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They maintain the pretense of actual work
until Lucian's guest arrives, but Finn's senses are humming with
such eager anticipation that he can't actually focus on
anything.

Lucian seems to be doing a better job, but
that's no surprise. The man has always possessed a god-like ability
to stay on task. Even when making shameless and obscene use of Finn
right here at the office, he seems alarmingly capable of getting
significant work done.

Honestly, the mind boggles.

At last, a knock sounds at the door, and Finn
all but leaps out of his seat to answer it. He's not sure who to
expect on the other side—doesn't know who Lucian invited to
entertain him today—and is surprised but pleased to find the
open door frame filled with the powerful bulk of Brad Strickland,
the muscular and mountainous head of the company's research
division. Fucking hell, Finn didn't even realize Brad was into
kink, let alone actually in the know about Lucian and Finn's
little secret.

Brad strides into the office and closes the
door with a decisive click, locking it without so much as greeting
Finn or Lucian. He carries an official-looking briefcase, probably
more expensive than Finn's entire wardrobe combined, and his jaw
bears a thick salt-and-pepper beard.

"Clothes off," he growls at Finn, while
Lucian continues to analyze whatever the hell it is he's analyzing
amid all those spreadsheets. Brad's eyes burn hot as they rake up
and down Finn's body. "I don't have nearly as long to savor this as
I would like, and if you're not naked in the next thirty seconds, I
will make you regret your hesitation."

Oh fuck, Finn thinks, shivering with a
rush of dizzy delight. Of course he obeys. Not that he isn't
curious about what punishments this broad, stern silver fox might
have up his sleeve—but for the moment he is inclined to be good. To
do his best at impressing both Brad and Lucian, in the hopes that
Brad will want him again. The more playmates the better, as far as
Finn is concerned. Especially if it means kinky trysts like this to
counterbalance the dull drudgery of a normal workday.

The second Finn is naked, Brad drags him over
to the more casual lounge area of Lucian's ridiculous office. It's
an ostentatious space, rarely used except in moments like this.
Mostly it is there to look impressive. But now, Brad Strickland
sits on the stiff and impractical couch, setting his briefcase down
within reach and popping open the latch to reveal that the contents
are not entirely professional. In a span so sudden it's
disorienting, he's got Finn bent forward over his lap, an
uncomfortably large ball gag spreading his lips, while handcuffs
trap his wrists behind his back.

Finn stares, swallowing hard as he glimpses
the other item in that briefcase. God, it's so innocuous, and yet
he knows what it signals. A new wooden ruler, just waiting to be
put to use. Sure enough, Brad takes hold of the ruler and raises it
in what Finn assumes is his dominant hand.

The first swing is more startling than
painful, but it turns out that's because Brad isn't using his full
strength. Soon enough the ruler is snapping against the vulnerable
flesh of Finn's ass, harder and harder each time. Again and again.
Vicious blows that, despite the relative flimsiness of the
implement, sink deep bruises into Finn's ass and the backs of his
thighs. He can picture the bright, angry welts rising across his
skin, the feverish red, the crosshatch of bruises just beginning to
rise.

If it weren't for the ball gag wedged between
his teeth, Finn's pained cries would echo right out into the hall
where any passerby might hear.

Considering Brad's only words have been to
admonish Finn that he doesn't have much time, the beating goes on
for a very long while. Finn shivers and squirms, arousal kindling
hotter and hotter in his belly with every brutal blow, until
finally Brad sets the ruler aside and grabs a small container of
lube before shoving the briefcase to the floor.

"Lucian." There is an imperious tone to
Brad's voice that, under normal circumstances, no one in their
right mind would use in addressing the company's CEO. "Get the fuck
over here."

Instead of taking offense, Lucian chuckles
and closes his laptop, then crosses the office with a lazy ease
that never fails to turn Finn on. "Can't handle one randy
secretary?"

"I can handle him just fine," Brad grumbles,
already manhandling Finn into a different position: straddling
Brad's lap, as Brad turns to sit sideways on the couch, his cock
nudging suggestively between Finn's trembling thighs. "But
something tells me one cock won't be enough to sate your needy
little slut."

"Mmm," Lucian hums agreeably. "He certainly
enjoys a challenge, I'll grant you that."

Brad is slicking his cock, not bothering to
loosen Finn up before finding his entrance with the blunt tip. Finn
exhales sharply and curls forward. He's so much smaller than
Brad—or rather, Brad is so much bigger than him—that he folds
easily against the man's chest and buries his face in the hollow of
Brad's throat.

Finn's breath comes shocky and ragged as the
man's thick cock penetrates him—then his lungs empty in a muffled
cry as Brad grabs his hips and drags him roughly down. Quick as
that, the entire length of Brad's cock is buried inside him, and
Finn's insides are clenching around the intrusion in ecstatic
agony. Oh god, how it hurts, even with the generous amount
of lube. Finn will never tire of being taken like this, rough and
careless, as though the men using him don't give a single fuck if
they break him.

After only a few languorous thrusts, Brad
goes still with Finn held flush against his body. A single taut
second stretches into two, then three, and then Finn loses count.
Finally Lucian moves into position behind him, and Finn hears the
distinct and obscene sound of the man sliding lube along his cock.
This will never be enough preparation, and yet Finn is desperate
for what is about to happen. He needs Lucian inside him alongside
Brad's unyielding length. He needs to be claimed so thoroughly that
he'll be useless the next few days, unable to take a single step
without experiencing the achy reminder of having two cocks inside
him at once.

A year ago, Lucian would absolutely have
needed to work fingers into Finn's body before attempting this, no
matter how much Finn loves pain. It simply would not have been
physically possible for him to force the thick presence of his cock
into Finn's already straining ass without working him up to it.

But after a solid year of this kinky,
sadistic affair—of having Lucian's cock or some even more monstrous
toy up his ass nearly every day—Finn knows he can take it. It will
hurt. It will be awful, in all the best ways. But his body will
give way and allow Lucian inside, and then everything will be
perfect.

Sure enough, the tip of Lucian's cock finds
the place Brad's length is already spearing him open. Finn's rim
protests the insistent pressure, but he forces himself to breathe.
To relax his body. To make his muscles stop fighting as—oh god,
finally—Lucian slots into him alongside Brad's powerful cock.

Finn screams at the delicious, incendiary
agony of penetration. The sound is barely audible, between the gag
and the fact that his whole face is squashed into the side of
Brad's neck, but it sounds animalistic and broken just the same.
Fuck, they're going to split him in two, tear him right in half,
and Finn will welcome every torturous moment.

From there, he can only squirm and sob as
they fuck him together, straining his body to the very limits of
endurance. It seems impossible, how deeply they fill him. How
easily they hold him in place for each ruthless thrust, maneuvering
him like some sort of complicated dance. Taking their pleasure
without any indication that they even notice how much they're
hurting him.

Of course they are aware. Lucian is, at the
very least. Finn doesn't know if Brad gives a shit, but Lucian
knows his kinks, his limits, his desires. Lucian delights in
hurting Finn, but only so far as Finn wants to be hurt.

Maybe it's foolish to feel so safe, when he
is being so violently used. And yet Finn finds himself drifting
with the waves of pain—and grudging pleasure—blissed out between
the two powerful bodies pounding into him without mercy.

They don't let him come.

Both Brad and Lucian orgasm inside him,
spilling deep and leaving him a sticky mess when they finally pull
out. Their ejaculate smears between his thighs as they abandon him
on the couch and put their own clothing to rights. Brad closes his
briefcase, empty now. He doesn't bother releasing Finn from his
restraints or removing the gag from his mouth.

Then he is gone. Back out the door. Leaving
Finn sprawled across the couch with Lucian standing over him,
looking down at him with fond amusement masking satisfied heat.

"You'll be all right like this for a while,
won't you?" Lucian murmurs, as though this is the most reasonable
question in the world. "I've got a little more analysis to do
before I can finish taking care of you."

He doesn't wait for Finn's exhausted grunt in
reply, before returning to his desk and resuming his work.
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