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Tommy Mack steps out from the subway platform
into a gorgeous night, taking a moment to stare up into the sky.
Light pollution softens and dilutes the stars, even here at the
edge of the city, but the view is still striking. The warm air and
pleasant breeze seem to reflect his good mood, and Tommy grins and
starts down the sidewalk.

Excitement coils inside him as he heads for
his destination—the old brick house owned by his best friend, where
a night of decadence and indulgence await. He's in a celebratory
mood, perfect for attending tonight's party. Ginny's been offering
to introduce him to the local scene for months, but Tommy hasn't
been to a kinky gathering in well over a year. He's been too
focused on job hunting and moving his whole damn life halfway
across the country.

The fact that Ginny herself is hosting
tonight's event would have been a compelling argument anyway, but
Tommy has new reason to unbury his head from the sand and actually
look around him.

He has a job. Fucking hell, after months of
searching, burning every scrap of energy he could spare and then
some, he finally has a job. The new start he's been looking
for is within reach, and Tommy plans to celebrate by getting fucked
hard.

The job search has been hell, and he tries
not to let his mind linger on it as his feet carry him down
passingly familiar streets full of well-lit homes and apartment
buildings. His numerous degrees make him overqualified for all the
entry-level positions he might've settled for—a fact that means
most HR departments won't even call him back—and under-qualified
for all the places that want five years of experience. Being caught
in the middle sucks, a wellspring of frustrations exacerbated by
the urgency of his situation.

Failing to find a job before his money runs
out would mean moving back to the hellscape he came out here to get
away from. And since he can't return to his old apartment—he
wouldn't, even if his ex invited him—that would mean couch-surfing,
an uncomfortable prospect at best.

Thank god he got a different call today.
Secretarial work lands below his ambitions, but the gig pays well
and Tommy's no snob. Besides, being personal assistant to one of
the city's most powerful CEO's will acquaint him with any number of
important people. The networking opportunities are endless, the
experience will be invaluable, and most importantly, Tommy won't
have to admit defeat.

He can stay and carve out the life he wants
for himself here.

His pace speeds. Relief and excitement coil
inside him with the knowledge that on Monday morning he will be
reporting for duty at the enormous high-rise downtown. The fact
that he hasn't actually met his new boss yet—hasn't even spoken
with him on the phone—feels a little strange, but apparently the
man takes a lot of business trips. The hiring team who handled
Tommy's interviews hand-waved the situation without apparent
concern, treating this absenteeism as a matter of course.

Tommy can't imagine hiring someone for a
position that will require daily contact without making sure he can
stand to be around them first. But then, he's not the CEO of a
major international corporation either.

He got a good vibe from everyone he met at
his new office, from the HR folks to the secretaries he'll be
working closely with. He's ready to make the best of the situation.
Considering the paycheck, this mysterious Mr. Carmichael would have
to be monstrously unpleasant to scare Tommy off. But what little
information Tommy gleaned is exactly the opposite. The man's
employees all seem to genuinely like him. The chatter Tommy
overheard in the break rooms sounded cheerful and friendly. He's
braced for anything—first impressions can be deceiving—but he's
finally begun to feel hopeful about his prospects.

A colder gust of wind cuts through the air,
and Tommy shivers, hunching in on himself and wondering if he
should have dressed warmer. He's wearing jeans and a t-shirt—casual
attire carefully calculated and fitted to render him
irresistible—and a faux leather jacket that's seen better days.

He is almost there, and excitement winds
hotter through him despite the chill. Ginny's the one who invited
him tonight, when Tommy called and told her the good news.

"I'm hosting something," she told him
decisively. "Your kind of something. And one of the guests
was made for you by god himself. Come meet the guy. If you don't
want to hook up with him, I'll pay for your cab home."

There's no way she'll be calling a cab,
though he doesn't doubt her word. In the decade they've been
friends, Ginny has never guessed wrong about Tommy's tastes. If she
says she's found a gorgeous, sadistic, dominant beast of a man—all
of which are implied by her assertion—then Tommy is absolutely
going to ask this stranger to demolish him tonight.

His heart is pounding hard when he reaches
the tall condo that straddles the confusing border between city and
suburb. It's a big place, owned by Ginny and half a dozen roommates
who are all wrapped up in the local kink scene.

Only a handful of cars line the driveway and
the street in front of the house. It's possible other guests
arrived on foot like Tommy, but it's equally possible this party is
a small affair. Ginny only ever invites people who are known
commodities when it comes to playtimes like tonight—trusted
acquaintances and partners and the very occasional
friend-of-a-friend. Tommy hasn't asked for any additional
information about his dream hookup, because he doesn't need to. The
fact that the man is attending this party means he is someone Ginny
trusts implicitly, and the fact that she's making deliberate
introductions means she holds him in remarkably high esteem.

Ginny's always been protective of Tommy. The
feeling is powerfully mutual.

She catches him in the front hall and
squashes him in a ferocious hug. "Congratulations, babe, I'm so
happy for you!" Then she stands there practically bouncing with
impatience. Tommy toes out of his shoes and socks, sheds his jacket
before following her farther into the house.

Ginny is dressed in what looks like the
shadow of today's business attire, and Tommy honestly can't decide
if she couldn't be bothered to change after work, or if this is
what she's done to dress up for the evening. Either way, it's a
good ensemble. If Tommy had any interest in women, he would
definitely appreciate the stern look.

Obscene sounds echo from corners and doorways
and adjacent halls as he and his guide move through the house. Some
doors stand open; others are tightly shut. Common areas contain
small clusters of people engaged in a vast range of activities,
from tame conversations over beverages to heavy make-out sessions
and spanking. From every direction, Tommy hears breathless moans
and pained cries—hands slapping bare skin, rods whistling through
the air, whimpers of ecstasy and need.

God, he has needed this so badly. Already the
tension is bleeding out of him, an unaccustomed calm overtaking him
by degrees.

"I told him about you," Ginny is saying when
he tunes back in. They've reached the stairs and she starts
upwards. "He's waiting in the library."

"Waiting?" Tommy's eyebrows arch high on his
forehead. "Alone? At a party like this? What the hell did you tell
him about me?"

Ginny pauses on the steps and throws a wicked
grin over her shoulder. "Everything. He's eager to meet you."

She hurries Tommy to the second floor, all
the way to the small library at the end of the hall, tapping
lightly on the door before leading the way through. The man waiting
inside is gorgeous, sitting imperiously in one of the old wingback
chairs in the corner. He holds a red book in one hand, and glances
up to acknowledge Ginny's arrival.

"Tommy, this is Shane." Ginny grins,
gesturing unnecessarily toward the beautiful stranger in the big
chair. "Shane, Tommy. Wish I could stay to chat, but I've got other
plans, have fun you two!" Then she's gone, vanishing so quickly
it's like she was never there. The door clicks shut with a snap,
leaving Tommy alone with his new acquaintance—Shane—and the
electric potential crackling in the silence.

Tommy's mouth waters as he takes Shane's
measure without pretense.

The man is enormous. Broad shoulders fill a
white button-up shirt, and expensive-looking dress pants cover
powerful thighs. He's built like a linebacker, all thick strength
and sturdy bulk beneath perfectly tailored clothing. His sleeves
have been rolled up, revealing muscular forearms, and his
unbuttoned collar frames a thick neck. His hair, flecked silver at
the temples, is trimmed short above a stern and handsome face.

Even Shane's shoes are polished to a perfect
shine. A briefcase sits upright beside the foot of the chair. A
suit jacket and tie have been draped over a tiny side table, but
even without them Shane looks ready to storm a corporate
boardroom.

Tommy absorbs all of this with a breathless
once-over, agonizingly aware of Shane giving him the same
treatment.

"Hi," he finally manages, praying Shane won't
expect eloquence from him tonight. Coherent words are going to be a
challenge once this beautiful avalanche of a man touches him. There
is so much easy, careless power in his posture that Tommy has to
fight not to stiffen beneath his pants.

Shane quirks an amused smile at this greeting
and sets his book—a fancy old edition of something by Plato—down on
the side table atop his jacket. "I'm delighted to meet you, Tommy.
Can I assume, since you're still standing here, that you intend to
stay?"

"Yes." Tommy doesn't know why he's still
standing by the door. The sexiest man he's ever seen is sitting
there, less than twenty feet away, and he can't convince his body
to carry him forward.

An eyebrow arches and Shane asks, "Are you
waiting for instructions?"

Oh god. He is. That's why he can't
bring himself to move. Tommy's every instinct is screaming at him
to submit to Shane, and he is too overwhelmed to have any idea
where to begin.

"Yes," he repeats, blushing with the
admission.

A wolfish smile flashes across Shane's face,
baring perfect teeth. "Good boy."

Tommy drags in a harsh breath, head going
fuzzy with a bright surge of want. He holds still while
Shane's eyes rake over him, confident he knows the image he
presents. He has dressed meticulously tonight, but in clothing
meant to look careless of fashion. Well-worn jeans mold perfectly
to his ass—a shapely specimen and one of his best features—and his
t-shirt fits just snugly enough to emphasize narrow shoulders and
skinny frame. His long hair is messy, in that deliberate way he so
rarely has patience for, a look achieved with blow dryer and
styling products to craft a perfect windblown cascade that barely
reaches his shoulders.

He knows he looks good, but it's still
reassuring to see the flash of possessive hunger that proves his
efforts have hit their mark.

Fucking hell, Shane is so much bigger than
him. Tommy can't wait to be overpowered. He hopes like hell Shane
is craving the same activities.

"Come closer and turn around." Shane leans
forward in the chair. "I want a good look at you."

Tommy burns hot with a mix of eagerness and
mortification, loving the thought of being inspected like a piece
of meat. God he hopes Shane is into humiliation. Not all sadists go
in for that sort of thing, but Tommy shivers at this first hint
that maybe he and Shane will be on the same page.

He obeys without hesitation, of course.
Keeping the library door closed but unlocked—house rules for
safety—he moves to the center of the room. A standing lamp beside
Shane's chair is the only light source, casting a bright but
contained glow. Tommy's bare feet step noiselessly across the
hardwood floor, and he turns in a slow circle, giving Shane's gaze
ample time to linger.

When he completes a full rotation, he finds
an even more ravenous glint in Shane's eyes.

But Shane's voice remains soft. "Take those
clothes off. Then come make yourself comfortable, while we discuss
precisely what I can do to you tonight."

Tommy barely restrains himself from tearing
his clothes off in a rush and throwing them to the floor—an honest
reaction, but unlikely to inspire confidence in a potential partner
who needs to trust his judgment. He moves efficiently, but with
more methodical purpose, making a subtle show of the process. He
folds his shirt, his jeans, his briefs, setting them down on an
empty corner of bookshelf. He doesn't bother looking around the
rest of the dim room, though he probably should. Get a feel for his
surroundings, for the things they might do here.

But he can't take his eyes off Shane.

Once Tommy is naked—deliciously aware of the
roiling inferno in Shane's stare—he faces a new conundrum. Shane
did not tell him how to get comfortable. He could climb into
Shane's lap. Pull up an adjacent chair. Perch on the windowsill
with heavy curtains at his back.

Then again, there is only one truly perfect
option. Tommy quickly moves into position, dropping to his knees on
the floor at Shane's feet.

Shane does not smile this time, but his tiny
nod of approval is equally satisfying. A moment later Shane spreads
his legs, and Tommy takes the hint, scooting closer until he's
kneeling in the space between. He's not yet touching, but god damn,
he is hungry to be touched.

"You're an obedient little thing, aren't
you?" Shane observes quietly.

A shiver slides down Tommy's spine at this
observation, delivered in a cool tone. Not quite disdainful enough
to fulfill his most shameless fantasies of debasement, but not bad
for a cautious opening volley.

He has the distinct, delightful impression
that Shane is capable of far worse and is tempering himself while
he gets a feel for Tommy's comfort zone.

"You can talk," Shane says, apparently
misunderstanding the source of Tommy's appreciative silence. "This
isn't a scene yet. If I ever require silence, I will tell you
expressly."

"Yes, sir," Tommy breathes.

Shane rewards him with another quick flash of
smile. "Well. We have all night. Why don't you tell me what you
like, and we'll see what experiments might satisfy us both?"

"Pain," Tommy blurts. He flushes, eager with
the weight of Shane's interest peering hard into his face. "And… I
like to be helpless. Tied up or held down or… I like it when my
partners grab and manhandle and climb right on top of me,
especially when they're strong enough that I can't get away."

"You like to fight." Shane nods approvingly.
"I would enjoy that. What else?"

"Humiliation. Cruelty. Disdain." Tommy
swallows hard and his face burns hotter. "Praise is nice enough,
but it's not what gets me hot."

"Not just an obedient little thing, then."
Shane's voice dips into an even cooler register. "An obedient,
worthless little slut."

Tommy's eyes flutter shut and he nearly
swoons, biting hard at his own lower lip to keep from whimpering
aloud. When he looks at Shane again, he finds amusement smoldering
alongside possessive heat.

"Is there anything I shouldn't call you?"
Shane manages to ask this question—kind and careful and gentle as
it is—in the same vicious voice. It's a neat trick. Tommy's blood
rushes with pleasure at the apparent contradiction.

He forces himself to think his answer
through, because unorthodox as this interrogation style might be,
these are important questions. "Don't call me baby. Or… baby boy,
or anything like that. I'm not a kid." Tommy wouldn't quite say
he's got a chip on his shoulder about such diminutive nicknames,
but he's never been fond of them. He's spent his whole life being
physically smaller than his friends and partners. Now that he's
grown into the full awareness of his sexual preferences, he
appreciates his petite stature—specifically the ease of finding
eager partners who tower over him. Men don't have to be anywhere
near as big as Shane to overpower Tommy, which just makes the man's
superfluous size and bulk all the more mouth-watering.

"Noted." Shane leans lazily back in the chair
and folds his hands in his lap. The gesture could be intended to
conceal a burgeoning erection—Tommy hopes so anyway—but it's
impossible to tell for certain. The maneuver is too smooth. "Tell
me more."

Tommy obeys the command, not quite believing
the patient and thorough way Shane picks his preferences apart down
to their base components. He can't remember ever being
grilled so endlessly about his kinks, his fantasies, his hard and
soft limits. The air is chilly on his naked skin, but he barely
notices past the adrenaline and arousal suffusing his body. He
drifts into the steady rhythm of Shane's voice, answering question
after question with all the honesty he can muster. They cover more
ground than they can ever hope to indulge in one night, and Tommy
has the distinct and delighted impression that Shane is already
pondering future encounters.

God, Shane hasn't even touched him yet, and
Tommy is desperate to submit again and again and again.

He learns Shane's preferences too, over the
course of this lengthy negotiation. The flavors of sadism he most
enjoys, the agonies he likes to inflict. They cover such a vast
swathe of territory that Tommy can't begin to guess what tonight's
activities will entail, and the uncertainty makes his cock stiffen
uncomfortably.
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