back bowing as her knees gripped my hips tightly. Her pussy locked on my cock, squeezing, ripping my orgasm from me. I came for what felt like an eternity, holding her in place.


It was then I knew she wasn’t going to be my undoing.


She already was.




Jamie




IT WAS PROBABLY BAD FORM TO SLIP out on a man after sex, but that was exactly what I did. 


The instant Edge was asleep, I slid to my feet, snatched my dress, and made my way to the living room. I knew I looked like I’d been well-fucked because I had, but I couldn’t do anything about it. I hadn’t brought anything with me, so I was screwed.


Being that we were in an upscale hotel, I took a moment in the secondary bath near the door, washed my face with the tiny bar of soap, finger-combed my hair, then figured it was the best I could do. Hopefully no one would think I was a prostitute, but if they did…


Well, there were worse things.


By the time I made it to the lobby, my Uber was pulling up. Luckily, during one of our previous conversations, Cav had mentioned the hotel he was staying in. Gave me the room number, even. I only hoped he was there, otherwise, I would be on my way home without fixing what I’d clearly broken.


Wishing I’d thought to go home first, to shower and change, freshen up, I forced my feet to move through the lobby, ignoring the eyes of the night manager, pretending I had every right to be there. The elevator took me to the seventh floor. I stepped out to silence, glanced at the sign on the wall. I stopped at the door with his room number and knocked before I could change my mind. 


No one answered.


“Shit,” I muttered, knocking again, this time louder.


I wouldn’t blame Cav if he didn’t answer the door. In fact, I was preparing for that when I heard the distinctive click of a deadbolt being unlocked.


Cav didn’t offer so much as a forced smile when he pulled the door open, revealing his near-naked form. He briefly peered into the hall, probably looking to see if Edge was with me. I stood there nervously, waiting for him to say something. 


“What do you want, Jamie?” His tone was clipped, his voice raspy with sleep.


“May I come in?” The last thing I wanted to do was grovel in the hallway. I would, sure. But it wasn’t ideal.


Cav pulled the door wider, took one step back. I walked inside, my heels clicking muffled by the thin carpet. 


The door shut behind me and I turned to see Cav waiting, an impatient expression, his thickly muscled arms crossed over his immaculate chest. It didn’t help that he was wearing only a pair of boxers. 


I shifted my small clutch from one hand to the other, my tongue tied. I had no idea what to say to fix the rift I’d put between us. 


“Why are you here, Jamie?”


“I…” Crap. This was far more difficult than I’d thought it would be.


“Spit it out. I’m tired.”


Ouch. 


“I’m sorry about what I said, how I made you feel,” I blurted. “I honestly didn’t mean it the way it sounded.”


“Didn’t you?” he countered. “It’s not the first time you added me in as an afterthought.”


My hands shot to my hips, my defenses falling into place. “That’s not true.”


He sighed, running his hand through his sleep-mussed hair. “I think it’s fair to say I know where I stand with you, Jamie.”


“No, you don’t.” He couldn’t. I’d never told him. 


“It’s always been about Edge,” he stated softly. “All of this. It’s a game, one that was fun while it lasted. I think it’s best if we both accept that.”


I glared at him, decided to go with the truth. “Yes. At first, maybe this was about him.” I took a step closer. “Right up until I met you.”


“Then what? You thought it’d be fun to rotate us out?”


“That’s not fair,” I said softly, pain lancing my insides, causing my eyes to fill with tears. I fought them back. I didn’t want his sympathy, I just needed to apologize.


“You’re right,” he huffed. 


I knew he was hurting, could see it on his face. His hurtful comments were to make me feel what I’d made him feel. I understood that.


“Did you fuck him?” His eyes were cool, but his tone wasn’t.


“What?”


Cav took a step closer, his gaze zeroing in on my face. “You heard me. When I left, did you fuck Edge?”


I didn’t like his tone. It made me feel cheap and dirty and what happened between Edge and me was not that. 


“That’s what I thought.” He turned back to the door, opened it. “I think it’s best you leave.”


Swallowing hard, I started toward the hallway. Evidently, I wouldn’t be fixing this. For one, I didn’t know how. Just as I was about to give up all hope of making this right, I changed my mind. 


I stepped right up into his personal space, slid my hand up to his cheek. “I’m sorry,” I whispered. “The last thing I’d ever do is hurt you.” His eyes locked on mine, but he didn’t move. “And you have never been my second choice. Ever.”


I’d promised myself I wouldn’t cry, but the tears formed anyway. I fought them back, swallowed repeatedly, trying to fend off the onslaught of emotion. 


“I’m sorry, Cav,” I whispered.


“Damn it, Jamie,” he growled, his arms going around me, pulling me into him. 


That did it. The dam broke and tears flooded as his big, warm arms wrapped me in tight. I pressed my cheek to his, holding on, never wanting to let him go.


When he released me, the warmth faded instantly. I furiously brushed the tears away, not wanting him to see me fall apart. 


“Where’s Edge?” he asked, leaning his forehead against mine, his palm curling around the back of my neck.


“I left him at the hotel. Asleep.”


He sighed. 


“I didn’t know what else to do,” I explained. “I needed to talk to you, to explain. It couldn’t wait until morning. I can’t bear the thought of you being upset with me.”


Cav released me, took a step back, another sigh racing out of him as he moved toward the small dresser beneath the television. 


I didn’t know whether to follow or to leave. I’d never been in this position before. In fact, I’d never thought I would be. Leaving one man’s bed to come to see another man? Who in their right mind ended up in that predicament? 


I heard him open the small refrigerator, close it. I thought about joining him but stared at the door. This was a mistake. He wasn’t going to forgive me, and I didn’t blame him. I’d been so upset by what Edge had done, thinking he could control all of us because he was insecure. He’d left Cav and me in a bad position last night and emotions had run high. Mine especially. 


A sob escaped me when I thought about what I’d said to Cav, remembering the pain in his eyes. It hadn’t been until the words were out that I’d realized how it sounded, as though he was my second choice. 


He wasn’t. Neither of them were. I just didn’t know how to do this. Whatever this was. 


“Come here,” Cav said, his warm hand curling around my arm. 


Unable to resist, overcome with emotion, I allowed him to steer me away from the door. The room wasn’t all that big, so there really wasn’t anywhere to go. But that didn’t matter. The only thing that did was being with him.


“I haven’t figured out where I’m going to live,” he said, as though I needed an explanation.


When he led me to the bed, another sob tore at me.


“Sit,” he commanded, the single word clipped.


I sat on the edge of the mattress.


Cav bent down, removed my shoes. He moved over to the mirrored closet doors, rummaged inside. When he returned, he was carrying a T-shirt. His T-shirt.


After taking my clutch and setting it on the single bedside table, he slipped the shirt over my head, then pulled me to my feet. While I slid my arms into it, he worked my dress down, allowing it to pool at the floor. Then his warm arms settled me into the bed.


“Please don’t leave me,” I begged, not caring how I sounded.


His eyes perused my face momentarily, followed by a reluctant nod. When I shifted over, he crawled in behind me, his arms warm and secure as they encircled me. I gripped his forearm, holding him tight, letting his presence settle me. 


“I’m so sorry,” I whispered, tears streaming from my eyes. I was a blubbering mess and I hated myself for it. I wasn’t the sort to break down like this, to allow all the emotion to escape. If I’d learned anything from Zeke, it was that you kept it all in, bottled it up, never showing weakness.


Unfortunately, that was how I felt. Maybe not weak, but definitely hopeless. 


Cav’s lips brushed my neck as his arms tightened around me. “I’m sorry, too.”


“For what?” I blubbered.


“For interfering.” His voice was soft, warm. Tormented. “I had no right. I never should’ve gotten involved that night at the club.”


I turned my head, needing to see him. “Please don’t say that. Don’t make it sound like a mistake.”


He propped himself up on his elbow, stared down at me. “It was, Jamie.”


“No.” Pain, fierce and hot, shot through my chest. “Don’t say that. It wasn’t a mistake.”


Remorse filled his gaze and I knew he was regretting what had happened between the three of us. I didn’t want his regret. 


Not thinking, I leaned up, pressed my lips to his. I wanted to be closer to him.


For a brief moment, I was. Cav kissed me back. It could’ve been instinct or the simple need for affection. Either way, the kiss deepened, our tongues hesitantly brushing. Seconds turned to minutes, our lips fused together as I turned in his arms, moving closer.


When he jerked back, I stared up at him. 


Neither of us spoke. Not with words, anyway. Our eyes, on the other hand, spoke volumes. I could tell he was searching for answers and I was doing the same. I needed this man. As much as I needed Edge. It certainly didn’t feel like a mistake, being here with him, having him hold me, kiss me. 


When I thought he would ask me to leave, Cav exhaled sharply, then dropped back to the pillow. He nestled me against him as he rolled to his back. I inched closer, resting my head on his chest as his hand came around, his finger teasing my hair as he brushed it back from my face.


“Sleep,” he said softly. “We’ll talk more after.”


I didn’t want to sleep. Or that was what my mind said. Clearly my body had other plans because not too long after, I drifted off, safe in this man’s arms.




CAV




SHE SMELLED LIKE HIM.


That was my first thought as I came awake.


The sun was peering in the wide window, slipping between the buildings of downtown Chicago. When I got back here last night, I hadn’t bothered to close the curtains and it wouldn’t be long before the room was flooded with sunlight. 


I cut my eyes to the right, peering down at Jamie, where she slept on my chest, one arm flung across me. I loved that she was so close, had been for the last few hours. 


Unable to resist, I caressed her arm with my hand, her smooth, soft skin under my fingertips.


My thoughts drifted back to last night, to a different hotel room. To Jamie. Edge. The whole situation had been a clusterfuck of epic proportions and I had no idea how things had gotten so out of control. But that was exactly what it was. Out of control. Pure chaos. 


Not once in my thirty-five years had I felt this much for any one person, let alone two. And yes, I’d been in love before. Young love was something I’d strived for. Again, none of my past relationships compared to what I was feeling now. While Jamie had slept for the past few hours, I had stared up at the ceiling, thinking about her and Edge, what was happening between us. At some point, I’d fallen asleep, but it hadn’t been peaceful. 


My emotions were sitting too close to the surface. Anger, frustration, hurt. It all warred inside me. Then again, I’d always allowed emotion to lead me, to make me impulsive.


Last night, before Jamie had appeared at my door, I’d been thinking it was time to head out, to go somewhere else. I wasn’t the sort to put down roots. It never worked for me. A few times I’d considered it. Oddly enough, it was usually when I was here. Some inexplicable force always seemed to draw me back here. Back to Chicago. To Edge. 


And now Jamie.


Although I’d been pissed and hurt, I hadn’t come up with a plan. The thought of leaving was worse than the idea of spending every day with Jamie and Edge at arm’s length.


Jamie stirred, her hand sliding over my chest. I felt her lashes flutter, her soft sigh.


“Mornin’,” I greeted, continuing to caress her arm with mine, staring up at the ceiling.


She groaned softly but didn’t move away. “What time is it?”


“Almost seven.”


She moved closer. I held her tighter.


“Do you have class this morning?”


“I’ll be fine,” she said softly.


I could’ve spent all day like this, holding her, touching her. If only there wasn’t that ache that ran so deep. There was only one way to get rid of it. I needed her. In the most basic of ways.


I knew where this was headed, and I was helpless to stop it. I didn’t want to stop it. I wanted to feel this woman wrapped around me. I’d wanted it since the first night I saw her at the club. That felt like ages ago, when in reality, it had only been a few weeks. Not enough time for me to feel this strongly, that was for sure, but I wasn’t like Edge. I didn’t feel the need to rationalize everything, to ensure it fit into some perfect little box.


When she lifted her head, I met her gaze, getting lost in her dark eyes. She was so fucking beautiful. 


Her hand slid up, curled around my neck. I allowed her to pull my head toward hers as she shifted. Our lips touched, heat igniting into a firestorm, consuming me. I gave in to her kiss as I slid my hand down to her hip, brushing her warm flesh with my fingertips. I pushed the blanket down at the same time I lifted the T-shirt, needing to feel her whisper-soft skin against my palm. 


Somewhere deep in my conscience, there was an argument taking place between my brain, my heart, and my dick. My heart was insistent that this was a mistake, my brain agreeing, while my dick was calling them both stupid, insisting they shut up. 


Not for the first time, I let my dick lead me, groaning as I succumbed to the need overwhelming me.


At some point during our heated make-out session, my boxers disappeared, as did her T-shirt, until we were skin to skin. Before I knew what I was doing, I was settled between Jamie’s thighs, her long legs wrapping around me. I held myself above her, our mouths feasting while our bodies made a desperate attempt to get closer.


My brain registered what I was doing, giving approval. I knew she was on the pill, had seen her test results at the club, and she’d seen mine as well. There were no secrets there, which my dick took to mean it was okay to do this, to slide into the furnace of her body, her pussy warm and wet as it sheathed my cock. 


Her hips rocked with mine as I rode the wave of ecstasy, neither of us saying a word. No permission, no coaxing, just pure, unadulterated need. As though this was meant to be and there was nothing either of us could do to stop it. 


Desperate to look in her eyes, I broke the kiss, stared down at her. Her dark hair fanned out over the pillow, her lips swollen from my kiss, eyes hooded with desire as our bodies worked in tandem. 


Her nails tickled over my sides, my cock twitching inside her. I didn’t stop, rocking my hips forward, back, her pussy clamped around my cock. She felt so good. So fucking perfect. 


Our eyes said everything there was to say as our bodies communicated on the most basic level. When her head tilted back, her mouth falling open, I circled my hips, burying myself as deep as I could go.


“Cav…” 


I slipped one hand between us, pressed my thumb against her clit, teasing the sensitive nub as I thrust in deeper, retreated. Her soft moans, her wandering hands had my body tightening, electricity sparking at the base of my spine. She took my fucking breath away.


I worked her to a frenzy, watched as she slipped over the edge, my name on her lips. Only then did I kiss her again, fusing my lips to hers as I began fucking her in earnest, driving us both higher and higher with every thrust of my hips until I couldn’t hold on any longer. I fought back as long as possible, riding the waves of pure ecstasy that I found in her body. And when her pussy clamped down on my cock for a second time, I swallowed her cry of release at the same time I allowed myself to tip over the edge.





Two hours later, I woke to the sound of someone pounding on the door. When my eyes opened, it took a moment to orient myself. 


My hotel room.


I glanced over.


My girl.


The banging sounded again, and I forced myself to get up, pulling the sheet up and over Jamie. I grabbed my boxers, pulled them on as I made my way to the door.


I knew who it was, wasn’t sure what I would say to him, but I opened the door anyway.


Edge didn’t wait for an official invitation before he pushed past me. 


“What do you want?” I asked, the heat I’d expected in my tone absent.


He glanced over at the bed, turned back. Edge exhaled and I could see the concern drift away. Evidently, he hadn’t known she’d left. For a brief second, I felt a bit of sympathy for him.


It passed quickly, my frustration with him returning. I headed for the small coffeepot on the bathroom counter. I needed caffeine if I was going to deal with this now.


As I popped one coffee pod into the machine, I could feel Edge’s eyes on me. I was waiting for him to unleash, to somehow turn last night around and make it my fault.


“Look at me.” Edge’s words were laced with an emotion I couldn’t name.


When the coffee started to drip into the paper cup, I turned to face him, giving him my full attention.


“I was wrong,” he said quickly.


I was tempted to stick my fingers in my ears, clear them. 


Only then did I look at him. Really look at him. 


Edge was still wearing the clothes he’d had on last night. The jacket was gone, the top two buttons of his shirt open, his sleeves rolled up. He looked a little worse for wear.


When he didn’t say anything more, I turned back to the coffeemaker, stared at it. Placing my palms on the counter, I tried to gather my thoughts. There were so many things I wanted to say to this man, but I didn’t know where to start. He deserved to hear from me exactly how he made me feel, the anger, the hurt, even the love. But the words didn’t form, my brain scrambled from all the emotion. 


Then all thought fled when his hands flattened against my back, sliding up and over my shoulders, kneading once, twice before he leaned in and pressed his lips to the back of my neck.


“I’m sorry, Cav. So fucking sorry.”


That seemed to be a theme today. Everyone apologizing. It should’ve been a sign. For the three of us to be so out of sync this early on, surely that was a sign that this wasn’t where we were supposed to be.


Unfortunately, I couldn’t believe that. Not even after hours of trying to convince myself that we’d gotten ahead of ourselves. That we were trying to make something out of nothing.


But it damn sure didn’t feel like nothing.


Edge released me, then took my arm, urging me to turn around. With a sigh, I did, looking into his eyes. They were bright, fierce.


“I fucked up, Cav. I know that.”


I didn’t tell him he was right. I didn’t have to. He had fucked up.


Royally.


Perhaps he thought I was trying to come up with an argument, because he leaned in, tilting my head back with a firm hand before his lips slid over mine. For a second, I considered resisting him, but it was futile. I didn’t want to. For so damn long, I’d wanted this man. Not just his body, either. More. I’d always wanted more from Edge. I knew if we gave in to it, the sex would be phenomenal. We’d proven that. There was chemistry there, a connection we’d denied for a long damn time. 


Edge moved in closer, pinning me against the counter as he held my head, controlled the kiss. I kept my fingers curled around the edge of the counter, not willing to release it for fear I’d fall too far. He kept me off-kilter, always had. I had the right to be pissed at him. His need to be in control, to hold the reins had come between us.


“Christ, Cav,” he muttered against my mouth, trying to get closer. 


The torment I heard in his voice had me reaching for him then, jerking him closer, banding him tightly in my arms as the kiss ignited. We fed off one another, giving, taking, all the while trying to hold back. 


Who knew where it would’ve gone if Jamie hadn’t cleared her throat from outside the door.


Edge instantly stilled, his hand still on my head, our breaths mingling as we tried to pull ourselves back from the brink.


“I’m gonna go,” she said softly.


Edge didn’t release me, but he did lift his head, his eyes meeting mine. “No,” he said, speaking to her. “I’ll go.”


I kept my mouth shut, not sure what to say to either of them.


“You don’t have to,” she said, her voice louder as she inched closer to the exit. 


“Jamie,” I warned. “Don’t.”


Edge stepped back, giving me space to stand. I stared over at her. She was gearing up to flee and I was torn. Tempted to let her, desperate to stop her. 


I glanced at Edge, noticed his jaw bunching as he stood there, staring at her. He was pissed, probably furious at her for leaving him. I didn’t know exactly what had transpired between them after I left, but I could feel the tension. It intensified the longer we stood there, no one saying a word.


When she reached for the door this time, I touched Edge’s arm. He was about to say something, but he held it back. If Jamie needed to leave, then we would let her. 


“Jamie?” Edge called out when she opened the door.


Her brown eyes were dark, tormented as she glanced back at the two of us.


“This isn’t over,” he noted.


She gave a curt nod but didn’t stick around to hear any more. 


And when the door clicked shut behind her, I had to wonder if Edge was wrong about that.




EIGHTEEN

EDGE




Tuesday, November 13, 2018


AFTER LEAVING CAV’S ON MONDAY, I’D GONE back to my apartment. Knowing Cav and Jamie needed time, I decided to give it to them. So, I showered, ran through my emails, had coffee, ate lunch. I did everything I could think to keep myself busy until it became impossible to sit still.


Coward.


Yes, I was. Not for the first time in my life, I was running from a problem rather than working to fix it. Ever since that fateful day so long ago, I’d never allowed a situation to escalate without soothing away the nerves, the tempers. It had cost me then and I couldn’t risk it costing me now. However, I knew time would be essential in this case, and if this was going to work the way I wanted, I had to come up with a plan. Not on the fly, not merely to soothe but to resolve.


My brain was working overtime, my need to fix everything overwhelming me. That was in my nature, something my past had bred into me. I was a fixer, hence the reason I felt everything needed to be black and white, never straddling the gray line. If rules were followed, plans were made, there was less room for mishap. 


Yeah? How’d that work for your father? His world dissolved despite his desperate attempt to keep order.


I ignored the voice, refusing to think about my parents, to the problems they’d had. Problems they’d hidden from me for most of my life. He had loved my mother, and, in the end, she’d used that love against him.


I did not want to end up there, sitting in a stark white room while the world went on outside the walls, my brain the only interaction I had. The way she had.


Rather than dwell on the issues—past and present—knowing obsessing over it wasn’t going to fix anything, I had headed to the club, where I spent the majority of the next couple of days, thinking, planning, organizing. I wasn’t sure what spurred me to do it—merely restless energy or something else entirely—but it helped to clear my mind. 


By the time Tuesday evening rolled around, I felt as though I’d boxed myself in, wanting something spontaneous while giving in to routine.


Whose fault is that? Oh, right. Yours.


Closing my eyes, I pressed my fingers against the pressure. I had a class to instruct, which meant I didn’t have time for my own problems. But I did have something to look forward to. Seeing Cav and Jamie would go a long way toward easing some of the strain. Since I hadn’t heard from either of them, I was beginning to think that wasn’t going to happen. The closer the hands on the clock inched toward eight, the more I thought for sure that was going to be the case.


Imagine my surprise when I walked into the training room at three minutes till to find Cav and Jamie at the front of the room while others began filing in. My gaze swung to them repeatedly while the others settled. When Talon finally graced us with his presence at exactly eight, I shook off my personal issues and addressed the class.


I had intended to cover the topic of communication between a Dom and their submissive, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. Not when I was a failure in that department. So I decided to improvise.


“Although we spent a lot of time in the classroom last week, that won’t be the case going forward,” I announced. “There’s only so much you can learn through me standing up here. Most of what you need to know involves your interactions with the trainers. We’ll start this week by addressing limits. I’d like the Masters to identify a soft limit and explore it with their submissive. Whether it be in the dungeon, observing a scene, or in a theme room experiencing it. Masters’ choice. Tomorrow, we’ll reconvene, discuss the experience, so pay attention. Not only to your feelings, but also to your reactions to various situations. Most importantly, be sure to discuss openly with your trainers.” I forced a smile. “When they give you permission, of course.”


A couple of chuckles sounded, followed by the rustling of chairs, a few commands issued by trainers as they led their charges out of the room. Jane cut a quick look my way, shot a grin before closing the door behind her.


When everyone had left except for Cav and Jamie, I joined them on the far side of the room. Perching on the edge of the table, I glanced between the two of them. Cav was leaning casually against the wall, Jamie kneeling on the floor.


“I’m sure I can restructure the—”


“Shut up,” Cav snapped, pushing off the wall. 


Ouch. Looks like he’s taking the reins.


Anger flared hot and bright, setting my defenses in place. I swallowed my own damn pride, then got to my feet. “I know our personal issues have no business here.”


“What are you talkin’ about?” Cav shot out, moving closer. “No business here? As in that’s completely separate?”


“Yes.”


“How do you figure? I thought you were a Dom outside these walls, too? A man who’s aligned his life to mirror this lifestyle? Isn’t that what all this is about in the first place?”


I squared off with him. 


When Jamie had left my bed early Monday morning, her exit hadn’t gone unnoticed. I’d been awake and not that far behind as she slipped into the hall as silently as possible. Although I had wanted to go after her, to make her face the issue, I’d done the opposite, running from it myself. My half-ass apology to Cav seemed to have disappeared right along with everything else that had transpired in the past week. 


“I’m not playing a game,” I assured him. 


Oh, but you are. You just won’t accept it.


“Could’ve fooled me.”


“Look,” I bit out with a hefty sigh. “I know I fucked up. I apologized. I won’t blame the two of you if—”


Cav cut me off, stepping into my personal space. “Shut up while you’re ahead, Edge.”


I glared at him, unable to come up with a rebuttal. 


“Is that how this works?” Cav asked, waving around the room as he paced away. “You stand up here, tell the submissives what they should and shouldn’t do, what a Dom should and shouldn’t do, but you don’t heed your own advice?”


“I—”


Cav spun around and pointed at me. “I said shut up.”


I wasn’t sure I’d ever seen him this pissed off before.


You bring out the best in people.


“We’re here tonight because we want to be here.” He shot a look at Jamie, who was still kneeling, her head down. “Not because we’re obligated.” His gaze cut to mine. “You, on the other hand…”


“I’m not obligated to do anything,” I countered.


Unless it’s in the plan. Then it must be followed. Right?


“You’re the teacher, Edge. The professor. Tell me you don’t have an obligation to this class.”


“Sure, I do, but—”


“You’re always spoutin’ shit about how communication is key,” he continued, speaking over me. “Yet you’re the fucking worst at communication.” He paused, swallowed. “The other night, you decided to control the situation, to mold it the way you expected it to play out. Without bothering to find out what we wanted.”


I didn’t argue. That much was true.


Because it’s always true.


“And now you’re gonna realign the class, to push us away because what? It’s the easy way out?”


“Fuck you,” I hissed. “I don’t take the easy way out.”


He barked a laugh, his eyes hard. “You’ve always taken the easy way out, Edge. You’ve got this idea of what perfection looks like. The perfect submissive, perfect Dom. Hell, the perfect relationship. And if it doesn’t conform, if it’s not simple, you avoid it. Not just in your personal relationships, either.”


“Bullshit.”


He cocked his head. “Have you given Parker an answer on becoming partner?”


“That has nothing to do with this.”


He snarled. “It has everything to do with this. If it’s too much of a complication, you nix the idea. If there’s the possibility of confrontation, you avoid it. If it’s not easy, you go the opposite direction. Hell, if I had to guess, you’re considering quittin’ either the club or Chatter because it’s too much for you.”


Damn, he’s got your number.


I focused on breathing. In, out. 


“Well, I don’t much care for easy,” he said, his tone softening somewhat. “What I do care about is you and Jamie. That’s why I’m here. Not because of your stupid fucking training. I know what I need to know. And to be honest, Jamie doesn’t need formal training. This lifestyle you’ve focused on … it’s not who you are, but somewhere along the way, you lost sight of that.” He walked over to Jamie. “Stand, cupcake.”


Jamie took his hand, allowed him to help her to her feet. 


“Tonight, we’re gonna take a page out of your book, Edge. We’re gonna show her what it means to tackle the hard things, to step out of your comfort zone.” He placed a hand on the small of her back and urged her toward the door. “And I hope like fucking hell you learn something.”


When he walked out, I remained where I was for a moment. 


Don’t you dare let them walk away. You’re a fucking fool if you do.


Cav was right. I did take the easy way out. I ran the other direction in order to avoid it if I thought there was too much work to be done. It was the very reason I’d avoided Justin for so long. My job had been cushy, easy. Why change? Then he had beaten me down, and to avoid confrontation, I’d caved. Now I had a job that paid me significantly more than my last and I was considering bailing on them. 


Because it wasn’t fucking easy.


Take a page from your own book. 


Yeah. 


Cav was right. It was high time I did.




Jamie




I DIDN’T KNOW WHAT TO EXPECT WHEN I came to the club tonight, but that … Cav’s blowup certainly hadn’t been it.


It had actually taken me a significant amount of time to talk myself into returning at all. I’d thought about blowing it off, but I knew I couldn’t move on with my life until I had some closure.


Part of me had expected Edge and Cav to avoid me. Despite the apologies, I didn’t know where I stood with either of them, but I knew I wasn’t willing to walk away.


I also didn’t know what I was willing to do. 


At this point, I was confused about all of it, the Domination, the submission. Roles, rules. They were all lacking, in my opinion, despite the fact Edge was so insistent about having the structure. Edge had once mentioned that he was looking for a full-time submissive, but I hadn’t seen any proof in the way of actions. Truth was, the man was all over the place. Was that how this really worked?


“In here, cupcake.”


When Cav motioned toward a theme room, I stepped inside without argument.


There was a large desk at the front of the room, a chalkboard on the wall behind it, a whiteboard off to the right, along with a few decorations that mimicked a standard classroom setting. Three smaller desks with chairs faced the teacher’s desk. There was a line of lockers on one wall, all closed. The other wall had four paneless, wooden window frames mounted to it, blinds hanging at different levels, while a mural of what appeared to be outside peeked through. Someone had gone through a lot of trouble to make this room look the part.


The lights overhead were bright, the floor tiled with big squares of linoleum. A clock on the wall ticked loudly and there was a faint scent of chalk in the air.


“Have a seat, Miss Lautner.” 


When Cav motioned toward the row of desks, I moved toward the first one, pulled out the chair, and took a seat. This was nothing like the classrooms I spent my time in at the university. It was more along the lines of a high school.


The thought made me smile. Whoever had done this likely had a penchant for porn.


“Before we begin…” a deep voice sounded from behind me. 


I glanced over to see Edge stepping into the room, carrying a small bag.


“Please go to the locker room and change,” he said, passing over the bag.


Unsure what to say, I took the bag and headed for the locker room.


When I retrieved the items inside, I grinned. Maybe Edge was the one who’d designed that room, because the schoolgirl outfit made it all come together. A tiny red, white, and black plaid skirt was barely long enough to cover my ass. The black T-shirt was a little less revealing, but only because it covered my breasts but ended just below. A pair of white thigh-highs were folded neatly on top of a pair of Mary Janes. In my size. Imagine that.


Since I hadn’t been provided with an outfit for tonight, I’d had to think on the fly. Luckily, Everly and I were roughly the same size, with the exception of me being about six inches taller. She’d had an extra pair of jean shorts, although they were more like a pair of denim panties than shorts. Maeve had offered a black, spaghetti-strap tank that had various cutouts in it. A more appropriate option than the jeans and sweater I’d worn to the club, I’d borrowed their clothes.


The schoolgirl outfit was exactly as I’d seen depicted in porn. The only thing missing was my hair in pigtails. Wanting to maintain a little dignity, I avoided pulling it up, returning to the classroom as quickly as I could. I walked in as Edge and Cav seemed to be having a heated discussion, their voices low, clipped.


“Have a seat, Miss Lautner,” Cav commanded, not looking toward me.


I returned to the desk I’d sat in a few minutes ago. Placing my hands on top of it, I folded them primly, keeping my knees together as I regarded the “teachers” at the front.


Cav and Edge seemed to come to some sort of nonverbal decision before Edge turned away from him. He paced across the room, back. He repeated the action a couple of times before facing me.


“Miss Lautner,” he prompted. “I’d like to hear your thoughts on what you’ve experienced so far in regard to BDSM.”


“I’m sorry. I’m not sure I understand.”


He considered it for a moment, then elaborated. “Comparing what you’ve experienced here at the club and with us with what you’ve learned on your own, what’re your thoughts?”


Maintaining my prim posture, I pulled my thoughts together. “Based on the books I’ve read … well, to be honest, they depict a lifestyle vastly different than what I’ve seen so far.”


“How so?” he asked.


“In the novels, it’s always about structure, obedience, punishment.” I glanced between both men. “Aside from the way you’ve addressed the class during training, I have yet to experience anything of the sort.”


“So no structure, either?”


I glanced between them. “No.”


“What about outside of the training sessions?”


I realized he was getting into the role, driving toward something. Figuring I might as well play along, I twirled my hair around my finger, shifted as though I didn’t care to be there. 


“I don’t know. I mean, yeah, I’ve received a few commands here and there. But those have been kinda … you know … like a tease.”


I could see the recognition on his face. He understood I’d taken my own stance, developed my own character.


“How so?”


“Well, for one, a little domination and submission would be cool. And sex.” I smiled shyly. “I mean, where’s the actual full-time domination? How does that even work? Aren’t you supposed to spank my ass when I’ve been bad?”


Yes. I was taunting him.


His eyes blazed, but I wasn’t sure if it was from anger or lust.


When he didn’t say anything, I continued, figuring now was my chance to open a line of communication between us. “Isn’t that what you’re supposed to do, Professor? Teach me?”


“Is that what you want?”


I offered a half shrug, slipping over the line from reality to fantasy, trying to engage him. “Maybe. But I think I’ll need a teacher who knows how to handle me.”


“And the Doms you’ve interacted with don’t seem to know how to do that?” 


I could tell he’d caught on to the fact that I’d identified my power play in this role. 


“Ha.” I leaned forward, twirled my hair. “Not a chance.”


His body stiffened, and for a second, I thought I’d overstepped.


Before Edge could ask another question, Cav stepped forward. He was holding a crop in his hand, gently slapping the long stick against the palm of his hand as he walked across the room. 


“Miss Lautner, do you think perhaps you have a preconceived notion of what a Dominant looks like?”


“Perhaps,” I admitted.


He stopped and faced me. “Describe him for me.”


“Hot. Sexy. Demanding,” I crooned. “Always in control. A stern look on his face. Never doubts himself, takes what he wants.”


“Ah.” Cav nodded, resumed his pacing, the slapping of the crop against his hand. “So, that’s his job, right? Being a Dom. Nothing else going on in his life.”


“I didn’t say that.” Although, now that he said it, I could see where he was going with it. In the romance novels I’d read, it was generally about the act of Domination. A few authors were good about adding a real-life aspect, but some weren’t.


“But you did,” Edge said firmly.


“Do you think a Dominant makes his own coffee?” Cav asked.


My tone was flippant when I said, “Why would he?”


“If he doesn’t, who makes it for him?”


“His submissive.”


“You mean servant, right?”


“No.”


“That’s what you said,” Cav countered. 


“No, it isn’t.”


“Do you think a Dominant spends all his time touring his dungeon?” Edge questioned. “Waiting for his submissive to kneel, bend over, put her mouth on his dick?”


Although crude, the image my brain came up with had a spark igniting in my womb.


“That would be cool,” I teased. “But no.”


Cav turned to Edge. “Let’s find out where Ian and Isaac are.”


Edge nodded. 


“And Chaos and Nash. We’ll let her see both ends of the spectrum.”


Edge walked to the door, slipped out of the room for a moment.


“We’re gonna let you observe,” Cav explained. “I think it’s important that you see what D/s looks like here.”


I was confused as to where this was headed, but curious all the same. 


When Edge returned, he nodded his chin toward the door. Cav walked over to me, held out his hand. I slipped mine in it, grateful that he was touching me. I needed it after the weekend from hell. I followed Edge from the room, Cav beside me.


“Cambria,” Edge said to his assistant. “Ensure no one goes into that room. We’ll be back to use it in about an hour.”


“Yes, Master Edge.”


“This way,” Edge ordered me.


Being the dutiful submissive that I was, I followed my “teachers.” 


Ready and willing for my first … real lesson?




ISAAC STOKES




ALTHOUGH I WAS MORE COMFORTABLE WITH RIGID routines and few disruptions, I had to admit, I was intrigued when Edge requested our assistance this evening. He’d prefaced by saying it was a spur-of-the-moment request, but he’d only had to outline his intention briefly for me and my twin to fall in line.


So, here we were, role-playing in what was likely the most boring theme room in the entire building. Since I had a living room at my own house, I wasn’t prone to setting up scenes in rooms such as this. However, Edge was trying to prove a point; therefore I would endure.


The good news was, the room was elegant and comfortable. That was one thing I truly enjoyed about this club. Trent Ramsey spared no expense for comfort and decor.


As I sat in the butter-soft leather chair that someone thought would be a good addition to a living room, my leg crossed over my ankle, I skimmed the pages of a bondage equipment magazine. Clearly, they were lacking a decent selection of reading material here.


The door across the room opened and the little sprite we’d been assigned to stepped inside and fluttered across the room. If I didn’t believe in the laws of gravity, I would’ve been certain she had skimmed the ground.


I couldn’t deny I was quite captivated by the sweet Everly Hughes, with her small, delicate bone structure and big brown eyes. Her light brown hair, highlighted with auburn accents, hung long and loose to the small of her back, swaying like fine silk when she moved. She wasn’t stick thin like some submissives and I appreciated that. Healthy was far more appealing to me than defined abs on my woman.


I ensured she didn’t see me watching her, pretending to be enraptured by the puppy cage depicted on the page. Since I had no need for a cage of any sort, it wasn’t easy. However, I did have the need for a willing and eager submissive. Not a part-time sexual submissive who was into kinky sex. 


No, I wanted a full-time, snap-my-fingers-and-come submissive. Which I got the feeling Miss Hughes was. Based on the brief discussion we’d had, she was exactly what I would’ve been looking for, had I been hoping to walk away from this class with a submissive of my own. Which I wasn’t.


I left her to stand there for several minutes, purposely making her wait. Any submissive who’d ever engaged with me knew that patience was a virtue as far as I was concerned. Although it seemed an antiquated notion to some, I was seeking a submissive who was ready and willing to cater to my every whim. And I didn’t give a shit how it looked from the outside either. 


When I set the magazine down on the glossy wooden table beside me, I put both feet on the floor, then tapped one finger on my knee.


As though she was in tune with my every thought, the little sprite all but danced toward me before gently lowering herself into my lap, curling up in my arms. I tried not to notice how perfectly she fit against me. It wouldn’t matter after tonight. For the next few weeks, Miss Hughes would be moving from one set of Dominants to the next, getting to know each of them intimately. She would not belong to Ian and me, so it made no sense to get too comfortable.


She allowed me to hold her, to run my hand along the inside of her thigh, teasing her without ever getting too close to the prize. And through it all, she didn’t say anything. A soft sigh here, a sweet mewl there, that was all I heard from her.


“Did you finish the dishes?” I prompted, keeping to my character.


“Yes, Sir,” she said sweetly. 


“Where’s Ian?” 


There was a smile in her voice when she said, “He said he had a surprise for me. Told me to come into the living room and wait.”


“I take that to mean you’ve been a good girl?” 


“Yes, Sir. Very good.”


I had to admit, I liked this one. She seemed to know exactly which direction I was headed although she hadn’t known me or Ian before this training session.


On his cue, Ian walked into the room carrying what we referred to as a saddle. It was a small sex machine, roughly thirteen inches long and twelve inches wide. It stood approximately eight inches tall. It looked like half of a barrel laid on its side with a padded leather cushion across the curved side. 


“Do you think you’ve been good enough for this?” I asked.


Everly lifted her head, peered down at the machine Ian set on the floor and was now plugging into the wall. If I wasn’t mistaken, that was a shiver of excitement that coursed through her.


“Yes, Sir.”


I shifted her off my lap without a command and she went obediently. 


“Present,” I commanded when my brother took a seat on the plastic-covered sofa. 


Pretty as a fairy, Everly moved a few steps away, ensured she was facing both of us as she gracefully slipped off the silk tank she wore, revealing her small, pert breasts with their dusky pink nipples. The little skirt followed, sliding down her smooth legs, revealing her hairless mound.


Once she was naked, she lowered herself to the floor, her movements fluid, elegant. As though she was dancing. She uncurled her petite body until she was flat on her back, her legs spreading wide, toes pointed, her pussy on display for our viewing pleasure. Her arms stretched out above her head, hands resting elegantly on the floor as she thrust her chest upward. I admired the softy, curvy lines of her body. 


“Very nice,” Ian noted. He was relaxed on the sofa, one arm stretched across the back, his attention fully focused on her as though he was watching the evening news. “Now ass position.”


In a graceful flow of limbs, Everly curled up, rolled over onto her hands and knees, her delectable ass facing us at all times. Her knees went wide, chest lowering to the floor, her tiny rosebud on full display, her pussy lips flowering open. 


There was no need to deny I was turned on by her. Every lean inch of her body was soft and smooth, begging for my hands, my tongue, my cock. But I was nothing if not controlled, so I remained where I was.


“What did you have in store for her?” I prompted Ian.


“Since she’s been a good girl, I thought I’d let her perform for us.”


That was an intriguing idea.


Ian smirked, then got to his feet. He moved over to Everly, standing at her side before leaning over and sliding his fingers along her slit. “She’s wet already.”


She moaned softly as he teased her, fondling her clit, dipping a single finger inside her. 


I didn’t need to ask his thoughts on this particular submissive. Since we were kids, we’d had a connection. Some called it a twin bond. Whatever it was, I was in tune with my brother on nearly every level. Didn’t matter the proximity, I always knew when something happened to him. Happy, sad, angry. His emotions coursed through me as though we were one.


And while there were many people who wouldn’t understand our unconventional needs, my brother and I had never made excuses for them. We were looking for submissives of our own. Yes, one for each of us. Submissives we would share. Which meant, we were looking for two we would each connect with and who would connect with one another. Like I said, unconventional. But necessary, all the same.


“Wait pose, princess,” Ian instructed as he stood tall and returned to the sofa.


Again, Everly easily repositioned so that she was on her knees and her toes, hands clasped behind her back, her eyes on Ian as she awaited her next command. 


“Did you enjoy that, little fairy?” I asked, realizing my pet name for her had slipped out.


If she’d been surprised by it, she didn’t show it. “Yes, Sir, I did. Very much.” Her eyes locked on Ian’s face. “Thank you, Master Ian.”


“You’re very welcome, princess.” He nodded toward the machine as he held out the bottle of lubricant. “Prepare the toy.”


“May I stand, Master Ian? Or shall I remain on my knees?”


“Knees,” he said, his eyes glittering as he cut them to me.


Yeah, I knew how much he liked this one. Despite the large pool of options, it was rare to find a submissive who was this eager to please her Masters. 


She took the bottle of lubricant Ian held out, thanked him once more before she slowly, seductively lubed the fake dildo. When she passed the bottle back, Ian took the liberty to wipe her hands clean. Her nipples puckered sweetly as he touched her. 


“Mount the toy, little fairy,” I instructed when the moment had passed.


“Yes, Master Isaac.”


As gracefully as she’d done everything else, Everly positioned herself over the rather large dildo before sliding herself onto it. She didn’t mask her expressions, the pure pleasure of the action clear on her face. 


Once she was seated, Ian produced a remote. Again, he appeared relaxed as he pressed a few buttons. 


“I expect to hear your pleasure,” I told her. “And you are not allowed to come until I give you permission. If you do, you will be punished.”


“Yes, Master Isaac.”


For the next few minutes, Ian tormented her with the vibrating toy while we both commanded her movements. She was lifting and lowering herself on the dildo, her muscles flexing, her porcelain skin dotted with perspiration. 


I knew Ian was going to force her to come and I wasn’t going to argue. I would not give her permission because I wanted to see her lose that vital grip she had on her control. 


“Masters….” Her head tipped back, her hands cupping her breasts as I’d instructed. “I’m going to come. Oh, God. It’s too much.”


“Not enough,” I growled.


Ian pushed a button, causing Everly to cry out, a broken scream as she shattered right there before us, her body taut as the orgasm slammed into her. 


She was so fucking beautiful, it was damn near hard to watch.


“What did I tell you?” I asked when she’d settled a few minutes later.


“You instructed me not to come, Master Isaac,” she whispered, remorse ringing every word. She was genuinely upset that she had defied my order, something else I admired in her.


“And did you come?”


“Yes, Sir.”


“Come here, little fairy,” I ordered, keeping my tone low and dark. I wanted her to hear my disappointment, to fear what was coming next.


On unsteady legs, Everly got to her feet. She was once again graceful as she walked toward me.


I shifted forward on the chair, and without verbal instruction, Everly laid across my thighs, her palms going flat on the floor as she held herself rigidly in place.


“Five,” I warned her before I smacked her ass. Hard.


The moan that followed surprised me. 


I swatted her pretty little ass again, followed quickly by another.


She whimpered and I was satisfied that she understood this was punishment and not pleasure.


Two more swats and I was helping her to her feet. 


“Now you may retire to your bedroom for the evening,” I told her for the sake of the audience outside the room. “Ian or I will inform you where you will be sleeping in a little while.”


She turned to face me, a single tear sliding down her cheek. “Thank you, Master Isaac.” Everly turned to my brother. “Thank you, Master Ian.”


As she walked toward the door, playing her part perfectly, I watched that sweet little reddened ass and wondered, if only briefly, whether or not that little fairy princess had just managed to burrow under my skin.


Without my permission.




CAV




IT WASN’T UNTIL JAMIE HAD CANDIDLY OUTLINED what she’d expected from this endeavor and what she’d actually experienced that I realized we’d both been going about this the wrong way. And through it all, we’d confused the hell out of this woman, making it damn near impossible for her to even know what this lifestyle had to offer.


To make it worse, it seemed she had a preconceived notion about what she expected from a Dominant, which meant her expectations were off course. More so based on the way we’d handled this situation.


Although Edge and I had done a shitty job of introducing her to the lifestyle up to this point, I knew it was important to her that she understood it. If only for her education. And I wanted to fulfill the promise we’d made. 


And while I’d come to the decision I didn’t need it in my every day to survive, I still wanted to explore these moments. Visiting the club, enjoying the role playing, having her at my mercy from time to time. However, we were also human. When I’d gotten the feeling Jamie was expecting something predefined from us, I knew it was important that she see a few Dominants in their element. Those who were members of Dichotomy ran the gamut when it came to desires and fetishes. She should’ve known this based on her brother, but perhaps she hadn’t experienced Zeke at his worst.


Which was the reason I wanted to let her observe the two sets of trainers who were the most different, figuring she could watch whatever scene they’d already set up.


Turned out, luck was in our favor. Neither pair of trainers had gotten started on their lesson for the evening. So, after a little suggestion from Edge, they aligned their plans to his objective. Showing Jamie the differences between two very different sets of Dominants.


While Ian and Isaac closed out their scene and disinfected the room, I turned to Jamie, curious as to her thoughts on the scene she’d just witnessed.


“It was … exactly as I’d expected,” she said.


I noticed a soft rasp to her voice, and I suspected if I slid my hand between her legs, I’d find her wet and ready. She was certainly turned on by what she’d witnessed.


“So, that’s the rigid structure you thought you’d get with BDSM?”


She met my gaze, held it. “Yes.”


“And you believe you’re suited to that sort of discipline?” Edge questioned, standing between her and the observation window.


“Not yet, no. But I guess I could be.”


“But is it what you want?” Edge motioned behind him. “Miss Hughes walked into that room with only one goal in mind. Pleasing her Masters in any way that suited them.”


“That’s what I want,” she stated, her questioning gaze bouncing between the two of us.


“You don’t sound quite so sure of yourself,” I noted. “So, you want to be kept at home, cleaning, cooking, ensuring the house is in perfect condition for when we come home?”


I knew how it sounded as soon as the words were out. The thought of having a home with this woman had a strange warmth radiating in my chest. However, the idea of her flitting around, catering to my every whim didn’t sit well with me. I wasn’t that Dominant, didn’t want to be.


“No,” she said quickly, confusion wrinkling her forehead. “I want to work.”


“Okay.” I pretended to consider that. “So, after a long, hard day, you’re going to come home, cook, clean, then cater to our every whim?”


She shook her head and I could see tears glistening in her eyes. 


Edge cupped her face, turned her attention to him. “That’s not what we want from you, sweetness.”


I stared at him, confused. For the past few weeks, Edge had been setting himself up to be that exact Dominant, only I knew he was stuck in this perfect role he’d outlined along the way. He thought he had to stick to this plan in order to be happy. 


“That’s why it’s important for you to understand this isn’t fiction,” Edge continued. “I’ve never wanted a slave. I don’t want you kneeling on the floor when I walk in the door. I don’t expect you to walk into a room and assume a position.” He leaned in close. “I want you and Cav having dinner when I’m running late, not waiting for me.”


I swallowed hard. I wouldn’t admit it aloud, but I’d needed that inclusion.


“The scene is ready,” I told them when I noticed Nash motioning from inside the room.


The next ten minutes played out exactly as I’d envisioned living in this relationship. In the room, the submissive, Raine Frazier, curled up on one end of the sofa while Chaos sat in the chair, pretending to flip through channels on the television. Nash stuck his head in the room to announce he was almost finished with the dishes and asked whether anyone wanted dessert.


Miss Frazier’s eyes swung over to Chaos and glittered with hope. Chaos offered a quick nod to Nash, and the man seemed to know exactly what was on the menu. 


After another minute, Nash returned with a giant vibrator known as a magic wand or Thunderstick. There were no positions, no inspections, but there was an awful lot of teasing until finally, Nash and Chaos were sitting on opposite ends of the sofa with Miss Frazier laid out across them. They spent their time pretending to be watching television while teasing her relentlessly with the vibrator and their hands. It ended with Miss Frazier succumbing to a violent orgasm with the vibrator on her clit. They followed up by announcing they were relocating to the bedroom.


While the scene played out in the same amount of time as the first one, there was a significant difference in the underlying tone. 


When I turned to Jamie, I noticed she was smiling. I also noticed that her nipples were poking through the thin fabric of her shirt. Clearly, she was turned on, but visibly more at ease.


“Let’s discuss in the classroom,” Edge instructed before leading the way back.


I closed the door, giving us some privacy while Edge walked over to the whiteboard—which was actually an observation window—and pulled down a projector screen to block the view from the outside.


“Miss Lautner,” I prompted when I moved to the front of the room, “can you please describe to me what you envision a Dominant to be?”


She watched me warily, her hands clasped firmly on the top of the desk. “I think it depends on the Dominant,” she said softly.


“So, you’re saying your earlier answer was incorrect.”


“Yes, Sir.”


“What do you expect from your Dominant?”


She didn’t even hesitate. “I expect my Dominant to be who he is, to react to situations based on his understanding of them, to make his desires known in a manner that he feels suitable to the situation.”


“And which scene are you more inclined to gravitate toward?” Edge asked, perching against the edge of the desk at the front of the room.


“Well, the first one was too rigid for my taste. I’m not looking to serve and obey at all times, although I could see its appeal for someone who is.” She shifted slightly. “But the second one was rather intriguing. I liked the carefree way it played out.”


“Not simply in the sexual sense,” he noted.


“Correct.” She glanced between us, her eyes finally landing on Edge. “Like the night at your apartment. When we watched a movie, played in the living room.”


“So you’re saying you’d prefer more spontaneity?” Edge questioned.


“Yes. I think that’s what I’m saying.”


He got to his feet, walked to the side of the desk, and picked up the crop. “Miss Lautner,” he said firmly. “It’s come to my attention that you’ve been a tad presumptuous in your desires to become a submissive.”


Her lips thinned. “I think it’s safe to say you’ve done the same,” she bit out. “In your role as Dominant.”


“Touché,” he growled. “However, I’ll remind you exactly who the Dominant in this room is.”


I saw the moment she morphed into her role as naughty student. The lesson was officially over, and it was safe to say we’d all learned a few things tonight. And now was the time for us to fall into the roles we all enjoyed and act out a scene of our own.


“And who would that be?” she taunted, her leg swinging as it crossed the other. 


“Miss Lautner, this is your one and only warning,” he said roughly. “You back-talk me one more time and you will be punished.”


She rolled her eyes. “As if.”


I fought the urge to laugh because that was a completely juvenile move, but it definitely served its purpose.


Edge marched over, gripped Jamie by the arm, and pulled her from her chair. She pretended to struggle, attempting to pull away from him as he dragged her to the front of the room.


He turned her to face him. “You have two options,” he stated harshly. “You can write ‘I know exactly who my Dominants are, and I will not back-talk them now or in the future’ five hundred times.” 


He paused for effect, and again, I was trying not to laugh.


“Or you can take ten swats with my crop.”


Her eyes widened and she glanced over at the chalkboard as though five hundred lines was even an option. When she turned back to him, she offered a slight smirk. 


“I’ll take the swats, Sir.”


“Professor,” he clarified, leaning in and brushing his lips against hers in a move that was certainly not part of the scene. His voice lowered to barely a whisper. “Call me Professor, sweetness.”


That seemed to melt her. “I’ll take the swats, Professor.”


Hell, at this point, I was willing to take the swats because … holy fuck.




NINETEEN

EDGE




ALTHOUGH I HAD INTENDED FOR JAMIE TO learn a lesson from the two scenes we had witnessed, I hadn’t expected to learn one myself.


But I had.


A big one.


It was while watching Chaos and Nash with Miss Frazier that I realized I wasn’t looking for the type of relationship Ian and Isaac were. I didn’t want a full-time submissive, I wanted a relationship that fit well with my current lifestyle. An intimacy with someone I could talk to, listen to. One who would support me and help me work through the problems of the day.


More accurately, two people who made me happier than I’d ever been in my life.


I wanted Cav and Jamie.


As Jamie leaned over the desk, I smiled to myself.


Sure, I also wanted this. The role-playing that came with this lifestyle. A chance to enjoy ourselves, explore our sexualities and one another.


“Lift your skirt,” I commanded. “You’ll get the swats on your bare ass.”


Jamie’s hands came down and she flipped up the skirt, revealing her sexy ass. A soft growl escaped me as lust stirred in my veins.


“Is there a reason you’re not wearing panties in class, Miss Lautner?”


She didn’t respond, but I could hear her breaths, heavy and rapid, signaling the lust building.


I smacked the desk with the crop. “Answer me!”


“No, Professor. There’s no reason.”


I allowed one hand to brush over her smooth skin. “So you did this to taunt me?”


“I … uh … no, Professor.”


I smacked her ass with the crop.


Jamie moaned. 


“Then why did you do it?”


“I don’t know, Professor.” There was a plea in her tone. 


“Do you fantasize about me, Miss Lautner?” I asked, slipping deeper into the role of teacher. “Do you sit at your desk and think about all the dirty things I could be doing to you?”


She didn’t answer.


I swatted her again. 


“Yes, Professor. Yes,” she squealed. “I think about you. You and Professor Cavanaugh.”


Cav’s deep rumble had me looking at him. He had enjoyed her acknowledging him.


“And what do you think about?” I probed.


More silence.


I smacked her again, this time on the other lovely butt cheek. 


She whimpered, squirmed. “I think about the two of you … fucking me.”


“Naughty girl,” I rasped, leaning down close to her ear as I cupped her ass with my hand. 


Letting my fingers dip between her thighs, I grazed her clit.


“Professor,” she moaned softly. “Please…”


I removed my hand, swatted her ass again. “Please what?” 


“Please fuck me.”


“Is that a request?” I smacked her twice, alternating between both luscious globes. “Or a command?”


“Request,” she whimpered. “Please, Professor Edge. I need you and Professor Cavanaugh to fuck me.”


I caught Cav’s gaze, nodded. 


He stepped forward. “Stand up, Miss Lautner.”


With our assistance, she got to her feet. 


“Strip,” he insisted. “Show me those beautiful tits.”


Her face was flushed, her hands trembling, but Jamie did as instructed. 


“You’re a very naughty student,” he said simply, walking around her, admiring the long, lean lines of her body. “Do you think you deserve our cocks?”


“Yes, Professor Cavanaugh.”


“What makes you think so?”


She shrugged. 


While he continued to tease her with words, I caught sight of the chair in the corner. Not just any chair. This was a tantric chair, one designed for various sexual positions. When Cav looked my way, I nodded toward it. His attention swung over, and a smile tugged at his lips. 


“Over here, Miss Lautner,” he stated, motioning toward the corner. 


He followed, then stepped up behind her, his chest flush against her back. “If you want this, Miss Lautner … if you want us to both fuck you, show us how much.”


She sounded innocent when she said, “How do I do that, Professor Cavanaugh?”


“Take our clothes off.”


I heard her exhale roughly as I rummaged through the desk drawer, retrieving the items I needed. 


I joined them as Jamie began stripping Cav. She took her time with his jeans, unbuttoning and unzipping, slowly sliding them down his hips as she went to her knees before him.


Cav placed his hand on her head, stared down at her. “I want to feel your mouth on my cock.”


Wary eyes peered up at him and I smiled. She was enjoying this. There wasn’t a hint of fear on her face, just lust. And the role-playing was doing it for her the same as it was for us. 


This was what I wanted, I decided.


To play with them, to have these moments when the three of us could step out of the real world and enjoy ourselves. No plans, no expectations. 


All along I’d been trying to structure my world around my needs instead of the other way around. Rather than simply living, I’d had my own preconceived notions of how this was supposed to go. I didn’t want a full-time submissive after all. I wanted a life, a relationship. Love. I wanted this.


“Ah, cupcake,” Cav sighed. “Your mouth feels so good.” His hand tightened in her hair. “Suck me.”


Jamie stared up at him as he pumped his hips, sliding over her glistening lips. My own cock throbbed in response. I wanted to feel her mouth on me.


Rather than wait for her to strip me, I took care of it myself before coming to stand beside Cav. I fisted my cock, holding it directly in front of Jamie’s face. 


“My turn, sweetness,” I rasped. “Show me how much you love my dick.”


With one hand curled around Cav’s cock, she took me in her mouth, stroked him. She alternated for long minutes, driving the tension between the three of us higher with every passing second.


When I knew I couldn’t take much more, I pulled out of her grip and took a seat on the chair. “Come here, sweetness. I want you to sit on my cock.”


Cav helped her to her feet, and on shaky legs, Jamie moved walked over. Within seconds, she was straddling me, my cock pressing intimately against her pussy. 


“Put me inside you,” I commanded, watching the way her chest rose and fell with every labored breath. “All the way inside you.”


Jamie moaned softly as she eased down. I allowed her complete control. 


“Oh, precious girl,” I whispered, sliding my hands into her hair and tugging her mouth toward mine. I groaned as sweet ecstasy consumed me. “You feel so good.”


Jamie kissed me back, a heated melding of mouths. She began rocking against me, taking her pleasure. Wanting to watch Cav, I used the fist in her hair to pull her mouth from mine.


“Ride me,” I ordered.


Jamie began a slow, steady pace as I watched Cav lube his condom-sheathed cock. Our eyes met, held. A silent conversation ensued:


Me: She’s still a virgin.


Cav: She is.


Me: It’s time we claim her together.


Cav: Trust me, I know.


“I had the pleasure of taking your pussy for the first time,” I whispered to Jamie. “Cav’s going to have the pleasure of your ass.”


Her body tensed, but she nodded. 


“Relax, sweetness.” I pulled her down so that her chest was against mine. “Kiss me. And don’t stop.”


Jamie tilted her head to the side, and I slid my lips against hers. I made her work for it, wanting her attention on me while Cav used his fingers to tease her asshole. She moaned and sighed, grinding against my cock still lodged deep inside her. 


Soft hums turned to eager moans as she ground against me, desperate for more.


When Cav took position behind her, guiding his cock against her ass, I nipped her lower lip, then thrust my tongue against hers, kissing her hard as Cav pushed inside her. Soft whimpers sounded as he took his time.


“Relax, baby,” I ordered. “Feel us inside you.”


I felt the ridge of Cav’s cock as he eased deeper. He took his time, his body trembling from the exertion. I alternated between kissing her and watching him, needing to see as the three of us became one.


Cav growled low and deep in his throat. “So tight.”


His hands curled over her hips, and when they did, Cav started a rhythm that would take the three of us right over the edge into the most beautiful oblivion I’d ever had the pleasure of experiencing.




Jamie




THAT NIGHT, I ENDED UP AT EDGE’S apartment, sleeping between them in Edge’s big bed. 


Exhaustion had pulled me under quickly, my body and mind sated after the events of the night. When I woke, it was before the sun, a symphony of their raspy breaths drawing me awake. I thought for sure they were still asleep, but the gentle movement of the bed was the first giveaway.


When I forced my lids open, I didn’t move, not wanting them to stop on my account. I watched as Cav leaned over Edge, their mouths melded together as Cav’s hips pumped slow and easy.


Cav was buried deep inside Edge, their bodies one. 


I wasn’t sure what I’d expected when I thought about two men making love, but this wasn’t it. It seemed so sensual, so passionate. There were no rough thrusts, no dominant growls. This was a pairing and a claiming at the same time.


“Christ, Edge,” Cav moaned. “You feel so fucking good.”


Edge groaned, his hands roaming over Cav’s back. My body heated, my pussy warm and soft. I wanted to join them, but I fought the urge, needing to see them together like this. I’d felt the tension between them, knew there was a powerful chemistry that had likely been what kept them together for so long. And though they’d said they’d always been friends, it was easy to tell there had been something deeper. Perhaps they hadn’t acted on it, but that didn’t mean it wasn’t there.


“I’m gonna come,” Cav announced.


“Come for me,” Edge urged, still in control.


Cav groaned, a deep, rough sound that echoed in the otherwise silent room. I shifted, unable to help myself, and they both turned to look my way. I met their gazes, first Edge’s, then Cav’s. Silently, I willed him to come, to give himself over to the pleasure.


With a muted roar, Cav closed his eyes, his head falling back as his body went taut.


Seconds later, he dislodged from Edge’s body, falling to the other side. In a move that was completely out of character for me, I took his place over Edge. 


“I need to feel you,” I whispered harshly, staring down into Edge’s glowing blue eyes. “Please.”


I fisted his steely length, then guided him inside me, sinking down on him. 


“Fuck, baby,” Edge cried out, jerking me onto him, his cock bottoming out inside me.


He didn’t allow me to be in control for long, flipping our positions. Under him, I gave myself over to the pleasure. Edge drove into me, deep, frantic thrusts that had us both crying out as the pleasure took over. 


My head tilted back when Cav’s hand curled around my breast, squeezing roughly as Edge drove me closer and closer to the brink. The pleasure was overwhelming, but I didn’t want it to end. Not yet. 


“Jamie … baby … I won’t last. I need you to come for me, baby.” 


His hips shot forward again and again, impaling me, driving me higher and higher.


“Edge … Cav … oh, God!” I screamed as my orgasm sent warm tingles through my body. I felt as though I was floating, every nerve sparking with an inexplicable feeling of satiation. It was more than I’d ever imagined, more than I ever thought I would experience.


It was then I realized it was more than merely sex. 


It was everything.


It was … love.





Several hours later, I was sitting in class, staring at the professor currently standing at a podium while discussing human sexuality. I was smiling, pretending to listen when the only thing I could think about was everything that had happened last night. 


It was like a revelation had taken place and not merely my own. I’d seen a change in Cav and Edge, too. The three of us, having spent the past few weeks going back and forth, seemed to have been on the same page for the first time. I wasn’t sure what had happened, or if it was simply meant to be, but all the tension had fled from my body.


I was sated for the first time and it wasn’t sex that had done it.


Okay, maybe the sex got a little credit. Last night and this morning had been incredible, there was no denying that.


However, it didn’t compare to the feelings that coursed through me. I felt lighter, more at peace, and I had to think that was because I’d finally accepted what I felt for Cav and Edge.


“Earth to Jamie.”


I cleared the fog from my brain and glanced over to see Jonah staring at me, a goofy grin on his face.


“Class is dismissed,” he chuckled. “You wanna grab lunch?”


“Sure.” Feeling somewhat silly for having been caught up in my own thoughts, I packed my laptop into my bag, grabbed my cell phone, and followed Jonah out of the room.


“I am so ready for some time away from this place,” he grumbled as we headed toward the doors. “Did I mention I’ve got a date?”


I peered over at him. “Really?”


He chuckled. “Not with two hot Doms, but yeah. His name’s Charles. Tall, dark, and handsome.” Jonah swooned. “Met him at the gym.”


“Good for you,” I said, trying to bring my focus back to my friend. 


“So, what’s got you drifting off into space today?”


I smiled. “Nothing.”


He fluttered his fingers. “You are the worst liar in the history of liars.”


“I am not.” 


“You are.” He pushed the door open, held it for me. “Spill it, sista. What happened to put that glow on your face?”


I stared at my best friend. “I’m in love,” I blurted.


His eyes widened and a slow smile spread across his face seconds before he threw his arms around me, jerking me toward him. “That is so fabulous!” Jonah pulled back, kept his hands on my arms. “The two Doms?”


“Of course.” I moved away, heading for the parking lot. “Who else would it be?”


“This is great!” he said as though it had happened to him. “Have you told Tiff yet?”


“Not yet.”


“We have to have a girls’ night.”


I laughed, the same as I always did when he called it that.


“Maybe we should go to dinner to celebrate,” he rambled. “Fancy restaurant.”


“Not necessary,” I said when we reached my car.


“Have you told them?”


“Told them what?” I asked as I started the engine.


“That you love them.”


I shook my head. “Of course not.”


“What?” He sounded appalled. “Why not?”


“It’s too soon.”


“Soon? Pfft. There’s no such thing as too soon. When you love someone, you have to shout it to the heavens.”


Deciding on tacos, I drove us to the restaurant near campus. “What if they don’t love me back? Wouldn’t I sound stupid?”


Jonah shifted to face me as I drove. “Why wouldn’t they love you back? You’re sweet, smart, funny. Not to mention beautiful.”


I blushed at the praise.


“Don’t you dare wait for them to tell you first,” he said with a huff.


I parked the car, peered over at him. “Why not?”


He shrugged but didn’t move to get out. “Because they could be waiting for you. Then you’ll all be putting off the inevitable. Just tell them. Rip off the Band-Aid quickly. Once it’s out there, you’ll feel better.”


For some reason, I got the feeling Jonah was talking more to himself than me. I’d known he had been in love with his last boyfriend. As in love as Jonah could be, anyway. He seemed to fall fast and often. But that was part of his charm.


I, on the other hand, had never been in love before. I hadn’t even had a crush. So this was completely foreign to me.


“Let’s call Tiff,” Jonah suggested with a grin. “See what she thinks you should do.” He pulled out his cell phone.


I put my hand on his arm. “How about we get through the day, make plans for our girls’ night, and I’ll tell her then.”


Jonah pouted but met my gaze. “Why?”


I shrugged. “Doesn’t feel the right time to tell her.”


His frown turned upside down. “You want to tell them first, huh?”


A smile formed and I nodded, not even realizing until that moment that I did. I wanted Edge and Cav to know how I felt before the rest of the world did.


Which meant I had until this weekend to share the news.


For whatever reason, the thought made my stomach churn.


And not in a good way.




CAV




Wednesday, November 14, 2018


“WHAT’S UP?” I SAID BY WAY OF greeting when Edge called me late Wednesday night.


“You at your hotel?” 


“Yeah. Flipping through channels,” I admitted, “bored clean outta my mind.”


“I’m coming over.”


“You bringing dinner?” I asked, still staring at the toothpaste commercial on the screen. “’Cause there’s no way I can cook.”


“Chinese,” he said.


“What’re you waitin’ for then?” I joked. 


A knock sounded and I laughed, disconnecting the call and opening the door.


There, in all his handsome glory, was Edge, carrying a plastic bag and a six-pack of beer.


He stepped inside, paused, his eyes scanning the small room. It was just as the housekeepers had left it, in perfect order. “Jesus, Cav. Couldn’t clean up for company?”


I gave him a light shove, closed the door behind him. “I have to get my own place.”


“Well, why don’t we eat, and we’ll figure it out.”


My eyebrows rose as he moved toward the small round table near the window. “Seriously? You wanna help me look for a place?”


He set the food down, glanced back at the bed over his shoulder. “No, not really. But I’m here. So, why not?”


“Glutton for punishment,” I told him as I joined him.


For the next few minutes, we ate dinner while perched on the edge of the mattress, eyes fixed on some cop drama on the television. I was so deep in thought, trying to figure out where I should put down roots, I didn’t hear Edge’s question.


“What was that?” I asked, turning toward him.


“I love you.”


Okay, so that wasn’t a question.


Unable to form words, I set my food down on the dresser, stared at him. “Repeat that.”


His expression was stony, a hint of fear glittering in his eyes. “I love you.”


I inhaled sharply, realizing I’d been holding my breath.


“Cav?” Edge’s voice dropped low. “Say something. Please.”


I couldn’t say anything. Words still wouldn’t form, so I took his food from his hand, set it on the dresser beside mine, then reached for him. I took his mouth roughly, my emotions coalescing in that one kiss.


His arms came around me, a signal for my body to soften, my chest to expand. My heart slammed hard against my ribs. I didn’t stop kissing him, even as he took over, controlling my mouth as he backed me against the dresser.


Edge pulled back, his hands cupping my face as he stared into my eyes. “You don’t have to say it back,” he finally said. “I just needed you to know how I felt.”


“I love you, too,” I whispered. “Always have. Always will.”


He visibly relaxed then, his hands becoming gentler as he pulled me into him again. My arms went around his neck as we fell into one another, physically and emotionally.


The firestorm of emotion took a little time to settle as we feasted on one another. When it did, I didn’t feel as though I was standing. More like walking on a cloud. 


Reality sank back in when I caught sight of the hotel room.


“It’s still here,” I told him.


“What’s that?”


“This crappy hotel room.” 


Edge laughed. “Yes. It’s still here.”


We both reached for our beers, took long pulls from the bottle. My mind whirled with new sensations, peace, love. Belonging.


I sighed. “I guess—”


“Move in with me,” Edge blurted.


Peering over at him, I grinned. “I mean, I get that it’s nothing fancy, but…”


Edge laughed. “I’m serious. Move in with me. We’ll get a bigger apartment. There’s a penthouse available.”


His words were said in such a rush, I could tell he wasn’t thinking as he spoke. 


“A penthouse?”


“For sale in my building,” he clarified. “We can buy it, have it redone.”


“Redone?”


“Yeah.” He smiled sheepishly. “I figure if Jamie’s gonna move in with us, we’ll need more closet space. Maybe an office for her to study in.”


My heart damn near came out of my throat. “The three of us? Move in together?”


Edge’s eyes dropped to the dresser. “You’re right. It’s impulsive. Stupid suggestion. Forget I—”


I reached for him then, jerked him close, and held on. “It’s a brilliant idea,” I whispered against his ear. “Let’s buy a penthouse apartment, move in together.”


Edge hugged me, his cheek against mine, and I felt his sigh, the weight that fell from his shoulders. The man was being spontaneous, and I realized how much it was costing him. 


When we released one another, the silence settled between us. It wasn’t uncomfortable though. More like acceptance that didn’t need words to clarify it.


“I love her, too,” Edge admitted. “Haven’t told her yet.” He cut his gaze to mine. “I want to, but I needed to tell you first. Because…” He swallowed. “Even if Jamie doesn’t love me back, it doesn’t change what this is. You and me. I love you, Cav. Want to spend the rest of my life with you.”


“I want the same thing,” I admitted. Although, even as I said it, I knew Jamie would be a part of this. She was meant to be here, with us. “When do you plan on tellin’ her?” I asked, picking up my beer.


Edge did the same, moved over to the window, stared out into the darkness. “Tomorrow night.”


I nodded. 


“I need to talk to Zeke,” he finally said.


Ah. Once again, Edge was worried about what Zeke would say.


“And if he pitches a fit?” I asked.


Edge grinned. “Let him. It won’t change a damn thing.”


I returned his smile. “No. I guess it won’t.”


Edge straightened. “Now, what do you say we relocate to my apartment. It’s … bigger.”


There was no denying that. “The bed’s not all that bad.”


Those blue eyes sparkled. “Your point?”


“Maybe we should get some use out of it in the meantime.”


Before we could fall onto the bed, there was a knock on the door.


“Expecting someone?” Edge asked, frowning.


“No.”


I crossed the room in a second. Not bothering to look through the security hole, I opened it.


And there, standing in the hallway was the most beautiful woman in the world. 


“Hey,” I greeted, stepping back out of the way. “I thought you were havin’ dinner with your friend.”


She smiled sweetly as she walked inside. Her eyes shot over to Edge and she grinned. “I cancelled.”


“Yeah?”


Jamie nodded, her gaze swinging around the room. “You really do need to find a permanent place.” She smiled at Edge. “Hey.”


“Hey back.”


Jamie waited until I was standing in front of her, her expression serious. “I have to say something. I need to get it off my chest. And I want you both to know, your reactions won’t matter. I mean, they will, but they won’t. I still need to tell you both—”


“I love you,” Edge and I said at the exact same time.


Jamie’s dark eyes widened the size of saucers, then she shook her head, grinning. “No. No, no. You weren’t supposed… That’s my line. I came over to tell you that… Wait … what are you doing?” 


I stalked her, Edge moving with me. 


“I love you,” I repeated.


“I love you,” Edge stated.


“I love you,” Jamie giggled. “Both of you. That’s what I mean. I…”


Curling my hand over her cheek, I leaned in and kissed her, loving the soft moan that escaped. Reluctantly, I released her, giving Edge a chance to taste her, too.


“What do you have underneath this coat?” I asked, stepping up behind her and sliding my hand around her waist. 


While Edge kissed her, I unhooked the belt, pulled the coat from her shoulders.


“Heaven help me,” Edge mumbled at the same time I inhaled sharply. 


“You drove all the way here wearing only this?” I asked, tugging her arm and spinning her around.


“Maybe,” she said with a mischievous giggle.


“Naughty girl,” I grumbled as I cupped her ass, jerking her toward me.


“Are you going to punish me, Professor Cavanaugh?”


“Absolutely.” Gently, I nudged her back.


Jamie fell onto the bed, still giggling, her eyes hot as she watched us. 


In tandem, Edge and I joined her, crawling over her.


Unable to resist, I zeroed in on her pussy while he focused on her breasts. Within minutes, the sexy lingerie she’d worn was tossed to the ground and the sweet, sexy woman was naked, enduring the onslaught.


“Spread your legs,” I ordered.


Jamie’s legs widened. I licked her, loving the way she moaned and squirmed, her arms around Edge as they kissed. We were a fumble of hands and mouths as the three of us rolled around on the bed, clothes being tossed, forgotten. 


When I was naked atop Jamie, I smiled down at her as I aligned my cock with her entrance. “Tell me again,” I whispered.


“I love you.” A soft sigh escaped her as I pushed inside. “Oh, God, Cav… you feel so good.”


She stole the words right off my tongue. 


Hard hands gripped my hips and I realized Edge was behind me. Something cool dripped down the crack of my ass, dragging a moan from me.


“What’s wrong?” Jamie asked, her eyes darting over my face. 


“Not a damn thing,” I told her. “I’m right where I want to be.”


Her eyes moved over my shoulder and I saw when she realized what Edge was doing.


Jamie smiled. “You’re right where we want you to be, too.”


I laughed, loving the way her eyes danced with pleasure. 


“I’ve never done this before,” I admitted.


“Don’t worry,” Edge said, one hand curling over my shoulder as his cock nudged into my ass. “We’ll take care of you.”


I moaned but Jamie swallowed the sound when she lifted up, fusing her lips to mine. 


As promised, they took care of me. 


What started out teasing and sweet turned erotic and fierce. Edge pounded my ass, driving deep, forcing my cock inside Jamie. He set the pace and we maintained it, the two of them assaulting all my senses at once. The three of us rode it out for long minutes. Pleasure, anticipation, a strange mixture of satisfaction and need creating an onslaught of sensation that had my body humming, tightening, nearing the precipice.


Jamie’s pussy clamped on my cock at the same time Edge drove into me one final time. She was the first to cry out, a sexy scream joining Edge’s roar of release, both echoing off the walls and deep into my soul, triggering my own.




TWENTY

EDGE




Friday, November 16, 2018


“YOU GOT A MINUTE?” I ASKED ZEKE as I stuck my head in his office doorway.


He looked up, nodded.


Knowing I could easily find any and every excuse to make an excuse, I stepped inside, closed the door behind me. I paused, waiting for that stupid voice to say something snarky.


It didn’t.


Huh.


“What’s up?” Zeke’s dark eyes scanned over me, as though he was trying to read my mind.


“I need to talk to you.”


Zeke sat back in his chair, regarded me coolly. “About?” 


Although I’d gone over this conversation a million times in my head, had even outlined two different endings, I still found it difficult to get it out. 


I took a seat, forced my mind to clear, realized it was. There was no voice urging me to do or say anything. It was … silent.


“Edge? What the fuck is going on?”


I sighed. “We’ve been friends a long time, Zeke, and I hope you’ll keep that in mind.”


This time he frowned, leaned forward, forearms on his desk. “Spit it out.”


I nodded, refused to fidget. “I’m in love with your sister,” I blurted. 


With my eyes on the desk, I took a deep breath, geared up to say more when Zeke’s gruff chuckle sounded, drawing my eyes up to his.


Shit. I did it. I pushed him over the edge into insanity.


“Now, before you decide to smash my face in, I need you to understand a few things.”


Zeke smiled. Actually fucking smiled.


“I’m not gonna bash your face in.”


“No?” 


“No.” He leaned back, relaxed. “Have you told her yet?”


“Yeah,” I said softly, thinking back to last night. I met Zeke’s eyes. “I’m also in love with Cav. The three of us…”


“I figured as much.”


I frowned. “You did?”


Zeke laughed, a chest-rattling rumble that echoed in the room. “No, man. I had breakfast with my sister.”


I exhaled and I could’ve sworn I lost a good ten pounds of anxiety with it. 


“So she told you that Cav and I are in love with her? That she’s in love with us?”


“She did.”


I swallowed. “There’s more. More we haven’t mentioned to her yet.”


His eyebrows rose, eyes narrowing. 


“I’ve decided to buy a penthouse in the Chatter building. We want to ask Jamie to move in with us.”


“Is that right?” Zeke drummed his fingers on the desk. “Are you taking her as your submissive? Both of you?”


Although telling Zeke I was in love with his sister hadn’t been easy, this was the most difficult for me to discuss. Not because I worried about his reaction, more so because I had yet to admit it out loud. Not even to myself.


“In the formal sense, no.” I maintained eye contact. 


Zeke didn’t speak.


“But only because we’re not headed that direction.”


Still nothing.


“The three of us,” I explained. “It’s not what we want to pursue.”


Zeke’s eyes narrowed.


I sighed, thrust my hand through my hair, and shot to my feet. I began pacing his office, grateful there was plenty of space to do so.


“Zeke, I don’t think this is for me anymore. I don’t want to be her Dominant. Not full-time, anyway.”


His gaze followed me as I moved, so I stopped, stared at him.


“I don’t want to dominate her. I want to love her, cherish her. Hell, I want to marry her, have babies.”


“So, what? You’re leaving the lifestyle?”


I nodded. “I think I am, yeah.”


Zeke’s beefy arms crossed over his chest. “Why?”


“Because it doesn’t feel right anymore. It hasn’t for a long time. I spend every waking minute directing submissives to do this or that and … I’m tired, Zeke. I just want to settle down, focus on work, enjoy time with Cav and Jamie.” I put my hands on the back of the chair, leaned. “Doesn’t mean I won’t keep my membership at the club. I want to stop by, check in with everyone.” I couldn’t stop the smile. “And yeah, perhaps play from time to time.”


He glared, a look hot enough to incinerate stone.


“With Jamie and Cav,” I clarified. “Jesus, Zeke.”


He laughed. “I knew that. Just checking.” His face sobered. “What about her school?”


“We’ll support her all the way through. Trust me on that. I want her to follow her dreams.” I moved around the chair, lowered myself into it. “Zeke, they’re the most important things in my world. I’ve never had a love of my own and now I do.”


“What does Gretchen think?” he asked.


“I’m having dinner with her and the family on Sunday. Taking Cav and Jamie to meet them.”


“She’s gonna love my sister,” Zeke noted.


“Everyone is,” I agreed.


He studied me for a moment. “I always suspected there was something between you and Cav.”


“There wasn’t. Not until recently.”


“Not physically,” he said. “Something else.”


Yeah. I’d known it, too, but it had taken far too long for me to accept it. 


Realizing this conversation had gone deeper than I’d expected, I pushed to my feet. “I better get out of your hair.” I couldn’t help it, I laughed, touched my head. “You know, if you had any.”


“Fuck you, Edge.” He stood, walked around the desk, held out his hand. 


Wondering if he was going to break all my fingers, I reluctantly offered mine.


“Be good to her,” Zeke said, his tone softer than I’d ever heard it. “She’s precious and deserves all the love you and Cav possess.”


I couldn’t agree more. I nodded.


“What about the club?” Zeke asked as he followed me to the door.


“I’m meeting with Trent,” I admitted. Or I planned to. 


“Good luck with that. And if you need anything, Edge, anything at all, you only have to ask.”


As I stepped out of Zeke’s office into the hallway, I felt as though I was in an alternate universe. 


“Oh, and Edge?”


I turned to look at the big Sadist.


“You gonna be at the club tonight?”


“Yeah.” 


He smiled, this one wicked. “Good. I’m gonna need you there.”


“Okay. Something wrong?”


Zeke shook his head. “No. Actually, for the first time, everything’s fucking perfect.”


I stared at the spot he vacated when he disappeared back inside. Perhaps he didn’t have an eloquent way of relaying things, but I had to agree with him. Everything was fucking perfect.




Jamie




“WOW, YOU WENT ALL OUT,” TIFFANY SAID in that sweet, chipper tone as she stepped into my apartment.


Her eyes instantly shot to the kitchen counters, where I’d placed an array of food.


“Nothing fancy,” I told her. 


“Fruit, crackers, cheese.” Her eyes lit up. “Chocolate fountain?” She glanced over at me. “What’s the occasion?”


“We’re celebrating,” I said shyly.


As though she knew exactly what I was about to say, her smile widened, as did her eyes. I could see the expectation there. She wanted me to spill the beans.


“Gotta wait for Jonah,” I told her. “I’m only going to tell the story one time.”


Tiffany squealed. “Oh, my God. You did it, didn’t you? You told them?” She skipped over to me. “Tell me, tell me, tell me.”


It was my turn to squeal. “I did!” 


Tiffany fist-bumped the air, then threw her arms around my neck. “I’m so freaking happy for you.”


We were laughing when Jonah walked in. He scanned the scene momentarily. “What’d I miss? What happened?” 


He marched over, his hands vibrating as though he couldn’t handle not knowing for another second.


“I did it!” I exclaimed. “I told them.”


They both threw their arms around me, bouncing in a circle like a couple of goofballs. 


When we separated, Jonah took my hands, his expression serious. “Tell me everything.” He tugged me over to the sofa. “And I mean everything.” 


“Well…” I launched into the story about how I’d gone over to Cav’s hotel to tell them both I loved them.


“They said it first?” Tiffany interrupted, her mouth hanging open. “That’s awesome.”


“I know.” I felt like a teenager, all giddy and silly. But I couldn’t help it. Every time I thought about what had happened last night, my belly filled with butterflies.


“The next thing you know, you’ll be moving in with them.”


I shook my head. “No, not yet. I have to focus on school. That’s the most important thing right now.”


“Doesn’t mean you couldn’t live with them and go to school,” Jonah said.


I was taking this one day at a time and I explained as much. I wasn’t looking to jump into anything before the time was right. My best friends knew I was practical when it came to most situations. 


Then again, I didn’t feel all that practical when it came to Edge and Cav. Right now, I just wanted to spend as much time with them as I could.


“How’s your paper coming along?” Tiffany asked when she headed for the kitchen to load up on snacks.


“I’m not sure this experience is going to get me the information I need,” I told her truthfully. “But I’m hoping Edge might let me do a few interviews.”


“I’ve got a question,” Jonah mentioned as he was pouring wine into three glasses. “Since they told you they loved you, does that mean they’re going to collar you, too? Isn’t that how it works?”


He carried over two glasses, passed them over, then retrieved one for himself.


“I don’t know how it works,” I admitted, crossing my legs and relaxing into the corner of the sofa. “I don’t think it’s an avenue we’re really going to pursue.”


My friends looked as though I’d hit them both with a Taser.


“Really? Doesn’t he manage a BDSM club?”


“We haven’t really talked about it,” I explained, my attention shifting to my glass. “I think I’m going to quit the submissive training class.”


“What?” Tiffany made a dramatic turn toward me. “Why?”


I shrugged. “It’s not really my thing.”


“For reals?” Jonah asked.


“For reals,” I confirmed with a smile. “I mean, I like playing. I enjoy the role-playing, but I don’t see myself kneeling on the floor when they snap their fingers. I’ve got some submissive tendencies, but I’m not a submissive.”


When neither of them spoke, I went on to explain the two scenes I’d witnessed at the club. I told them all about the way the twin Doms had dictated Everly’s actions and the way she’d reacted. It was evident Everly was into it. In a way I could never be.


“Wow. That’s … hot.” Tiffany grinned. “But I see your point. Not sure I could do it, either.”


“I could,” Jonah declared. “I so could.”


I couldn’t keep the laugh in. “You could not. The second some man told you to drop to your knees, you’d be all up in his face snapping your fingers and telling him off.”


“True,” he acknowledged, laughing. “But I could pretend.”


“I can, too,” I told them. “That’s why I like the role-playing.” I went on to give them a high level of the school room and what had happened, leaving out the most intimate parts.


Tiffany snagged a piece of cheese from Jonah’s plate when she’d finished off her own. “Tell me something.”


I watched her, waiting for her question.


“Are they hot together?” 


I didn’t pretend not to know who she was talking about. “So hot,” I said with a giggle.


Jonah huffed. “You are so lucky.”


The three of us went into a fit of giggles. 





Two hours later, Tiffany was snoozing in my cuddle chair while Jonah was passed out on my sofa and I was sitting on the floor, watching the credits roll on the episode of Criminal Minds I’d been watching on Netflix. 


My cell phone buzzed, so I snatched it up, tossed blankets over my friends, then headed for my bedroom. I closed the door, settled on my bed, smiling as I read the first text message.


Cav: Hey, cupcake. You still up?


Me: I am. Just watching TV.


Cav: Your friends still there?


Me: Yeah. They’re asleep in the living room.


Cav: Are they sound sleepers?


Me: A tornado could roll through and they wouldn’t wake up.


Cav: Good. I’ll be there in three minutes. Let me in.


My belly flipped, butterflies erupting into chaos. 


I shot off my bed, ran to the bathroom, and checked my appearance. I’d long ago washed off my makeup and pulled my hair up, but I looked decent. Not like I was going to lather makeup on at this time of night.


I was at the door, watching through the security hole when Cav approached. As quietly as I could, I opened the door, then closed and locked it behind him.


Enjoying the fact that my friends had no idea he was there, I took his hand and led him into my bedroom. The instant the door was closed and locked, Cav had me pinned up against it, his mouth on mine.


“I missed you,” he mumbled against my lips.


I giggled. “It’s only been twenty-four hours.”


He grinned. “Is that all?”


“It felt like an eternity,” I admitted, giggling as his warm hands slid beneath my T-shirt, grazing my stomach, my ribs, then pausing on my breasts. 


I moaned softly, urging him to continue.


“You’ve got on too many clothes,” I told him, unable to keep my hands to myself. 


It was a rush to feel like this. So much passion and desire coursing through my veins. Until Edge and Cav, I’d never known anything like it, and I prayed this feeling never went away.


I managed to rid him of his shirt in the time it took him to strip me naked. He was still wearing his jeans as he tumbled me onto the bed, our lips locked in a passionate kiss that drove me wild. It didn’t take long before the denim disappeared and we were moving as one, rocking together. He filled me so perfectly, his body covering mine as he drove in deep. 


Cav’s head lifted when I moaned. His smile was so brilliant, it hit me right in the chest. I loved this man. Loved him so much. It was wonderful to acknowledge that and to know that he felt the same about me. More importantly, I loved that we could be together like this. Although Edge was still there in my mind, I could spend time with Cav without worrying about how I felt for Edge. This was an interesting dynamic, one I’d never considered a possibility. To be able to love two men equally.


“Stay with me, cupcake,” he murmured against my mouth. “Feel me inside you.”


Oh, I felt him. Hot and thick, thrusting deep as I soared higher and higher. “I’m right here. Always.”


His eyes fluttered closed as he impaled me again and again. It was sweet, with an edge of aggression that I’d come to expect. As though he couldn’t help himself. I knew the feeling. I wanted him with a passion that shocked me.


“Jamie … baby … Christ, you feel good.”


I held on to him, burying my face in his neck as he drove into me over and over. The instant I felt my orgasm ignite, I nipped his shoulder, dug my nails into his back in an effort to hold back the cry of release.


Cav shifted, covered my mouth with his as we swallowed each other’s moans, coming together in what I’d come to know as sheer perfection.




CAV




AS I LAY IN THE DARK, JAMIE curled up beside me, I stared up at the ceiling. 


For the first time in a long time, I wanted to talk to my mother, to tell her the good news. How I’d fallen in love, settled down in one place, and what I imagined for my future.


But I couldn’t call her. Couldn’t tell her any of those things because my mother had disowned me a long time ago. She had written me off back when my father had left, along with everyone else in her life. She’d become bitter, angry at the world, and no matter how hard I’d tried, I couldn’t get through to her. 


For the longest time, I had expected her to call, to check on me, ask about my life. That call had never come.


“Cav?”


I turned my head, kissed Jamie on the forehead. “Go back to sleep, cupcake. I’m right here.”


Her hand moved over my stomach, her fingertips grazing the scar from the bullet wound I tried hard to forget.


“How’d you get the scars?” 


I didn’t answer immediately. The answer was a story I didn’t enjoy thinking about, much less telling.


Jamie’s lips grazed my shoulder and I sighed. “I was shot.”


She lifted her head, stared down at me. I could just make out her features from the light cast by the alarm clock. 


“Shot?”


“In the line of duty,” I explained. “After I graduated college, I was adrift, not sure what I wanted to do. Having gone back to Houston for a while, I met up with a couple of my old friends. One mentioned he was joining the police academy, suggested I do it.


“I think it was more of a dare than anything, and since I had nothing else on the agenda of my life, I figured why the hell not. Entered the academy, passed with flying colors, went on to join the Houston PD. Ended up with a K-9 partner.” I smiled in the dark. “His name was Kano. Sweetest damn dog in the world. Fiercely loyal, too.”


“Did he live with you?”


“Yeah. Spent every waking minute together. He was so damn smart.”


“Past tense?” 


I swallowed hard and relayed the details of the event that had changed my life. By the time I was finished reliving that dreadful day, Jamie was holding me tightly, her tears falling onto my chest.


“I’m so sorry,” she muttered, squeezing me. “So sorry you lost him.”


“Yeah. Me, too.” 


She snuggled closer. “You haven’t met Tank,” she said. “He’s my brother’s yellow lab.” I could hear the smile in her voice. “I got him for my brother because I knew Zeke had needed someone to love. He’s always been my rock, ever since our parents died, and I hated to see the way he kept himself closed off. So, I adopted Tank, but told Zeke I’d found him near my grandfather’s house.” She chuckled. “I remember the look on his face when I took the puppy over, begged my brother to keep him, to give him a home. I knew he would do it for me, so I’d used that against him. Don’t regret it either. They’ve been good for one another.”


I couldn’t help but smile as she relayed the information. I could hear in her voice how much she loved her brother, how far she would go to take care of the man. Though I didn’t know Zeke all that well, I did know him. He didn’t seem like an easy man to deal with, but to know he went soft for his sister and a puppy spoke volumes.


“What about your parents?” she asked after a few minutes of silence. “Do they live in Houston?”


I shrugged. “Not sure. Probably. They divorced a long time ago. Haven’t talked to either of them.”


“Why not?”


“My mother was so hurt when my father left, she took it out on everyone else. Including me. Wrote me off a long time ago.”


“Your father?”


“He got remarried, has a new family. Never looked back.”


“What about when you got shot? Didn’t they come see you? Take care of you?”


“No. I have no way to reach my father. And my mom … I tried calling her, but she didn’t answer. Haven’t tried since.”


“What about Edge’s parents? Does he talk to them?”


I swallowed hard, kissed her forehead. “That’s a complicated story.”


She shifted and I could tell she was looking at me. “Does he see them?”


I shook my head. “They’re dead. Died when he was sixteen.”


“Oh, my God.” She put her head back on my chest. “Is it something he’ll talk about?”


“If you ask him, yeah.” It wasn’t something he wanted to talk about, I knew, but he would. 


“Cav?”


“It’s his story to tell, Jamie.”


“No. I know. I wasn’t going to ask about it.”


Curling my arm around her, I held her tightly.


“You might want to reach out to her,” Jamie whispered. “Your mom. What she did was wrong, but that doesn’t mean she doesn’t love you. Or regret what happened.”


Yeah. I thought about that, too. 


Unfortunately, I got her stubbornness. 


“Get some sleep, cupcake,” I whispered, curling around her, holding her tightly against me. “I love you.”


She smiled against my chest. “I love you, too.”





When I woke the next morning, I was alone in bed, the door closed. I smiled to myself, peering around Jamie’s bedroom. It was exactly as I expected a woman’s room to look like. There was a pile of pillows on the floor, enough to cover most of the bed when it was made. The closet door was slightly ajar, a few things lying on the floor, a dress hanging on the knob. 


I glanced around, noticed the picture of Zeke on her nightstand, along with one of the dog I assumed to be Tank. On her dresser, there were pictures tucked into the edge of the mirror frame. Looked to be family pictures from when she was small. 


Family was important to Jamie, I could tell. She’d lost hers at a young age. Tragically. 


I heard the sound of voices coming from the other room, knew I couldn’t hide out forever. I figured her friends were sticking around because they knew I was here.


“Might as well get the introductions out of the way,” I muttered as I snatched my jeans from the floor, pulled them on. 


Thankfully, there was access to the bathroom from the bedroom, so I slipped in there, relieved myself, then washed my hands and face. There was no point in denying I’d spent the night, nor was I sure why I’d want to.


After getting fully dressed, I took a deep breath and stepped out into the living room and came to an abrupt stop.


Jamie’s friends had clearly left. Or I hoped they had considering the compromising position I found her and Edge in, right there on Jamie’s sofa. He was sitting up, Jamie straddling his lap, both of them naked. 


Jamie’s eyes opened, met mine, and I saw the heat there. She liked that I was watching them.


“Come for me, sweetness,” Edge urged. “Come all over my cock.”


Jamie’s eyes fluttered closed as she moaned.


Yeah. I could definitely get used to this.


I remained silent as I moved toward the refrigerator, my eyes on them the entire time. They were quite the sight, Jamie’s naked breasts cupped in Edge’s big hands as she ground down on him.


“That’s it, baby,” he muttered. “Take what you need.”


Fuck, that was hot. 


I broke my attention away long enough to grab a bottle of water out of the refrigerator. When I turned back, I noticed Edge was watching me, his eyes as hot as Jamie’s. I offered a smirk, drank from the bottle.


“Fuck, Jamie,” Edge growled, his hands sliding to her hips, holding her still as he jerked his hips upward, driving into her. “Come for me.”


Jamie cried out, a sexy sound that made my dick twitch behind my zipper. 


“Fuck, yes,” Edge hissed. “That’s it, sweetness.” He held her still, his body jerking as he came deep inside her.


When they both relaxed into a heap, I smiled. “Mornin’.”


“Enjoy the show?” Edge asked.


“More than you will ever know.”




TWENTY-ONE

EDGE




Sunday, November 18, 2018


SINCE FRIDAY NIGHT, THE ONLY THING ANYONE could talk about was the fact that Zeke Lautner had collared two submissives. News had traveled fast and there was no sign it was going to slow anytime soon. Even the training class had chatted about it last night. Admittedly, it had been quite the sight. I was honored to have been there to witness it. 


And now, as I sat in my office at the club, the entire place empty, I leaned back in my chair and considered it all. I’d been working here since Trent Ramsey opened the doors, enjoyed damn near every minute of it. It had been a no-brainer when he’d approached me with the opportunity, and I didn’t regret taking the job or spending so much time here. 


Or I hadn’t, up until recently. 


It wasn’t about the work. That didn’t bother me. Two jobs had kept me busy enough not to notice that my entire life had pretty much passed me by. Which I figured had been my issue all along. I had purposely drowned myself in work in an effort to avoid my own needs. 


Then everything had changed.


Four weeks ago, I’d found myself giving a tour of the club to a woman I knew I had to keep at arm’s length, a woman whose brother was a man I highly respected. That very same night, I encountered an inner conflict I’d never expected. It had all spiraled out of control since then. 


Three weeks ago, I was taking that off-limits woman on a date and considering adding her to my training roster. To make it more interesting, my life took another change when I kissed a man I considered my best friend, the same man I’d known for half my life.


Two weeks ago, I was introducing Jamie Lautner to submissive training class, venturing down a path I knew there was no coming back from. To top it off, I ended up buried balls deep inside Cav, experiencing things I’d never expected with a man who’d taken me completely by surprise. Consequently, I’d found myself battling the feelings I hadn’t even realized I had for him.


A week ago, fully believing I had things on the right track, I fucked up royally, came damn close to imploding my life because of my stupidity. By some fucking miracle, Jamie and Cav had forgiven me for my idiocy. The next night I had observed Jamie right here in this very club, watching as she got a firsthand account of two very different D/s scenarios. It wasn’t until that night, until that moment that everything seemed to click for me.


This lifestyle, while it intrigued me in many ways, was not my ultimate end goal. I didn’t need it to be content.


I couldn’t say I was disappointed in the direction Jamie’d taken regarding her preferences. Ian and Isaac Stokes were hardcore Doms looking for a rigid structure that fit for them. Timothy Triton and Kason Nash had provided a glimpse of the opposite side of that coin. I wouldn’t say that I was middle-of-the-road compared to those, but I’d always hoped to be when it came to the lifestyle. 


Jamie and Cav helped me to see that I’d been wrong.


Perhaps because I spent so much time here, I had lost sight of what I wanted outside these walls. Managing the club came with a lot of responsibility, the majority of it having to do with the members, with the training classes coming in a close second. Until Jamie and Cav came into the picture, I hadn’t even noticed how much I’d neglected myself in the time I’d been here.


The phone on my desk rang and I sat up, took a deep breath.


“Edge,” I greeted, expecting the call.


“Hey, man, what’s up? You said you wanted to talk?” Trent Ramsey asked.


“I did. Think maybe we can grab lunch one day this week? If you’re in town.”


“Yeah, I’m here now. I’m heading out tomorrow though. Won’t be back till Thursday. You free today?”


I hadn’t considered today, although there was no reason I couldn’t talk to him now. “Today works.”


“Good. I’m actually stopping by the club to grab some paperwork. You gonna be there for a bit?”


“Yep. Just mapping out the week.”


“Perfect. See you in ten.”





True to his word, Trent arrived at the club a short time later. He was rolling solo today, which was a surprise. Considering his personal assistant was one of his submissives, I was used to seeing them together.


When my phone chimed, signaling the front door opening, I made my way down to the main floor to meet him.


“You look … different,” Trent said with a smirk, offering a handshake before walking around behind the bar, retrieving two glasses and a bottle of scotch he’d evidently hidden back there. 


“I feel different,” I admitted, watching him closely.


Trent grinned, pouring the liquor then passing one over to me. 


“Are we celebrating something?” I asked, hoping to hell we weren’t because that was going to mean I had shitty timing.


“I don’t know,” he said with a grin. “You tell me. What’s on your mind, Edge?”


I sat on one of the barstools and stared into my glass. With a resigned sigh, I met his gaze. “I think it’s time for me to retire as manager of your club.”


To my shock, Trent grinned widely.


“What?” I asked. “Are you happy about that?”


His face sobered. “No. Of course not.” His smile returned. “But seriously, Edge. You’ve been at this a long time. This place is a lot of responsibility.”


That it was. 


“If you don’t mind me asking, what prompted it?”


I shrugged, tossed back the liquid, put the glass down. I was trying not to fidget. “It’s time.”


“For?” 


“To live my life. To stop making excuses. To finally be who I wanted to be a long damn time ago.”


His crystal-blue eyes scanned my face. “You found a submissive, huh?”


I laughed because it was just like Trent to go that route. “I wouldn’t necessarily say that. But I…” Unable to look at him, I stared at the glass. “I did fall in love.”


He propped himself on his elbow. “Do tell.”


I explained the situation I found myself in with Jamie and Cav.


“That’s an interesting twist,” he said, still smirking. “How’s that work, anyway? Two Doms?”


Another laugh escaped. “That’s the interesting twist.”


“Yeah?”


“I’m not a Dom when I’m with him. Or with her.”


As though it all made sense, Trent took a sip of his drink, set it down. “That is an interesting twist.” He stood tall, added two fingers to both glasses. “And you’re happy but you’re not quite sure why that is.”


“Bingo.” I turned the glass in my hand. “I only hope it’s the right thing for everyone involved.”


“Fuck hope,” he said seriously. “You want Jamie and Cav, you’ll make it work. You’ll figure it out, and let me tell you, I know all about the difficulties that come along with a change of that nature. Your world erupts in chaos.”


“You’re telling me.”


“But the good news is, it’ll settle. You’ll fall into it when you admit what you want. It might take some time, but it’s damn worth it.”


“I’ve already accepted it,” I admitted. “I want them. Period. As long as I have them, the rest is easy.”


He smiled again. “Then it sounds like you’ve got it all figured out.” Trent took a drink, set his glass down. “Does that mean you’ve made a decision on Chatter?” 


His question caught me by surprise but then again Trent Ramsey was a partner in Chatter PR, so it only made sense that the company was a priority for him. He was establishing a talent division, which I’d heard had launched into hyperspace right out of the gate. 


“Yeah,” I admitted. “I think I have.”


“And?”


“And I’m going to accept. I can’t see a reason to do otherwise.”


“Justin’ll be pleased.” 


“Yep. Until he comes up with another scheme to uproot my world and turn it upside down.”


Trent laughed. “I think he might be off your back for a bit.”


“Right.” I lifted my glass to his. “They’re getting married.”


He clicked his against mine. “That they are. It’s only uphill from here.”


“You have those same plans?” I grinned. “Somewhere down the line?”


Trent leaned an elbow on the bar. “It’s possible. We’re still tryin’ to smooth the rough spots. Once we get it evened out, I’m sure it’ll be on the agenda.” His expression went somber. “But seriously, Edge. I hate to see you step out of the role. You’ve made my life a hell of a lot easier being here, but like I said, I didn’t expect you to last this long. Not because you couldn’t do it. I just thought you’d get burned out.”


“Not burned out. Not quite. But getting close.”


“Any recommendations for someone to fill your shoes?”


I sat up straight. “Actually, yes.”


His eyebrows lifted in curiosity.


“Triton.”


Trent grinned again. “Master Chaos, huh? Who gave him that name, anyway?”


“You don’t know?”


He shook his head. “Never bothered to ask.”


“Let’s just say, before he met Missy, got married, he was a handful.” I thought back to when Triton’s wife had died. “I think the club would be good for him. He tends to hold back, and I can’t say I blame him. He lost the love of his life.”


Trent nodded. “I’ll talk to him if you think he’d be a good fit.”


“I do.” I pushed the glass away. “Oh, and if you want to do it right, you’ll pull Cambria in. Get her on the payroll. Chaos could use an assistant and he couldn’t find a better one than her.”


“Interesting idea.” He nodded. “I like it. I’ll talk to him, then her.” He motioned toward the room. “How much notice are you giving me?”


“As long as you need. I’m in no hurry,” I admitted. “But I needed to make the decision so I can move forward.”


“It’s safe to assume you won’t handle the training classes going forward?”


“No.”


“Any suggestions on your replacement?”


“Ximena,” I answered instantly, making Trent laugh again.


“Mistress X running the class. I like it.” 


“She’ll do a great job.”


“She’s young,” he noted. 


“Yeah, but she’s got more experience than most.”


He nodded. “Like I said, I hate to have you step down. But I expect to see your ass in here.”


It was my turn to grin. “I’ll stop by from time to time,” I told him. “Wouldn’t want to give it up completely.”


Trent refilled the glasses and passed mine back to me, and I lifted it when he held his up.


“To a new normal,” he said with a glitter in his eyes.


Yeah. I could toast to that.




Jamie




“WHY AM I SO NERVOUS?” I RAMBLED as Edge pulled the car into his sister’s driveway.


“No reason to be, cupcake.” Cav peered back at me from the front seat. “She doesn’t bite.”


Edge laughed. “You’ve already met her, Jamie.”


“Yeah. At the bar. This is vastly different.”


Edge slipped out of the car, opened my door. He took my hand and helped me out.


Before he turned toward the house, he pulled me in close, bent his head, and kissed me. “She’s going to love you, Jamie. Almost as much as I do.”


My entire body warmed, my smile not as nervous as it had been. 


When he released me, I smoothed my shirt and my skirt, took a deep breath, and nodded. “Okay. Let’s do this.”


By the time we made it to the front porch, I was trying to figure out the fastest escape route. If I scaled the bushes, perhaps I could be down the street before she opened the—


“There you are,” a familiar voice sounded from just inside the house. “I thought for a minute you were going to stand me up.”


“Gretchen, you remember Cav.”


“Hey,” she said sweetly, hugging him when he stepped inside.


Still time to scale the bushes, I thought as I shot my eyes to the street. Then run like hell.


“And this is our girlfriend, Jamie Lautner.” He urged me through the door.


Nope. Time jut ran out.


“I’m going to greet you first. It’s very nice to meet you,” Gretchen said with a wide smile as she pulled me in for a hug. “Then I’m going to ask my brother to clarify that statement.” Her bright blue eyes returned to his face, curiosity reflected there.


“Later, Gretch.” He chuckled. “Where’re the rug rats?”


“Uncle Greg!”


“There she is,” Edge said cheerfully.


The next thing I knew, Edge was swinging a little girl up into his arms, blowing a raspberry against her neck. She looked a lot like her mother, long dark hair, same kind smile, her blue eyes darker.


“Jamie, meet Julianna. Say hi to Jamie.”


“Hi, Jamie.” Julianna squirmed out of his arms. “I’m six. How old are you?”


I peered up at Edge and smiled. “Twenty-four.”


I didn’t imagine the look that Gretchen passed her brother.


A man appeared, his eyes bouncing between us. He held out his hand to Cav. “Good to see you again, man.”


“Same, Rick. How’s work?”


Rick sighed. “Busy. But the holidays are coming up, so that’s to be expected.”


“Rick manages a chain of department stores,” Edge explained. “I’d like you to meet Jamie Lautner. Jamie, this is my brother-in-law, Rick Reilley.”


I shook his hand when it was offered. “Nice to meet you.”


“No need to stand in the doorway,” he said, motioning us farther into the house. “Dinner’ll be ready in five. Hey, Gretch, will you get Matt and Heidi? I texted them, but they’re ignoring me.”


Gretchen grinned. “Not the first time. Come on. Let’s sit in the dining room. I’ll grab the wine.”


Edge took the lead and I followed with Cav on one side, Julianna on the other. The little girl tugged on my hand. 


“Jamie, will you sit by me at dinner?”


“Of course I will,” I told her. “Which seat is mine?”


“This one,” she said, pointing. “You’re pretty.”


“Thank you.” 


The next hour passed by in a blur of conversation. I was introduced to nine-year-old Matthew and twelve-year-old Heidi. Both had joined us at the table, not bothering to hide the fact they’d rather be anywhere else. Through the conversation, I learned that Gretchen and Rick had been married for fifteen years. Both worked full-time. Gretchen was into hot yoga and Rick had a weekly poker game with the guys on Friday nights. They each had their own routines, their own hobbies, but they were happy.


Edge had shared with Gretchen my love for her bookstore/bar, which resulted in a long conversation about how it came about. Although I’d walked into the house a nervous wreck, somewhere along the way, I settled in, feeling more at home than I expected.


Right up until Gretchen moved us into the den. She excused herself to get Julianna in bed while Rick poured coffee.


“She’s gonna grill you on the relationship,” Rick noted, speaking to Edge as he placed the mugs on the coffee table.


“Probably.”


I had seen the look on her face when Edge had introduced me as their girlfriend. I wondered if the reaction would always be that way. I knew it wasn’t a conventional relationship, and back in the beginning, I’d been a little concerned about what others would think, namely my best friends. But once I’d shared the news and got their acceptance, I found I didn’t care what anyone else thought about it. 


“She’s just curious,” Cav said. “It’s not every day her brother tells her he’s in a relationship.”


“Try never,” Gretchen said when she returned. “Not once in his thirty-six years has my little brother introduced me to a girlfriend. Much less…” She waved her hand between the three of us, sighed. “All right, brother of mine, you’ve got some explaining to do.” 


She took a seat in the chair opposite Edge.


“About?”


She waved her hand to me and Cav. “You’re a we, huh? The three of you?”


“We are,” he said, not a hint of insecurity in the words. 


“As in you love the two of them, they love each other and you?”


“Exactly.” It was obvious he didn’t want to delve into the details.


“How does something like this come about?” Rick asked, his genuine curiosity evident.


“It just does,” Edge stated.


Gretchen looked at me. “Are you a submissive?”


“Not really, no.”


“Did you meet at that club?”


I nodded. “Technically, yes.” I smiled. “But he was just giving me an introduction to the place.” I went on to explain my reasons, my doctorate and my dissertation.


“Hmm.” Gretchen glanced from Edge to me to Cav, then back to Edge.


“Say what’s on your mind, Gretch,” Edge said with exasperation. 


He’d already relaxed on the sofa, his arm around my shoulders, so I could feel his tension. 


Gretchen finally grinned. “You do make a very cute thruple.”


“Thruple?” Cav laughed. “That’s a new one.”


“You like it?” She waved a hand toward us. “It’s fitting.” Gretchen peered over at her husband. “Don’t you think?”


“I try not to get involved,” he said, looking directly at me. “My wife’s got no filter. She calls it as she sees it.”


“I don’t mind,” I assured him, snuggling closer to Edge and squeezing Cav’s hand, which mine was safely tucked into. “It is what it is.”


“I like her,” Gretchen said, meeting Edge’s eyes. “She can handle you.” She looked at Cav. “And you.”


“She can.” Edge grinned before pressing his lips to my forehead.


I didn’t know about all that, but I knew I was head over heels, and this was right where I wanted to be. Gretchen and Rick weren’t the last people who would look at the three of us and wonder how it all worked. As long as it did, that was the only thing I was worried about.


“Dad would’ve liked her,” Gretchen stated.


There was no mistaking the way Edge’s entire body went still. “Gretch. Don’t.”


“What? You haven’t told her?”


I glanced sideways at Edge, noticed the strain on his face.


“Don’t you think—?”


“Please,” I interrupted, lowering my voice. “When he’s ready to tell me, he will.”


Gretchen held my stare and something in her blue eyes softened. “You’re good for him, you know that?” She smiled, but not before I noticed there were tears in her eyes. “Really good for him.” She shot to her feet, made a beeline for the kitchen.


Edge stared after her and I pulled out of his hold. “Let me go talk to her.”


He looked at me and I could see the worry on his face. He didn’t want me to know the story. I cupped his face. “It’s fine. I’m just checking on her.”


When I got up, Cav moved closer to Edge. Before I was out of the room, Cav had changed the subject, engaging Rick in a conversation about sports.


I stepped into the kitchen to find Gretchen staring out the small window over the sink.


“Gretchen?”


She turned around. “I’m sorry about that.”


“No,” I said softly, stepping closer. “Don’t be. There’s obviously a story there, but it’s his story to tell.”


She kept her eyes on my face, nodded. “I meant what I said. You’re good for him.”


I smiled. 


“Cav, too,” she added. “They’ve been friends for so long.” She waved her hand toward the den. “I should’ve known something like this would happen with them.”


I remained silent.


Her voice was soft when she continued. “I honestly can’t tell you the last time I saw my brother smile. And I have never seen him look at a woman the way he does you.” Her eyes cleared, her smile brightened. “He’s happy. Really happy.”


She laughed and it sounded slightly hysterical. 


“Is there going to be a wedding soon?”


It was my turn to let out a hysterical laugh. “Not soon,” I assured her. “But maybe one day.”


Gretchen’s dark eyebrows dipped low. “How does that work? Three people? You can’t all get married to each other. Isn’t that illegal?”


I grinned, relaxing. “When it comes to love, it just works itself out.”




CAV




“WELL, THAT WAS INTERESTING,” I SAID IN an effort to break the silence as we drove back to Edge’s apartment.


“I like her,” Jamie noted from the backseat. “The whole family, actually.”


“Julianna took a likin’ to you, that’s for sure,” I told her. 


Edge didn’t chime in during the entire drive. When we stepped into his apartment, I considered offering to take Jamie home, not sure where his mind was at. Ever since Gretchen had brought up their parents, he’d been unsettled.


Jamie appeared concern as she stood near the door, dividing her attention between the two of us. Edge went straight for the refrigerator, pulled out a beer.


“My mom was officially diagnosed with schizophrenia right after I was born,” Edge said, his face blank as he stared off into space.


I reached for Jamie’s hand, led her over to the sofa. 


“Growing up, Gretch and I spent a lot of time with our grandparents, my father’s parents,” he continued. “We lived with them. They had money. Lots of it. A mansion, butler, housekeeper. All that shit. The house was huge. I remember some days I wouldn’t see my mother or my father at all, even though I knew they were there.


“My mother was in and out of mental hospitals, mostly at my grandfather’s insistence. He said my mother needed the sort of help we couldn’t give her. Not even the nurses he’d hired to help my father deal with her. My father loved her to distraction, enabled her, refused to listen to reason. Sometimes I didn’t understand why, because she wasn’t a nice woman much of the time. But when she was … she was great.”


He took a long pull of his beer, exhaled.


“I remember my grandfather trying to convince my father to have her committed permanently, said it was the best thing for everyone. My father was so pissed. They argued and my father vowed to never let them see me or Gretch again. I was fourteen. Gretch was seventeen, I think, about to graduate from high school. My grandfather knew we wouldn’t be safe if my father took us away from there, so he gave in. Promised to help in any way he could.


“So he did. For the next couple of years, he supported my father. My mother stayed in the hospital for longer that time, almost a year. My father insisted she was getting better, said the medication was working and he wanted her to come home. He wanted her to spend some time with me before I graduated. I didn’t think it was so much about me though. More that he was lonely, so I defended him when my grandfather argued. Offered to help out when they needed me.”


Jamie squeezed my hand but neither of us moved as Edge continued to stare at the wall of windows.


“It worked for a little while. My mother came home. I was a junior in high school, had my own car. My grandfather had started pitching in, too, helping more after my grandmother passed away. I could tell he didn’t like my mother being in the house. She scared him. She was often paranoid, and it took effort to get her settled. But my father was happier, so my grandfather and I agreed to make it work.”


Edge paused. I knew how this story ended and it was a tragic tale, one that had broken my heart when I’d originally heard it many years ago.


“I left for school one morning.” Edge’s voice was deeper, angrier. “It was a Friday. I remember thinking I wanted to spend the weekend somewhere else, somewhere I didn’t have to endure all the arguments, the fighting. My mother was having a particularly bad day, had thrown something at the housekeeper. My father and grandfather were arguing. I never asked to stay at a friend’s, but I did that day. I’d needed the break from them. The last thing I heard was my grandfather insisting he was going to have my mother committed again. Said it was the only safe thing to do.”


When Edge paused this time, Jamie got to her feet, walked toward him. He didn’t look her way, didn’t even flinch when she wrapped her arms around him from behind. 


“I stayed at a friend’s house that night. Didn’t come home after school because I didn’t want to hear it anymore. Gretchen called me, asked if I was at home. Said she needed to talk to Dad, but he wasn’t answering. I told her about the argument, said I wasn’t going home until Sunday night. I needed a break.”


Edge took a deep breath and it shuddered when he exhaled.


“Gretchen called me again that afternoon, told me I needed to go home, to have Dad call her immediately. It was important. I didn’t ask her why, didn’t care. Still don’t know what it was about.”


He swallowed hard, set the beer on the counter.


“I walked in and found my father and grandfather dead in the living room. The house was a wreck. Broken glass, torn furniture, the curtains hanging off the windows. My mother was in the kitchen, on the floor in a pool of blood, the gun still in her hand. From what the police said, she’d shot them both, then destroyed the house before putting the gun to her own head and pulling the trigger.”


“Oh, God,” Jamie whispered. “I’m so sorry.”


Edge turned, put his arms around her, and held her tightly. I watched, unable to move. 


“She was sick,” he muttered. “We all knew it, but we pretended it didn’t matter, that we could handle it on our own. Gretch did research on the disease, said it was genetic, that one or both of us could have it.”


I hadn’t heard this before, so I got to my feet, moved to stand beside them in the kitchen. 


Edge met my eyes. “I’ve had this voice in my head for the longest time. Thought maybe I was going insane, too.”


I didn’t look away. Couldn’t.


“I ignored it, fought it. Did the opposite of what it was telling me to do.”


Jamie pulled back, stared up at him.


“It wasn’t telling me to do specific things. More like to let things go, to stop fighting myself. Nothing harmful.”


“Your conscience,” Jamie whispered. “Not a voice.”


He smiled. “Yeah. It took me a long time to realize that. You, actually,” he said, “both of you. When I accepted what I really wanted, to love you both, it disappeared completely.”


“You’re not crazy,” I told him, stepping closer and sliding my hand around his head, pulling his mouth to mine.


“No,” he said softly. “Not in the technical term. But I am crazy about the two of you.”


“Ditto,” I whispered, smiling against his mouth.


“Hey,” Jamie said in a huff. “Care to include me in this mushy moment?”


She broke the tension in that instant. Edge reached for her, lifting her off her feet and setting her on the counter. 


“I love you,” he said as he leaned in, pressed his forehead to hers. 


“I love you, too.”


“What am I?” I harrumphed. “Chopped liver?”


Edge threw his arm around me, jerked me forward and crushed his mouth to mine. When he released me, Jamie did the same.


“I quit the club,” Edge blurted.


Jamie and I drew back at the same time, staring at him. He could clearly see our confusion because he continued. 


“I talked to Trent. Decided it was best to resign my position. I’ll stay on until he fills the spot. I’ve been getting in my own way for too long, trying to structure a world that I fit in, rather than fitting in the world I want.”


Jamie stepped up, cupped his face. “Whatever makes you happy… That’s what I want.”


He kissed her gently and I could see he had needed that approval. 


“You know what I want?” I asked when the moment had passed and the tension had fully dissipated.


“What’s that?” Jamie asked.


“I think I’m gonna take a shower. Thought maybe when I got out, I might stumble across something happening”—I pointed toward the sofa—“over there.”


“Something?” Edge probed.


“Something hot,” I clarified.


“Well, I was thinking maybe the three of us should take a shower,” Jamie said with a grin. “Maybe something hot could happen in there.”


Edge reached for her. “I like your suggestion better,” he told her before looking my way. “And yours … we’ll work on that tomorrow.”


Tomorrow.


I definitely liked the sound of that.


A lot of tomorrows.




TWENTY-TWO

EDGE




Three months later

Thursday, February 14, 2019


“WHERE ARE WE GOING?” JAMIE ASKED AS I led her out of the elevator and down the hall. The blindfold covering her eyes made it impossible for her to see. Which, of course, was the point.


“We told you. It’s a surprise,” Cav repeated for what had to have been the tenth time since we left Jamie’s apartment.


“Can you at least give me a hint?”


Cav unlocked the apartment door, then opened it, allowing me to guide Jamie inside.


“Is this some sort of submissive thing? Are you going to make me strip?”


“Hmm.” I grinned at Cav. “Hadn’t thought about that, but it does sound appealing. Haven’t played in a while.”


“No, we haven’t,” Jamie pouted. “I tried to get you to take me to the club last week.”


It was true, she had. For the past few months, we’d been taking things slow. As slow as three people who were in love could take things. Ever since I stopped working at Dichotomy, I had a lot of time on my hands. Time I’d gladly spent with Jamie and Cav, both together and separate. We’d worked out a rather nice routine. The only thing missing was coming home to Jamie every single day.


Although we hadn’t told her about the penthouse apartment, Cav and I had forged ahead with the purchase and renovation. It had taken some doing, but he had allowed me to purchase the place for cash and I had relented when he insisted on pitching in for the renovations. Compromise and all that.


“Where should we start?” I asked Cav, wanting to build Jamie’s suspense.


Cav motioned toward the study. “In there would be fine.”


“Got it.” I took Jamie’s hand, tugged her along, through the French doors that led to what we had designed specifically with her in mind. 


Cav followed, stopping behind Jamie so he could release the silk fabric over her eyes.


Jamie blinked a few times before focusing on her surroundings.


“Where are we?” She turned in a slow circle, a smile on her face. “What is this?”


I gave her a minute to take it all in. Her gaze drifted over the writing desk, the big round chair, the plush rug on the floor, and finally landed on the floor-to-ceiling bookshelves lining one wall.


“May I?” she asked, nodding toward the books.


“Of course.”


Cav came to stand beside me, his hand sliding up my back as we watched her skim the line of books with her fingertip.


“These are my books,” she said, then turned to look at us. “What are you two up to?”


Cav tapped me on the back.


“It’s your new office,” I told her. “A place for you to study while you’re still in school, plus a quiet place to work when you graduate.”


“My office? But…” Her attention swung to the French doors. “Where are we?”


“Our apartment,” Cav said simply as we moved toward her.


I tipped her chin up, stared into the most beautiful eyes I’d ever seen. “Our apartment,” I said with emphasis. “We want you to move in with us, Jamie.”


Her eyes teared up, and for a second, I thought she was going to bail. “Our?” She sniffed. “I do like the sound of that.”


Relief washed over me. 


“We bought one of the penthouses,” I explained. “Had it redesigned to accommodate the three of us. We haven’t moved in yet.”


“Our apartment,” she mumbled, wiping the tear from her eye and pulling away.


Cav smiled over at me as Jamie began her trek through the space. Out of the office, into the large living area, over to the breakfast nook and upgraded kitchen. She paused momentarily to admire the appliances, then continued through the kitchen, past the walk-in pantry, through the butler’s pantry and into the dining room before stopping back at the front foyer. 


“There’s no furniture,” she said. “Except for my office?”


“Not much of it,” I explained. “Not yet. Although we designed your office and ours, we wanted you to be part of the rest.” I motioned toward the back. “Bedrooms are back there.”


“As in multiple?” she asked, concern etched on her face.


“Two,” Cav noted. “We figured it would be good to have a guest room. Just in case we ever had the need for one.”


She swallowed, a soft smile forming. 


“Go on,” I urged. “Check it out.”


As I expected, she bypassed the guest room and went straight for the master bedroom. While the space was empty, there was a bed. It had been something Cav and I’d had designed with the three of us in mind. Nothing overly fancy, but a good deal bigger than a king size, ensuring there was enough space for the three of us. 


“Wow,” she whispered, moving through the large bedroom, complete with sitting area. When she stepped into the master bathroom, she inhaled sharply, making me chuckle.


“I told you she’d love it,” Cav muttered. 


He had. When we had set out to design the bathroom, Cav had insisted on indulging in that space. A giant Jacuzzi tub, walk-in shower that was easily big enough for three. Instead of double sinks, there were three, two on one side, one on the other with a vanity beside it.


Jamie turned to look at us. “You’ve thought of everything, huh?”


“Tried to,” I told her, returning her smile.


“What about a closet?”


I nodded toward the door behind her.


We fell into step with her once again, stepping into the enormous closet. It was almost the same size as the master bedroom. Considering it would be set up for three people, Cav and I ensured there would be enough room for each of us. 


Jamie turned back to look at us one final time, this time tears streaming unbidden down her beautiful face.


“This is amazing,” she sobbed.


“So what do you say, cupcake? Move in with us?” Cav closed the distance between them, cupped her head.


“Of course,” she whimpered, leaning into him when he sealed his lips to hers.


My heart. That’s what they were. 


And I was more than ready to start this new adventure with them.




Jamie




EVEN AS I STOOD IN THE NEW space, I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. They’d done all of this without telling me. It was amazing. I wasn’t even sure what to say or do, but as I acquainted myself with the apartment, walking back through it three more times, I couldn’t keep the smile off my face. 


“So when do we move in?” I asked, eager to get this underway. In fact, I didn’t want to leave.


“Whenever you’re ready,” Edge replied.


“Now?” I couldn’t hide my excitement.


Both my men smiled and nodded. “Now’s good.”


I turned to the spot where a sofa would go. “I think this would be a good place for us to sit and watch television.”


They were both standing close behind me. 


I closed my eyes, imagined it playing out. “Yes.” My voice was slightly breathless. “The perfect spot for me to lay out between the two of you. Naked.” My breathing increased. “While the two of you pretend to watch television, you can tease me with your hands.”


A deep rumble sounded from behind me. “Naughty girl,” Cav mumbled against my ear. 


“I can practically feel your hands on me,” I continued, sighing when their hands did move over me. 


Cav’s warm hand slipped beneath my T-shirt, flattening over my belly and pulling me back against him. With my eyes closed, I could sense Edge moving in front of me, his hands cupping my face, his thumbs brushing over my bottom lip.


“Is that what you need, sweetness? Our hands on you?”


“Yes,” I whimpered.


Strong hands began moving over me, but they weren’t working the way I wanted. Neither of them made any effort to get me naked. 


When I opened my eyes, I stared up into Edge’s aqua-blue eyes. They glowed with heat and need. 


Cav stepped around, his baby blues intense, so hot I could practically feel them scorching my skin as they slid over me. 


And just when I thought they would have their wicked way with me, both men dropped to their knees. I inhaled sharply, stumbled back a step.


“Marry us, Jamie,” Edge whispered, his voice hoarse with what could only be explained as desire mixed with love.


“What?” I glanced between the two of them, my hands shaking as I put them to my face. 


“Marry us, Jamie,” Cav repeated. 


I waited, wondering if they would launch into some ridiculous speech about love and devotion. I was glad they didn’t. My men were more about action than words and I loved that about them.


“Yes,” I whimpered. “Of course. Yes.”


Cav smiled and Edge exhaled sharply.


I feigned a frown, staring down at Edge, still on one knee. “Did you really think I might say no?”


He laughed, but it was forced. That was exactly what he’d thought.


I still didn’t know how marriage between three people worked, but after Gretchen’s comment all those months ago, I’d done a little research. While it wouldn’t necessarily be in the conventional sense, a lot of thruples—my new favorite word—actually did enter into a contract that would allow their relationship to mimic a marriage. 


To be honest, I didn’t care about any of that. I simply wanted to spend the next seventy or eighty years with these two, loving them, cherishing them.


I still had several years of school laid out in front of me, and while I had never seen myself getting into a relationship before I had my doctorate, I found that school was easier with them in my life. I could focus and enjoy the love I’d found at the same time. True to their word, Cav and Edge had supported me for the past few months, ensuring I went to class every day, and on my days off, they made sure we spent as much time as possible together. 


The thought of living with them, spending more time with them, it stole my breath and made my heart smile.


Both men took my left hand, then each slipped something cool over my ring finger. When they released me, I lifted my fingers, staring at the diamonds. They were far bigger than they should’ve been, and they’d been designed to connect together, another symbol that the three of us were connected as one.


Tears dripped from my cheeks and I didn’t even realize I was crying. I also didn’t notice as they got to their feet, moving around me and embracing me between them. I welcomed the safety and security I’d come to know when I was in their arms. 


“So what do we do next?” I asked, a sob following the words, making me laugh. 


“I’m thinkin’ we should go back to the apartment, play out this whole watchin’ TV thing.” Cav’s sexy smirk made my body tingle. “With you laid out naked between us.”


“Hmm. That sounds like a good plan,” I agreed. “Whoever came up with that idea is pretty brilliant, don’t you think?”


“Brilliant,” Edge agreed, taking my hand. “And naughty.”


“Very naughty,” Cav echoed.


While they locked up the new apartment and led me back to the elevator, I kept my eyes on the engagement rings on my finger. 


“You like them?” Edge asked when we stepped out on their floor.


“They’re beautiful,” I mumbled.


“Glad you think so,” Edge said with a smirk. “Because in about three minutes, they’ll be the only thing you’re wearing.”


I laughed, then moaned as they made good on that promise, stripping me in the middle of the living room before settling me on the sofa between them.


“What are we watching?” I asked, glancing over at the television.


“Does it even matter?” Cav joked.


I looked his way to see his heated gaze traveling slowly over every inch of my body. I inhaled sharply when his skilled fingers skimmed my legs, moving higher.


“It really doesn’t,” I assured him, trying to spread my legs to get him closer to where I needed him.


“I’ll be right back,” Edge said, shifting out from under my head.


“Where’s he going?” I asked, watching as he went down the hall to his bedroom.


“Not my concern right now,” Cav mumbled, his thumb gliding over my clit. 


My back bowed as the onslaught of sensation stole the air right out of my lungs. I moaned, grinding my hips, trying to intensify the pressure of his thumb.


“Cav … please…” 


He chuckled and moved. His movements were so quick and unexpected, the only thing I could do was laugh as he tossed me over his shoulder.


I giggled uncontrollably as he followed the same path Edge had taken, right for their bedroom. 


“Tonight, sweetness,” Edge said when Cav set me on the bed, “we’re in charge.”


“Is that right?” I taunted. 


His eyes heated. “That sassy mouth’s going to get you in trouble.”


“Is it? How so?” 


I could see him holding back a smile. He wanted to play, I could feel it deep in my soul, and I wanted to give him what he wanted. 


After all, I was their naughty student. It was my responsibility to play the part accordingly.




CAV




NAUGHTY STUDENT.


That was the scene Edge was setting up.


No, there wasn’t a classroom or books, but they weren’t necessary. Just the woman who had made this all a reality.


“Keep sassin’,” I warned, “and you’ll earn yourself a spankin’.”


She moaned, something she did whenever we played like this.


No, this wasn’t the full-time D/s roles that some people engaged in, but it worked for the three of us. We needed this in our busy lives, a chance to escape reality, to enjoy ourselves in the most basic way possible. 


“That a threat or a promise, Professor Cavanaugh?” she goaded.


“Definitely a promise, Miss Lautner,” I responded, moving quickly enough to catch her off guard as I flipped her onto her stomach.


Jamie squealed at the same time Edge took one hand, I took the other. We easily restrained her to the soft leather restraints that were permanent fixtures on this bed these days. 


“What are you doing?” she moaned and thrashed, playing her part perfectly.


“It’s what you want, is it not, Miss Lautner?” Edge growled. “That sassy mouth of yours always seems to get you in trouble.”


“I’ll be good,” she cried out. “I promise. I’ll be good, Professor Edge.”


“I’ve heard that before.” His eyes glittered as he glanced over at me and smiled.


“You’re so mean,” she hissed. “You’re not the boss of me.”


I bit back the laugh. Over the months, Jamie had gotten deeper and deeper into the role every time we played, and the truth was, it was a highlight of my week. I enjoyed every moment I got to spend with her, but these especially.


“I’ll give you a choice of punishment,” Edge said as I moved to the end of the bed and held Jamie’s ankles, keeping her still.


“Whatever,” she snapped.


“Five swats with the paddle,” he stated, “or ten with my hand. Your choice.”


“Do your worst, Professor Edge. You don’t scare me.”


I could see Edge fighting the urge to laugh, too. This woman was something else. Hell, she was sheer perfection.


“Next thing you’ll say is that this hurts you more than it hurts me. Is that right?” She flailed, unable to move much due to the restraints and my hands holding her legs down.


“Oh, no, baby,” he crooned. “This won’t hurt me a bit.” He palmed her ass, squeezed.


Jamie moaned, her body relaxing. 


“Which’ll it be?” I asked. “Paddle or hand?” 


“Hand,” she bit out. 


“Mmm.” Edge moved his hands over her bare ass.


I couldn’t look away.


“I think she needs to learn her lesson,” Edge said to me. “Perhaps you should eat her pussy while I punish this sweet ass.”


He didn’t have to tell me twice. I made quick work of discarding my clothes, then with his help, I slid underneath her, my mouth directly beneath her pussy, my cock hard and throbbing by her face.


“On your knees, sweetness,” Edge instructed. “Stay still.”


Her knees settled beside my head, her upper body resting on me because of the restraints. 


Jamie moaned, her warm breath disappearing from my cock. If I had to guess, Edge had fisted her hair, lifting her head. 


“You want his cock, Miss Lautner?”


“Yes, Professor Edge. I want to suck him.”


“Too bad.”


Well, it appeared I would be punished, too. Oh, well. Good thing I had something else to focus on.


Her cheek rested on my thigh, her body relaxing over me.


I met Edge’s gaze as I curled my arms around her thighs and buried my face in her pussy, lapping at her until she was moaning softly, the vibrations sliding through me.


We alternated between me driving her to distraction with my tongue and him using his hand to smack her sweet little ass every so often. We didn’t relent until she was begging, pleading for the two of us to fuck her. 


“You have to come first,” Edge insisted. “Come all over Cav’s face. Then, if you’re a good girl, we’ll both fuck you.”


I flicked her clit, holding her still with my arms until she screamed, her clit pulsing against my tongue.


“Fuck me,” she demanded.


Edge laughed, a deep, throaty rumble that sounded tormented. “Last I checked, you’re at our mercy, Miss Lautner. Might I suggest you ask nicely.”


“Please,” she whimpered, her hips gyrating as she tried to get closer to my tongue again.


“Nicely,” Edge repeated.


“Please, Professor Edge … Professor Cavanaugh… Please fuck me.”


All though we played a good game, there was no way we could deny her. While Edge freed her from the restraints, I repositioned beneath her so that we were face-to-face. 


“Kiss me,” I ordered. “Taste your pussy on my tongue.”


Her eyes were glazed with passion as she crushed her mouth to mine. When her hands were freed, Jamie’s arms circled my neck, holding me tightly. 


“Don’t let go,” I ordered. 


“Never,” she whispered, meeting my eyes momentarily. I could see the love, the passion. She unhinged me. 


Reaching between us, I guided my cock inside her, sucking in air as her warm, wet pussy sheathed me. 


“Feel so fucking good,” I muttered, meeting her lips again. 


Jamie rocked forward, back, taking me deep inside her. Her lips glided over mine, her tongue slicking over my lip, nibbling gently as she fucked me. 


I felt the bed shift when Edge joined us. 


We’d assumed this position numerous times, and what I knew was coming had my body tightening, anticipation fueling me. 


Jamie moaned in my mouth, pulling back. 


“Keep fucking me,” I ordered. “Let me feel that sweet cunt milking my dick.”


Another moan escaped her as she circled her hips, teasing my cock with her pussy. 


When I felt Edge slide inside her ass, the hard ridge of his cock pushing against mine from deep within her, my mind spiraled, senses obliterated. I had no idea why, but the very thought of claiming this woman at the same time was a trigger for me. It set me on edge, made my balls tighten, the need to come so fucking great it was hard to breathe.


“Please…” Jamie whimpered. “More.”


Edge didn’t hesitate. Once he was fully seated inside her, giving her time to adjust to the intrusion, he took over, controlling the pace with every thrust of his hips.


Sliding my hand between our bodies, I found Jamie’s clit, teased it ruthlessly, driving her higher. Those unrestrained mewls and cries had my body hardening, my release just out of reach. 


Edge groaned low in his throat as he slammed into her once, twice…


It was the third time that sent me over, Jamie’s pussy clamping down on my dick as she screamed our names. I locked my teeth together, groaned as a nearly painful orgasm ripped through me. Edge followed us over.


“I love you,” Jamie whispered on choppy breaths, chuckling as she rolled onto her side between us. “Love you both.”


A loud smack sounded, and she squealed. 


“I owe you a few,” Edge noted. “Your little ass was just too enticing. Had to have it.”


I opened my eyes, glanced over at Jamie. Her eyes were closed, and she was smiling.


“I’m sure I’ll give you plenty more reasons to spank me in the future.”


“I’m sure you will, too,” we both said at the same time.


After all, we had the rest of our lives ahead of us.




EPILOGUE

EDGE




Saturday, May 25, 2019


“IF YOU REALLY WANTED TO CHECK OUT Brax’s cookin’, we could’ve gone to the restaurant next weekend,” Cav teased as we walked up to Zeke’s front porch. “It’s the grand opening and I happen to know we snagged an invite.”


“We did,” Jamie agreed with a huge grin. “And we will be going on Saturday night. But I promised Zeke we’d come by here before the restaurant opened.”


I noticed Cav’s frown.


“It’ll be fine,” I assured him. 


“I’ve heard that before,” he mumbled when the door opened and Brax appeared.


There was something in his expression that raised the hairs on the back of my neck. “Something wrong?” 


He shook his head quickly, motioned for us to come inside. 


“Where’s Zeke?” Jamie asked.


“He’s … uh…” Brax glanced at me. “He’s downstairs in the basement.”


“Then we’ll make ourselves at home,” Jamie said with a strained smile. “Wait for them to join us.”


“I’ve got wine,” Brax announced, making a beeline for the kitchen.


Cav glanced over at me. “Somethin’ happen in the basement that I should know about?”


“It’s his torture dungeon,” Jamie said simply, leading the way to the kitchen. “He doesn’t think I know that, but I’ve been on to him for years.”


Brax’s gaze swung over to her. “Really?”


She waved him off. “Of course. Don’t worry. I won’t go traipsing down there to greet them. I can wait.”


A sigh of relief came from the man. “Thank God for that.”


Jamie laughed. “Is that why you’ve got your panties in a twist?” she teased.


Brax laughed, a strangled sound that had me smiling. 


“Somethin’ like that.”


“So, are you excited?” Jamie asked as she took a seat at the bar when Brax passed over a glass of wine. “T minus seven, right?”


For the first time since we walked in the door, a real smile landed on the man’s face, reaching all the way to his eyes. “Yeah. Can’t wait.”


“I bet. This is a big deal.”


“Huge,” Brax agreed, looking over at me. “Wine or scotch?”


“Scotch,” I said, relieved that he’d offered something stronger.


While Zeke and I were still friends and there was no animosity between us, I was still uncomfortable being in the man’s presence. Jamie had breakfast with her brother every Friday like clockwork, so I knew the Sadist was in the know as to how her life was going, but I still got antsy when I was around him.


“A torture dungeon?” Cav asked, clearly still stuck a few minutes in the past.


I laughed, relaxing somewhat. 


“Not for the faint of heart,” Brax stated, passing over one glass to me, another to Cav.


“Can I get a tour?” he asked eagerly, his attention swinging to the basement stairs. “When they’re done, of course.”


“I’m sure it can be arranged,” Jamie promised.


A thundering cry sounded from down below and Brax’s eyes swung between the three of us. 


“Relax, man,” I told him. “Nothing we haven’t heard before.”


“He had a client over for dinner a couple of months ago,” Brax explained. “Left me up here to entertain while he took Case down there for a discussion.” He used air quotes on the last word. “Not easy to explain away that sort of noise.”


“You know he does it on purpose, right?” I asked, taking the barstool to Jamie’s left. “Probably more of a mind fuck for you than anything else.”


As though he hadn’t considered that, Brax’s eyes widened.


I grinned. “That’s Zeke for you.”


“Don’t worry,” Jamie added, “he tends to tone it down when I’m here.”


“Way down,” Brax agreed, turning toward the oven. 


Cav leaned in, lowered his voice. “He really has a torture dungeon?”


“He really does.”


Jamie spun around on her stool to face him. “Does it interest you?”


“God, no. But I’m curious as to what’s down there.”


“Lots of stuff,” she said, a gleam in her eyes. “But that’s nothing. Brax and Case have been known to sleep in the cage under Zeke’s bed.”


Cav’s eyes widened. 


That was news to me. Then again, I didn’t need to know the intimate details of Zeke’s relationship with his submissives.


A knock sounded on the door and Brax’s head snapped up.


“I’ll get it,” I said, setting my glass down and making my way to the door. I pulled it open, grinned.


“You’re not Zeke,” Ian Stokes noted. 


“Not today, no,” I joked, shaking his hand when he stepped into the house, his twin brother right behind him. 


“How are you?” Isaac asked. “Haven’t seen you at the club in a while.”


“I’ve been busy,” I told him. 


Before I could close the door, something stopped it. I pulled it open to see Talon, a wide grin on his face. 


“Didn’t see you there.”


“Hard to miss,” Talon said, shaking my hand. “Zeke said you’d be here.”


“I’m here.” I glanced out the door, ensuring no one was behind them. “Didn’t realize it was a party.”


“There’re a few more comin’,” Brax informed me when he appeared. 


Politely, Brax greeted the newcomers, invited them in, and offered drinks. When asked, he explained where Zeke and Case were, then went back to preparing dinner. 


“How’s work?” I asked Isaac and Ian as we stood around, waiting for the host to join us.


“Good,” they said in unison. 


Ian deferred to Isaac.


“As you know, we’ve joined Ransom’s security team.”


“I heard. Didn’t realize you were in town.”


“Time off for good behavior,” he joked. “After the last assignment, Ransom ordered us to take some downtime.”


“Last assignment?” Cav inquired.


“Yeah. Actress. Death threats. Spent the past two months in Los Angeles. Took some time to find the jackass, but we finally did. She’s safe and sound.”


“Good to hear.”


“Yeah,” Ian said. “Just glad to be back. Looking forward to spending some time at the club.”


“I have to say, Edge, Ximena is doing a hell of a job with the training class.”


“Yeah?”


“Oh, yeah. She makes you look like a teddy bear.”


“And Chaos? How’s he handlin’ the club?”


“Very well. I actually saw him smile a time or two,” Isaac said with a grin.


Although we hadn’t spent much time at Dichotomy in recent months, I’d stopped by on occasion to chat with Timothy. He’d taken over as though he was born for the role of head Master. According to Trent, he didn’t balk at the offer, either.


Zeke’s deep voice boomed from behind me. 


I turned in time to see him pointing toward the sofa, barking the order for the pretty boy—as Zeke referred to him—to sit.


The big man then turned to the four of us, grinned. “Glad you could make it.”


“Thanks for having us,” Ian said, shaking Zeke’s hand.


Zeke’s dark eyes slammed into my face, cut over to Cav’s. “You taking care of my sister?”


“You know we are,” I said simply.


He grinned, then held out his hand, shaking mine first, then Cav’s. He smacked Cav on the back, then headed over to the bar, where Jamie was talking to Triton.


A soft moan sounded from behind me. I glanced over my shoulder, noticed the way Case vibrated. 


“Let’s just say the Sadist is fond of all torture,” I whispered to Cav before he could ask.


“Ahh.” Cav chuckled. “No explanations necessary.”




Jamie




WE HADN’T BEEN AT MY BROTHER’S LONG before the place filled up. Dominants, submissives, me. It was an eclectic mix of people, most of whom I knew, some only from an introduction or two. 


“So, why are they all here?” I asked Zeke when I cornered him in the dining room.


“You don’t know?” His eyebrows lowered, his intense gaze centered on my face.


“What should I know?” I glanced around, scanning the area. 


“I’ll be right back,” Zeke snapped.


“Wait.” Before I could grab his arm, he was heading for the door. 


When he opened it, a woman stepped inside, another right behind her. I couldn’t quite see them over Zeke’s enormous frame, so I moved closer for a better look.


“Everly?” I whispered, recognizing her from the submissive training class. “Oh, my God. What happened?”


Her eyes were red-rimmed and terrified, not to mention, one was puffy and already bruising. 


“Back up,” I ordered my brother. “Everly? Talk to me.”


A woman who looked eerily similar to Everly stepped up, drawing my attention. They were both petite, with dark hair and light eyes, but upon closer inspection, I realized that was where the similarities ended. From a distance, they could’ve passed as twins.


“Everything all right?”


I turned to see Cav standing behind me, his eyes assessing the situation. When his warm hand curled over my shoulder, I relaxed a little.


“I’m sorry we’re late,” Everly said softly. 


The woman beside her put her hand on Everly’s arm. “Don’t you dare apologize.”


“And you would be?” A deep, gruff voice sounded, causing the three of us to look over. 


Ian Stokes was standing there, his twin beside him, their full attention on the scene playing out in Zeke’s foyer. 


“My name’s Heaven,” she said softly, her eyes instantly dropping to the floor. “We’re roommates. She said she was supposed to be here. Begged me to bring her.”


Isaac stepped forward, his hand curling beneath Everly’s chin, tilting her head back. “What happened?”


Tears filled Everly’s eyes. Her left eye was puffy and slightly discolored.


Isaac’s hand dropped instantly, as though he knew on some level that she’d been through a traumatic experience. 


“Are you scared of Isaac?” I asked, not sure what the hell was going on.


“No,” she said quickly. “Not at all.”


Isaac seemed to relax, but he didn’t reach for her again. However, it was clear he was going to take over the situation with his insistent, “This way.” 


“I’ve got this,” I assured him, placing my hand gently on Everly’s arm. “There’s a guest room upstairs,” I supplied. “Let’s go where we can talk.”


Everly nodded, peering over at her roommate. “Give me a minute, please.”


Heaven looked tortured by the request, but she finally agreed. “Of course.” 


“I’m going with you,” Isaac insisted.


Knowing I wasn’t going to shrug off the commanding Dominant, I simply nodded, then signaled for Everly to take the stairs to the second floor. She was silent, even when we stepped into the room I’d used when I used to stay at Zeke’s. 


Rather than direct her to the bed, I pulled out the desk chair, asked her to sit. I crouched in front of her, ignoring the Dom standing directly behind me. 


“What happened, Everly?”


Her watery gaze slid to my face. “He just attacked me. He thought I was her.”


“He thought you were Heaven?” 


“Yes.”


“Who thought that?” Isaac asked, his tone still rough, but slightly less edgy.


She shrugged. 


“Does Heaven know him?” I inquired.


Everly shook her head, the answer only adding to my confusion.


Keeping my voice soft, nonthreatening, I decided to dig deeper. “Did he attack you?” 


Everly nodded, more tears surfacing.


“Where were you?”


“At home. I was in the kitchen, had my earbuds in. Didn’t hear him come in.” Her words came in a rush, her breaths far too quick.


“You’re safe now,” I assured her, placing my hand on her wrist. “Everly. You’re safe.”


She nodded, but I could tell she didn’t believe it was true. “He came up behind me. Covered my mouth and dragged me out of the kitchen.” Her tone was bordering on hysterical. “Threw me on the floor. When I tried to fight him off, he punched me.” Her fingers brushed her swollen eye. “I kicked and screamed.” She dragged in deep gulps of air. “Heaven came home. He ran. Must’ve been scared.”


I doubted that, but I kept the thought to myself.


“Why do you think he thought you were Heaven?”


“Because he said it when he was dragging me. Kept saying, ‘I’ve got you now, sweet Heaven. You’re not my first choice, but you’ll do.’”


I peered up at Isaac. The look on his face was fierce, as though he was ready to kill someone with his bare hands.


“Do you want me to call the police?” I asked as I stood.


“No.” Her eyes were pleading when she pinned them on me. “Please don’t. It’ll only make it worse.”


I frowned, but before I could say anything more, Isaac’s hand settled on my shoulder. It was big, firm, but strangely gentle.


“May I have a few minutes with her?” 


I looked at him, back to Everly. She nodded, reading the silent question in my eyes.


“Okay. There’s a bathroom in the hall. I’ll be downstairs if you need me.”


“Thank you.”


I gave one last lingering look to Isaac, but he merely nodded. 


When I stepped out of the room, closing the door behind me, Edge and Cav were waiting, matching concerned expressions on their faces.


“She’s gonna be fine,” I explained. “From what I can tell, Heaven showed up, thwarted whatever disgusting plans he had. Aside from the bruise on her face and some on her wrists, it doesn’t appear he did any other damage.”


“Isaac with her?” Cav asked.


Yeah. Only then did I remember the scene at the club. The one with Ian, Isaac, and Everly. She knew him, and since they’d had interactions at the club, it was likely she trusted him.


“Come on,” Edge said. “Let’s go back downstairs.”


We returned to the party to find everyone milling about in the living room. Zeke was the first to come over, asking for a status. I explained to him the same thing I’d told Cav and Edge. He appeared relieved. 


“I’ve got a surprise for you,” Zeke said, taking my hand and leading me toward the others.


“A surprise?”


Cav and Edge remained directly behind me as Zeke drew everyone’s attention toward him. 


“You’re all aware of why I invited you here tonight.”


I glanced at the faces. I recognized all of the trainers from the submissive training class, a few submissives that had been there as well as quite a few people I didn’t know.


Zeke turned toward me. “These people have all decided to give you direct access to their psyche.”


I laughed at the way he said that. “Is that right?”


“Yes.” He grinned. “It was Cav’s idea, actually. But Edge and I ran with it and these people have agreed to let you interview them, observe, whatever you need for your report. For as long as you need them.”


“Under one condition,” Edge said, placing his hands over my shoulders. 


I looked back at him, lifting my eyebrows in question.


“No names are to be used.”


“Of course not,” I agreed, turning to face them, unable to hide my grin. “Thank you. Seriously.”


“Looking forward to it,” someone said. 


“Me, too. I’ve never been interviewed before.”


I laughed, feeling lighter despite the events of the past few minutes.


“She’s all right,” someone said.


I jerked my attention toward the voice, my attention landing on Ian. “We’ll take care of her.”


Something in his gaze said he wasn’t making empty promises, either.


I nodded. 


“Can we have cake now?” Ransom called out from the back of the room. “That’s the only reason I’m here.”


“Yes,” Edge said. “Let’s have cake.”




CAV




“SHE’S ALL RIGHT,” I TOLD EDGE WHEN I came to the bedroom to find Jamie snuggled up, sound asleep beside him. “I just got off the phone with Isaac.”


“They’ve got a thing for her,” he noted, his voice low.


“I’d say so. Ian and Isaac are with Everly and Heaven, plus whoever their other roommate is. Dante something or other. They’re safe, so that’s a good thing.”


Then again, safe was a relative word. They were safe from harm, I knew. Ian and Isaac wouldn’t hurt them, but they might have something else in store. 


“Dante?” Edge frowned, set his book on the nightstand.


“Isaac didn’t explain it, just said it all seemed to be aimed at him.”


“Hmm.”


I felt the warmth of Edge’s gaze sliding over me as I pulled off my shirt.


“What?” I asked as I unbuttoned my jeans.


“I’m not allowed to observe?” Edge asked.


“Is that what you’re doin’?” Keeping my boxer briefs on, I stepped out of my jeans. 


He motioned for me to come over to the other side of the bed. He patted the mattress beside him.


Unable to resist, I slid in, relaxing on the pillow as he told the Google Assistant to turn off the lights. 


“I’ve been waiting for you,” he whispered, leaning over me. 


“Yeah?”


Warm hands slid over my chest, my ribs, moving lower as his mouth hovered just out of reach. 


“I’m here now,” I told him as his fingers slipped under the waistband of my underwear.


“I know.”


“What are you gonna do about it?”


He leaned over, his mouth close to my ear. His voice was a warm whisper over my senses. “I thought I’d start by taking you in my mouth.”


I hummed my approval.


“End by sliding deep into the heaven of your body.”


My ass clenched with anticipation.


“Or maybe I’ll let you suck my cock, then you can fuck me.” He lifted his head, met my stare. “Your choice.”


“We’re gonna wake her up,” I told him. 


“She won’t mind. She likes to watch.”


That she did. On more than one occasion, Jamie had told us—sometimes in explicit detail—how much she enjoyed seeing the two of us together.


“So what’s it gonna be?” he asked.


“Straddle my head,” I told him.


Edge smiled, tossed the blankets aside before getting into position. It took a little shifting, but he managed to get to his knees, move into position, his hand guiding his cock into my mouth. 


I watched him as I sucked him deep. In this position, he had all the control and he took advantage of that. I was at his mercy, blessedly so. As he fucked my throat, I kept my eyes on him, hollowing my cheeks, sucking, licking, loving the way his bright eyes glazed over. 


Edge wasn’t a quick lover, and I knew that when I’d made the choice. Long minutes passed as he used my mouth and my throat for his own pleasure. 


“I’m gonna come down your throat,” he hissed. “You ready for me?”


I nodded as much as I could, sucking furiously as his dick pulsed and throbbed. He came on a muted roar, his head tipping back. 


When he crumbled on top of me, his mouth settling over mine, I took advantage of the moment. Making out with Edge wasn’t a frequent occurrence. Not for me and him. Jamie was quite fond of it though. And while I loved my time with her and the two of them together, I enjoyed this time just as much.


Slicking my fingers with saliva, I reached around, teased Edge’s asshole. “I want to be inside you.”


He ground his cock against my thigh, his tongue thrusting into my mouth. 


Edge allowing me to fuck him also wasn’t a frequent occurrence. However, there were times I knew he needed to give himself over to me. And like every other time, I took my time with him. Teasing, tormenting, preparing him to take my cock. 


By the time he was panting and moaning, I was lubed up and sliding into the warm heaven of his body. 


“Christ,” I muttered, nipping his shoulder. “I love being inside you.”


Edge groaned.


“So tight, so hot.” I nipped his earlobe.


A soft moan sounded from beside me and I glanced over to see Jamie watching us, her eyes hooded. 


Edge turned his head to face her, his hand reaching for hers.


Her eyes remained on me as I gripped Edge’s hips, drove myself into him. Hard, deep. I took my time, relishing every blistering-hot second. 


The blankets moved, catching my attention.


“Ah, hell, cupcake,” I moaned. “You’re killin’ me.”


Her fingers were V’d, holding her pussy open for my hungry gaze as she teased her clit. 


I continued to fuck Edge, holding his hips firmly, driving forward, retreating as I watched the woman I loved play with herself. The familiar hum of a vibrator sounded, and she smiled.


“Make yourself come,” I insisted.


Edge growled, pushed back against me as though urging me to continue.


I did. The erotic sensations intensified inside me, a frenzy of lust bubbling in my veins as I fucked him hard and fast, chasing my release while Jamie brought herself to orgasm beside us. 


When I came, I slammed into Edge, sucking in air, trying to fill my lungs. I laughed when Edge bucked me off him as he mounted Jamie.


“Oh, God,” she cried out when he drove into her.


As I caught my breath, I watched them both unravel together. And when Jamie reached over, twined her fingers with mine as they came together, I felt the world shift…


Just as it always did.


They owned me. I’d given them my heart, my body, and my soul. 


And they’d given me theirs in return.
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