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Corner Office: The Executive

By Preston Toushin
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American Meridian Bank was a Chicago institution.  Founded in 1907, it occupied the upper forty-five floors of the Meridian Tower, a sleek monstrosity of steel and glass rising above LaSalle Street.  Only five blocks from Lake Michigan, it was a cornerstone of the city.  It’s mirrored façade hiding the machinery of money being made there but reflecting its power back into the large part of the Loop it ruled.  

The bank’s name was only visible in the understated brass plaque, polished each day, beside the revolving doors.  A discreet directory behind the reception desk, the center piece of the three-story lobby, indicated that the bank occupied floors twenty through sixty-four, the higher the floor, the more powerful the decisions made there.

Trading desks, analysts, and endless rows of glass cubicles where young associates worked could be found in the twenties, middle management offices that dealt with the constant pressure of markets humming thousands of miles away made up the thirties.  As you moved higher, the hum of people got quieter, the furnishings more luxurious, elevators became private, and sumptuous Persians rugs replaced marble floors.  On the highest floor, there were only eight offices.  Each had a floor to ceiling view that stretched across the horizon of Lake Michigan, its direction depended on the placement of the office.  

David Marlowe had been on the thirty-third floor for barely a week, but it already felt smaller every time he stepped in the Advertising Office.  He knew he was nothing like the other advertising interns.  He didn’t fawn, didn’t flatter, and certainly didn’t shrink in the shadow of power. His boss in advertising could attest to that.  In his late twenties, David carried himself with the kind of confidence that couldn’t be taught—an effortless swagger perfected in classrooms of his Ivy League alma mater, in his fraternity, in organizations and societies he ran all over campus.  He had the sharp mind of someone who could go head-to-head with executives twice his age, and the body of someone who could make them forget what they were saying mid-sentence. They often did.

Simon Camden was fifty-two, the Senior Managing Partner for Finance and his office was on the sixty-fourth floor. His horizon faced East. A man carved out of power, he wore it like a second skin. He didn’t just work in high finance; he commanded it. Six foot two, he was broad-shouldered beneath his tailored charcoal suit, every line on his body and every stitch of fabric sharp, precise, and expensive. His movements were efficient - he was a man who had mastered time, who made others wait without apology.  

At 28, with the naturally athletic build of a college track star, David filled out his navy dress shirt in a way that felt almost indecent.  The word for him would be magnetic.  One inch taller than Simon, his torso tapered to a narrow waist, and his slacks clung just enough to make turning around a calculated move. His skin was warm olive, his dark hair cropped short on the sides but rebellious and textured on top, it was coordinated. 

Simon’s silver-streaked hair was swept back with the same discipline that governed his million-dollar deals: clean, deliberate, controlled. No hair out of place, no gesture without purpose. His jaw, still square and strong, bore the faintest shadow of stubble by five o’clock—just enough to hint at the man beneath the polish. And his eyes—ice blue and unblinking—had a way of lingering just a fraction too long, as if he was already four steps into your next move, measuring whether you were worth the investment. 

No meeting truly began until Simon decided it would. He never raised his voice. He didn’t have to. The weight of his name did the work. The boardroom fell silent when he entered. Assistants stiffened when his door opened. More than one young associate had tried to impress him—many with ambition, a few with charm—but none of them lasted long. He had no time for weakness.

Normally these two would never come into contact, being a part of two completely difference divisions and so many floors apart, but serendipity has a way of making sure people who are destined to meet actually do.

Simon noticed early on, coming into the building one morning, the eyes of the young intern that caused people to stumble. They were a warm brown, rich with intelligence and spark.  His smile – slow, crooked, unapologetically sure - daring dressed in playful and sexy. 

Simon had a strategy – find out everything you can about him – and insert yourself into his life.  Little did anyone know, David’s appearance in the lobby was calculated and planned.  He knew everything about Simon’s schedule, his background, habits.  This wouldn’t be Simon’s ambush at all.  It would be David’s.

David met Simon when delivering a package on the 64th floor, accessible only in a private elevator that required an escort.  Coincidentally, on that day, Simon strategically planned for that to be him.  Their first meeting was electric, and their age difference only added heat.

That was what made him so irresistible to David.

David hadn’t taken this internship to polish a résumé. He was playing a longer, more deliberate game—one that ended in corner offices, elevators that only belonged to him, and men like Simon that he could change, control and discover.  He had also taken this position to get Simon Camden – entice Simon – lure Simon -  have Simon.

This man was everything David craved:  older, incredibly masculine, carved from discipline and dominance. But he knew there had to be a place beneath all of Simon’s outward control, and he wanted to crack it open. Because for all the power Simon projected - all the men who feared him - David could sense something else simmering just below the surface.

Ceding control. Giving up power. Submission.  David knew all the signs.

And something told him that, given the right moment, the right pressure... Senior Controlling Partner Camden might finally, deliciously, snap.

Over the first week, flirtation had become their unspoken ritual. A brush of shoulders when they passed in the hallway. David summoned to the sixty fourth floor daily for task after task.  A low, knowing laugh from David that drew Simon’s gaze. A planned delivery at Simon’s desk as David bent just enough to point out a number on a report, the scent of his cologne lingering long after he’d gone. Simon, in turn, offered unnecessary “mentoring” meetings, leaned closer than strictly needed, letting his gaze flick downward before returning to David’s eyes with the faintest smirk.

They played with each other but never crossed that line of propriety.  It was simply a hand on a back, a shoulder bumping a shoulder, a gaze that lingered, each not wanting to be the first to break it – daring, pushing.

It was a game, and they both knew it. Simon relished the illusion of control—he was the one with the corner office, the influence, the authority.  But David was certain he saw it—the pause before Simon responded, the barely-there flicker in his gaze when David entered the room, the way he sometimes smiles before David was finished speaking.

David’s eyes couldn’t conceal the other story being told, the one where the older man’s power was a prize he intended to share. And somewhere beneath Simon’s polished composure, the thought thrilled him more than he wanted to admit.

The moment that confirmed it came on Friday of the fifth week.

Friday evening found the floor nearly deserted; the city’s lights glittered beyond the wall of glass in Simon’s office.  He was packing away his laptop when David appeared in the doorway, leaning casually against the frame. No tie, top two buttons of his shirt undone, a shadow of stubble on his jaw and a wicked smile. 

“Working late again, sir?” David’s voice was smooth

Simon stood at the window, one hand in his pocket, the other cradling a crystal rocks glass of something dark and expensive. 

“It comes with the territory,” he said, allowing himself a measured glance down David’s torso before meeting his gaze again. “Shouldn’t you be out enjoying your Friday night . . .drinks and dinner with some hot date?”

David stepped inside, and said, “Maybe I am.”  

He took a few careful steps toward the desk, hesitating just enough to betray his nerves, though his smile stayed easy. His eyes flicked up to Simon’s, unsure but bold enough to hold the gaze. 

“I mean... I think you’ve been watching me all week,” he said with a soft laugh. “Like maybe you’ve been testing me? Seeing how far I’d...maybe go?”

Simon’s mouth curved, his eyes blazing into David’s. “And?”

He stopped in front of him, close enough that Simon caught the faint scent of cedar. “Could I take a turn at testing you?” His tone was low, steady - command wearing the mask of suggestion.

Simon raised a brow. “But aren’t you the intern and I’m the one in charge?”

“Oh, I know, sir...” David said, leaning in just enough for his breath to graze Simon’s ear. “But have you ever wondered what it would feel like if you weren’t?”

Simon felt his pulse spike, his carefully cultivated authority teetering. David’s hand rested lightly on the edge of the desk beside his, his posture loose but his eyes sharp. That did it. A beat passed. And for the first time, Simon didn’t answer.

David leaned in just a fraction closer, breath grazing Simon’s neck. “And what if all along you just needed the... right... intern...sir?”

Simon simply looked at David—measured, tense, locked in a moment where decision and desire collided. Almost daring. The silence in this moment between them was loaded – thicker, tighter. And David, steady and patient, stepped fully into it.

“Why don’t we make this interesting?” David continued. “Let’s pretend, that tomorrow night, the man who runs the finances of this place is the one who follows orders.”

Simon swallowed, a flicker of heat running through him. He should have laughed it off. Maybe sent David home. He knew he was playing with fire. But instead, he found himself leaning back in his chair, a slow, dangerous smile touching his lips. “Then tell me, Mr. Marlowe... what’s my first order?”

He reached up and loosened Simon’s tie—slowly, deliberately—his fingers brushing against the strong column of the older man’s throat. Simon didn’t stop him. He stood still, watching, breathing a little more slowly, his usual guarded composure precariously tipping into the unknown.

David slipped the tie free and let it hang from his hand like a strip of silk. “You know,” he said, circling around Simon, brushing behind him as he moved, “you spend your days telling rooms full of men what to do. Dictating policy. Commanding markets.” He reached the back of Simon’s chair and leaned down, whispering just above the rim of his ear. “But what if here with me... you’d get to really let go and be the one who obeys.”

Simon let out a slow breath.  No one had ever dared to talk to him this way - ever risked what it would cost to challenge him.  But Simon accepted it and didn’t know why.

He began to realize how tightly wound he’d been today - how the constant command, the endless decision-making - had settled into his body and become his whole persona. It was exhausting.

And now, in the stillness of his own office, with David standing in front of him - so bold and yet uncertain, so unafraid to see him, really see him—that facade began to crack. The breath he released was relief. It felt terrifying. And it felt inevitable. 

And maybe, just this once, being the one who gave in was something he needed to experience and maybe this young intern was destined to show him.

David loosened his own collar, eyes never leaving Simon’s. “You’ve been in charge for so long, Mr. Camden. No one questions you. No one dares. But I think...” He reached down, placing the tie across Simon’s lap again. “You’ve been waiting for someone who would.”  He leaned over and his lips touched Simon’s, tentative at first, but tongues collide as passions overtake them.  

As some of the heat of the kiss fades, David breaks it, giving Simon one last peck, and slowly gets up and makes his way toward the door, turning to say, with a wicked grin, “Tomorrow night, sir, I give the orders.”  

He exaggeratedly adjusted the erection tenting the front of his pants.  Simon looked a bit stunned but smiled as the door shut quietly.
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The Next Night

[image: ]


Simon’s tie was still knotted at his throat, though the weight of it felt like a noose after twelve hours of boardrooms, power lunches, and endless negotiations. His reputation as the man who never blinked had carried him through the day, but now every muscle in his body ached with fatigue, every raw nerve throbbing.  

His mind went to David. The thought of surrendering to this intern’s quiet but unshakable authority was the only thing keeping him motivated the last few hours of the day. Tonight, he longed for the strange relief of giving all that power up, even if just for a few stolen hours.

When Simon finally pushed open the heavy door to his office, expecting the familiar sanctuary of polished order, he stopped dead. David was sitting in his chair - leaning back with one ankle propped casually on the gleaming mahogany desk as if he owned the place. 

No one had ever dared to sit there; Yet here was David, all ease and insolence, his dark eyes glinting with a satisfaction that came from knowing exactly how much he was breaking Simon’s rule.  The sight stole Simon’s breath, not just from shock, but from the surge of something dangerously close to excitement—Simon could feel the ground shifting beneath him.

David rose slowly from the chair, unhurried, as though the entire office now belonged to him. The leather creaked under his movement, the faint sound somehow louder than the city traffic outside. 

Simon just stood there, briefcase still in his hand, staring at the young man who had boldly sat where no one else had or would. David didn’t rush to fill the silence; he let it hang heavy, a smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth. For once, Simon was utterly speechless, caught between outrage and an undeniable pull toward surrender.

He motioned for Simon to come forward.  The executive moved a step or two, facing David, his mouth dry.   He nodded once, not trusting his voice.  

David moved toward him, slowly, circling him like prey. The dim light overhead caught the hard lines of the younger man’s beautiful face, casting his eyes in shadow.  As he continued to move slowly around the large office, his boots made a slow, deliberate and menacing sound against the floor. 

“You know what I like, Simon?” His voice was deep, measured. “Men who are pussies.”

Simon groaned hard. “I’m ...”

David’s eyes cut to him, stopping the words cold. 

“Well, I think you are.”  

He locked the door to the office. 

Simon heard the click and shivered.

David touched Simon’s ass through his pants, touching his hole as he slowly massaged, making Simon moan softly. 

Without a word, he grabbed Simon’s suit coat and ripped it off his shoulders, wadded it up and threw it into the corner of the room.  Simon started to interrupt with a complaint about the expense of the suit, but David covered his mouth with his hand aggressively.  “Nobody gives a shit about your suit, Simon!”

He pressed closer so that Simon could feel his erection as he seductively worked his arms around Simon and reached deep into each pocket of his suit pants, grabbing the executive’s cock and playing with it as he pulled out loose change.  

“I’m getting the feeling that you’re very excited about the possibility of me having yours, Simon. Your pussy that is.”  

David pulled his hands out, making sure to hold and fondle the executive’s cock as he withdrew with coins. The only sound he heard was Simon’s heavy breathing. 

A soft metallic clink broke the quiet — the unmistakable sound of coins scattering on the hardwood floor. David glanced down to see them rolling in uneven arcs, spinning before settling at his feet.

He quickly backed away, turning Simon to face him.  Their eyes locked. David raised one eyebrow, the faintest challenge in his smile. 

“Pick them up,” he said, his voice smooth. “Every last one.”

Never breaking eye contact, Simon’s pulse kicked up, as he slid to his knees with deliberate slowness, getting on all fours and started to gather the coins

He reached for the first coin, letting his fingers linger on it. He could feel David’s gaze on him as he sat on the edge of the desk watching, swinging his feet and then planted one on top of Simon’s head. 

“You need to get down closer to the floor to get them all, Mr. Camden,” David said, pressing down with his foot.

Simon, pulled away from the foot, but still bent forward, collecting another coin, his tailored shirt stretching across his back, always looking up to meet David’s eyes. Inside, he savored the absurdity of it. The man who could make boardrooms hold their breath was now kneeling, obedient, collecting loose change from the floor.

David crouched beside him, his voice low and taunting. 

“I could get used to this.”  

He went behind the desk and pulled the chair out into the room, turning it so it faced Simon, and sat down – leaning back, feet planted wide, hands gripping the armrests.  

David’s lips curled slowly, not quite a smile. “Right here in this hand, princess. Get every single one.” 

David’s tone wasn’t raised, but the steel underneath it left no doubt — whatever was coming next, Simon wasn’t the one holding the controls.

And that realization sent an unexpected calm through him. He briefly closed his eyes, the corner of his mouth betraying the faintest hint of a smile. No, he wasn’t in charge — and for the first time that day, he felt completely at ease.

“It suddenly feels very hot in here, Simon.” David’s gaze dragged slowly over him. “Don’t you think you’d be more comfortable without that shirt?”

The question wasn’t really a question.

“You can take it off yourself,” David continued, calm and amused, “or I can do it for you.”

Simon only stared at him. He didn’t move.

With a sharp motion, the intern grabbed the front of Simon’s shirt and ripped it open, buttons flying across the room before the ruined fabric was tossed into the same corner as his coat.

“Now that, Chairman, was your fault.”

Simon stood there bare-chested, tense and flushed, the light catching against the faint sheen across his slightly hairy chest. The scattered coins glittered with almost absurd brightness.

For a moment, he didn’t move. His shoulders stayed tight, pulse hammering visibly in his throat. Then, with deliberate care, he bent down and picked up each coin.

One at a time.

The tiny clink of metal landing in David’s palm filled the silence like a drumbeat. Up and down. Each slow bend gave David an unobstructed view of every muscle in his back and thighs.

“Show me that pussy, Mr. Chairman,” said David, whistling.  “Give me a view of what’s coming my way.” 

Holding all the coins in one hand, David motioned for Simon to stand in front of him, grabbing a belt loop to pull him closer.  He slowly leaned over toward the desk, grabbed an ornate small bowl and let the coins fall loudly into it, smiling wickedly. 

Slowly unzipping Simon’s pants, He pulled the older man’s large, engorged cock and balls out of his underwear, letting them settle. The cock stood straight up, the head glistening































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
CLOCKED IN

AMTRAK
\ﬂ‘ﬂ@

Ve ¢
SIX MEN. SIX JOBS. NO RULES AFTER HOURS.
PRESTON TOUSHIN






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





