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Tommy Mack is not supposed to be working
tonight.

He is long overdue to make an appearance at
the big corporate Christmas party downstairs—the one he promised to
participate in for once—the one taking up the entire first floor of
the downtown office, noisy and cheerful and chaotic. There will be
a ridiculous amount of drinking, and an embarrassing number of
employees wearing fuzzy red and white Santa hats. The whole thing
is always a raucous good time, according to colleagues who actually
attend.

The one detail making the festivities
anything like tempting to Tommy is the fact that his boss will be
there. As CEO of the entire company, Shane Carmichael will make a
point of being at that party, pleasant and approachable, if
entirely sober. And it's to Shane that Tommy made his promises that
he would not hide away avoiding the entire thing.

Tommy still intends to keep his word.
Eventually. He would already be down there now, if not for a
legitimate emergency cropping up at one of their global locations
in an entirely different time zone. Someone needs to sort out the
logistical nightmare that has just landed in their lap. And
normally Tommy would put the problem directly to Shane. It's
Shane's job, after all, to steer the company.

But Shane will resent being interrupted
tonight, exhausting though he finds the tradition, and Tommy is
more than happy to avoid the gauntlet of socialization for just a
little longer.

He has finally signed off on the last details
of the solution and closed his laptop, when the sound of the door
startles him.

It's Shane Carmichael, of course. Handsome,
tall, broad, stern. Tommy is sitting in Shane's office—it's where
he does nearly all of his work, never mind his own nominal desk in
the huge room of cubicles just beyond—and no one else would simply
stride into this space uninvited. The door is only unlocked because
Tommy's in here.

"Sir!" Tommy shoves his computer aside and
scrambles up from where he's been sitting at the miniature
conference table to work. "I was just about to join the party."

"Were you?" Shane's voice, smooth and
perfectly even, carries a dangerous undercurrent that makes Tommy
shiver in anticipation. "Because it looks more like you're working,
despite my express orders forbidding you from doing any such
thing."

Tommy casts his eyes toward the floor,
chagrined at having been caught out. "I'm sorry. There was an
emergency with the London office."

"I don't especially care." Shane closes the
door with an ominous click, and a more certain tremble runs the
length of Tommy's spine when his boss sets the deadbolt. "I gave
explicit instructions. I wanted you by my side down there—or at the
very least in sight, where I could appreciate knowing you
were close at hand and available to me. And instead, you've left me
to my own devices for well over an hour."

"I'm sorry, sir," Tommy says, and finds he
actually means it. He hates the thought that he gave into his own
selfish desire to hide, when Shane needed him—when Shane should
have been able to rely on him.

"Mmm." Shane's voice is bland and cold and
thoroughly noncommittal. "Well. Let's see if you can make it up to
me somehow. Take off your clothes."

Arousal twists hot and tight in Tommy's gut
as he scrambles to obey, stripping off layers of formal business
attire with all the impatience of a teenager about to get laid.
Nothing about this will be remotely as simple as sex, of course.
The understanding he and Shane Carmichael share will always be more
complicated, more painful, more deliciously off-balance than
simple sex.

And Tommy Mack would not have it any other
way.

Even if he didn't already know Shane is in a
sour mood, Tommy would be able to tell from the fact that his boss
does not stand by to watch him undress. Normally Shane would take
every opportunity to ogle Tommy's efforts in a moment like this. He
makes no pretext of concealing his appreciation of Tommy's lithe
limbs, narrow chest, compact frame. Tommy's small stature alongside
Shane's stocky, powerful height is a contrast they both relish
without shame. But tonight, Shane instead makes his way to the
desk—to the locked bottom drawer where they keep a large selection
of kinky accessories for exactly such moments as this—apparently
impatient to gather the things he craves to torment Tommy
tonight.

By the time Shane returns with a discreet
black box roughly the size of a shoebox, and a long coil of silky
rope, Tommy is naked and standing at the center of the room.
Impatience thrums through Tommy's blood alongside greedy
arousal.

"Now," Shane murmurs, in a less glacial
voice—he must be getting excited at the prospect of hurting Tommy,
regardless of his previous irritation, "keep still and behave."

Tommy bites his tongue and squashes the grin
that wants to sneak across his face. It won't do to let Shane see
how delighted he is with this turn of events, when Tommy still
feels legitimately bad for letting the man down. Instead, he
maintains an expression of solemn surrender as Shane sets his
burdens on the table beside him and reaches into the box.

It is a meticulous process, outfitting him to
Shane's exacting expectations, and Tommy clasps his hands
obediently behind his back while his boss works. Discreet yet
brutal nipple clamps are the first items out of the box, not the
usual butterfly clips with which Shane usually equips him, but a
subtler design. Each is a small metal ring, with screws built in
that tighten, tighten, tighten until tender flesh is pinched and
held at the center in an ecstatic agony. The result is cruel
entrapment that looks very much like a piercing, lying almost flat
enough to be invisible under a dress shirt, painful enough that
Tommy's breath is already coming fast and shallow. The fact that
they aren't squeezing to perfect numbness—that there is just enough
blood flow to let him remain thoroughly aware of the throbbing pain
of his pulse in both nipples—only makes his head spin as Tommy
registers the overwhelming sensation.

Next is a leather collar—not uncomfortable
when Shane affixes it around his throat—but equipped with sturdy
metal rings that Tommy has no doubt will come into play when Shane
finally unwinds the coil of rope.

The ball stretcher Shane pulls out of the box
next is easily the longest and most cruel of the many stretchers in
their collection. Tommy expends desperate effort to keep still
while his balls are pulled taut and clamped securely into what is
effectively a metal tube several inches long. The aching, awful
strain of having his balls forced so far from his body is enough to
swell his cock, and Shane tuts at him in response, as though this
reaction is somehow unreasonable.

As though Tommy could possibly prevent his
libido from responding when Shane Carmichael is touching him like
this.

"No one to blame for this next part but
yourself," Shane says in a stern voice that does not entirely
manage to conceal a teasing fondness. Tommy is not especially
surprised when the next item out of the mysterious box is a compact
little cock cage of opaque plastic. He whimpers at the sight of it
anyway, and barely manages to keep still as Shane deftly secures
the base of the cage behind Tommy's trapped balls and then
mercilessly forces his erection into the far too small confines of
the cage itself. The more practical—less torturous by far—strategy
would have been to fit Tommy into the little cage before inflicting
anything else. Maybe then he would only have been half hard, and
the impossibly tight confines would not hurt so much.

But even this pain Tommy welcomes with a
greedy, giddy thrill of satisfaction. He is not remotely tempted to
use his safe word or ask Shane to stop.

Even anticipating worse, Tommy is shocked
into an incredulous sound at the next item Shane pulls out of the
box. An anal hook, sleek and taunting, with a large eyelet for rope
at the top, and a monstrously large metal ball at the hooked
end.

It's bigger than the ball Shane forced up his
ass last time they used this hook. God, it is going to be almost
too much for him. Maybe it will be too much for him. Tommy
licks his lips.

"Bend over the table," Shane orders coolly,
and the familiar icy tone rumbles along Tommy's naked skin. "If
you're going to be a needy little slut, you can at least make
yourself presentable."

"Yes, sir," Tommy breathes, and
hurries to obey. The edge of the table digs into his hips, bumps
the plastic-encased throb of his cock still struggling to stiffen
within impossible confines.

Shane fingers him loose first, though it is
not a thorough enough job to make the coming challenge an easy
task. Generous lube can only help so much, as the bulbous presence
pushes and pushes at Tommy's tight rim. He squirms and spreads his
legs wider—relaxes his body—does everything in his power to let the
relentless shove of metal fill him. It still takes a powerful
push on Shane's part to lodge the hook inside him, and Tommy
barely manages to squash both hands over his mouth to muffle the
cry that escapes him as the cruel metal bulb and hook slot
home.

"Adequate," Shane murmurs in a tone of icy
disdain that kindles brighter, hotter fire in Tommy's belly. "Now
stand up so I can finish."

Now, Shane reaches for the coil of
rope, and the deftness with which he weaves twining patterns and
elegant knots… It's a wonder, honestly. Tommy will never tire of
how easy Shane makes this seem. How artful his work, while
simultaneously making the entire ensemble as painful as possible
for Tommy's overstimulated body. Tommy is confused at the fact that
Shane loops the rope again and again around his shoulders and torso
without ever restraining his arms. Less surprising is the moment
the soft, smooth rope slips through the anal hook's narrow eyelet
and pulls tightly upward. Tears sting Shane's eyes, as the hook
lodges so deep inside him that he pops involuntarily onto his
toes.

Shane forces him back down to stand on his
flat feet, then tugs




























































THE END
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