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“Wow.” 

Jem stood at the foot of what seemed to be
an impossibly tall tower clad entirely in glass. It shimmered like fire in the
bright sun. He couldn’t make out the top. “And it’s all yours?”

“Actually, no.” Carlton wrapped an arm
casually around his shoulders, warm and strong at his side. “Just the top
floors are mine. But it sounds more impressive if I pretend the whole thing
belongs to me.”

“I’m still impressed.” Jem had never worked
anywhere like this. He had always imagined that this would be where important
people worked—making money, signing contracts, pushing numbers around. He was
getting a crick in his neck from staring up.

“Want to go inside?” Carlton smiled down at
him. He looked especially handsome today, imposingly tall, his dark hair
curling slightly against his temples.

“Please.” Jem smiled back.

Carlton guided him into the lobby with a
gentle hand at his back. Jem looked around in wonder at the shiny glass tower
with its soft corporate furnishings. Prints in neutral colours hung on the
walls. The carpet silenced their footsteps. “Nice.” Today was a Sunday, and it
was nearly empty. “How many people will be here?”

“Only one or two. I didn’t want to cause a
complete circus by bringing you in.”

Jem remembered how excited Carlton’s family
had been to meet him, and laughed. He had not realised that absolutely
everybody in Carlton’s life was desperate to find out more about him. It made
him feel special. He liked that Carlton was introducing him to people as his
partner.

They were met by a polished blonde in
designer glasses. She waited for them with her hands neatly clasped, her
business suit extremely crisp, her fair hair caught back in a knot. “Good
morning, Jem. I’m Aimee, Carlton’s assistant. It’s lovely to finally meet you.”
Her smile turned wicked. “We know you as Friday Night.”

“Friday Night?” Jem furrowed his brow.

“Oh, he met you on a Friday and then he
blew off work so he could take you out to dinner Friday night. Then on Saturday
he had to see Friday Night again, and on and on, until Friday Night became
Every Night.” She laughed. 

“Oh.” Jem reddened, half shy, half pleased.
“It’s nice to be able to spend so much time with Carlton. I guess I have you to
thank for rearranging all those meetings for me.”

“Aimee does a superb job of allowing me to
spend some time with my family instead of just working.” Carlton smiled down at
him. Aimee looked pleased at the compliment, while Jem brightened at being
referred to as his family.

“You two nearly didn’t meet,” Aimee said.
“Carlton asked me to get his sister’s present, but I told him to shop for his
sister himself or she’d know.”

“Aimee tells me off all the time,” said
Carlton cheerfully. “I am cursed with bossy women.”

Aimee raised an eyebrow. “You like it that
way.”

“Most definitely.” Carlton still had a hand
at Jem’s back. “I’ll be showing Jem around. Thanks for coming to meet him.”

“No problem. It’s been a pleasure meeting
you, Jem.” Aimee made herself
scarce.  

They headed to the lift. “Top floor,”
Carlton said, and Jem pushed the button.

“What is it with you and top floors?” Jem
remembered his penthouse flat.

Carlton laughed. “It’s symbolic. It
impresses people.”

“It’s definitely working on me.”

They stepped into the lift. The door slid
smoothly shut behind them. It was made of glass, filled with light, and they
were alone in it. Jem began eyeing Carlton speculatively; he really was
irresistible, and there was practically nobody else in the entire building...

His stomach tightened at the thought. He
let his eyes run slowly down Carlton’s body, thinking about it. The wicked
thrill of servicing him in the lift. The fear that somebody could walk in at
any moment. 

It was a classic fantasy and Carlton was so
smoking hot in his natural habitat that Jem couldn’t resist him. He went to his
knees.

“Jem!” Carlton was scandalised. He had no
problem fucking Jem in public, but clearly drew the line at his own office.

“Problem?” said Jem innocently, as he
reached for Carlton’s belt.

“This is really inapprop—” Carlton lost his
breath in a gasp as Jem nuzzled into the front of his trousers. That had the
desired effect; his hands came up to push into Jem’s hair and he gripped Jem
hard as he rubbed against his mouth. “You are a bad influence,” Carlton growled
as he unbuckled his belt and opened his trousers.

“Definitely.” Jem went down on him without
hesitation. He loved pleasing Carlton; he got such a rush from taking his cock
in his mouth, the rough grip on his hair, Carlton’s obvious hunger for him. He
set up a steady rhythm with his mouth. His heart pounded against his ribs and
he sneaked a hand down to squeeze his own cock.

Carlton shut his eyes and tipped his head
back against the wall with a strangled groan. Jem took his cock deeper
ruthlessly; he wanted to make Carlton come in his mouth. It didn’t take too
long before Carlton was pushing roughly into his mouth, close to the edge,
while Jem stroked himself frantically. But Carlton pulled out of his mouth.

“Hey,” Jem protested. “I wanted to finish
you.”

“I’m going to finish in you all right,”
said Carlton in that sexy growl. “When I get you over that desk.”

Oh. The thought of it made Jem light-headed
with desire. He allowed Carlton to tug him gently to his feet. He hoped it
wouldn’t be too long before Carlton did exactly what he’d been promising for so
long.

At last the lift slowed to a halt and they
stepped out onto the top floor. It was a world of huge glass windows and
elegant furnishings, simple but expensive. Jem was delighted; he liked to
imagine Carlton here thinking about him.

Carlton put a hand at the small of his back
and guided him into his corner office. Jem’s attention and his breath
immediately caught. The view from the floor-to-ceiling windows was spectacular,
the whole city laid out glittering beneath them, fresh and sparkling from last
night’s rain. Everything looked so tiny it was like standing over a model
village; Jem could see tiny cars winding their way through tiny streets. He
leaned into the glass, pleased beyond words.

“Nice, isn’t it?” Carlton smiled at his
side.

“We’re so high.” It was like being an
eagle, ready to soar. He spotted another tall glass building opposite, also
with these stunning windows. “Can they see us?”

The hand at his back pressed him tighter
against the glass. Carlton nipped at his throat, making him shiver. “What do
you think?”

“Well...” Jem shifted, losing his train of
thought. It was hard to think with Carlton doing this to him, keeping him
pinned against the glass.

“Would you like it if they could see you
here?” Carlton nuzzled into his throat, making Jem groan, his head falling back
against Carlton’s broad shoulder. “I think you would.” He slid a hand down to
cup Jem through the front of his trousers, squeezing gently.

“Ah.” Jem was completely unable to
concentrate now. It was hard to think of anything but Carlton kissing his
throat, stroking his cock. “How... how do you always know?”

“Know what?” Carlton applied a gentle
pressure that was driving him crazy.

“What I’m thinking.”

“Oh.” Carlton smiled against his throat.
“You’re consistent that way. You always like the thought of getting caught.” He
pulled Jem’s hands up and out, pushed his feet apart, making him stand
spreadeagled against the glass. “You’d like it if somebody could see you right
now. Getting teased against a window.” He pushed hard against Jem’s ass, and
Jem moaned, a steady throb of heat in his belly.

“I want...” Jem couldn’t think enough to get
out words. He rested his forehead against the cool glass, staying obediently in
place while those wicked hands wandered.

“Yes?” Carlton murmured, holding him
lightly to grind against his ass.

“Desk.”

He could feel Carlton catch his breath
against him. This was an intense shared fantasy. From the moment Carlton had
first called him at work to tell him he was fantasising about fucking him over
his desk, Jem had been picturing it in dozens of ways. How hard Carlton would
take him, how good it would feel. He had hardly dared hope that some day it
would actually happen. He shivered in anticipation.

They approached the desk together. It was a
huge expanse of polished, shining dark wood, simply laid out with a laptop and
papers. The wood gleamed a rich mahogany colour just like it had in the photo.
Plenty of room to be spread open on it. Even looking at it made Jem’s stomach
contract with a sudden surge of hunger. Carlton would pin him so hard as he
pounded him.

Carlton sounded slightly hoarse. “I think
about you here all the time. Getting you open and fucking you. Hard to focus on
work.”

“I can imagine.” Jem couldn’t seem to catch
his breath, the promise of this ultimate fantasy so near. “I want...” Carlton’s
arm slipped around him and he squirmed, unable to help it, transfixed by the
thought. “I want...”

“I’m going to finally fuck you on that damn
desk.” It was a primal growl of hunger, thrilling him down to his toes.

“Yes.” Jem started to fumble with the
button of his trousers.

He was too slow. Carlton ripped his
trousers open and yanked them straight down. He swept the paperwork aside with
an impatient gesture that sent papers fluttering everywhere and with one rough
hand forced Jem to bend over the desk, flattening him against the smooth wood.
Jem gasped, already overcome; it was even more vivid than he’d imagined, the
taste of wood polish in his mouth, the sun pouring into his eyes to dazzle him.
“Please,” he said.

“Going to tie you up.” Carlton pulled his
wrists together at the small of his back, slipped what felt like a belt around
them, pulled it tight. Then he gagged Jem with something smooth. Tasteless. Jem
shivered helplessly knowing that he was bound with Carlton’s belt, gagged with
Carlton’s tie. “Take photos of you. For me to keep.”

It turned him on unbearably to think that
Carlton wanted him so badly he needed to immortalise this moment of craving
forever. Jem whined, pulling against his bonds, desperate to be taken.

Carlton began snapping him with his
smartphone. The click of each picture only stoked Jem’s hunger; he felt like a
very special, very much wanted present, unwrapped and laid out to be enjoyed.
He was pretty sure that the pictures were lingering on his bare ass and the
thought made him whimper. “There,” Carlton said hoarsely, and slid the
smartphone across the desk so that Jem could see the last picture. Himself from
behind, bent over offering his ass, bound and gagged on that beautiful desk.
The culmination of their fantasy.

“You are the picture of sin, Jem. Anybody would
want to fuck you right now. Have you over and over until you beg for mercy.”
Carlton put a hand on the back of his neck, pressing just a bit harder, pinning
him tighter. “I wonder if anyone can see you like this. From the other
building. Wanting you for themselves.” He rubbed against Jem’s ass, and Jem
shuddered to realise how hard he was, how barely he was clinging on to his
control. “They can’t have you. Because you’re mine.”

“Yes,” Jem tried to say through the tie in
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