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To my readers, I hope you enjoy Garth and
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Prologue

 


Oliver “Ollie” Barnes glared at the
lime-green digital numbers on the elevator lift, silently counting
the seconds. Fifth floor. Sixth. Eight more floors to reach
what he’d been waiting for all day.

“Hurry the fuck up,” he muttered.

Ollie loosened his tie and unbuttoned the
top of his once crisp, now rumpled white button-down shirt.

His day went from horrible to shitty. Ollie
had become his boss’ metaphorical punching bag for two solid hours
during the early morning team meeting. After, Ollie waded through a
boring-as-fuck seminar that meandered past lunchtime. Then he spent
some major downtime at his tiny cubicle, staring at the blank
spreadsheet on his desk and untouched reports, wondering what the
fuck he was doing with his life.

Most days, he found himself chained to his
desk, a well-oiled robot. Thirty-three, and he had no friends,
family, or a life to speak of.

Ollie knew he had a problem.

Like the thousands of pencil pushers in the
city, he was a workaholic. A by-product of the foster system that
churned out a small percentage of boys that made the successful
transition past shaky adolescence, college, and passed into
adulthood. Contrary to what his work colleagues believed, he had
someone special in his life. Ollie swore that after tonight he’d
change his habits. Thomas always complained he worked too much and
needed to learn to relax or he’d end up burning out.

Ollie planned to work less hard. Find a
cheaper apartment and cut a couple of his credit card bills. Hell.
He’d start fresh with Thomas leading him by the leash.

The elevator chimed at the fourteenth
floor.

“Finally,” he grumbled. His well-polished
Italian leather shoes crunched on familiar soft carpeting. He
fished out the spare key Thomas had given him two months ago and
went right in.

Soft music played from Thomas’
surround-sound speakers, even through the hall to the front door.
Ollie closed his eyes for a moment, taking the load off his mind
about everything that happened during the day.

When the sun came up, Ollie suited up and
crunched numbers inside an enormous cage made of steel and glass.
He was an average and boring pencil pusher, but when night came,
his real self came out. The Ollie who let himself go and played in
the dark. He placed his briefcase down, then took off his shoes. He
slowly undressed, folding each piece of clothing meticulously and
placing them in a stack on the basket by the shoe rack. Standard
protocol. No indication that the evening was a prelude to a
high-speed roller coaster ride to hell with no brakes.

Cool air caressed Ollie’s bare skin,
tightened the points of his pierced nipples, and woke his cock.
Jesus. He already sported one huge fucking hard-on. He hoped Thomas
wouldn’t use the cock and ball cage. Ollie hated that toy with a
passion.

He knelt and nervously rubbed his sweaty
palms over his thighs. His knees were used to kissing Thomas’ hard
white marbled flooring. Thomas liked making Ollie wait, sometimes
making him maintain the position for one or two hours.

The anticipation and worry killed Ollie
every single time and made him wonder if he did something to
displease his Master. He secretly liked it, though—the feeling of
nakedness, of complete vulnerability. Every part of him was bowed,
body bared, and his head was filled with no other thought but to
give service to the man who owned him, body and soul.

After what felt like a century every muscle
in his shoulders tightened when Ollie heard the sound of
approaching footsteps. Every inch of his skin felt stretched out.
Taut with need. He couldn’t wait for Thomas to make his body an
outlet, a canvas, for his personal use.

Even though sitting would probably hurt like
a bitch tomorrow morning when Ollie sat at his desk, he knew he
would spend almost an hour in his bathroom, admiring the pink and
tender marks Thomas left for him to remember. Thomas liked
reminding Ollie who his body and heart rightfully belonged to.

He kept his gaze obediently trained on
Thomas’ bare feet as Thomas approached.

“Good evening, Oliver.”

Oliver, not sub, boy or Ollie. The
thought unsettled Ollie slightly.

Had he done something wrong? Thomas
mentioned Ollie had been on exemplary behavior lately, so no reason
for him to be worried. Perhaps this was a game, one where Thomas
tested his resolve. He let out a sigh of relief. That must be it.
Thomas didn’t seem himself lately. Last week, when Ollie gently
prodded and reminded him they should be honest and talk to each
other openly, Thomas had snapped back at him defensively.

Thomas tipped up his head, encouraging Ollie
to look at his face. Ollie barely recognized his unshaven and wary
Dom. Thomas always took grooming and his personal appearance
seriously.

Ollie’s pulse hammered painfully against his
throat as Thomas cupped his cheek. Usually, Thomas would be holding
his collar, ready to buckle it around Ollie’s neck, but tonight he
came empty-handed.

Thomas’ expression—unreadable and
cold—unhinged Ollie and sounded all his mental alarm bells. What
the fuck was happening? Tonight marked their two-year anniversary.
Didn’t Thomas have something special planned?

Ollie couldn’t stand another fucking second
of the silence.

“Sir—” he began.

“Shut up,” Thomas interrupted, voice harsh.
Ollie instinctively flinched. Thomas’ voice triggered an old memory
he’d sooner forget—a woman wailing, a needle stuck up her arm, and
her pimp screaming obscenities in the same tone Thomas used.

“I’m sorry, Oliver.” Thomas soothed strands
of his hair back, his fingers lacking the firm authority Ollie had
come to expect. He suddenly felt like a beloved pet who had lived
past its prime and was about to hear the axe fall.

I’m sorry. What the hell did Thomas
mean by those words?


Chapter One

 


Ollie stared at the blinking cursor on his
desktop. Then he curled his hands into fists and pounded on his
desk so hard all his pens and stationary flew.

“Fuck this!” he growled.

Heads from nearby cubicles turned to his
direction. Face heating up, he muttered an apology under his breath
and silently counted to ten in his head. God knew what would happen
if his therapist knew his anger management exercises did nothing
for him. He rubbed at his red-rimmed eyes and ripped off the tie
around his neck. It was the same tie and clothes he’d worn the day
before. He knew he looked like a mess. This was the third time this
week he spent the night at the office. One or two colleagues told
him to head home, but what awaited Ollie back home?

Dying cacti, a bowl with another dead
goldfish, and an empty bed. Swell. Ollie stopped bringing back rent
boys and one-night stands after one of them nicked his wallet.
No, thank you. The cold corporate black-and-steel profiles
of the office suited him just fine.

Besides, when the numbers and e-mails
threatened to explode his head, he could take a breather. He’d head
to the seldom-used handicap toilet on the twentieth floor and jerk
off to his erotic fantasies of Garth, the floor’s buffed, white,
young, smoking repairman.

Ollie imagined Garth issuing curt commands
with his deep, rough voice while he towered over Ollie’s kneeling
form. Garth would stare down at him with those merciless pale gray
eyes, keep him in place with a large, callused hand clasped on the
nape of Ollie’s neck while he nudged his cock between his lips.

Ollie’s own shaft strained at his
trousers.

“Fuck am I pathetic,” he whispered to
himself. He stared at the thick red ticks on his desk calendar. Six
weeks had passed since Thomas uncollared Ollie. It only took
forty-two fucking days for Thomas to find a new live-in 24/7 sub,
according to some of their mutual friends. Friends who lived in the
same lifestyle, and most of them had been folks Thomas introduced
him to. Ollie expected them to stop talking to him but, to his
surprise, some maintained a cordial relationship.

“Ollie, lunch? There’s a new French bistro
that opened up a couple of blocks from here,” Ben, his cubicle
neighbor, asked by his desk.

“No, thanks.” Ollie expected Ben to walk
away, but he lingered, a concerned expression on his face.

“Look, man. We’re worried about you. You’re
spending way too much time at the office. Whoever this girl is, she
isn’t worth it,” Ben said.

“Girl?” Ollie echoed.

“Yeah, the one who broke your heart. No
woman’s worth it if she’s damaging you like this. When is the last
time you had a good night’s sleep, Ollie?”

Ollie rubbed at his eyes. He didn’t know
whether to be pissed, or touched someone actually bothered to
notice what he was going through.

“I don’t remember. Thanks for the offer,
Ben, but I think I might take a short nap,” Ollie eventually
answered. Ben patted his shoulder.

“Take it easy, man. Can we get you something
on the way back?”

“Yeah, sure. Thanks,” Ollie mumbled,
slightly embarrassed.

He slumped in his chair and closed his eyes
once the office emptied out for lunch. Jesus. Ben hit a lot
of good points, though. Ollie couldn’t go on like this. Heading
down this path only led to self-destruction. If he didn’t pull out
now, he’d never recover. Wasting his life worrying about what he
couldn’t change wouldn’t help him. Thomas might have broken
something in him, but Ollie had to try moving on, no matter how
hard it was.

Barry and Curt, friends in the lifestyle,
kept encouraging Ollie to come back to the Piston, the BDSM club
where he’d met Thomas. Maybe he should take them up on their offer.
Try a couple of scenes with unattached Doms and unwind. He sure
could use some downtime, and it was about time he stopped brooding
about Thomas.

Ollie took his small leather pouch from his
bag and headed to the lift. The offices in the twentieth floor were
being renovated for the next few months, and he knew the schedule
of the construction crew by heart. The handicap toilet practically
belonged to him. He stepped out of the lift and headed
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