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Andrew loves the handcuffs around his
wrists—trapping his arms beneath his back with inescapable
inevitability—almost as much as he loves the helplessness of the
blindfold and the clumsy spread of the ball gag forcing his lips
wide. Even in the wake of an unauthorized orgasm that has left his
entire body buzzing and exhausted, he relishes the way he is
utterly at Frank's mercy.

"You were not supposed to come," Frank
murmurs, low and soft.

Andrew shivers, not fooled for an instant by
the gentleness of that tone. He has misbehaved. Never mind that it
was unintentional—that no man alive could possibly have withstood
the lengthy edging that kept him on the brink for what felt like
hours. Punishment is coming, sure as anything, and Andrew has his
suspicions what form it will take.

Sure enough, Frank touches his softening cock
a moment later. He doesn't bother repositioning where Andrew lies
sprawled on his back across the bed, too focused on the perfunctory
task of cleaning Andrew thoroughly with a chilly, wet cloth.

Andrew gasps and squirms, too hyper-sensitive
for the contact to feel good. Frank ignores his attempts to get
away—it's not as though he needs any further excuse to mete out the
punishment they both crave—finishing the work with a cruel
efficiency that leaves Andrew dragging shaky breaths through his
nose. The blindfold is good quality, preventing even the faintest
sliver of light, and Andrew can feel that the material is damp. He
doesn't remember crying, but he must have, to soak the
material.

A moment later, Frank disappears again from
the bed, returning only after a quiet rustle of digging through one
of the drawers in their dresser.

A heartbeat of silence follows the dip in the
mattress, as Frank settles beside Andrew once more. Then those
steady hands return, guiding Andrew into the tight and unmistakable
confines of a cock cage. Andrew gives an instinctive wriggle of
protest, trying to get away, stopping when Frank rewards this
effort by giving his balls a harsh squeeze that ignites stars
behind his eyelids.

"Behave, little one," Frank
admonishes. "You're only going to add time to the clock if you
don't."

It's a threat without true teeth. Frank will
exert his dominance confidently as hell, but they both know the
punishment will end in a heartbeat if Andrew uses his safeword or
one of their other sacrosanct signals to end the torment. Still,
there is a delicious cruelty in the tone, and Andrew would harden
in an instant if he weren't so recently spent.

Andrew forces himself to keep motionless for
the discomfort, as the too-tight confines of the cage close around
his cock. Frank is not gentle, and Andrew's eyes water as he gasps
and whines behind the gag.

The cage is plastic. Not metal. A lightweight
accessory that holds and confines him but does not restrict blood
flow. It doesn't weigh him down or chafe—does nothing but prevent
him from getting hard, rewarding his body's attempts at arousal
with a crush of pressure that quells him painfully back down to
softness—which means Frank can leave the device on him practically
indefinitely.

No wonder he was talking about adding time to
the clock.

When the cage is secure—locked, Andrew
thinks with a frantic inhale—Frank stops touching him.

"Now that is a beautiful sight," Frank
murmurs.

Another moment and Andrew hears the distinct
shutter-sound of Frank collecting photos of his predicament. Half a
dozen quiet snaps from various directions, documenting Andrew's
trapped humiliation. The sensation of being on display makes him
shiver and moan, and his exhausted cock tries half-heartedly to
swell in its confines—even this small effort enough to send a dull
pulse of pain through him.

"One week, I think," Frank says, and Andrew
sobs. He wants to plead, protest, argue. An entire week of this
futile confinement, prevented not only from orgasming but from
getting hard at all.

He has no doubt Frank will use him frequently
this week, just to really make the punishment a torment. Their sex
life is vigorous under normal circumstances, but Frank especially
loves torturing Andrew this way. He will be more amorous than ever,
and Andrew will get no relief, no matter how many times Frank
climbs on top of him or shoves between his thighs.

The notion is such a turn-on that Andrew's
head spins.

"Now." Frank gets abruptly off the bed, only
to grab Andrew with strong hands and drag him toward the edge.
Positioning him so that his head hangs off the side of the high
mattress. "I think it's my turn."

Quick fingers undo the buckle at the back of
Andrew's head, and the ball gag comes away, thudding to the floor.
Andrew obediently parts his lips and accepts the blunt, hard slide
of Frank's cock.

Even without a blindfold, there is
always something disorienting about being upside-down for a
blow job. Now, senses still spinning, cuffed and blindfolded,
Andrew can't get his bearings as Frank thrusts forward. He relaxes
his throat, allowing the thick intrusion to slide down with barely
a gurgle of protest.

Frank grunts an approving sound and shoves
deeper, blocking off Andrew's airway and holding there for several
seconds before withdrawing.

Andrew braces for another smooth thrust. Then
does it again for the next. Again. Reveling in the forcefulness of
Frank's movements rutting down his throat. He keeps himself open to
receive each increasingly rough shove, even as the task becomes
more challenging. Wet, obscene sounds escape him endlessly now, and
he shudders in place. Jerks and writhes, but makes no effort to get
away.

Frank grabs hold of him anyway. Presses one
hand flat over his sternum to hold him down, curls the other around
his jaw as though to steady him for the endless pounding that
claims his throat.

Andrew swallows noisily, breathes when he
can, rides out the brutal use with a thrill of submission.

When at last Frank ejaculates down his
throat, Andrew swallows without protest.

There are kisses and kindness after. Frank
releases him from the cuffs, unwinds the blindfold. He tugs Andrew
properly up the bed so that they can cuddle against the pillows.
Frank has never been one to stint on aftercare.

When Andrew's mind has quieted enough for
coherent thought, he asks in a fucked-out rasp, "Are you really
going to make me wear this thing for an entire week?"

Frank offers him a wry look that gives Andrew
just long enough to recognize the mistake of his question, then
answers, "Two weeks. For insubordination."

Andrew groans, and Frank kisses him
again.
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Andrew follows Frank into the suite, his
every nerve alight with anticipation. This is an unimaginably posh
hotel, and he's not surprised the two men waiting are both wearing
expensive, perfectly tailored suits. They're also gorgeous, and
huge, and he darts Frank an appreciative glance as his dom
deadbolts the door.

Andrew doesn't speak. He knows better. And he
stands almost perfectly still as Frank strips him naked and forces
a wide-open ring gag into his mouth.

"You fellas want him tied up?" Frank asks in
a teasing voice.

"Nah," the bigger of the two men says with a
wolfish grin. "We'd rather let him put up a fight. You good with
that, kid?"

Humiliation burns across Andrew's face at
being called 'kid'—he's twenty-four, damn it—but he wouldn't try to
argue even if he could speak. He nods, obedient and
undeniably aroused at the thought that he can resist without
worrying these two will go easy on him. Frank will be nearby the
entire time, watching and making sure everything stays on the fun
side of violence.

It's the perfect gift, and Andrew's pulse
speeds as Frank moves out of the way and settles into a plush chair
in the corner.

The two strangers exchange a look, then shed
their suit jackets and approach Andrew with predatory expressions
that go straight to his cock. He doesn't know these men. He doesn't
even know their names. He knows only that Frank hand-picked them,
which means Frank trusts them implicitly—and that they've had blood
work done recently enough for Frank to deem them safe. Beyond that,
they could be anyone.

And as they put their hands on him, Andrew
immediately does as they've asked: he tries to get away.

The strangers are not gentle. They're also
far stronger than him, and they easily force him to his knees. One
big body tucks along his back, a powerful hand wrapped around both
his wrists, a thick arm crushed across his chest and holding him
tightly in position.

The other man steps forward and takes his
cock out, and then the rigid length is feeding past the ring gag
and sliding across Andrew's tongue. Shoving deep. He gags around
the very first thrust, and keeps right on choking as his throat is
relentlessly fucked.

It's a beautiful thing. Andrew's eyes burn,
tears streaking unchecked down his cheeks as this powerful man
claims him without care or mercy. He half expects his assailants to
deride him, but they're both silent, apparently too caught up in
the moment to offer verbal humiliations. Andrew can't find it in
himself to be disappointed by this. He's too turned on to want any
more than he is being given.

The man withdraws without coming, and
suddenly Andrew is being shoved all the way down onto the floor.
Onto his back. He jerks against the hands holding him. He fights
with all the strength he can muster and is delighted when he can't
escape. The man who
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