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All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.

This book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This book may not be resold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each reader. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please visit your favorite eBook retailer to purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Content Tags


[image: ]


Aftercare, Anal Hook, Anal Play, Ball Humbler, BDSM, Blindfolds, Casual Sex, CBT, Chastity Device, Contemporary Setting, Crying, Deep Throat, Desk Sex, Dom/Sub Themes, Established Relationship, First Time, Floor Sex, Gags, Hand Job, Handcuffs, Humiliation, Impact Play, Nipple Clamps, Office Sex, Oral Sex, Orgasm Delay, Pain Kink, Physical Restraint, Penis Gag, Predicament Bondage, Priest, Prone Bone, Risk of Discovery, Rope Bondage, Rough Oral Sex, Rough Sex, Semi-Public Sex, Sensory Deprivation, Sex with a Stranger, Spanking, Taking Pictures During Sex, Tied Up, Toys, Workplace Sex

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Painful Predicament


[image: ]


"Are you going to behave?" Drake murmurs, stroking disconcertingly gentle fingers through the long strands of Alan's hair. "I have a great deal of work to do, and you've already been unforgivably distracting."

Of course, Alan couldn't give his dom any lip right now, even if he wanted to be a brat. Under other circumstances—if he were less trapped and immobilized—he might act up, just on principle, just to see how Drake would react.

But in this moment, Alan is too thoroughly restrained, not to mention overstimulated. All he can do is moan from his place kneeling on the floor, a muffled sob escaping around the penis gag that fills his mouth.

"Well," Drake says, as though Alan's answer came in words rather than wounded whimpers. "You'll just have to do your best to keep quiet. I'm far too busy to manage you right now."

This is all a familiar game. Drake does have work to do—makes a point of bringing home tasks that are both simple and time-consuming for exactly this purpose—and he will make a grand show of focusing on his files and folders and computer screens, all the better to humiliate his naked and suffering sub.

Alan loves it, almost as much as he enjoys the inevitable culmination of the contest of wills, when Drake will inevitably use him with rough abandon and perhaps even allow Alan an orgasm of his own.

But for now, Drake walks away. The office is large, the second biggest room in Drake's house—more library than study—and the desk stands beneath a window on the far wall. Impossible distance separates them as Drake settles into the chair, turning his back to Alan and getting to work. Leaving Alan no distraction at all from the predicament he finds himself in, and no choice but to wait and tremble and breathe as steadily as he can.

The ropes binding him are masterfully tied, a beautiful trap that holds Alan on his knees and forces his arms out unbending behind his back. A humbler pulls his feverish balls behind him, the device held securely in position by the backs of his thighs as polished wood squashes and stretches delicate flesh. He can relieve the pressure a little by adjusting his posture, but doing so wedges the big metal ball further up his ass—an anal hook, high among the torments Drake devised for him tonight.

Even better—and simultaneously worse—butterfly clamps crush both of Alan's nipples, with the chain between exerting a cruel pull that worsens every time he manages to ease either the penetrating pressure inside him or the strain pulling at his balls.

He doesn't understand the mechanics of how Drake has done this to him. Hell, if these tortures had come at anyone else's hand, he might wonder if they were truly safe.

But he trusts Drake. And he trusts Drake's skill. Which leaves him free to revel in the variety of agonies inflicted, while flushing with giddy humiliation at the fact that Drake isn't even looking at him.

For a time, he manages to keep still. It's almost like meditating, this forceful focus that requires so much effort. Breathe. Quiet. Lungs work steady air, in, out, in. Set aside awareness of the merciless ball of metal hooked inside him. Embrace the buzzy heat of pain in his crushed nipples, and don't think about how much it will hurt when the clamps come off. Try—and mostly fail—to ignore the sore, shaky, taut stretch of vulnerable flesh between his legs.

Swallowing around the penis gag is difficult, deeply as it fills his mouth. It isn't quite long enough to enter his throat, but it's damnably close, and the thick presence is a constant challenge to his gag reflex. Even with all his ample, eager skill, Alan can only suppress his body's reactions for so long.

Eventually his control begins to falter. He shifts forward just a little, restless and desperate to ease the pull at his nipples. The movement jostles the metal hook inside him, and he jerks involuntarily, leaning forward even harder without conscious intent. This sudden movement intensifies the agonizing stretch in his balls—which makes him lean back again—tugging harder than ever at his poor crushed nipples.

All this raw sensory input makes Alan whimper, and the vocalization makes his throat spasm, gagging him on the rubbery phallus that fills so much of his mouth.

His tongue, flattened beneath the thick intrusion, works helplessly against smooth silicone as the wet sounds of his choking echo through the room. When he finally manages to calm and quiet, he realizes Drake is still ignoring him. The rational portion of his brain knows Drake is not actually indifferent. This plight was carefully engineered, and his dom would never put him in danger. If Alan's choking fit were to continue unchecked, Drake would have acted to remove the gag and check in.

But the illusion of helplessness is a heady drug, and Alan shivers with the awareness of his own inability to save himself.

He falters again before long. And again after that. Each time, he manages to stop choking and maintain control for several minutes, only to fall apart all too soon. Again and again he loses himself, each time more intensely than before. He is nothing but a focal point of pain, aware only of the conflicting agonies vying for primacy in his body. His ass aches, his balls throb, his nipples spark with feeling. And surrounded by so many sensations, he can't escape any of them.

At last Drake rises from the desk and crosses the wide office. He kneels beside Alan and unbuckles the strap from the back of his head, removing the gag. The rest of the torments he leaves in place, as he sets the penis gag aside and closes his hand around Alan's rigid cock.

"Oh, fuck," Alan sobs at the first firm stroke of Drake's hand. Pleasure rockets through him, amplified by all the inescapable points of pain. The two flavors of sensation play off each other—making it impossible to keep still—making Alan jerk and shudder and worsen the tortures inflicted.

He is so close to the edge. Orgasm flickers within reach, tempting and delicious. He could reach out and touch it, if he weren't so utterly at Drake's mercy. But he can't do it without permission. Drake has him too well trained—Alan can't finish without his dom's verbal blessing, no matter how good Drake's tight and stroking grip.

Drake brushes a kiss to Alan's temple, pressing words into the skin. "Come for me, little one."

And Alan does.
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