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      To my shameless reader⁠—

      You know why you're here. Enjoy every sinful word.
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      Simon’s desk was a blur of spreadsheets and emails, but his mind was elsewhere. Ethan. The name echoed in his head, coiled around his thoughts like a serpent. He shifted in his chair. The memory of Ethan’s voice—commanding, unyielding—made him shiver. His fingers hovered over the keyboard, but he couldn’t focus. Not when all he could think about was Ethan’s hands on him, Ethan’s cock inside him, Ethan’s piss filling him up, marking him.

      He bit his lip, his hips twitching involuntarily. It had been three days since their last session, and the ache in his chest had only grown stronger. He needed Ethan. Needed his dominance, his control, his presence. He needed to feel like he belonged to someone again.

      Simon's thoughts were a mess, a tangled web of shame and desire. He should be working, focusing on anything but Ethan, but how could he when all he could think about was how pathetic he was? Pathetic. The word echoed in his mind. He barely knew the man—had only been with him once—and yet here he was, practically panting for him, desperate for his touch, his cock, his control. It was humiliating, how easily Ethan had unraveled him, how quickly Simon had become a quivering, obedient mess in his hands.

      But then again, wasn’t that the point? That was the appeal, wasn’t it? Simon didn’t have to think when he was with Ethan. He didn’t have to control anything, didn’t have to pretend to be anything other than what he was—a slut, a toy, a hole to be used. There was a strange freedom in it, in letting go, in surrendering completely to someone else’s desires. It gave him a purpose, a reason to exist in those moments. Not as Simon, the worker, the office drone, but as Simon, Ethan’s plaything, his property, his good boy.

      He shifted in his chair. It was pathetic, sure, but it was also intoxicating. There was something so raw, so primal about being used, about enduring whatever Ethan wanted to do to him, and coming back for more. It wasn’t just about the pleasure—it was about the submission, the surrender, the way Ethan’s dominance made him feel whole, even as it broke him down.

      Simon exhaled sharply, forcing himself to focus on his work, but the thoughts lingered. Pathetic or not, he couldn’t deny that being with Ethan had awakened something in him, something he didn’t want to ignore. It had awaken things even Josh could not wake up in him. He just had to survive the day, get through this torment of waiting, and tomorrow night, he’d be exactly where he belonged—at Ethan’s mercy, ready to serve.

      
      The sound of his phone vibrating on the desk jolted him back to reality. His heart leapt as he grabbed it, his fingers trembling as he unlocked the screen. It was a message from Ethan.

      “Tomorrow night. My place. Wear something comfortable—something you can strip off in seconds.”

      Simon’s breath hitched as he read the message, his cock twitching in response. The promise in Ethan’s words was unmistakable, and the thought of being at Ethan’s mercy again sent a jolt of heat straight to his groin. He knew exactly what to wear—something loose, something easy to discard. His mind raced with anticipation, already imagining the way Ethan would peel the fabric from his body, leaving him bare and vulnerable.

      Simon’s breath hitched, and he felt his cock twitch in his pants. He imagined Ethan’s hands tearing his clothes off, his voice low and demanding as he ordered Simon to kneel, to submit, to take everything he gave him.

      He couldn’t help it. His hand slid under the desk, fingers brushing against the growing bulge in his slacks. He glanced around the office, but no one was paying attention to him. His coworkers were absorbed in their own work, their faces illuminated by the glow of their monitors. Simon’s heart raced as he undid his zipper, just enough to slip his hand inside. The slick precum dampening his briefs made him moan softly, the sound muffled by the hum of the office.

      “Keep it in your pants,” Ethan’s voice whispered in his head. “Be a good boy for me.”

      Simon’s hand froze, his cock twitching violently as the first hot spurt of cum shot through the fabric of his briefs. The thick, sticky warmth spread quickly, soaking into the tight cotton that clung to his throbbing length. He bit his lip hard to stifle a moan, his hips jerking slightly as more cum pulsed out, coating his shaft and pooling at the base where it dripped down to soak his balls. Overwhelming sensation—his cock twitched again, and another wave of cum spilled out, wetting the inside of his slacks and leaving a damp patch that no one in the office could see but him.

      Ethan’s voice echoed in his mind, sharp and mocking. “Look at you, Simon, cumming in your pants like a desperate little slut. Can’t even wait until you’re home, can you? Pathetic.” Simon’s cheeks burned with humiliation, but the thought of Ethan’s judgment only made his cock throb harder. He could almost feel Ethan’s presence, could almost see the smirk on his face as he watched Simon squirm, his cum-soaked briefs clinging to him like a badge of shame. “You’re such a mess, aren’t you? My mess.” The words sent a shiver through him, and Simon’s cock gave one last weak twitch, spilling the last of his cum into the sticky mess he’d made. Simon slumped in his chair, his breath ragged, his body still trembling. His mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. What the fuck? he thought, his cheeks burning with a mix of shame and arousal. Why did I just jerk off in the fucking office, pretending Ethan was commanding me? What the hell is wrong with me? His hand, sticky with his own cum, felt like a brand against his skin.

      He stared at the mess he’d made, the damp patch an alarming sign of his lack of control. This is fucking insane, he thought, running a hand through his hair. I barely know the guy. We’ve only done this once, and now I’m sitting here, humping my hand in the middle of the workday like some desperate slut. What the actual fuck is this?

      But even as the shame washed over him, a part of him—a part he didn’t want to acknowledge—felt a twisted sense of satisfaction. Because it’s Ethan, his mind whispered. Because he’s got something, something that makes you feel… seen. Something that makes you feel like you matter, even when he’s breaking you down. Even when he’s reducing you to this—a cum-soaked mess in the middle of a fucking office.

      He groaned softly, his cock twitching weakly in his ruined briefs. Pathetic, he thought, echoing Ethan’s imaginary voice. But isn’t that the point? Isn’t that what you’ve been craving? Someone who sees you, who knows how to take you apart and put you back together again? Someone who makes you feel like you belong, even if it’s only in the most humiliating, degrading way possible?

      And that was the truth, wasn’t it? Simon had spent weeks with other men, trying to fill the void Josh had left, but none of them had done it. None of them had made him feel the way Ethan did—wanted, owned. It was fucked up, sure, but it was also… real. More real than anything he’d felt in a long time.

      He took a shaky breath, his mind still reeling. You’re his, the voice in his head said, soft but insistent. You’re his, and you know it. And you’re fucking pathetic for it, but you’re also… happy. You’re happy because he makes you feel like you’re worth something, even when he’s tearing you into pieces. Even when he’s making you cum in your pants like some desperate little slut.

      Simon closed his eyes, letting the truth of it sink in. He was Ethan’s. And no matter how much he tried to deny it, no matter how much he tried to fight it, he knew he’d keep coming back for more. Because Ethan was the only one who could give him what he needed—the only one who could make him feel like he was more than just a good looking guy with a nice ass. There was so much more to Simon what can be used besides his ass.

      Ethan’s mess, Simon thought, a small, bitter smile tugging at his lips. That
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