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Sam gasps in surprise as his back hits the
grass, Philip's weight settling heavy on top of him. The kiss that
follows is a glorious claiming. Philip's mouth is forceful and
relentless, and Sam enthusiastically submits.

He's wanted this too long—and far too
desperately—to bother denying it now.

Sam can't quite believe he's getting what he
wants here, in the middle of nowhere, on a work-sponsored
camping trip of all goddamn places.

A week ago, he would've said team building in
the wilderness was a terrible idea. Now, with the entire rest of
the team off on an hours-long hike, leaving him alone with Philip
at base camp, Sam has changed his mind. Their clumsy mutual
confessions have improved his mood, sending him into a tailspin of
comprehension.

Philip has been coveting him too. For
months—maybe years—Philip has been watching Sam without saying a
word. All this time Sam's been pining for his boss, and it turns
out he's not alone.

There are dozens of reasons not to indulge
their shared attraction. And they definitely should not do
this here. Their current position is one of relative privacy, a
grove surrounded by trees, and no one is due back until sunset. But
they're still in the midst of restless nature. Hell, the tents are
only a short walk away. They could return to camp and do this
somewhere besides the open ground.

But Sam feels too urgent to relocate, and
judging by the strength in Philip's hands, no self-restraint will
come from his boss either.

When at last the ferocious kiss breaks in
favor of a string of lighter kisses along Sam's throat, he manages
to ask a breathless, "What are the odds you'd be willing to fuck me
right here?"

Philip stills. A moment later he braces one
arm on the ground and peers down into Sam's face. "I can think of a
couple powerful arguments not to do that."

Those arguments are easily anticipated, and
Sam answers, "One, I guarantee you'll only hurt me in ways I like.
Two, we might as well go all-in, since this is gonna get
complicated no matter what. And three, I haven't slept with anyone
since my last clean bill of health, and I know for a fact
you haven't been on a date in over a year."

Philip's eyes continue to bore into him.

Sam swallows hard. "If you've got medical
stuff going on, we can do other things. Otherwise, trust me, we're
good."

There is still every chance Philip will
argue. Sam's request is irresponsible and dangerous. But he
desperately wants a cock inside him, and he trusts Philip to tell
him the truth.

After several agonizing seconds, Philip
rouses to motion. He is a sudden whirlwind, pushing and manhandling
and taking Sam's breath away. By the time Philip settles, Sam lies
completely naked in the soft grass, blinking up at the sky in a
daze.

Philip remains maddeningly clothed, but Sam's
libido is into that. The disparity revs his engine in ways he did
not anticipate.

What he truly wants is for Philip to climb on
top of him and fuck him immediately, but Philip is more careful
than that. Spit-slick fingers open Sam up, easing into his body and
coaxing reluctant muscle to relax. The discomfort is minimal—Sam is
accustomed to his own fingers and a variety of toys—and he writhes
impatiently in the grass, begging wordlessly for Philip to
hurry.

At last, the hand withdraws from between
Sam's thighs, and then there's the steady crush of Philip's big
body moving into the empty space.

Sam spreads wide as Philip takes his cock out
and lines up with Sam's ready hole.

"Do it, sir!" Sam squirms
impatiently.

He expects unnecessary care here too, but
Philip must finally be falling apart. In the span of a heartbeat,
Philip drives his hips forward, filling Sam as deeply as he can
with one powerful thrust.

Sam cries out at the brutal penetration. It
isn't Philip's entire cock, but the sensation of being taken dry is
so intense he doesn't mind. It's perfect. It is exactly the achy,
gorgeous claiming he's fantasized about for years.

Even better, Philip keeps going,
impaling Sam by relentless degrees. He doesn't stop until he's
bottomed out, balls nudging directly against Sam's body, full
weight pinning Sam to the ground.

Oh god, Sam thinks, but does not say
aloud. He can't process speech through the welcome agony. His belly
feels impossibly full. Sam didn't get a look at his boss's cock in
the seconds before it slammed home, but from the feel of it, Philip
is big.

Immediately, without caution or gentleness,
Philip lays into him. There's no pause, no adjustment, no
hesitation. There is only the inescapable rhythm as Philip rolls
his hips, withdraws, and shoves deep again.

Again.

Again and again, each time leaving Sam more
winded and shaken.

Sam moans as Philip gives him what he needs.
It's a harsh, endless fucking, and he glories at the strength in
Philip's hands, the crushing weight of Philip's body pinning him in
the grass, the growls and grunts that accompany every thrust.

The sounds coming out of Sam's mouth are
equally undignified, choked and pleading and shameless.

Sam orgasms first, losing track of reality
for several seconds. When he returns to his own head, Philip is
still rutting into him, the rough pace stuttering at uneven
intervals. More focused pain echoes through Sam now, his body spent
and overstimulated, and he clings to Philip, shameless and
delighted at the cruel sensations.

When at last Philip comes, it's with a
graveled shout buried in Sam's bare shoulder.

They lie together for what feels like an eon
in the panting moments that follow. Sam doesn't protest Philip's
softening length still inside him, and Philip makes no move to
climb off of him. They're both breathing hard, heaving in lungfuls
of air in the otherwise quiet clearing.

"Holy fuck," Sam groans.

"Yes," Philip agrees, face still tucked in
the crook of Sam's shoulder, arms wrapped tightly around him.

"I have one question." Sam pitches the words
serious and low, and waits for Philip to brace up on one arm—still
without pulling out—before continuing in a lighter tone, "Can we do
that again before the rest of the team gets back?"

Philip blinks. Then grins. Then kisses Sam
breathless.
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Jason leaves his office door open as he
settles in to work. It's a signal designed to be noticed by only
one person—the company's powerful CEO, with whom he's been carrying
on an ill-advised affair for the better part of a year—and despite
the anticipation already building inside him, Jason does his best
to focus and behave like everything is normal.

The open door may garner an occasional
confused glance from his coworkers, who are more accustomed to
seeing it tightly shut against distractions, but no one will know
what it means.

He can't even be certain Kurt Morris will see
it. Hell, Kurt's path doesn't always bring him through this
department. Jason tries to ignore the thrum of eager wanting that
courses through him every time he glances up at the open door and
the patch of hall beyond.

Frequent passing footsteps draw his attention
repeatedly up from his work—but when his ears catch a more familiar
tread, he keeps his head down and his eyes locked on the steno pad
in front of him.

The footsteps stop in his open doorframe.
Then step inside. There is a soft swish of the door swinging
shut, and an equally quiet click. The turn of the lock is barely
audible, but it sets Jason's pulse racing and his blood pooling
southward.

Fuck. His dick is hard, and he hasn't even
made eye contact yet.

"So diligent," Kurt murmurs, and the silky
approval sends a shiver along Jason's skin. "Have you been diligent
in other ways, pet?"

"Yes, sir," Jason breathes, finally raising
his head to meet Kurt's intense gaze. This is all he needs, to
convey the information Kurt is truly asking him for: that Jason has
prepared for this visit by loosening himself up in private; that he
hasn't allowed himself unauthorized release; that he is as slick
and open as his own fingers can achieve, ready to be pounded into
oblivion by his boss's cock.

"Good boy." Kurt's smile is vicious and
sharp. "Show me."

Jason suppresses a groan and scrambles to
obey, rising from his seat and kicking the chair so it rolls away
to the side. He unbuckles his belt, opens his fly, shoves his pants
down so that they pool at his ankles and leave his ass
humiliatingly bare.

Then he bends forward across the desk,
letting the sleek piece of furniture take his weight as he opens
his legs and reaches back to spread his ass cheeks.

Kurt hums an approving sound and circles
behind the desk—behind Jason—and traces reverent fingers along his
trembling backside. Then the hand lifts, and moves, and Kurt's
thumb is at Jason's rim, shoving inside him without warning.

Only long practice prevents Jason from crying
out in shock at the sudden sensation of fulness. It's not enough.
It's not what he truly wants. And yet the roughness of the touch
excites and arouses him, and he relaxes his body to accommodate the
intrusion. He knows
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