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Love Has No Boundaries

An M/M Romance series

THE EXECUTIVE LOUNGE
By Angela Benedetti

Introduction

The story you are about to read celebrates love, sex and romance between
men. It is a product of the Love Has No Boundaries promotion sponsored by
the Goodreads M/M Romance Group and is published as a free gift to you.

What Is Love Has No Boundaries?

The Goodreads M/M Romance Group invited members to choose a photo
and pen a letter asking for a short M/M romance story inspired by the image;
authors from the group were encouraged to select a letter and write an original
tale. The result was an outpouring of creativity that shone a spotlight on the
special bond between M/M romance writers and the people who love what
they do.

A written description of the image that inspired this story is provided along
with the original request letter. If you’d like to view the photo, please feel free
to join the Goodreads M/M Romance Group and visit the discussion section:
Love Has No Boundaries.

Whether you are an avid M/M romance reader or new to the genre, you are
in for a delicious treat.

Words of Caution

This story may contain sexually explicit content and is intended for adult
readers. It may contain content that is disagreeable or distressing to some
readers. The M/M Romance Group strongly recommends that each reader
review the General Information section before each story for story tags as well
as for content warnings.


http://www.goodreads.com/group/show/20149-m-m-romance
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This story is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are
the products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any
resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is entirely
coincidental.
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THE EXECUTIVE LOUNGE
By Angela Benedetti

Photo Description

A slightly dazed-looking young man in a rumpled suit is sitting next to a
motorcycle, cuffed to it by his wrists. He doesn’t seem to be at all unhappy
with his situation.

Story Letter
Dear Author,

It happened so quickly and was so unpredictable and completely out of
control. A last minute, scratch that, a last second business trip out of town. A
surprise office party for the CEO at the end of the very first day. BTW, does he
look familiar or is my second martini and jet-lag messing with me? Late night
bar hopping after that... and who on earth suggested checking out a BDSM
club while we were at it? Certainly it couldn’t have been my idea; | know how
to keep my kinks well hidden and under control. But here | am, chained to a
bike like somebody’ pet and... happy? Damn if | haven’t seen that bike
somewhere else up close before...

Sincerely,

Mammarella

Story Info

Genre: contemporary

Tags: businessmen, lawyers, BDSM, public activity, age gap, over age 40
Content warnings: dub-con/non-con

Word count: 60,737
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THE EXECUTIVE LOUNGE
By Angela Benedetti

CHAPTER ONE

The first thing | need you to understand is that I really can hold my liquor.
Seriously, I’m not a lightweight, | know my capacity, and it’s pretty damn
good, plus I wasn’t even drinking all that much. But Greg sprang this trip on
me at the last minute, and | was up all night finding a twenty-four-hour cleaner
and doing laundry and...

Okay, let me back up.

I’d been job hunting since graduation and was getting kind of desperate
when | got a call-back from Castle Silicasystems. | did my best not to sound
hysterically grateful when | made the appointment, then got into my best blue
interview suit and headed down to their campus in beautiful downtown San
Jose, praying to everyone from Ares to Zoroaster for luck and favors.

Castle has been around a while and is big enough to have an HR
department, so it was another five weeks before I actually reported in to work,
but finally, one bright Monday morning, there | was.

It took me most of the day to get out of HR—and my signing hand was
sore by then, seriously—but I finally made it up to Greg Wyatt’s office. Greg
was the CTO and had decided that my shiny new degree and | were just what
he needed in a personal assistant.

Yeah, | was a glorified secretary with an MBA, and a bachelor’s in
mechanical engineering. 1’d figured that being able to speak to the techies in
their own language would give me an advantage in the job market, and sure
enough, it did. | still had ambition for more—maybe even Greg’s job
someday—but right then | was pathetically grateful to have a paycheck
coming in, and it wasn’t a small one, either. The university Financial Aid
office would be really happy about that.
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So there | was, settling in and getting to know people and figuring out what
Greg needed and how to keep him organized and his office running, when he
does the oh-by-the-way thing and has me book plane tickets and a hotel room
for myself for Friday. It seemed that Nicolas Castle—the Mr. Castle—was
flying in from Mumbai and planning to overnight in NYC. Executive row,
basically the buddies Mr. Castle had hired back in the nineties when he’d
started the company, were surprising him on Friday for his birthday.

Yeah, you know a company’s solvent when its top dozen execs can fly
twenty-five hundred miles for a surprise birthday bash. At least | didn’t have
to worry about getting laid off in the near future, right?

Greg said it’d be a perfect chance for me to meet everyone and hang out,
be casual, get to know the guys. Obviously it’s been a while since he was a
new hire with a recent diploma, but it was a nice thought, and I was willing to
step up for some face time with the big dogs in the company even if | wasn’t
stupid enough to think I could let it all hang out.

So, cleaning-laundry-packing, and off | went to New York. It was
evening—Ilate evening—by the time my plane landed.

| get motion sick, so | took some pills for the flight. I’m mentioning that
because I’'m pretty sure the drugs—which | totally needed—contributed to
what happened later. | got checked in at the Algonquin, which is about twelve
classes classier than any hotel I’d ever stayed in before, and found Greg’s
room. He gave me a once-over and a big smile.

“Hey, Rob, great timing. | was about to head up.” He closed the door
behind him, and we went up the hall to the elevators. “Allan and Tony got in
last night and ambushed Nick in the lobby, so the secret isn’t very secret
anymore. Nick cussed me out when I called up, though, so at least he was
surprised enough to be growly about it.”

| made an agreeable sounding noise because | couldn’t think of anything
intelligent to say about that, and figured no specific comment was better than
saying something stupid.
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Besides, just being in that hotel was blowing me away. | mean, it’s the
Algonquin, right? Dorothy Parker and the Algonquin Round Table and all
that? It’s one of the landmark hotels in the country, maybe the world, | don’t
know. | expected it to be fancy, but this was like something out of a movie,
only more so, because movies tend to be flashy and this was pure, long-nosed
class.

The carpet was a rich burgundy, and I was willing to bet it was wool. It
was thick and soft, with great padding. Okay, you’re probably laughing now,
but when my mom made a bunch of money on her wrench patent, my parents
redid the house and Dad and | learned all about how much of a difference good
padding underneath the carpet makes. This was the expensive stuff, and my
feet were pretty much orgasming in my sixty-dollar work shoes.

The side tables between each pair of elevator doors were a dark wood,
carved and stained and shiny, with potted orchids on them- real ones, not silk
or plastic or whatever. The inside of the elevator was polished brass, with a
light fixture that was all angled crystal spikes coming down out of the ceiling.

Up on the floor where Mr. Castle’s suite was, the carpet was even better,
which kind of blew me away.

Okay, I’ll shut up about the carpet. | was jet-lagged and drugged,
remember?

Greg rang the bell—yeah, there was a doorbell outside this hotel room—
and someone 1’d never seen before opened it. Greg waved a hand between us
and said, “Hal, Rob, Rob, Hal,” while walking through the entryway.

Someone put a martini in my hand, and Greg vanished into the suite. There
was music playing, classic metal | think, but not loud enough to spike your
eardrums, which | appreciated. | thought I recognized a couple of faces from
the office, but basically it was a cluster of suits. Hot older guys in suits.
Wherever Mr. Castle had met his friends back when, | wanted to go hang out
there.

| walked around drinking my drink and occasionally saying hi to people.
Some names went by, but none of them stuck. One of the benefits to being the



Love Has No Boundaries: THE EXECUTIVE LOUNGE by Angela Benedetti 10

new-kid-slash-secretary-type is that you can just call everyone “sir” and that
works, so | didn’t stress out about it.

A couple of martinis later—it was over an hour, | swear—I was looking at
a painting of an African marketplace that I’m pretty sure didn’t come from a
hotel supply catalog when Greg’s hand clamped down on my wrist, the one
that didn’t have a glass in it.

“There you are. I’ve been looking for you. Come on.” He hauled me across
the living room and through an open double door into a bedroom the size of
my apartment. A king- size bed dominated the far end to the left, while close
to the door was a conversation area with two loveseats and a big upholstered
chair, arranged in a square around an expensive looking rug with a fireplace on
the fourth side. We walked around in front of the fireplace and turned to face
the men whose conversation had stopped as soon as we came in.

Sitting in the chair facing the fireplace—facing me—was an incredibly
gorgeous man, even at a party full of hot guys. Thick dark hair, a nose like a
hawk, sharp grey eyes, and a mouth 1’d sell my mother to have on absolutely
any part of my body.

Okay, maybe not my mother, but definitely my sister.

(Have I mentioned I’m seriously gay? | probably should’ve mentioned that
earlier, and at this point it’s obvious, so... carry on.)

Greg said, “Hey, Nick, I got you something! Happy birthday!” His hand
gave me a push just above my butt, and | took a quick step forward because
otherwise 1’d have fallen splat on my face. | managed not to spill what was left
of my drink either, go me!

It took a few seconds for what Greg had said to penetrate, and when it did |
was pretty confused.

Happy birthday? So... | was a birthday present? The first thing that came
to my mind was that Greg had hired me to fuck the boss, or be fucked by, or
whatever, and part of me was okay with that, however the interpretation went.
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The second thing was that if | was a gift—ignoring the real world for a
minute—then Mr. Castle would own me, and the thought made me want to fall
down to my knees right then. The rug was thick and soft and | could slam right
down at his feet and it wouldn’t hurt.

The third thing that came to mind (and this was where the real world
elbowed its way back into the front of my brain) was that I’d been hired for a
real job, | needed a real job, and that being the boss’s birthday present wasn’t a
great career move if you wanted your career to last more than a few days at
most. Fun was great, fantasy was awesome, but | had bills and rent and student
loans to pay.

Mr. Castle had to’ve been thinking something similar because he gave me
a once-over, then glared over my shoulder at Greg and said, “Birthday
present? Seriously?”

The guys in the loveseats to either side were smirking, snickering, ogling,
and eye-rolling, respectively. They were all hot, too—yeah, | checked—and
the one who was smirking was also eyeing me like he’d be happy to have me
be re-gifted in his direction if his boss didn’t want me.

Before | could figure out what I thought about that, Greg said, “Yes,
seriously. You’ve been fighting me on this for months, but you need an
assistant, period. He’s got an MBA and an engineering degree, so | don’t want
to hear any shit, okay? You’re buried, we’re dropping balls, so deal.”

Mr. Castle scowled at him, then gave me another look-over, this one a little
less primal but actually scarier because we were back in the real world again,
talking about that job that’d pay the bills.

| held out my hand and said, “Robert Arvazian, sir. I’m looking forward to
working with you.”

He stared at my hand for half a second, then leaned forward and shook it.
He didn’t try to break my fingers off or anything; it was a firm, professional
handshake.

“Welcome aboard. | hope you’re ready to dive right in.”
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“Absolutely, sir.”

| got a tight nod, and then he looked over at the guy to my right—the one
who’d been smirking when we all thought | was meant to be a different kind
of birthday present—and they picked up a conversation about a government
contract that was slipping its schedule. | stood there for a few seconds, then
took a couple of steps backward past Greg and slipped away.

| emptied my glass in one gulp and went looking for something non-
alcoholic. I ended up with a highball glass full of ginger ale, and had actually
fallen into a conversation with a guy named Nachman Levin, who was the
head of Logistics, when the living room was suddenly a lot fuller and everyone
seemed to be migrating toward the main door.

Greg tugged on my sleeve and said, “Rob, Nach, come on, we’re going
bar-hopping. You can’t spend the night in New York and never leave your
hotel.” He grinned and herded us out.

*kkk
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CHAPTER TWO

| want to note at this point that I’d stopped drinking, right? The whole bar-
hopping thing was not my idea, and it wasn’t like | could beg off. | was feeling
more tired than anything else at that point, and kind of loopy, but | assumed it
was because of the tired plus having my brain scrambled by the whole gift-to-
the-boss thing—the non-reality of which I’ll admit | was still kind of
regretting, in the back of my brain where | don’t have to take things for-real
seriously.

So we all went downstairs and | ended up in the back of a cab between
Greg and Nachman. We were kind of squished, but at least | knew them,
which was better than being half in the lap of some stranger.

The next few stops were bars | don’t remember the names of. Or what they
looked like. Or even what | drank, although 1I’m pretty sure | tried to keep it
down to one drink per stop. That wasn’t hard—we didn’t stay in any one place
all that long. We shed a few people here and there as we went, and a couple
hours later we were down to just the guys who’d been with Mr. Castle in the
bedroom, plus me and Greg and a couple of others.

| was almost done with martini number whatever when one of the
executives—I think his name was Hank—said that he used to live in New
York and that he’d had all the mundanity he could deal with for one night.
Then there was something about how the boss shouldn’t have to be bored at
his own damn birthday party, and everyone should follow him.

Two minutes later we were back in cabs on our way to someplace not-
boring. I think | fell asleep for a few, or maybe just zoned out, I’m not sure,
but the cold air that slammed through the car when the doors opened again got
my brain cells firing and | followed the crowd into another place.

The outside was pretty plain—cinderblock walls painted grey, which
seems kind of redundant to me, but whatever. The lobby area was pretty dull
too, with a guy in a leather vest over a T-shirt sitting behind a counter, handing
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out forms for everyone to sign while the guy we’d followed handed the desk
guy a black AmEXx.

| was having a hard time getting my eyes to focus that small, so after
squinting at the form for a minute or so, | just looked around, saw that
everyone else was signing, and figured | could sign too.

I know—stupid, right? | was out of it, is all | can say.

| followed the gang through a heavy wooden door with two bouncers oniit,
and we ended up in what looked like another basic bar, except it was all men,
and a lot of them were wearing leather—pants, boots, wristbands, vests. It took
me a minute (loopy, remember?) to figure out that it wasn’t just a gay bar but a
leather club.

Yeah, | was in New York City, in a BDSM club with a bunch of
millionaires—like something out of a bad porny novel.

Okay, I actually like a lot of those books, but still, it’s not exactly realistic,
except there | was.

It wasn’t all marble and velvet and St. Andrew’s crosses, anything like
that. It was a nice bar with dark wood paneling and comfy looking chairs and
springy carpet, which was just as well because here and there | saw guys
kneeling on the floor.

And right then it hit me that | was in a BDSM club surrounded by a bunch
of really studly guys, some of whom actually knew my name, and | started
getting hard. I know, you’re thinking | had way too much alcohol for that, but
like | keep saying, | wasn’t that drunk—it was mostly lack of sleep, and the
pills 1I’d had on the plane and the jet lag and all.

We wandered across the room, weaving between tables and couches and
chairs, until a group got up and headed toward a door in the back next to the
bar. Hank zipped in behind them and sort of used his aura to lay claim to a
grouping of upholstered seats pulled into a vaguely oval-shaped conversation
grouping, with a couple of small tables stuffed into gaps.
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A server piled empty glasses on a tray and asked what we wanted while we
got organized and started sitting. Orders for sodas and waters came at the guy
from all directions, so | ordered a ginger ale. By the time the server took off,
everyone was sitting but me and two of the other guys, and they settled down
on the floor. Umm, okay.

One of the guys who’d been in the bedroom with Mr. Castle was kneeling
at the feet of another guy I’d met earlier that week—I think he was a division
manager in chip design. He wasn’t all formal or anything, the straight back and
palms up on his thighs that you see in pictures; he was on his knees but kind of
leaning against the chair, and they were talking like two buddies. Another guy
| hadn’t met yet was sitting cross-legged on a pillow between the feet of
another man from Mr. Castle’s bedroom; | think he was the director of
security.

I should probably also mention that | wasn’t exactly a newbie to this stuff.
I mean, 1I’d never actually had a Master or a Sir or anything like that, but I
hung out with some people in the community back home. I’d been to a couple
of munches, and 1’d been going to the gatherings Brandon Cole has at his
house every Saturday. They had a flogging demo once, and | tried it out.

| didn’t go first or anything, but the Domme doing the demo seemed really
cool. When | finally found the nerve to volunteer to be next, she gave me a
sweatshirt to put on over my T-shirt for the first few blows so | could get used
to it. | took the next few just on my shirt. It was... interesting. | wasn’t in
orgasmic raptures over it like you see in porn videos, but it was something |
was interested in trying again, maybe in private, with the right guy, you know?

So I’m not a newbie, and I didn’t get all freaked out or anything. But still, |
didn’t know any of these guys very well, and | had to work with all of them,
and | was the last one standing there in the middle of the ring of seats, with
everyone looking at me, and there were no empty chairs.

The guy sitting next to Mr. Castle pulled a big pillow out from where it’d
been tucked next to his chair and tossed it down in front of the boss’s feet.
“There you go,” he said, and he gave me this huge grin.
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| felt myself blushing, ’cause seriously? And then Mr. Castle said, “No,
absolutely not,” and shoved the pillow away with one foot.

He was glaring at the guy who’d put the pillow down—it wasn’t like he
was giving me any nasty looks or anything—»but still, that was a pretty major
rejection even if I hadn’t been all eager to throw myself at his feet. And maybe
I would’ve if he wanted me, you know? Because | was loopy and he was
gorgeous and he could slot into that master-shaped hole in my fantasies pretty
well. But that absolute rejection still stung, especially right there in front of
everyone, and that’s when | started thinking | could just leave and catch a cab
back to the hotel.

But right then someone tugged on the back of my jacket, and the guy
who’d been looking me over back at the hotel said, “Here, there’s room by
me.”

| was kind of frozen, what with the whole embarrassment thing, so he
didn’t have much trouble maneuvering me around and ten seconds later | was
sitting cross-legged next to his chair. He wasn’t handsy about it, so I let him
get me settled on the floor; the carpet really was nice to sit on.

The chair on my other side had these tall sides, and the guy’d pushed a side
table backward to make room for me, so | was in a little niche, like an animal
in its den. I could look around at everyone, but | wasn’t really in line of sight
for most of them, so a minute later they were all talking about whatever, and
so far as | could tell, no one was paying any attention to me. Which was fine,
seriously.

When the server came back, the guy | was sitting next to passed me my
ginger ale without having to ask what I’d ordered, and he said, “You okay?” in
a low voice.

| said, “Yeah, thanks,” and took a sip of my drink, because what do you
say?

“Good. I’'m Evan O’Neill, by the way. I’'m the CFO—it’s my job to keep
everyone else from bankrupting the company.”
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| had to grin at that, at least a little. ““You seem to be pretty good at it, from
what I’ve read about Castle.”

“I try.” He gave me a grin back, with sort of an eye-rolling glance at the
guys around us. “Greg said you have an MBA?”

| told him about my education and the research 1’d done for the Masters,
and he gave me a sketch of Castle’s financial workings. It was all very
mundane and by the time | was done with my drink, | was calm again and the
embarrassment was just a memory. And when I finished my drink and saw that
most of the other guys had finished theirs, | felt comfortable enough to get up
and say, “Another round?”

Half a dozen orders came at me. It wasn’t complicated, so | headed off to
the bar, running through the list in my head.

The place was busier than it seemed from where we’d been sitting. All the
seats were full and there were people leaning in, but | found a spot almost the
size of a person in between a couple of stools. It took a minute to get one of
the bartenders to notice me, but | gave the guy my order and put down enough
cash for the drinks and a tip, then turned to look around.

It was nothing like the movies.

First, everyone was dressed, even if some of it would’ve gotten double-
takes on the street.

Second, no one was having sex.

Third, there were all kinds of guys there, and it didn’t look like they were
all following the same script.

There was a group of guys in a conversation area like ours, where all the
men sitting on furniture were wearing leather pants and motorcycle boots and
armbands and stuff. Each one of them had a guy on the floor in front of or next
to him, kneeling, in what you’d probably think of as “proper” position—either
back straight, eyes down, hands palm-up on their thighs, or kneeling down
with forehead on the floor and palms flat to either side of the head.
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But right behind them was another group sitting however. One of the guys
on the floor was clearly the dominant partner, with his boyfriend curled up in
his lap. They were talking and laughing, and obviously not trying to play
Tough Dom or Perfect Sub.

Toward the middle of the room were two guys in slacks and shirts sitting in
chairs and looking like any two guys talking in a bar after work. Except there
was a third guy kneeling in front of one of the chairs, his wrists tied behind his
back with a necktie, his head resting on his partner’s thigh. The guy in the
chair was talking to the other guy in a chair, but he was running his fingers
through his boyfriend’s hair, soft and slow. The boyfriend, the one on his
knees, looked perfectly relaxed, like this was his way of shaking off a week of
work stress.

The guy to my left at the bar said, “First time?”

He sounded mellow and friendly, not all aggressive, or wink-wink-nudge-
nudge, so | gave him half a smile and nodded. “Here, yeah. First time in New
York.”

“But not your first time in the scene?”

“No. | have some people | hang out with back home.” Which maybe
implied more than was true, but I didn’t want anyone to slot me into the wide-
eyed virgin role, you know?

“Cool,” said the guy. “If you’re interested in playing later, come find me.”

“Doesn’t seem to be much playing,” I said, glancing over the room again.
There was a lot of stuff that’d probably get you thrown out of a regular bar, but
nothing 1’d call serious play either.

“The main room’s kind of mellow,” Barstool Guy said, “but it gets more
serious in the playroom.” He pointed toward the door 1’d noticed before, next
to the end of the bar. “Still no sex allowed, but more fun than you can have in
the bar.”

“I’ll remember that, thanks. I came with some friends, though, and we’re
pretty settled for now.”
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“That’s cool. Hey, your drinks are up.”

| looked around and sure enough, there was a tray full of glasses on the bar
behind me. “Thanks,” | said, hoisting the tray. “Later.” He nodded and gave
me half a wave, and | headed off, careful to balance the tray as | wove through
the furniture.

The group was three guys short when | got back. | handed out drinks,
dropped the tray on a table, and went to sit on one of the little couches next to
Evan, who’d moved—I figured he deliberately shifted to a place where I could
sit next to him without having to be on the floor.

“More comfortable?” he asked, taking a sip of his soda.

“Yeah.” | settled back into the padded corner and toasted him with my
glass. “I like having a back to lean on, you know?”

He nodded. “You could work on your posture, and you’d be more
comfortable on the floor.”

| kind of stopped for a couple of seconds and switched gears. That
definitely wasn’t business- or finance-related. “Umm, yeah, I’ve heard that.
It’s something I’ll need to work up to, since I’'m usually all about comfort.”

He laughed and nodded again. “You’ll be happy to know the company has
a decent chair budget. We don’t want anyone taking time off to hit the
chiropractor, or doing substandard work because their attention is all on their
aching back.”

“Good policy,” | said. “More companies should spend some money on
prevention. It’s cheaper than treatment later.”

“Absolutely. We have a great gym—did you get to that in the new-hire
tour? It’s open to everyone, and you get an extra half hour for lunch three
times a week if you spend it in the gym.”

“Seriously? Wow. That’s probably in one of the pamphlets they gave me
Monday. I’'ll admit | haven’t read through everything yet.”
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“Hey, anyone too lazy to read everything probably wouldn’t want to hit the
gym anyway.” He shrugged, looking me right in the eye. | felt myself
blushing, which sucked.

“Probably so. I’ll definitely find the gym, though. | was taking PE classes
at school so I could use the facilities there, but | haven’t gotten around to
joining a regular gym.”

“Now you don’t have to,” said Evan.

“Awesome.” | took another slug of ginger ale, watching Evan while |
drank.

He was a great looking guy. Not that anyone in the group needed a bag
over his head or anything, but seriously, you could tell he wasn’t a keyboard
slug, even when he was wearing a suit, and he had big, strong looking hands,
which are one of my major turn-ons. Other guys are size queens about aman’s
dick, but I’ll take an average dick and big hands any day.

His hair was brown and short and kind of messy; it was obvious it wasn’t
full of product, which is another thing I like. When | touch a guy’s hair, | don’t
want it to crackle. And he had a dimple in his chin, which I’m not usually into,
but he made it work.

And he was smiling at me, a sort of knowing, sideways smile, like he knew
I was checking him out and was amused by it but didn’t mind.

Usually that’d be a little embarrassing—getting caught checking someone
out—Dbut I felt relaxed and just grinned back at him.

Evan leaned in, close enough that he could lower his voice so only I could
hear, even if someone walked past us. “You know, I think | envy Nick having
something this pretty running around his office from now on.”

| had to smile wider at that, and twisted around so | was facing him.
“You’re on the same floor, right? | could probably arrange to spread the pretty
around every now and then.”

“I think that’s only fair.” Evan shifted his soda to his left hand and reached
out to trace the line of my jaw with two fingers. They were a little damp from
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condensation, and cold from the ice in the glass, but | could feel the warmth
underneath, and that broad palm was right there, just a breath away.

We looked at each other and | could see the wanting in his face. | felt it
too, so it was the easiest thing in the world to turn my head just a little and
suck one of his fingers into my mouth. I give a pretty good blow job if | do say
so myself, and doing a demo on Evan’s middle finger was fun and way hotter
than sucking on a finger should be. By the time he put down his drink and slid
his other hand around the back of my head, my cock was swollen and solid in
my pants.

He pulled me out of my corner and manhandled me onto his lap. | spread
my thighs and straddled him, pressing my hard-on against his and sinking into
a deep kiss. I felt him tug my shirt out of my waistband, and then his hands ran
over skin, up onto my lower back and then down to cup the top of my ass.

| pushed my fingers into his hair and hung on to the kiss. | felt like | was
falling into his mouth, into hot, wet sex. My hips thrust against his and
suddenly | was frantic to grow a couple more arms so | could strip off my
pants, and his, without letting go of him.

After that, it all went kind of fuzzy.

*k*k*k
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CHAPTER THREE

Next time I... well, | want to say “woke up”, but I’m not sure | was ever
really asleep. Let’s say the next time my head was clear enough that | was
aware of where | was, | was in a hospital bed. | had that faint hospital-
chemical smell in my nose, and a buzz of unintelligible conversation was
floating in the open door even at... whatever time it was. It had to be very
early-late, because the light coming in the window was faint and grey, and
there was no way it was evening. There was a lump in the other bed a few feet
away, but whoever it was, he was facing away from me and | didn’t recognize
the back of the guy’s head.

My own head ached like hell and I was feeling woozy, like the room was
going to start swooping around me if | let go. | wasn’t actually hanging on to
anything at that point, so that should tell you something.

| had some fuzzy memories of sharp voices and arguing, and I think a cop,
and a bunch of people in uniforms. I think I tried to hit on a couple of them,
which made me groan and squinch my eyes closed, ‘cause that’s totally not
like me.

Then | remembered what I’d been doing with Evan, a guy 1I’d known for
like an hour, in a mostly public bar, in front of a bunch of guys | have to work
with—including my new boss!—and | groaned louder and pulled the covers
up over my head.

| mean, it’d been fun and all at the time, but seriously? Looking back, |
couldn’t believe that was me.

I’m not stupid, though—despite recent evidence to the contrary—so by the
time a woman in scrubs came in with a clipboard, 1’d pretty much figured out
I’d been drugged.

After the nurse, then the doctor, I talked to a cop—Sergeant Sato, an Asian
guy in his mid-thirties or so, hot if you like the short, muscley type—who
wanted all the facts for his notebook. I had to admit | hadn’t even caught the
name of the club we’d gone to, that I’d been with a group and we’d all
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followed a guy who knew a place and that was it. He was mostly stone-faced
(unlike TV cops, most real life cops don’t get all intensely emotional over their
cases, or at least don’t show it when they’re working) but I saw his jaw tighten
when I gave him my incredibly short list of actual facts. | interpreted that as
frustration, and maybe a little bit of wanting to smack the dumb guy around
for being dumb. Hey, I’d probably have let him at that point.

When he asked me if | remembered anything else that might be useful, |
said, “Actually, I’ve been thinking about it, and the only time anyone could’ve
slipped anything into our drinks was when | was up at the bar. | was talking to
this guy, just kind of passing the time, you know? And | didn’t notice right
away when my drinks were up. He pointed them out to me during a pause in
the conversation, and | don’t know how long they were there with no one
watching them.”

“Could the individual you were talking to have introduced the substance
into your drinks?” the cop asked, looking like maybe he’d adjusted his opinion
of me up high enough to believe that I might’ve been smart enough to finish
high school.

“l don’t think so. | mean, | wasn’t looking at him every second once we
started talking, but | was looking back and forth between the other people in
the bar and him. If it’d been me, | wouldn’t have counted on me-the-other-guy
looking away long enough. | was looking back at him kind of at random.”

“The people who do this regularly can be incredibly quick about it,” he
said.

“Right, | get that, but...” I stopped and frowned. “It couldn’t have been
just me and Evan, right? | mean, there’s no way whoever did it would’ve
known which drinks were ours. So he’d have had to dose every drink on the
tray. That would’ve taken longer.”

Sato glanced over at the other bed, at my roommate—I’d found out it was
Greg when he turned over, still out of it, while the doctor was there—and said,
“We haven’t been able to interview everyone in your group yet, but from what
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I’ve gathered so far, it seems all the drinks you bought were drugged except
the two waters.”

“So it would’ve taken more than a second, no matter how fast the guy
was.”

“Not as long as you’d think, but yes, longer than a second.”

| thought about that, but it still didn’t make sense. “Any idea why? | mean,
if 1I’d been alone then it’d make sense, in a twisted way, if someone tried to
roofie me. But no strangers even tried to pick me up after | was drugged. The
guy | was talking to at the bar hit on me, but it was kind of low level, nowhere
near as intense as you’d expect for someone who planned to drug me and drag
me into the bathroom or something.”

“l can’t speculate about the perpetrator’s motives at this time,” he said.
Definitely not like a TV show. He finished writing some stuff in his notebook,
then asked, “Would you be available to testify if we do apprehend a suspect?”

That stopped me. | really wanted to say yes, seriously, but what I actually
said was, “The thing is, I live in California.” He nodded; he’d gotten my vital
stats up at the top of the conversation. “I don’t know if | could afford to fly out
here again on my own. This was a business trip, and | know what the tickets
cost. And I’d have to take time off work...”

“Did you tell the individual you were conversing with at the bar that you
were from out of town?”

| had to think about that. Had | told him | was from California? “I
mentioned | was from out of town, that it was my first time in New York. |
didn’t tell him I’m from the opposite coast, though.”

“Targets from out of town—more than a couple of hours drive away—
rarely show up to testify,” said Sato. “A lot of perps target visitors for that
reason; they know it’ll be harder for the DA to get a conviction if the target
doesn’t testify And if they are convicted, they usually get a lighter sentence if
the jury and judge don’t have the face of a victim right in front of them.”
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“Sucks, but makes sense.” | drew in a breath and rubbed my eyes, wishing
I could get some more sleep. “If you do catch the guy, I’'ll do my best to make
it back to testify. But | have to say, | have a lot of student loans, not much
money, and | just started a new job on Monday, so | don’t know if | could
even get the time off to come out for the trial.”

Another pause while Sato scribbled in his notebook, then he gave me a
look and said, in a lower and slightly more normal sounding voice, “All the
other targets work with you, right? And they seemed to be mahogany row
types? Maybe they’ll give you a seat on the corporate jet when they all come
out to testify.”

| had to laugh at that. “No corporate jet—those things are ridiculously
expensive and never pay for themselves—but | get what you’re saying. We’ll
see.”

Sergeant Sato wrapped it up and left. About half a second after he vanished
through the door, Mr. Castle came striding in looking grim. He glanced over at
Greg, then at me and said, “You’re all right? Damn doctors wouldn’t tell me a
thing.”

He’d changed into black slacks and a grey shirt with a leather jacket over
it, and was pretty clearly pissed off, but he was still gorgeous; that much
hadn’t been fatigue or jet lag or alcohol or drugs. | remembered that he’d been
drinking water at the club, which meant he hadn’t been affected. Great—he
probably remembered exactly what 1’d done, with perfect clarity. | forced
myself to meet his gaze and said, “Yes, pretty much. Doctor said I’ll be kind
of out of it on and off for the next day, and the headache and nausea should go
away in a while, but I’m basically functional again.”

“Good.” He crossed the room and gave Greg’s barely-twitching corpse a
smack on the shoulder. “Greg! You alive in there? Come on, time to move.”

My first instinct was to snap at him to cut it out, since evidence suggested
that Greg felt even worse than | did at that point, and if someone had come
along hitting and shaking and trying to get me to jump out of bed, I’d have
probably vomited on him. Which might’ve been just deserts for Mr. Castle
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acting like a jerk, but Greg just moaned and rolled over. He peered up at Mr.
Castle and slurred, “Nick? Whafuck?”

“Have you talked to your doctor yet?”

“Doctor?” Greg blinked a few times and levered himself up on to shaky
elbows to peer around. He squinted at me, then said, “Hey, Rob.”

| said, “Hey, Greg,” but his attention was already back on Mr. Castle.
“W’happen?”

Mr. Castle stared down at him for a second. | could imagine the expression
on his face just from the back of his body language, you know? He finally
said, “The whole gang got roofied, or whatever the hell it was. | don’t know
because I’m not related to any of you, and the doctors wouldn’t tell me
anything. But everyone was definitely altered, everyone but me and Nach,
because we were drinking water. The rest of you pretty much collapsed into a
damn orgy right there on the floor. We were about to get thrown out when |
persuaded the manager to call the police and a few ambulances instead.”

“Fuck,” said Greg.
“Not quite,” said Mr. Castle. “You were working up to it, though.”

Greg made a snorting sound, kind of like a laugh, then one hand fumbled
around until he found the control panel for the bed. He stabbed at a button, and
a few minutes later, the same nurse who’d come in to talk to me when | woke
up poked her head in.

“Mr. Wyatt? Good, you’re awake. How are you feeling?”” She bustled up
and checked out some of the monitors over and around his bed.

“Awful,” said Greg. “But I’ve felt worse, and | need to get home. Any way
| could bust out of here?”

She gave him a small smile. “I’ll let the doctor know you’re awake.” She
sort of herded Mr. Castle out of the way through sheer personality aura, her
pleasant expression never shifting, then pulled the curtain around Greg’s bed
so she could do whatever—probably the same as I’d gotten when | woke up.
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Mr. Castle scowled at the curtain, then came over to my bedside. “I don’t
suppose the police had any ideas about who did this or why?”

| shook my head, then stifled a groan and decided not to do that again for a
while. “Not really. | mean, there was a guy | talked to for a minute at the bar,
while | was waiting for the drinks, but he didn’t really have time to do
anything.” | described the conversation, and how 1’d been looking between the
guy and the room, back and forth.

“So I don’t know,” | said. “I mean, if someone wanted to get laid and was
trying to take a shortcut, why hit all the drinks? And how come no one came
over after we’d been drinking and tried to follow up?”

“Maybe it took effect faster than they expected? If this was their first time
trying it...” He scowled at the wall past my shoulder, thinking. “It seemed like
we were just talking and then suddenly it was like a porno—I wanted to look
around for a camera.” He paused, then shook his head. “That’d be stupid. If
the house wanted to sell hidden-camera movies, they’d have better luck in the
playroom. It’d be stupid to start a lot of activity they usually don’t allow in the
bar. And they were about to throw us out before anyone got to anything that’d
work as a porno highlight.”

That made sense. | hadn’t thought about being filmed—the idea made me
blush again, which was annoying—but Mr. Castle was right that the pieces
didn’t fit.

He took a step closer, until he was leaning right over me, and lowered his
voice. “That’s the cops’ problem. Before we’re back with the mob, | need to
talk to you about Evan.”

| just nodded. He looked pretty grim, and | wondered for a second if maybe
he and Evan had something going, and he was going to warn me off. Just my
luck, ending up next to the boss’s boyfriend just when the drugs came out,
right?

Except when he said, “You need to give Evan some space for a while. He’s
married, and he doesn’t fool around. He’s the nicest guy you’ll ever meet. It
was pretty obvious you were embarrassed, and he wanted to take you out of
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the spotlight and make you feel comfortable. He’s just like that. I talked to him
earlier, and it’s obvious he feels like hell for what happened between the two
of you. He knows it wasn’t your fault, or his fault for that matter. But it still
happened, and he feels bad about it. His husband’s not the type to be
understanding about it, either, so he’ll be getting shit at home for this for who
knows how long—he doesn’t need any more at work.”

That... okay, wow. Totally not what 1’d expected, except the part about
Evan being really nice. That’d come through loud and clear while we were
talking. I nodded and said, “No problem. He’s a great guy. I’ll stay out of his
way. Umm, as much as | can?”

Mr. Castle nodded. “Right. You’ll have to interface with him at work at
times. Just be professional and leave it at that level. Don’t duck into closets to
avoid him, but let him decide how friendly to be, and how fast.”

“Absolutely.”

“Good. | appreciate that.” He looked over at the curtain around Greg’s bed.
“l rescheduled all of us for a one-forty flight. Everyone should be ready in
time to make that. We’ll meet in the hotel lobby at eleven-fifteen and head out
together.” He waited for me to nod understanding, nodded back, and left.

*kk*k
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CHAPTER FOUR

| slept for most of the flight home, and spent the rest of the weekend
sleeping, drinking water, and sleeping. Oh, and when | wasn’t asleep, | mostly
stared at the ceiling and imagined all the ways work would probably suck now.

Although having a bunch of people at work know | was submissive wasn’t
on that list, which felt pretty weird, but in a good way. I’d had a couple of
lovers be jerks about it, and one of them—a guy in my Business Ethics
seminar, which is totally ironic—told everyone at school who’d stand still to
listen that | was a wussy little prick who wanted someone to tie me up and
spank my ass. Which wasn’t what I’d said at all, but people who have
preconceived ideas they’ve picked up from bad jokes don’t tend to care much
about detail accuracy.

Almaden’s a big enough school that “everyone Trey knew” wasn’t a
significant percentage of the student body, and after a couple of weeks the
reactions had died down to just an occasional smirk or comment. It sucked, but
| dealt with it. I’ll admit it made me pretty gun-shy, though, and if | hadn’t
already been to a couple of Brandon’s Saturday things, | probably would’ve
ducked back into the kink closet and nailed the door shut.

So having people at work find out was nightmare fodder, but it looked like
most of the executive staff was kinky. And they didn’t even seem to be the
kind of people who looked down on male subs. | know it’s stupid, but a lot of
people do. One of the guys on the floor at the bar had been the Security
Director, though, and he couldn’t do his job if people were smirking at him all
the time. | wasn’t worried about being harassed because of my preference for
being the one kneeling, which... okay, that felt pretty damn good.

But still, I had—okay, a bunch of us had—been way out of line in our
behavior, and drugged or not, it had to be embarrassing. | was still trying to get
to know everyone and figure out how my cog fit into the company machine.
This whole thing was a huge bucket of sand in the gears, and there was no way
it wouldn’t be awkward. At least awkward.
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On Monday morning I arrived twenty minutes early. | got off the elevator
on the executive floor and followed the seductive scent of coffee to the break
room. Greg was already there too, doctoring his mug and looking normal,
except for a tight expression like he had a low level headache, or like someone
had chewed him a new asshole, or maybe both.

“Hey, Rob. You feeling okay?”

“Morning,” | said. “Yeah, I am. | spent most of the weekend unconscious
and that seems to have taken care of stuff.” | pulled my mug off the shelf and
poured. | like mine black with sugar, so | was ready to roll in half a minute.

He laughed and said, “Yeah, me too. Hey, Nick wanted to see you as soon
you got in. Go ahead and take your coffee.” He waved a hand down the hall
toward the CEQO’s office. It took up a huge corner of the building, which
wasn’t exactly skinny. I’d been in and out of it a couple of times the previous
week while Mr. Castle was travelling. Finding it was no problem, but knowing
that Mr. Castle would be in there made it feel completely different. My heart
sped up and my mouth went dry.

| took a slug of hot coffee, ignored my screaming tongue, and headed down
the hall.

The outer office had a hardwood conference table surrounded by ten
expensive-looking chairs off to the left, and a more casual seating area to the
right, with a couch, a loveseat, and three comfy chairs. Straight ahead was
another door, currently open, to the inner sanctum where the actual work got
done.

The morning sun made Mr. Castle look like he was ready for a photo
shoot. One of those magazine spreads about the dozen most powerful and rich,
hot, single CEOs that non-business mags do when they’re trying to look
serious but really are desperate to sell copies and want women (or gay men) to
stock up just for the photos. Like that.

Before | could freeze or pop wood or anything else completely disastrous,
he glanced up from his computer and said, “Morning. Come in.”
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| walked over and stopped in front of the desk. He was still typing when he
said, “Greg calls you Rob?”

“Yes, sir.”

He just nodded and said, “Rob, then. Here, tell me what you think.” He
reached over with his mousing hand and shoved a thick folder across the desk
at me.

Okay. I picked up the folder and looked around.
“There.” The mouse hand stabbed a finger at a clean desk off to one side.

| took a couple of steps toward it. It looked like overflow rather than an
actual assistant’s desk, and | wondered whether it was meant to be permanent.

“Should I, umm, order a desk for the outer room? | should be guarding
your door, right?” | smiled to show I was sort of kidding, although not really,
but he didn’t look up.

“I don’t need a secretary, Rob. People around here know better than to bug
me with trivial crap, and | type my own e-mails and book my own plane
tickets. I need someone who can function as my right hand. If that’s you, we’ll
find out in the next week or so.”

He still hadn’t looked up, so | said, “Yes, sir,” and settled down at the
empty desk. | spent the next hour skimming through the folder, then went to
the supply cabinet in the break room. | filled a box lid with a load of loot,
filled my new desk, and started through the folder again, taking notes this
time.

At eleven-forty, Mr. Castle said, “I have a lunch appointment. I’ll be back
around one-thirty,” and left.

Okay, then.

| went to the deli up the block and got a roast beef and cheddar sandwich, a
bag of chips and a banana. | got an up-elevator in no time; it was twelve-
fifteen and all the traffic was on the way out of the building. | ran into
Nachman on my way back to the office—our office?—and he said, “Hey,
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Rob! You all right? I haven’t seen you this morning, thought you might still be
sick.”

“No, I’ve been in Mr. Castle’s office all morning. He has me looking over
the Bridger project.”

“That one.” Nachman scowled and gave me a nod. “Have fun.”

“Oh, yeah, it’s great,” | said. “Seriously, are all the tech managers here like
that?”

That got me a short laugh. “No,” he said.

“Well, that’s a relief.” We exchanged smirks, waved and went our ways,
him out to lunch and me back in to work. | was determined to be ready to
discuss the project with Mr. Castle when he came back. He hadn’t said when
we’d talk about it, but | knew if | slacked off, he’d be on me as soon as he got
in from his lunch meeting.

He hadn’t been a jerk or anything, but he hadn’t actually been welcoming,
either, and I had a feeling he was just looking for a reason to toss me out. |
remembered Greg saying that Mr. Castle had been fighting him on the subject
of getting an assistant at all for a while, so it made sense that he’d take any
excuse to reject me. My head knew it wasn’t personal—probably wasn’t,
although I still wasn’t sure what he thought of the thing on Friday night—but
my gut wanted to impress him.

My bank account also wanted to impress him, and the tiny little Financial
Aid clerk who lived in my head definitely wanted me to impress him.

| had some comments and suggestions about the issue he’d tossed at me,
but there was some info | needed before 1I’d be willing to discuss it with
anyone. Certain things were standard, but | wasn’t willing to chance looking
like an idiot by making assumptions that might not be accurate in this case. |
needed to see the Bridger contract, which was unfortunately down in
Contracts. | was pretty sure everyone down there would be out to lunch, and
even though | might be able to get away with poking through their files on my
own—*“Me? I’'m Mr. Castle’s personal assistant!”—I didn’t know where
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exactly it’d be, and going in cold to hunt around on my own could take me the
rest of the day, forget lunchtime.

Greg had shown me how to find a lot of data on the company server,
though, and | had a log-in for that. If | really was the CEQ’s assistant then |
imagined my log-in could get me into most of it.

What I didn’t have was a computer, but Mr. Castle had one; there was a
laptop on his desk that’d inspire a decent orgasm in anyone even vagu