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The office was dead after nine.

Only the low hum of the HVAC and the blue-white glow of the city through the blinds.

Tsame Adeyemi leaned back in his ergonomic chair, tie loose, sleeves rolled high enough to show the thick veins in his forearms. Twenty-seven, six-four, built like he bench-pressed Audis for fun. Dark skin, close-trimmed beard, eyes that always looked half-amused, like he knew something you didn’t.

Kels Harper had been staring at him for four straight years.

Thirty-nine, senior copywriter, quietly gay, quietly obsessed. He’d memorised the way Tsame’s shoulders filled out a dress shirt, the way he laughed at his own jokes, the way he said “babe” on the phone to his girlfriend Amara every afternoon at 5:15 sharp.

Tonight the floor was empty. The deadline was met. Everyone else had gone home to wives, husbands, dogs, Netflix.

Kels stayed because Tsame stayed.

Tsame finally stretched, rolled his neck, and caught Kels looking at him. Again.

“You good, bro?”

Kels didn’t answer with words.

He stood up, walked the twelve steps across the carpet that swallowed sound, and dropped to his knees in front of Tsame’s chair.

Tsame’s eyebrows shot up, but he didn’t move. His thighs parted on pure reflex.

“You sure you wanna open this door?” Tsame asked, voice already rough.

Kels reached for the belt. The clink of the buckle cracked like a starter pistol. Tsame exhaled through his nose, spread his legs wider, and let it happen.

Kels freed him slowly, reverently — thick, heavy, uncut, swelling fast against his palm. The scent hit him first: clean skin, cedar cologne, warm crotch. He didn’t tease. He took Tsame to the root in one wet slide, throat opening the way he’d practised on silicone for years.

“Jesus, fuck,” Tsame hissed. His head fell back, one big hand settling in Kels’ hair. Not guiding yet, just claiming.

Kels worked him like a man possessed: hollowed cheeks, sloppy spit, nose buried in trimmed pubes on every downstroke. When he finally pulled off for air, thick strings of saliva connected his swollen lips to the flushed head.

Tsame looked down, pupils blown. “You really want it that bad?”

“Four years,” Kels rasped. “Every single day.”

That was the match on gasoline.

Tsame surged up, hauled Kels to his feet by the front of his shirt, and slammed him face-down over the nearest desk. Papers exploded across the carpet. Kels’ slacks and boxers were ripped to mid-thigh in one brutal yank. Cool air kissed his exposed hole; then Tsame’s palm
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