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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
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A Detailed Warning:

 


This bundle includes stories that depict a
student/teacher sexual encounter, and a bdsm relationship between
boss and employee. While all parties are consenting adults, these
disparities create an uneven power dynamic that could be dangerous
in real life. Please approach these stories with caution, and heed
the content tags.
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"Be still, Benny. You're distracting
me from my work."

The warm, soothing rumble of Charles's
command washes over him like a balm, and Benny settles. He had not
realized how much he'd begun to squirm and wriggle, overstimulated
impatience making it impossible to hold obedient and motionless as
he waits for his dom to pay attention to him. His current position,
draped across Charles's desk—the work surface perpetually tidy
purely because Charles Wixon is a consummate neat-freak, and not
because of these more carnal activities—leaves him with no leverage
and no choice but to wait until his services are required.

Benny's feet can't reach the floor, even if
he tried to stretch and ground himself. His wrists are handcuffed
inescapably at the small of his back. The blindfold, tight across
his eyes, is made of such thick material that not even the
suggestion of light sneaks in through his closed eyelids. His cock
is trapped stiff and aching between the unforgiving surface of the
desk and his trembling stomach.

And through it all, the sizable plug in his
ass continues to vibrate away, rumbling endlessly until Benny's
insides are awash in far too much sensation, pleasure sharpening to
a knife's edge of pain.

With any other partner, Benny would doubt any
work is actually getting done. What kind of steely monster can
possibly focus on spreadsheets and marketing strategies while there
is a naked, helpless man bent over his desk within easy reach?

But he believes it of Charles—Mr.
Wixon—President, founder, and CEO of Wixon Commercial Groups
United. WCGU is a multinational corporation so vast that no one is
entirely certain what it does. It's also a powerhouse that Benny
always intended to mine for useful skills, strategies,
recommendations before striking out on his own. That was before he
met Charles, though. Before he learned exactly how Charles can make
him feel. And perhaps Benny should make a priority of moving the
fuck on now that he and his boss have become… this… whatever word
can hope to describe their arrangement of fucking around after
hours.

There's just one problem. Benny no longer
wants to leave. He doesn't care that his personal and professional
lives have grown inextricably tangled into this hedonistic disaster
of a relationship.

All he cares about is how gloriously,
ecstatically, dangerously good Charles Wixon makes him
feel.

For all that Benny is trying very hard to
behave himself, he can't keep entirely motionless. The vibrations
filling his ass are too powerful, the toy vibrating on its highest
setting, and his entire body trembles with the over-sensitized
intensity of the experience. God, how is Charles still not finished
with that goddamn evaluation? Benny needs him. He needs to
be taken in hand and brought to heel. He needs Charles's hands on
him, not the keyboard and file folders that currently hold
the man's attention.

At least Charles has not opted to gag him
tonight. On the one hand, a good solid ball gag would go a long way
towards quieting the involuntary and surely distracting whimpers
that keep threatening to escape Benny's chest. On the other hand,
with the mood Charles is in, he would probably opt for a ring gag
instead, which would only make it that much more difficult to stay
quiet. At least this way, Benny can close his mouth and do his best
to stifle his own plaintive noises.

The handcuffs clink when Benny twists his
wrists within the metal restraints, and the quiet interruption
earns a tsk of disapproval. Fuck. The more Benny fails to
meet Charles's expectations, the longer his boss will leave him
squirming unsatisfied.

There is already a risk Charles won't allow
him to come tonight. Benny has long since learned that orgasm is
never guaranteed in this arrangement of theirs. Sometimes Charles
leaves him unsated as punishment. Sometimes Charles simply enjoys
seeing him suffer. Either way, Benny knows better than to beg for
release. He knows there is nothing he can do to sway Charles
towards mercy, though there are any number of ways he can
inadvertently convince Charles not to let him come. Better
to simply assume he will be denied.

Toys are not entitled to orgasms.

If only he could see. He's facing the
door, which means if not for the blindfold, he would be able to
open his eyes and read the clock hanging on the far wall. He would
know how much time has passed. This limbo is torturous in its
mystery. When he can't trust his own overwrought senses, he has no
way to know if he's been lying here folded over his boss's desk for
twenty minutes or three hours.

It feels like he has been abandoned
here all night. Like they must be nearing daybreak. But rationally
he knows this is not possible. If only he had any coherent time
sense at all.

At last Benny hears the click of the laptop
closing, the shuffle of papers that signals Charles is finally,
finally finished with his pretext of work. There is the
click and glide of one of the desk drawers, and then Charles is
moving into the space directly behind Benny. Just the hint of body
heat is enough to make Benny delirious with a fresh rush of desire,
and he whimpers and squirms, jerking helplessly at the cruel metal
handcuffs.

"Needy little slut," Charles purrs with
unmistakable affection. "One of these days you will have to learn
some self-restraint. How am I ever to share you with my colleagues
if you can't behave yourself?"

Benny shivers at this suggestion. He does not
know if Charles is serious. Benny has made it clear he would
consider such an arrangement—there is nothing he loves quite so
much as being used, and something tells him the fantasy of being
held down by strangers is something he would very much like to
experience for real—but Charles is circumspect. He only mentions it
in moments like this, when the threat is sure to ramp up Benny's
excitement to a whole new fever pitch. Perhaps he's too territorial
to share. Benny has yet to push him on the subject.

When the thick toy pulls free from his ass,
Benny breathes a relieved sigh. The buzzing stops as Charles turns
it off and sets it aside, and for a brief and heady moment, Benny
is certain Charles will fuck him just like this. Slam into his
ready hole and claim him with violent abandon.

Instead, he hears the quiet click of a
plastic bottle—open and then shut a moment later—and an even
thicker toy begins to force its way past his already exhausted
rim.

"Ah!" Benny gasps, then bites down
hard on his lower lip to avoid asking impertinent questions. He
loosens his body the best he can with so little warning, but it
isn't enough. The new plug is absolutely enormous—he wonders what
it looks like—and the tightness of his body skirts the welcome line
between discomfort and pain as Charles forces the immense girth
relentlessly deeper. Every inch that sinks inside him makes Benny
gasp and shudder, and he jerks against the desk, wishing more than
ever that his feet could reach the goddamn floor.

It's so good. It aches and stretches and
fills him, this merciless presence guided by Charles's hand. Fuck,
it just keeps coming, the length of it even more daunting
than the straining girth. When it finally stops, its flared base
nudging securely between Benny's cheeks, it feels like the toy must
be filling his entire belly.

Impossible illusion, Benny knows. And yet the
thought of it takes his breath away.

Then Charles clicks a switch on the base of
the plug—ticking through multiple settings—and the thick intrusion
begins to vibrate even more powerfully than the toy that was
tormenting Benny before.

"Oh, fuck," he cries, bucking
uselessly and only managing to squash his own desperate cock
against the desk. The toy shifts uncomfortably inside him, and
Charles clicks the switch again, raising the vibrations to an even
higher setting that leaves Benny terrified he will shudder right
out of existence.

"Now then." Charles slides a soothing hand
along Benny's spine, then manhandles him easily into a more secure
position atop the desk. Benny finds himself still bent over the
smooth surface, but his hips are snugged more securely against the
edge than ever, his thighs crushed almost painfully against the
beveled mahogany edge.

Benny stifles a whimper as this maneuvering
jostles the plug spearing his ass. God, the thing is so big. How
long has Charles been waiting for an opportunity to put this thing
inside him?

His ears track every step as Charles rounds
the desk and stops directly in front of Benny. And now, now
he knows what Charles will do. Benny is positioned perfectly, his
head at the front edge of the desk, his mouth at the perfect height
for Charles's cock once the man's powerful fingers twist in his
hair and force his face forward.

"Open your mouth, little toy," Charles purrs,
and Benny immediately obeys.

There is no gentleness in the thrust that
shoves past his parted lips. Charles does not settle for taking his
mouth—he ruts all the way forward, forcing his entire length down
Benny's throat. He doesn't relent when Benny gags and chokes around
the intrusion. He doesn't stop until he is fully sheathed, his
belly crushed to Benny's face and his fingers tightening painful in
Benny's hair.

"That's a good boy," Charles groans, even
though Benny is choking and shuddering around the length violating
his throat.

Fuck. Benny will never tire of this. He has
no control, can't calm himself or quiet his spasming reflexes. It's
as though his body is not his own. He experiences these ugly,
glorious, overwhelming sensations from a disorienting remove, as he
lets himself experience being taken in this brutal way.

Charles withdraws quickly, but not for nearly
long enough to let Benny breathe. Then he drives deep again with no
warning, and Benny's wet gurgle of protest echoes through the
office, utterly obscene.

This time, Charles holds him there for what
feels like a very long time. Benny struggles ineffectually,
wriggling atop the desk, jerking at his cuffed wrists. He'll be
wearing bruises from the bite of unpadded metal, and it will be all
he can do not to touch them beneath the sleeves of his suit. The
vibrations shuddering through his ass are not enough to distract
him from the choked off lack of air and the spasming of his throat
around Charles's thick cock. Benny is not a man or a sexual partner
now, but a disobedient toy.
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