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only. This book may not be resold or given away to other people. If
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purchase an additional copy for each reader. If you're reading this
book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use
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A Detailed Warning:

 


This book depicts a boss and employee engaging in
workplace sex. While both parties are enthusiastically consenting
adults, the vast difference in their positions creates a power
dynamic that could be dangerous in real life. Please approach the
series with caution, and heed the content tags.
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"Stop!" Tommy gasps, not worrying for
an instant that Shane will do any such thing. He is nowhere near
uttering his safe word, no matter how much frantic energy he puts
into his voice.

He tries to move and is delighted that he
can't. The ropes binding his arms are too secure, the intricate
knot work too meticulous where it holds his forearms pinned beneath
his chest. And of course his legs, bent under him and supporting
the rest of his weight, are tied equally tight. The knots don't
just hold his knees folded in position, but bind his thighs solidly
against his torso as well. There are ropes crisscrossing his flank,
his back, his shoulders, biting deliciously into naked skin with
every squirm.

He is utterly helpless, and the instinctive
terror at this knowledge only amplifies his arousal.

"You know better than to make demands," Shane
murmurs. His voice is pitched cold and calm, and he emphasizes this
observation with another whistling crack of the reed-thin cane in
his hands. The sting lands high on Tommy's exposed ass,
intersecting several welts that have already risen from their
lengthy play.

Tommy sobs. Pain tangles with desire, and
even though rationally he knows the torture can't last much
longer—they have already been at this for what feels like an eon
and Shane must be growing impatient to fuck him—he still
barely resists the urge to beg again for a ceasefire.

He cannot help the contradiction that lives
inside him. The hunger to be hurt coexists with a protective
survival instinct that makes him plead and tremble and try to get
away.

There are papers on the desk beneath his arms
and chest, and they rustle as he twitches ineffectually in place.
He wonders what those documents are, but they can't be anything
important. Shane may be just careless enough to fuck an employee at
the office—during off-hours and lunch breaks and even occasionally
on the clock—but he would not ruin finished work.

They are alone in the building now. The halls
beyond Shane's big, posh office are dark and the cubicles in the
nearby departments are empty. But Tommy still feels a thrill of
transgression, both at fucking around with his boss at work
and at being spread out like a banquet on Shane's
pretentious desk.

Another whistle cuts through the air and
Tommy chokes a wounded sound when the switch lands.

His ass must be a bruised and welted mess by
now. Raised defenseless in the air, artfully lit by the gold glow
of the lamp on the corner of the desk, reddened by an eternity of
this delicate yet brutal beating. Tommy has seen pictures from some
of their previous encounters, since some nights Shane is inclined
to document the finished result. He can imagine with vivid clarity
the beautiful ruin of his backside, his ass cheeks and his thighs,
the canvas on which Shane has painted another torturous
masterpiece.

Tommy is panting hard. The rise and fall of
his lungs feels more difficult with every passing moment. And when
Shane sets the switch down on the desk with an audible click, Tommy
breathes a shattered whimper that would embarrass him under any
other circumstances.

As it is, there's no point pretending he's
anything but a shuddering wreck. Shane would see right through him
anyway.

"You're not behaving very well tonight,"
Shane observes in the same icy tone as before. Tommy jerks
thoughtlessly against his ropes as that voice caresses him. Fuck,
he's never known anyone else this good at adopting such a cruel
attitude during a scene. The best part is, Tommy honestly doesn't
know if it's a role Shane slips into or if he really does entertain
this vicious disdain.

Certainly Tommy trusts Shane as a partner. He
knows with complete confidence the coldness and the ropes would
vanish if he actually used his safe word. And when they are
finished tonight, Shane will take him home and pamper him until he
falls asleep.

But here in this moment, the callous air is
devastatingly convincing, and it leaves Tommy gasping and desperate
to be touched.

He inhales sharply when Shane's strong hands
grab hold of him and shove him roughly over onto his back. There is
more crinkling of paper under his body as he is forced into this
new position, with his ass hanging just over the edge of the desk
and his legs spread as wide as the ropes will allow. There is
something that might be a highlighter digging into his shoulder,
but he doesn't protest. Even this small additional spot of
discomfort is sexier than it has any right to be, perhaps because
it adds to the illusion that only Shane's pleasure matters, and
Tommy is nothing but a toy to be used.

A hole to fuck.

God he loves it.

"Please," he moans, only for one of Shane's
big palms to dart forward and crush over his mouth, forcing him
immediately silent.

"You do not speak," Shane hisses,
squeezing hard enough to make Tommy's jaw ache.

Tommy trembles. His erection twitches
eagerly. If Shane doesn't fuck him soon, he might die.

When the hand disappears, Tommy does not
repeat his mistake. He bites his bottom lip to keep from begging.
Hell, he knew better in the first place. He is not allowed to ask
for what he wants unprompted. That's not how this works.

"Better." Shane's tone is not at all
soothing.

At last Shane's hands grasp Tommy's thighs,
the strong grip chafing the ropes harder against his naked skin.
The condom-covered head of Shane's cock nudges at his entrance,
blunt and thick. Shane hasn't opened him up properly, and even
thoroughly slicked it's going to be too much. It is going to hurt.
And Tommy can't wait.

"Now behave," Shane snarls, and slams
his hips forward.
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By the time their third and final guest
arrives, Tommy's been warming Shane's cock for so long that he's
slipped into a near trance. Shane is fully hard, nudging at the
back of his throat without yet slipping deeper. The arrangement is
lazy and calm, if Tommy ignores the perpetual challenge of
suppressing his gag reflex.

His knees ache from holding this position on
the hard ground for the better part of an hour. The air is chilly
across his naked skin. His boss's silk tie cinched around his
wrists keeps his arms pinned uncomfortably behind his back.

He is on blatant display, and fuck,
how he loves it.

"You're late, Don," one of Shane's other
guests accuses the newcomer.

Tommy doesn't recognize the voice. He doesn't
know any of these men. He only knows that Shane trusts them
entirely, and that's good enough for him.

They agreed to every detail of tonight's
adventure before Shane issued a single invitation, and Tommy has
been waiting impatiently for two weeks. In all that time, Shane has
neither touched him nor allowed him to come. A double dose of
calculated restraint, designed to ensure that Shane's guests
overwhelm Tommy, to heighten the experience with a raw edge of
desperation.

In theory, Tommy understands this reasoning.
In practice, the wait has been intolerable.

"I got stuck in traffic," the newest arrival
retorts. "You could have started without me."

This assertion is met by scoffs and protests
from the two guests already seated, though Shane remains stoically
silent. There is a quiet rustling somewhere behind Tommy, and he
can only guess at the movements causing the sound. With his face
squashed between powerful thighs, Tommy has seen none of Shane's
guests. But presumably everyone is settling into their chairs,
strategically positioned around the couch Shane occupies with Tommy
kneeling at his feet.

"Is everyone ready?" Shane asks, a faint note
of strain edging the question.

"Go on then," a different voice answers.
"Give it to him. I've been looking forward to this all fucking
day."

This endorsement is all the warning Tommy
gets before Shane's fingers fist in his hair and force him roughly
down. The exertion of strength drags Tommy along the stiff length
of Shane's cock, and he gags as the tip penetrates his throat and
keeps coming.

Shane barely bottoms out before lifting Tommy
off, then pushing him down again. An immediate rhythm, vicious and
with a convincing air of carelessness. In and out. In and out.

In and out.

An endless assault filling Tommy's helpless
throat.

Tears blur his vision as he rides out the
repeated shove of Shane's cock across his tongue. His senses are
crowded with the taste and scent of his boss, his body feverish and
desperate for more. He craves abject humiliation and cruel touch.
All things Shane has proven more than capable of providing, which
gives Tommy giddy hope for the men Shane has chosen to invite.

The sounds reaching his ears are a glorious
chaos of obscenity: Shane murmuring a filthy litany of
encouragement and praise; Shane's guests cheering and heckling and
calling him a myriad of dirty names; Tommy's own wet, torturous
choking audible around the rutting length.

Normally, Shane can string Tommy along like
this for something like eternity. But tonight Shane's orgasm
approaches far sooner than normal. The tells are subtle. A hitch of
breath. An involuntary clench of the fingers gripping his hair. A
barely discernible spreading of muscular thighs on either side of
Tommy's face.

Maybe this is a deliberate strategy, rushing
to the finish line on purpose. Maybe it is a result of their
audience working Shane up, the presence of witnesses turning him on
too intensely to be ignored. Either way, Tommy feels hungry relief
course through him as Shane's pace falters. Shane's hips jerk up
from the couch, and the extra movement jostles the cock down
Tommy's throat so violently that he tries to rear up and back.

He is prevented only by the unyielding weight
of the hand on the back of his head.

"Take it, you shameless brat," Shane
growls, forcing him all the way down, to a chorus of noisy approval
from their enthusiastic audience. Tommy gags wetly at the
intrusion. He thrills at the knowledge that every man in this room
can surely hear him struggling to obey. His face flushes,
feverishly hot, and his untouched cock gives a pleading twitch
between his legs.

When Shane finally comes, all Tommy can do
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