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By the time the office door opens, Tommy has
entered an almost meditative state.

The quiet click and subsequent creak of
hinges change that in an instant. The illusion of calm vanishes.
Suddenly, it's all he can do to contain a startled gasp and remain
perfectly quiet.

Whoever has just stepped into the office
can't see him. His uncomfortable position—kneeling naked beneath
Shane's desk—remains entirely concealed. A person would have to not
only step away from the door, but circle all the way around to the
far wall to get a line of sight beneath the sturdy piece of
furniture, and no one would do such a thing. Hell, none of Tommy's
coworkers would enter their CEO's office without knocking, which
means this has to be Shane.

Somehow, practical certainty is not enough to
calm the frantic racing of Tommy's heart.

In a moment like this, panic is nearly as
powerful an aphrodisiac as the position Shane left him in,
restrained by intricate knot work. Shane's big hands are capable of
remarkable delicacy—especially when devising clever torments out of
rope. Tommy's arms are pinned behind him, straight and parallel so
that his chest arches forward. His bent knees and legs are layered
with rope as well, wound tight so that he could not unfold them if
he tried. The wide spread of his legs only heightens the sensation
of being trapped, since the way he is bound allows him no leverage
at all.

Tommy has tried to keep still in Shane's
absence, but of course he's repeatedly failed. An anal hook,
attached to the intricate knots along his back, has seen to that.
The big metal ball at the end of the hook is wedged so far up his
ass he might as well be choking on it. Even the slightest shiver of
movement jostles the ball and hook inside him, setting off a
cascade of pleasure alongside a discomfort bordering on pain. Every
time. Tommy doesn't know how much longer he can tolerate the rigid
intrusion.

He loves it so fucking much.

He loves it almost as much as he loves Shane
Carmichael.

After several agonizing seconds of silence,
the door closes with a click, barely audible over the whirr of an
oscillating fan that's been running the entire time Tommy has
awaited his boss's return. The steady drone of the fan fills the
space, making it impossible to detect any hint of footsteps moving
through the room.

It must be Shane though. It must.

No one else would toy with him like this. No
one else knows he's here. As far as the rest of the office suite is
concerned, Tommy's been sent off on some quest that will keep him
out of the building all day. Not an uncommon occurrence, as Shane
Carmichael's personal assistant, which means this is not the first
time they've used it as cover for more carnal activities.

It's remarkable, really, the speed with which
Tommy and Shane have made a habit of fucking around at work. Like a
dam breaking, their decision to bring their secret liaison into
this office has inspired a torrent of new experiments. It's a
dangerous path to be on. Certainly it has the potential to fuck up
Tommy's career if they aren't careful, and ruin Shane's reputation
as an upstanding CEO.

But now they've begun exploring this new
terrain, neither of them has any inclination to stop.

Only as the intruder draws near does Tommy
discern footsteps. The tread is heavy enough to match Shane's big,
muscular body, but Tommy still can't tell for sure. The hum of the
fan is too steady, drowning out ambient noise. Even his own
breathing doesn't reach above the sound.

Which is almost certainly the point.

Tommy resists the urge to moan a wordless
question through the o-ring gag that holds his mouth wide open. His
need for reassurance conflicts directly and jarringly with the
irrational fear that this might not be Shane. The heady mix makes
his erect cock twitch. He shifts a little, feeling a faint hint of
discomfort where his balls scrape directly over rough carpet—then a
sharper jolt, closer to pain, when an involuntary jerk of his arms
lodges the metal hook deeper inside him.

He stifles a moan with difficulty and wishes
he had any idea how long he's been on his knees.

And that's the other problem, really. The
other thrilling, unsteady part of this challenge. Shane blindfolded
him before leaving the office. Heavy, dark, perfectly fitted fabric
blocks out any hint of light. Where normally the quality of
sunlight through big windows might at least tell him how far along
the afternoon has fallen, Tommy has no information to help him mark
the passage of time.

Still the intruder does not speak, and
Tommy realizes he's crying. He is so overwhelmed with need and
pleasure and arousal and pain that he can't think. Tears wet his
blindfold, and his breath turns shallow. He burns to be
touched.

"Have you behaved yourself, little slut?"
Shane's voice finally cuts through the stillness.

"Mmph!" Tommy answers with incoherent
desperation. It's not as though the gag forcing his mouth open
allows him to form words anyway.

"Good." When Shane stands directly in front
of Tommy, the warmth and subtle scent of him are unmistakable.
Tommy's cock twitches again. He swallows back a pitiful whimper. "I
spent an inordinate portion of my meeting wondering if I should
have fitted you with a cock cage before I left, but I'm glad to
find such precautions unnecessary."

Tommy moans a little at the suggestion of
what Shane might have chosen to add to his torments. A cock
ring would have been impractical—unsafe, considering it's been
multiple hours since Shane left him here—but a chastity device?
Shane probably has a variety locked in the bottom drawer of the
desk. Cold metal and cruel plastic, perhaps some with spikes or
sounding plugs or any number of other tortures. Certainly it would
have made keeping his orgasm at bay an easier task, but at what
cost?

"Yes," Shane says, as though idly considering
Tommy's performance. "You did surprisingly well. I suppose a reward
is in order."

Tommy breathes an emphatic sound of
agreement. It comes out nearly a sob.

"Not yet, though," Shane murmurs. "I know
full well you can't be trusted to keep your voice down. You will
have to wait until the rest of the department leaves for the night.
I need you silent until then."

Tommy sobs decisively this time. It's not
fair. He's been so good, and so patient. Surely Shane could
swap the ring gag out for something capable of muffling his noisy
exclamations of pleasure.

But the need for quiet is only a pretext.
Shane will never do anything straightforward when he can extend
Tommy's torment instead. It's a strange way to express affection,
but one they both understand intimately.

How many times have they done this? Dozens?
More? How many times have they played out nuanced progressions of
this game, gradually more intense and cruel, until reaching this
trustful and brutal place together?

Somehow, perhaps thanks to all that previous
experience, Tommy realizes what Shane is going to do a heartbeat
before the stiff-soled dress shoe lowers to touch his dick. He
breathes a low, pleading sound as though begging for a reprieve.
Shane leans his weight forward anyway. Traps Tommy's rigid cock
just barely against the carpet. Twists a little.

Then he levers his weight forward so suddenly
that only long practice stops Tommy from screaming. Agony ignites
with white hot flashes behind Tommy's eyelids, and he pants hard,
jerking in his bonds. Ineffectual. The only thing his useless
attempt at escape does accomplish is straining the big metal
bulb harder up his ass.

Fuck, fuck, fuck. The pain centered in
his dick is glorious—it's a wild and beautiful thing—it spins
beneath Tommy's skin, heats his blood. Brighter arousal pools in
his groin with nowhere to go, and Tommy whimpers as Shane gradually
leans even more heavily, crushing his erection into the floor. The
incremental increase in torment is punctuated occasionally by a
deliberate downward grind that makes Tommy's breath hitch and
shudder.

When at last the weight recedes, Tommy is
nearly hyperventilating with the effort of keeping quiet.

Please, he wants to say, but all that
comes out are quiet, shaky whimpers, his whole body shuddering as
though from some great impact.

"Hmm." Shane sounds thoughtful. "Your
self-restraint could use work, but that is certainly not new
information."

Is that a laugh Tommy hears escaping from his
own throat? He honestly can't tell. Shane must take it for
insolence, since a moment later the weight of that cruel foot
returns full force to punish him. Tommy jolts and gasps and once
again manages not to scream, even as Shane hums an approving sound
and grinds his shoe down harder—flattening and scraping Tommy's
perversely stubborn arousal into the carpet.

Then stillness. Sudden, sharp, inescapable
stillness. Shane's foot remains exactly where it is, a motionless
and squashing presence. Tommy's entire body trembles violently—even
the anal hook is shaking inside him—and he realizes he is holding
his breath. The pain of his flattened cock is a steady buzz across
his awareness. It suffuses him, caresses him, torments him. It
makes him squirm—despite the utter lack of give in the ropes that
trap his arms and legs—despite the way even this tiny movement tugs
at his trapped cock and heightens the pain.

The agony stretches for an absolute eternity.
It lasts so long that Tommy's mind stumbles and fogs, beginning to
enter a familiar fugue state that comes with the very best pain
play.

It doesn't seem possible for Shane to inflict
even more agony this way—but when at last he moves, it is to apply
even more pressure. Only for a moment, but the shock of it is
incredible. Sensation zings all along Tommy's nerves, a white hot
supernova of pain so bright it is indistinguishable from
pleasure.

Only now does Shane remove his foot
completely, leaving Tommy to drag in shallow breaths for several
seconds. Then there is an additional rustle of movement and
fabric—a soft thump—and these sounds, along with the warm sensation
of breath on his face, tell Tommy that Shane has knelt directly in
front of him.

Another second and he hears the slide of the
usually locked




























































































































































The End
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