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​Chapter one — Landon 
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Landon drummed his fingers on the table of the board room. His rival, Reece, was almost at the end of his presentation and was spending every ounce of his charm to butter up their manager and stakeholders.

Landon had been outshone; he knew he had. Reece had made his own presentation look poorly thought through and shallow. He gritted his teeth. 

Reece was infuriating. 

So handsome, so perfectly presented all the time. With his perfectly even teeth, his hair always coiffed just so. 

Landon would like to punch his gorgeous face just to get one tiny imperfection on the man. 

The others were clapping, Reece was finished. 

Landon snapped himself out of it and clapped as well, forcing a smile onto his face. 

The manager shook Reece’s hand and offered him the project lead role, and Landon’s smile got even more false. 

What he wouldn’t do to wipe the smile off Reece’s face. 

For a moment he allowed himself to imagine his favorite fantasy — throwing Reece over his knee and spanking him hard. His hands would be tied of course, he didn’t want Reece to be able to get away. In some of these fantasies Reece was gagged, but sometimes he wanted to hear him scream. 

Landon filed out of the room with the others. The stakeholders shook hands with Reece and the Manager and excused themselves. 

The Manager, Georgia, turned to Reece and Landon and beamed. “You both did so well today, boys. Take the company card and have some drinks tonight, okay?” 

She handed the card to Reece, naturally, the perfect golden boy. 

“Thanks, Georgia, we will.” Reece gave her his thousand-watt smile and then turned to Landon. “You in, Lan?” 

“Sure.” There was no other response Landon could give, not without creating awkwardness in the office. He resigned himself to another evening of congratulating Reece on his brilliance and trying to think up ways to do better himself while drinking overpriced beers. Reece and Landon sat next to each other, and they walked that way now. 

Landon followed Reece, watching the way his suit pants tightened over his ass as he walked. 

He really... really wanted to spank that ass. It was so perfectly formed, so shown to advantage in the gray pinstripe pants. Everything about Reece was perfect, and surely that meant he looked incredible naked. Naked, on his knees, hands behind his back... 

Reece leaned over his desk to turn off his computer and Landon could feel his pants becoming tighter. 

“The usual?” Reece asked without looking. 

Landon turned away to close some apps and turn off his own computer, hoping his face hadn’t colored from what he’d been imagining.

The usual was the closest bar, a hipster place for suits like them. Situated just one building over with a generous selection of beers on tap. It was a no-brainer to go there. But Landon wondered... what if he suggested Club K instead? What if he dared Reece to try something new. He didn’t even know if Reece was gay. Was it a risk? Or would it be worth it in the end?

Reece was waiting for his answer.

“Sure. If you want to be boring.” 

“Boring?” Landon finally turned to see Reece standing way closer than he’d expected. “I don’t like boring.” 

Landon allowed himself a smirk. “Could have fooled me.” 

“Where are you thinking, then?” Reece raised an eyebrow, challenging. Landon licked his lips. 

“Little club I know downtown, very exclusive.” 

“Fine, let’s do it.” Reece pocketed his phone and gestured to the door. “Lead the way.” 

They used the company card to hire a rideshare, and within scant minutes, they were outside Club K. 

Landon swallowed. What was about to happen was either an incredible development in their rivalry, or a harsh rejection. Both outcomes scared him. 

“Club K?” Reece read aloud. 

The bouncer scanned Reece’s ID with his phone and greeted Landon as an old friend. 

“Head on in, new bartender’s first night.” 

“Thanks, man.” Landon nodded his appreciation and led the way inside. 

“Why did he take a photo of my ID?” Reece asked. 

“Because this place isn’t just any club.” 
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​Chapter two — Reece 
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Reece kept quiet. He was well aware he’d been goaded into coming here in the first place, and he wasn’t about to let Landon have the satisfaction of trailing him along like a puppy asking question after question. 

Reece had delivered his presentation this afternoon with no mistakes, he wasn't going to start making them now. 

Landon pushed through a real-life velvet curtain and beckoned Reece to follow. Reece took in the scene on the other side and stopped breathing. 

It was like Landon had seen into his imagination, or possibly hacked his porn-browsing history. All around them were men in various states of undress, engaging in all kinds of BDSM practices. The club was packed for a Wednesday night, and they had to wind there way past a bear of a man who was binding a younger guy in a leather cat mask with yards and yards of rope. There was another couple that caught his eye. They were just sitting and sharing a drink at a table, but one of them was encased entirely in a black latex suit, right up to the unzipped mouth opening, and a heavy looking padlock on the back of a collar. 

Reece hurried to catch up to Landon, his face was hot, and his pants were far too fine a wool blend to hide his substantial hardness. 

He slid onto a barstool, hoping to hide it. 

Landon had already ordered drinks, and handed over the company card. Alarm bells went off in Reece’s head. 

“You can’t use the company card for this, they’ll know what we did!” 

Landon turned to him, deeply amused. “One, this place is smarter than that, they use a nondescript company name on bills. Two... what we did? We haven’t done anything but walk in.” 

“They’ll know that we walked in, to ... to a hardcore BDSM club.” Reece’s voice was squeaking, he was so upset. Well, upset was maybe the wrong word for it. Surprised and aroused. 

“Mm. It’s only as hardcore as you want it to be.” Landon scanned the room, raised his hand to wave at someone. 

“You’ve been here before.” Reece said. “What... what did you do?” 

“I’ve done a few things, tried quite a lot of equipment, played with various people.” He said it carelessly, but Reece knew him well enough to know he was absolutely enjoying every second of Reece’s discomfort. 

The bartender set two beers down and Reece look a long drink of his. He couldn’t think of a suitable response to Landon’s admission. 

Landon sat, finally, picked up his beer and took a drink. He wasn’t looking at Reece, wasn’t saying anything more. 

The idea occurred to Reece that he could just leave. He could stand up and walk straight out the club. He didn’t have to sit there and be embarrassed. Landon hated him, he knew that, but he didn’t have to put up with anything outside the office environment. 

And yet... he didn’t want to leave. 

He wanted to watch. He wanted to know what Landon meant about bringing him there. 

He wanted... well, he wanted Landon. Wanted his chiseled jaw and his icy-cold stare. 

Wanted to know what it was Landon would propose. 

Because although Reece was familiar with everything there was to do with BDSM, he’d never done it with another person. He’d experimented with self-bondage, fucked himself with a dildo while wearing a blindfold... but not much more than that. 

Now he was here, in a place with the equipment to make his twisted fantasies come true, and someone had brought him here. 

“Landon—” he started to question him. 

Landon turned, quick as a flash, and placed a single finger over Reece’s lips. 

And Reece would be fucked if that wasn’t the hottest single thing he’d ever had happen to him. All the blood in his body went to his dick. 

“Reece. Listen to me for a moment. Mm?” 

Reece nodded. Landon’s finger fell from Reece’s lip, but only wandered so far as the tie around his neck. Landon wrapped his fingers around Reece’s tie, pulling on it ever so gently. 

“Reece. I know we’ve had our ups and downs, and today you really pissed me off. I don’t know how you do it, be so fucking perfect all the time. But it got to me, and I broke. I brought you here so I could finally, fucking spank you. But if you’re not into that, I suggest you leave. Right now.” 

Reece could have. Of course, he could have. He could have pulled away and walked out... 

But he didn’t. 

“Sounds fine.” Reece responded before he even knew he was going to. 

Landon’s eyebrows raised and his expression turned darkly gleeful. Reece suddenly felt like he’d made a bargain with a demon. 
“Fine? It sounds fine? I just told you I want to put you over my knee like a naughty schoolboy and you say ‘fine’?” 
Reece swallowed hard, sure he couldn’t possibly blush any more. “I mean. Yes. I ... trust you Landon. I’m into it. I thought you hated me, and maybe you do, but I’ve been fantasizing about this stuff for a long time. I’m in.” 

“Fantasizing?” Landon tugged on Reece’s tie again. It was getting tighter, like a collar. “I don’t hate you, Reece. You frustrate me, and I want to take you down a peg, but I’m drawn to you, too. You’ll have to tell me all about your fantasies.” 

Reece closed his eyes. He was humiliated, and it was making him so horny it ached. What kind of bizarre chemical imbalance caused him to love being humiliated? 

“Right now?” 

“Just one.” Landon leaned close, so Rece could feel the heat of his breath as he murmured. “Just tell me
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