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

Top cover photo is by Christian Buehner: https://unsplash.com/@christianbuehner

Bottom cover photo is by Sean Pollock: https://unsplash.com/@seanpollock

Honest reviews are always appreciated. Loved it? Hated it? Can't decide what to make of it? Leave a rating and let the world know!

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: ]


Anal Hook, Anal Plug, Anal Sex, Ball Busting, BDSM, Blindfolds, Boss/Employee, CBT, Chastity Device, Cock Cage, Contemporary Setting, Crying, Deep Throat, Dom/Sub Themes, Dry Fucking, Established Relationship, Floor Sex, Handcuffs, Huge Insertion, Humiliation, Obedience, Office Sex, Oral Sex, Orgasm Delay, Orgasm Denial, Outdoor Sex, Pain Kink, Physical Restraint, Predicament Bondage, Prone Bone, Public Sexual Activities, Risk of Discovery, Rough Oral Sex, Rough Sex, Secret Relationship, Semi-Public Sex, Sensory Deprivation, Toys, Workplace Sex

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

A Detailed Warning
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Stories in this collection depict a boss and employee engaging in workplace sex. While both parties are enthusiastically consenting adults, the vast difference in their positions creates a power dynamic that could be dangerous in real life. Please approach the series with caution, and heed the content tags.
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Between the blindfold and the handcuffs, Tommy is already so aroused he's half terrified he will come the instant Shane touches him.

The fact that he's lying prone and naked on the floor of Shane Carmichael's office—long into the middle of the night and well after hours, but still decadent in the brazen and calculated risk of the thing—only amplifies the desperate desires rushing through him. His heart races, and he keeps trying to blink behind the blindfold, only to be prevented by the tight press of the heavy fabric over his eyelids. The knowledge that he is in this room alone, waiting helpless and eager for his boss to return, heightens this eager state even more, and he doesn't know how he will tolerate the wait.

He squirms in place, savoring the cruel drag of rough carpet against his trapped and rigid cock, the scrape along his stiff and aching nipples. His breath sounds ragged in his ears, his panting gasps impossibly loud in the silent office. The handcuffs clink when he twists and tugs uselessly at his wrists, and he prays Shane will return soon.

At last he hears the door, and then the muffled click of dress shoes crossing the thin carpet towards him. Tommy tracks this slow progress by sound. His senses are sharp with adrenaline, and with the instinctive need to compensate for the fact that he can't see a goddamn thing.

"Well now," Shane's lovely baritone murmurs, low and silky smooth. "Don't you look miserable, little slut." He's circling Tommy at a leisurely pace, and when he reaches Tommy's feet, he kicks his ankles apart with a thoughtful hum.

Tommy doesn't speak. He knows better.

The soft fabric of Shane's dress pants brushes his inner thighs—and this is all the warning Tommy gets before the hard sole of Shane's fancy shoe steps down on his exposed and vulnerable balls.

"Fuck," Tommy sobs, convulsing on the floor. He tries, instinctive and completely ineffective, to curl in on himself, and only succeeds in tormenting his nipples and his sensitized cock by scraping them more roughly against the carpet.

Shane hums a distinctly pleased sound, and steps down harder.

Tommy breathes a keening wail, trembling helplessly beneath this cruel assault. Shane's only response is to twist his foot, grinding Tommy's balls relentlessly into the ground. Fuck, it's as humiliating as it is painful, and ecstatic agony rolls through Tommy's prone body.

He is not the slightest bit tempted to use his safeword. The torture is exquisite, and he can feel tears soaking the fabric of the blindfold as he writhes and shudders and fails to get away. His skin is on fire from the cruel touch of rough carpet, his stones a perfect focal point of overwhelming pain. He knows Shane is savoring his tears and wounded cries. He hopes this memory will make Shane's next meeting in this space an absolute torment of distraction.

Fair's fair.

At last the merciless weight lifts—though the flow of blood back into deprived flesh is a whole second round of throbbing hurt—and Tommy is still caught in the spiral of excruciating sensation when Shane kicks his legs together again. Hell, he's so overwrought he barely registers the clink of a belt buckle and snickt of a zipper pulling down.

By the time he's calm enough to register what these sounds mean, Shane is kneeling astride his trembling thighs and running an appreciative palm over the swell of Tommy's ass.

"Too much?" Shane teases.

"No, sir," Tommy rasps, graveled with need.

"Mmm." Shane sounds distinctly skeptical, but he also shifts forward—covering Tommy's whole body with his hot, glorious weight. His cock is slick with lube when it nudges between Tommy's cheeks, despite the fact that he hasn't bothered with fingers and preparation.

Tommy bites his lower lip hard, but he doesn't try to quiet the shaky whimper that escapes him when Shane fucks in. It's a brutal penetration, stretching Tommy's tight rim, thrusting deep without warning or remorse. The fulness is immediately too much, and Tommy jerks beneath his boss's pinning weight. He does not truly want to get away, and he moans at his utter lack of leverage—at the fact that he has nowhere to go. There is no choice but to lie here, prone and pinned and shuddering, as Shane bottoms out too quickly.

Only a split second of stillness follows, and then Shane's powerful hips are rocking back, his cock pulling almost completely out before slamming deep a second time.

There is no respite after that. Tommy quickly finds himself reduced to shocky, keening sobs as his body is claimed and used. Shane fucks him with a vicious rhythm that crushes him violently to the floor, and all the while Tommy feels the teasing, stinging trail of Shane's mouth moving along his throat and shoulder. Possessive kisses and bites hard enough to mark, covering his skin as though this can possibly distract him from the delicious whirlwind of pain and pleasure pounding into his body.

Tommy's cock is stiffer than ever, despite the fact that the scraping friction from the floor hurts even more with Shane's bulk bearing down on top of him. Delighted pleasure sets his entire body aglow alongside more cruel sensations, a familiar mix of heady ecstasy and measured pain. His panting moans sound more ragged with every slam of Shane's hips, every sting of teeth, every growl he feels rumble from Shane's chest.

The darkness makes all of this overwhelmingly intense, and Tommy jerks his wrists within the handcuffs, hands moving beneath Shane's belly, arms pinned between their bodies.

"Would you like to come, little slut?" Shane pants into Tommy's ear.

"Yes, sir," Tommy sobs.

"Then do it. Now."

And Tommy does. Simple as these few growled words, his orgasm rockets through him on command. The pleasure is staggering, and he doesn't even know what sounds he's making, too lost in the crashing wave of satisfaction breaking
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