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"You're late," Kade announces as soon as the
door snaps shut, even though Andy has arrived precisely on
time.

A thrill of arousal races through Andy at the
flicker of ice. That stern tone never fails to get him going, even
in the most inconvenient settings. Even when they're busy at the
office, surrounded by fellow professionals. Even when it would be
truly disastrous for people to discover that Andy Hollis—competent
mid-level manager and rising star within a multinational
corporation—is having an intimate affair with the company CEO.

Tonight, he does not need to be circumspect,
and thank god for that. Robert Kade is a man of near infinite
resources, including a small top-floor condo in the most expensive
neighborhood the city can offer. It's here Andy has traveled
tonight, on Kade's express orders.

And it's here he fully intends to let his
gorgeous boss take him apart, the way they have both been craving
for weeks.

"I'm sorry, sir." Andy casts his gaze toward
the floor in a show of deference. He knows the rules. It does not
matter whether or not he arrived on time. Kade will punish him
under any pretext, and Andy will take his punishment with giddy
surrender.

Andy has been a masochist and a submissive
since his very first sexual encounter. He has let countless men
hurt him, use him, humiliate and debase him—and he always comes
back for more. There is nothing he enjoys quite as enthusiastically
as he loves a harsh and sadistic dom finding clever ways to give
him pain.

But Robert Kade is something more. Maybe it's
the sense of the forbidden—the necessary thrill of keeping
secrets—the danger of knowing both their careers are fucked if
anyone discovers Andy is sleeping with his boss. More likely, it's
simply something intrinsic to Kade himself. The confidence with
which he carries himself. The effortless way he seems to read right
down to Andy's soul and know exactly what he needs, exactly how
much he can take, always pushing to the very limits of endurance
without crossing the line.

Andy has a safe word. He's never needed to
use it with Robert Kade.

Kade is watching him now with a possessive
and smoldering heat that directly contradicts the measured ice of
his tone. This is part of the game too. Kade unquestionably
covets him—Andy would not dream of sharing anyone else's bed since
finding himself entangled with his boss—but what Andy truly craves
is cruel disdain. That edge of humiliation. The illusion that he is
only a worthless plaything, and any torment Kade devises is a gift
he does not deserve. And Kade provides these things better than
anyone else Andy has ever taken to bed.

It feels like a very long time before Kade
finally takes a step back, then turns to lead the way from the
short minimalist entry hall into the equally stark living room.

"Get out of those clothes," Kade says coolly,
and Andy scrambles to obey even as he follows in a clumsy rush. He
scatters garments with every step, frantic to behave, eager to
please even though he knows Kade will show no outward sign of
approval. By the time he moves from cold tile to barely warmer wood
paneling beneath his feet, Andy is completely naked, and he sinks
to his knees at the edge of the room.

The condo is all sleek modern decor.
Rectangular sofas and chairs in shades of ash and soot, perfect
symmetry in tables with spindly legs, lampshades and curtains in
off-white tones that give off no personality whatsoever. The only
outlier is the big leather ottoman that stands, soft and wide and
shiny burgundy, at the very center of the room.

It's an impractical piece of furniture. Too
tall for guests to comfortably sit. Too wide to be a functional
footrest for the couch that has been positioned several feet away
in any case. Too soft and malleable to serve as a reliable coffee
table, which is why there's an actual coffee table in this
room besides.

The only thing this piece of furniture
is good for, aside from looking strikingly attractive and
out of place amid the rest of the bland decor, are the various uses
Kade finds for a large, soft, easy-to-clean piece of furniture when
he invites Andy to visit this little apartment.

Kade stands between Andy and the leather
ottoman now, his expression watchful and his arms crossed over his
chest. He is still fully clothed, but that's fine. Andy studies him
hungrily anyway, not bothering to conceal a flash of naked
admiration.

Kade is gorgeous—a man of such startling good
looks that Andy knew he was going to have a problem long before
their strange and inappropriate flirtation began. The man's massive
frame looks heavenly beneath a perfectly tailored suit, all that
well-honed strength and powerful muscle making him into the sort of
intimidating mountain Andy's always been weak for. His stern face
and wide jaw do nothing to soften this impression. Even Kade's dark
stubble only serves to make him look more imposing, as he stands
there with his shirt collar unbuttoned and gruff tension in the
line of his shoulders.

Andy always feels like such a goddamn waif
before this ridiculous accumulation of strength. It's a silly
notion. Andy is, in fact, a man of perfectly average height. His
build may be naturally compact, but he spends his share of time at
the gym. He's no delicate flower. And yet the way he somehow always
feels so physically small beside Kade is impossible to ignore.

Thank goodness he loves it when Kade makes
him feel small.

He is supposed to stay quiet. Patient. He is
supposed to kneel here in silent submission and wait for Kade to
reveal his fate, but Andy can't keep his mouth shut when he is
already desperate to be touched.

"I'm sorry I'm late, sir." He casts his eyes
downward in a fresh show of submission, resting his hands on his
naked thighs. "What will you do to me?"

He's sure if he risked a glance, he would
find a flicker of amusement threatening to break through Kade's
strict and disapproving persona. But he doesn't look up. He lets
the game play out and holds his breath as he waits to see what his
boss will do.

Eventually Kade moves, but not towards
Andy, god damn it. He moves briskly away, vanishing momentarily
from the room—and Andy has just enough time to swallow back a
string of silent curses before Robert returns with a heavy box in
his hands. A length of rope coils atop the box, and the sight of it
sends Andy's pulse racing with excitement. They don't often have
enough time for such an indulgence. If Kade intends to tie him up
tonight, then he truly intends to spoil Andy rotten.

For now though, Kade keeps a frustrating
physical distance between them, leaving Andy neglected at the edge
of the room in this swelter of growing impatience. God, it's too
much. It's not enough. It's intolerable. And Andy clenches his jaw
just to keep himself quiet. He watches Robert set the box and rope
on the ground, then drag the coffee table into a new position
directly beside the ottoman.

He is not quite so riled as to risk
asking more questions. It's a near thing, but then Robert opens the
box and begins taking items out of it, and all of Andy's impatience
evaporates in a delighted rush.

Candles are what Robert is pulling
meticulously out of that box. A dozen of them. More. A wild variety
of shapes, sizes, colors. Such a chaotic collection, in fact, that
in anyone else's hands, Andy would worry his dom hasn't done their
homework. It certainly looks like an idle hand gathered whatever
random candles were convenient—a sure way to obtain severe burns
and a trip to the ER.

Andy's never been in such a position himself.
He's never indulged in wax play. But Robert has. Robert knows how
to safely give a sub maximum pain, and despite the vast array of
candles he sets out along the coffee table, Andy is confident every
one of those candles is safe to play with.

He shivers at the sight of the last item to
come out of the box. Not a candle, but some sort of smooth,
suspiciously shaped candle holder. Andy can't tell what it's
made of, so he has no idea if it was intended as a kink accessory
in the first place, but he has no doubt what Robert intends to use
it for. The base is bulbous, flat at the bottom but otherwise
perfectly round, and large enough that it will be difficult to fit
inside him. It tapers to a narrow neck, then flares out again at
the top, ostensibly for the sake of the thick candle Robert fits
into place there—but also making it perfect for its inevitable
purpose as a plug.

This is the only candle Robert doesn't light.
The rest of the wicks glow cheerfully, casting an almost romantic
ambiance across the living room with its otherwise minimal
lighting. The flames flicker enticingly, and Andy's mouth waters as
he anticipates the agonizing heat, the lovely new torture he is
going to experience.

"Come here," Robert orders at last, and Andy
scrambles upright. His legs are wobbly from kneeling so long on the
hard floor, untouched and obedient while Robert prepared the
candles.

"Here," Robert commands, standing Andy beside
the ottoman and lifting the rope in his big, beautiful hands.

Andy is expecting something intricate and
complicated, considering how long it's been since Robert last had
opportunity to practice this particular art on him. But instead,
the knot work turns out to be surprisingly simple. Andy's arms fold
across his back at a push from Robert, each hand gripping as close
as he can comfortably reach to the opposite elbow. Then Robert ties
him securely in this position, inescapable but not
uncomfortable.

Even once he's got Andy kneeling on the
ottoman, the ropes Robert cinches around Andy's legs are
surprisingly minimalist. Enough to force his knees to bend and hold
him there, but nothing to make the forced pose especially
difficult.

Still, for all that the arrangement is not as
intricate as Andy expects, the process still takes long enough that
by the time Robert is finally satisfied with his

























































































THE END
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