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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
author.
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A Detailed Warning:

 


This book depicts a boss/employee relationship,
poorly executed kink etiquette, potentially dangerous sexual
activities, and moments in which parties who have not consented to
participate are unknowingly present during sexual situations.
Please approach the subject matter with caution, heed the tags, and
do not use anything depicted in this story as a model for
appropriate real life behavior.
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By the time the office door opens, Tommy has
entered an almost meditative state.

The quiet click and subsequent creak of
hinges change that in an instant. The illusion of calm vanishes.
Suddenly, it's all he can do to contain a startled gasp and remain
perfectly quiet.

Whoever has just stepped into the office
can't see him. His uncomfortable position—kneeling naked beneath
Shane's desk—remains entirely concealed. A person would have to not
only step away from the door, but circle all the way around to the
far wall to get a line of sight beneath the sturdy piece of
furniture, and no one would do such a thing. Hell, none of Tommy's
coworkers would enter their CEO's office without knocking, which
means this has to be Shane.

Somehow, practical certainty is not enough to
calm the frantic racing of Tommy's heart.

In a moment like this, panic is nearly as
powerful an aphrodisiac as the position Shane left him in,
restrained by intricate knot work. Shane's big hands are capable of
remarkable delicacy—especially when devising clever torments out of
rope. Tommy's arms are pinned behind him, straight and parallel so
that his chest arches forward. His bent knees and legs are layered
with rope as well, wound tight so that he could not unfold them if
he tried. The wide spread of his legs only heightens the sensation
of being trapped, since the way he is bound allows him no leverage
at all.

Tommy has tried to keep still in Shane's
absence, but of course he's repeatedly failed. An anal hook,
attached to the intricate knots along his back, has seen to that.
The big metal ball at the end of the hook is wedged so far up his
ass he might as well be choking on it. Even the slightest shiver of
movement jostles the ball and hook inside him, setting off a
cascade of pleasure alongside a discomfort bordering on pain. Every
time. Tommy doesn't know how much longer he can tolerate the rigid
intrusion.

He loves it so fucking much.

He loves it almost as much as he loves Shane
Carmichael.

After several agonizing seconds of silence,
the door closes with a click, barely audible over the whirr of an
oscillating fan that's been running the entire time Tommy has
awaited his boss's return. The steady drone of the fan fills the
space, making it impossible to detect any hint of footsteps moving
through the room.

It must be Shane though. It must.

No one else would toy with him like this. No
one else knows he's here. As far as the rest of the office suite is
concerned, Tommy's been sent off on some quest that will keep him
out of the building all day. Not an uncommon occurrence, as Shane
Carmichael's personal assistant, which means this is not the first
time they've used it as cover for more carnal activities.

It's remarkable, really, the speed with which
Tommy and Shane have made a habit of fucking around at work. Like a
dam breaking, their decision to bring their secret liaison into
this office has inspired a torrent of new experiments. It's a
dangerous path to be on. Certainly it has the potential to fuck up
Tommy's career if they aren't careful, and ruin Shane's reputation
as an upstanding CEO.

But now they've begun exploring this new
terrain, neither of them has any inclination to stop.

Only as the intruder draws near does Tommy
discern footsteps. The tread is heavy enough to match Shane's big,
muscular body, but Tommy still can't tell for sure. The hum of the
fan is too steady, drowning out ambient noise. Even his own
breathing doesn't reach above the sound.

Which is almost certainly the point.

Tommy resists the urge to moan a wordless
question through the o-ring gag that holds his mouth wide open. His
need for reassurance conflicts directly and jarringly with the
irrational fear that this might not be Shane. The heady mix makes
his erect cock twitch. He shifts a little, feeling a faint hint of
discomfort where his balls scrape directly over rough carpet—then a
sharper jolt, closer to pain, when an involuntary jerk of his arms
lodges the metal hook deeper inside him.
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