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"It was wonderful to see you again, Ms. Carter. Say hi to the grandkids for me!" Anthony gave an air kiss near the old woman's cheek and smiled widely when she returned the gesture.

"And you give your husband all the hugs, kiddo. I'll see you in March for tax season."

He watched her go with a genuine smile. Ms. Carter had been a treasured client for years now after she'd been referred to him by her middle son. Her previous accountant had been scamming her, skimming off the profits of highly risky investments and nearly forcing the poor woman to come out of her well-deserved retirement. She was an absolute spitfire, a complete sweetheart. He felt a prickle of guilt for being relieved she was gone.

His husband's little challenge was very distracting.

Anthony adjusted his pristine striped collared shirt, but it did nothing to give his chest any relief. The clamps on his nipples and the delicate chain dangling between them remained resolutely in place, making his chest so sensitive that it was almost as if he could feel each thread of his clothing slide against the hard flesh.

'I really need to stop indulging these challenges.' He thought, knowing full well that whatever new little bet Phil would come up with would be worth it in the end and that he’d likely accept it. Luckily, the presence of a sweet old lady and dedication to his work combined were able to distract him for most of the day. But now, with both of those gone, all he could think about was the thrumming of pleasurable pain in time with his increasing heart rate.

'At least the day is done.' Anthony thought his sigh of relief stretched the shirt across his chest, making his entire body shudder. He was so glad his secretary left right when Ms. Carter arrived, knowing the woman loved to chat and Anthony wouldn’t make her stay overtime. When he'd turned off the lights and locked up the office, Anthony's phone vibrated in his coat pocket.

"Hey, sweetheart." Phil's voice completely failed to mask his amusement. "How was your day?"

Anthony chuckled. "You know very well how my day went, you demon. It ended with Ms. Carter, who was able to distract me well enough in the end."

"What a pity. It’s a pretty picture; you blushing as naughty thoughts fly through your head." That bastard laughed, and Anthony's nipples throbbed, his cock giving a twitch in his pants. "Be careful driving home, now. I need you in one piece so I can take you apart myself."

Anthony's focus was legendary when it needed to be; compartmentalizing information was integral to his job after all. But, boy, did Phil love to test his concentration. "Just don't fall asleep at the office while I'm driving home, old man."

There was that deep chuckle again, and Anthony shivered. Phil may be a decade older, but nothing slowed him down. He wasn't so much of a silver fox as a silver stallion, leaving Anthony wrung out, spent, and boneless while he was nearby with a satisfied curl to his lips. "I'll be ready for you, love. Be safe."

The commute was blessedly uneventful, just the usual traffic, allowing Anthony to let his mind drift. The throbbing of his chest felt distant as the routine of driving settled in, but it remained a constant in the back of his mind. Anthony wondered how the night would go. He absolutely needed to wash the day off his body; were these safe to wear in the shower? Keeping things analytical worked right up until he put the car in park in his driveway, an almost Pavlovian response once his body was on his property, his mind registering he was now in a safe place. His blood flowed south so fast, he missed the front door lock twice with his key and nearly forgot to lock the car.

The house was quiet, and Phil's car wasn't there. When his phone went off, Anthony saw a quick text not to cook anything since he would be back with food.

'Ah, I have time for a shower then.' As if summoned, his phone chimed again: "They are water safe, love."

Anthony laughed. Of course, Phil would think of that. It wasn't the most physical job, but there was something deeply therapeutic about washing the day away. 'And I can prepare myself for when he gets home.' Anticipation danced up his spine, but he kept to his habits. He hung up his jacket and left his shoes on the rack by the door, hung up the keys, and put his clothes in the hamper. He hummed to himself as he waited for the shower to heat up, just the sound of the running water triggering the tension in his shoulders to melt. The motion jostled the clamps, and Anthony bit his lip to keep a whine from escaping.

He ignored his growing erection and stepped under the steaming spray, and a squeal did escape when the water hit the pinched flesh. He washed himself, trying to be clinical and failing as every move made him acutely aware of the clamps on his chest. He cleaned around them, with a hiss escaping between his teeth when his fingers got too close. It was so tempting to give in to the urge to flick or press on them, but he refused to lose keeping his hands busy by cleaning his skin.

Once he'd rinsed, Anthony reached for the lube they kept in the shower. He was too excited, and the silicone gel dribbled down to his wrist. At least he remembered to snap it closed before putting it back on the shelf. Anthony gently circled the tip of his finger around his hole before easing it inside. The sensation of being gently stretched gave him a little satisfaction, but after wearing the chain all day and keeping his libido in check, knowing he was in a private, comfortable place where he could finally let loose, Anthony felt the increasing pace of his heart in the pinched points on his chest and clenching around his finger. He braced himself on the wall with the palm of his free hand and added another finger. His cock swelled, and a bead of precome was washed away by the flowing water. Anthony didn't dare touch it, only working himself open for when Phil got home. When two fingers fit easily, he gingerly added a third. Every nerve in his body sparked, and he couldn't control his hips. Distantly, he could hear the chime of the front door lock and footsteps approaching. Anthony arched his back and shamelessly rode his hand, breathing heavily as he prepared himself for his husband. When he felt the soft kiss of cooler air when the bathroom door opened and closed, Anthony shoved his fingers in deeper, grunting when he stretched himself too fast, and the sting on his chest was echoed between his cheeks.

"Fuck, that's so hot, I almost don't want you to stop."

Anthony moaned as if Phil's voice was a physical caress on his cock. He cracked open his eyes and saw him sitting on the closed toilet with his chin resting on his hand. His lips were twisted into a besotted grin under his mustache, and his slacks were tented between his legs. "Care to join me? Or should I finish myself in front























d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/scene_break.png





