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About The Bondage Billionaire Catches a Cat Burglar:

“Still, though, as tough a situation as this is, I'm deeply enjoying the fact that he's able to lord over me so thoroughly. I can't do anything. He's got me as helpless as I've ever been, and all I can think is that I want more.”

When a cat burglar — a stunning young lady who goes by the alias Calico — tries to rob billionaire bondage mogul Nicholas Belmont's supposedly unoccupied estate, she's surprised to find Belmont hasn't left the premises at all. He gets the drop on her, and she's caught.

Thoroughly bound and assuming she's about to be arrested, Calico's shocked to find out Belmont actually has a bit of a proposal for her — and it's going to take them both to a scorching new level they'd never anticipated.

This erotic short features bondage, BDSM, male domination, female submission, and a whole lot more. Enjoy!

–

An Excerpt:

“I’ve noticed you aren’t really struggling that much,” he said. “And I wonder if that could have anything to do you with you actually enjoying the predicament you’ve been placed into.”

I wriggled a bit more. I certainly wasn’t making any headway with the actual bindings, but moving like that made me wetter, and it was a great feeling. I began to think about all of the things I might want Nicholas to do to me — all of the things I never had any idea I wanted but now, when confronted with them in the most bizarre of situations, realized I’d been missing all this time.

“Maybe a little,” I said, flashing him my best ‘fuck me’ eyes.

Again: What the hell are you doing? Get it together! He’s going to calm you down, leave this room and call the police! You need to be gone before that happens.

“As a cat burglar, have you run into very many predicaments like this before?”

I shook my head, which took way more energy than you might think.

“Let me back up, then: Have you ever been submissive to someone before? Let someone tie you up?”

I had to think about that one for a second, but when I looked back at all of the experiences I’d had, I couldn’t think of any time in which I’d actually submitted to a guy. I’d never had all of those fun little “tie me to the headboard” experiences I’d heard so much about. It just never seemed like something I’d be interested in.

But now, bound and helpless, at the mercy of a true dominant … I was beginning to see the appeal.

“No,” I said. “No, I haven’t.”

“I see,” he said, and I noticed the look on his face had shifted slightly. It was showing just the slightest undertones of excitement. What the hell is he planning?

He took his finger out from under my chin, and my head was allowed to rest properly. I noticed my hard breathing had little to do with the physicality of the position I was in and more to do with the fact that I was so turned on I could barely see straight. I struggled again, this time to just feel the tightness of the wrap and appreciate its hold on me.
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If I could go back and do it all again, I probably wouldn’t have tried to steal from Nicholas Belmont.

Actually, truth be told: If I could go back and do it all again, I probably would’ve tried to seduce Nicholas Belmont. It might have worked out better for me in a number of ways, the first of which being that I wouldn’t currently be mummified in saran wrap and suspended horizontally under a bondage bench in his playroom.

Yeah, you read that right. I’m not in jail. I haven’t been arrested. In fact, nobody knows I’m here — which might be more comforting if I weren’t dangling helplessly on the underside of a bench, naked, my wrists and ankles cuffed underneath layers and layers of saran wrap that are keeping me pinned tightly in place.

I haven’t been able to look at much more than the floor for a few hours, now. I’ve counted the tiles underneath me four times. There are three hundred and nine — they’re small.

I have no real idea when Nicholas is coming back, but from what little he told me, I can expect to be waiting here until he’s done whatever business he has to do and has thought up an appropriate punishment. Considering he’s known to have made his billions from the BDSM porn industry, I’m kind of shuddering to think what his definition of “appropriate punishment” might be.

Oh, well. Nothing to be done about it now but wait, I guess. Even if he does let me go, it’s not like I can run to the police. Hello? Officer? Yes, I’d like to report a kidnapping. It happened while I was breaking into his house. I was— hello? Hello?

And while I’m nervous about what Nicholas might do to me when he finally gets out of his meeting or whatever, I have to admit I’m also a little … excited. This isn’t the first place I’ve ever broken into — it’s not even the biggest, come to think of it — but it’s the first place I’ve been truly caught.

I always considered myself ready to deal with the consequences of being caught. It’s just the nature of being a cat burglar: You’re always going to run that risk, so you either decide you’re okay with it or you settle upon another profession. But what I’d never banked on was getting caught breaking into Nicholas Belmont’s estate by Nicholas Belmont himself carrying a much different penalty from being caught by absolutely anybody else.

And here, as helpless as I’ve ever been, I should probably be terrified. But instead, all I can think about is how much I can’t wait for him to get back — because I’m legitimately curious as to what he’s got in store. I’m wet just thinking about it.

If you asked me only a few hours ago if I ever thought I’d be in this position — and actually sort of excited about it — I’d have laughed in your face.

“There’s no way this goes wrong,” I’d have said.

Oh, what little I knew.


~2~

I actually remember the exact moment I decided to try and break into Nicholas’s estate. I was sitting in a coffee shop on the outskirts of town reading one of those articles about the “Top Billionaires Under 40.” You know the type. You’d think being a cat burglar wouldn’t be the kind of thing you could research openly, but you’d also be surprised what I can learn about a place just by seeing it in a magazine or online.

This particular article featured Nicholas Belmont, the esteemed “Bondage Billionaire” who’d somehow found a way to turn his sexual fascination into an empire. He founded a company that specialized in the production of bondage and fetish-related online video, and through a few savvy business decisions and good old-fashioned luck, he’d found his way to the top. And then some.

A few things leapt out at me in the article. The first was that Nicholas and the article both talked at some length about the fact that he was almost always working, either at the office or abroad for the purpose of brokering business deals.

“I think the estate misses me sometimes,” he was quoted as saying. “I could count the number of days I’ve spent there in the past three months on one, maybe two hands.”

The second thing that leapt out at me: This “Bondage Billionaire” with a penchant for never being around his huge, sprawling estate lived maybe an hour away from where I was sitting.

One of the first rules of being a cat burglar: Know opportunity when you see it. Being able to catch an open window before the staff closes it or sneak by a guard the one second he has his back turned is the difference between a successful haul and, well, my current situation.

The third thing that leapt out at me, and I guess this is where I have to confess I maybe didn't run into this as clear-headed as I should have: Nicholas Belmont is a total fox. 

I've never really had a thing for bondage, so I've never been privy to any of the things Nicholas has produced. From what I understand, though, there's an awful lot of it — and much of it features Nicholas himself binding or even fucking the models.

Even in the suit I guess they made him wear for the shoot, it was easy to tell there was a hard, powerful body underneath. I made it a point to check out some of the stuff he'd produced, if only because it would give me a chance to see that man naked.

And what's more, a very specific part of me had a vested interest in seeing what the inside of that man's house looked like. I wanted to know what a Bondage Billionaire wore to bed. I wanted to know if his bedposts were worn down from the strain of countless ropes and handcuffs. I wanted to know what his taste in furniture was like, or if he really had a playroom the likes of which he claimed to have in the article.

I actually caught myself running a finger along my thigh and had to back off a bit. There was something intense about him, something so hugely arousing that just the idea of breaking into his place was enough to get me sexually charged. I'd never felt that way about a potential mark before.

Whether or not my decision was swayed by my loins, I decided then and there that I was going to scope the place out — and bring my equipment, just in case I really liked what I saw and wanted to take a shot.

Getting onto the outer fringes of his property turned out to be no trouble at all. The estate is out in the middle of nowhere, so I was able to park well away from the main road and hike in. Even getting up to the mansion itself was much simpler than I thought it would be. Typically with these billionaire types, you run into a whole lot of flashy security with no real purpose. Not so much, here. In fact, in the entire time on the estate, I'd only seen one guard — and he was stationed over by the front gate, seemingly too bored to care.

Maybe Belmont really doesn't come by here at all. Maybe the place really is as deserted as he claimed. I wonder if there's really anything even worth stealing in there.

I looked again at the size of the building, the sheer costs of its construction a total mystery to me, the humble coffee shop worker by day, and figured there had to be something in there worth taking.

And even if there wasn't, there was still that valuable experience of being able to rummage through the Bondage Billionaire's goodies.

I should have done a better job at keeping my eyes peeled. I should have known better than to just waltz right up to the mansion itself when it all looked way, way too easy. Normally I'd be cautious about that sort of thing, but I was too eager to see exactly what this man was hiding.

Which is why I never noticed the man himself, doing some hiding of his own.

The last thing I noticed in the split second before I completely lost consciousness was the electrical clacking of a stun gun. I had just enough time to realize I'd been found out before everything went black.
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I'll say this about Nicholas: He wasn't bullshitting about that playroom. This place is massive. What little I can see from my vantage point is as impressive an indoor space as I've ever seen, and it's stocked so well with bondage furniture it looks like the showroom of a kinky IKEA.

I wasn't exactly paying attention to any of that when I came to, though. I was mostly scared, because the first thing I saw was the tile floor — a full six feet underneath me.

I screamed and tried to right myself when I realized it was horizontal, but I noticed I couldn't move at all. An odd crinkling occurred every time I tried, and that's when I took a look down — or to the side, I guess, if you were standing on the ground like a regular person — and noticed I was covered all the way from my shoulders to my toes with saran wrap and fastened quite snugly to the bottom of a large, black beam.

I screamed again and struggled hard, but I wasn't going anywhere. My arms were rudely pinned behind me, and a slight pain around my wrists was my first clue that they were handcuffed. It didn't take me long to piece together that my ankles had been treated in the same manner. The feeling of the wrap on my skin told me I was, on top of everything else, completely naked.

This is not good. This is a whole world of not good. You got caught, and you're going to pay for it. But ... why aren't you in a police car? Or a jail cell? Why are you hanging underneath a beam in the middle of Nicholas's mansion?

That's when it dawned on me that maybe, just maybe, the man of the house was, in fact, home — and had possibly caught me himself.

Apparently he'd been waiting for me to wake up, because after I screamed and started struggling the second time, he opened the door and walked over.

He was everything the magazine article's photos made him out to be, and then some. He had a jawline you could get cut on, and eyes so blue you'd swear they were augmented somehow.

The second thing I noticed about him, after his looks, was the look on his face. He seemed calm. He certainly didn't look happy, but he didn't look angry or indignant or any of the range of emotions I'd expect from someone who just caught a cat burglar breaking into their home.

I think that actually might have frightened me, but then the damnedest thing happened: He calmed me down.

“Seems you've had yourself quite a fright,” he said, his voice deep and quiet, as he stood about five or six feet away. I had to crane my neck to see his face, and it was not particularly easy. “Is everything okay?”

I wasn't sure how to respond to that, and I think he gathered that by the look on my face. He walked closer. Our faces were about level, and he was only a foot or two away now.

“Don't tell me you're going to give me the silent treatment,” he said. “Not after I've been so gracious. This is my finest bench! And what's holding you up is my finest saran wrap!”

I stuttered, trying to think of anything of value to say.

“Okay, so it's the cheap stuff I get from the local drugstore,” he said with a tiny grin. “But whatever, that just means I use more of it.”

I was finally able to say something, but I still wasn't acting particularly coherent.

“You're Nicholas Bel- Belmont,” I said, still having to crane my neck. It made it hard to breathe and talk at the same time.

“That's me,” he said. “In the flesh. Which I'm guessing you ... weren't expecting when you got in here. Am I right?”

I shook my head.

“Right. And you are?”

I almost gave him my real name, just out of habit — and then realized I didn't really have an alias I could give anyone in this kind of situation. I'd never expected to be caught by anyone who wasn't the police, I guess, and so it never occurred to me that I'd need a quick name to drop.

“Calico,” I blurted, and winced immediately at my choice. Nicholas laughed.

“That's not bad,” he said. “Not bad at all. You know, I once had a model try to tell me her modeling name was just going to be her regular name spelled backwards. Funny girl, that one.”

I struggled, but the cuffs and wrap weren’t allowing me any movement beyond the simplest side-to-side wriggling.

And that’s right about the moment when I realized, craning my head to get a better look at Nicholas while he admired me, that I wasn’t necessarily struggling to get out — I was struggling to enjoy myself. Struggling to please him, to put on a show for him.

Judging by the bulge in his pants — which was much easier for me to look at discretely, compared to his face — the show was working just fine.

What the hell are you doing? You should be thinking of ways to get out of this, to get the hell out of this place and run before he can figure out anything about you. Instead, you’re sitting here writhing around and acting like one of his models.

“Can I make an observation, Calico?” he said, running a finger under my chin to help me lift my head up and make eye contact. I quivered, feeling a warm shock of arousal run down my spine at first contact.

“Kind of a captive audience,” I uttered. He snickered.

“I’ve noticed you aren’t really struggling that much,” he said. “And I wonder if that could have anything to do you with you actually enjoying the predicament you’ve been placed into.”

I wriggled a bit more. I certainly wasn’t making any headway with the actual bindings, but moving like that made me wetter, and it was a great feeling. I began to think about all of the things I might want Nicholas to do to me — all of the things I never had any idea I wanted but now, when confronted with them in the most bizarre of situations, realized I’d been missing all this time.

“Maybe a little,” I said, flashing him my best ‘fuck me’ eyes.

Again: What the hell are you doing? Get it together! He’s going to calm you down, leave this room and call the police! You need to be gone before that happens.

“As a cat burglar, have you run into very many predicaments like this before?”

I shook my head, which took way more energy than you might think.

“Let me back up, then: Have you ever been submissive to someone before? Let someone tie you up?”

I had to think about that one for a second, but when I looked back at all of the experiences I’d had, I couldn’t think of any time in which I’d actually submitted to a guy. I’d never had all of those fun little “tie me to the headboard” experiences I’d heard so much about. It just never seemed like something I’d be interested in.

But now, bound and helpless, at the mercy of a true dominant … I was beginning to see the appeal.

“No,” I said. “No, I haven’t.”

“I see,” he said, and I noticed the look on his face had shifted slightly. It was showing just the slightest undertones of excitement. What the hell is he planning?

He took his finger out from under my chin, and my head was allowed to rest properly. I noticed my hard breathing had little to do with the physicality of the position I was in and more to do with the fact that I was so turned on I could barely see straight. I struggled again, this time to just feel the tightness of the wrap and appreciate its hold on me.

“Unfortunately, I have a small business matter to attend to right now,” he said, checking his watch. I tried to get a glimpse at what it said, but the angle was too difficult. “When that’s done, though, I will be back. I’m going to have a proposition for you, and I think it’s one you’re going to want to hear.”
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And that's how I got here, dangling above the tile floor, just waiting for Nicholas Belmont to get done whatever has to do so he can issue this “proposition” of his and I can have some idea whether or not I'm going to jail.

He wouldn't leave you hanging around here if he was planning on calling the police, right? He'd have had them here ages ago. You'd already be on your way.

That's not the only thought comforting me as I hang precariously under this elevated bench. I saw the way his cock hardened at the sight of me, naked and suspended. I felt the way his finger stroked along my chin before propping it up. I know the guy's reputation, and I think there's a good chance I might actually be able to fuck my way out of this if I play my cards right.

It's going to be tough, though, because Nicholas strikes me as the type of guy who isn't easily outwitted — even if I'm just trying to outsmart the part of him that thinks with his cock.

I don't know how long I've been hanging when the door finally opens and I hear Nicholas's footsteps on the floor as they approach.

“I see you haven't gone very far,” he says, and chuckles at his own joke — or just the power he's wielding at the moment, I can't figure out which. “Would you like to hear my proposition now?”

He's standing to my side now, so I don't have to crane my neck as much to meet his face — but he does look sideways.

“Do I have a choice?” I say.

“Well, sure,” he says. “Your choice is you can listen to the proposition or you can go to jail.”

His definition of choice is a funny one, but I guess that's what I should expect out of a man who has made his career on dominance.

Still, though, as shitty a situation as this is, I'm deeply enjoying the fact that he's able to lord over me so thoroughly. I can't do anything. He's got me as helpless as I've ever been, and all I can think is that I want more.

Fuck, this guy's good.

“Then I guess I'll hear your proposition,” I say, and, with my neck getting too tired to support my head, I go back to looking at the floor.

“Excellent,” he says, and steps in front of me again, grabbing my chin and pulling it up to crane my neck and help me look him in the eyes.

“The fact that you broke into my home would tell me that you're in need of money, but you're so well-maintained you don't strike me as someone in any particular financial distress,” he said. “So you're doing this for fun. Am I right?”

I look into his eyes for a few seconds before I answer, figuring there's no point in lying.

“Right,” I say.

“Thought so,” he says. “Now, you'll have to pardon the fact that you were stripped naked before being hoisted up onto the bottom of this bench, but in placing you in this predicament I couldn't help but notice you're in incredible shape. You take care of yourself. Am I right?”

Yoga, running, a little bit of weightlifting ... shit, I hope I look good naked. And who better to judge, really?

Wait, did I seriously just feel flattered by that? Christ, how horny has this whole thing made me?

“Yes,” I say, struggling to maintain my composure. Between the tension of the situation and the arousal welling up within me, I'm ready to burst. I just don't know which way, is the issue.

“Well, then, I guess that brings us to my proposition,” he says. “I'm sure you're aware of the business I made my fortune in.”

He didn't phrase it like a question, and for a few seconds I'm unsure how to respond. Then he looks at me as if he expects a response quickly, and I respond that yes, I am aware.

“Anyway, I'm always on the lookout for new talent,” he says. “New models. New women interested in trying new things and making good money in the process.”

My ears perk up a bit.

Is he seriously about to offer me a job?

“I'm not sure what you planned on stealing when you broke in here, but I'd like to offer you something far, far more valuable,” he says. “But it takes more than a pretty face and a nice body to make it in my industry, Calico. You have to be able to—”

“Lower the bench,” I say, my eyes locked with his.

He freezes. “Excuse me?”

I've never been in bondage before. I've never had an opportunity like this before. And I'm not sure I've ever run into a man as unbearably sexy as you before.

“Lower the bench,” I repeat. “You're telling me I have a pretty face and a nice body. I want to show you I know how to use both.”

He looks at me intensely, and the wetness between my thighs grows more and more apparent. My skin is hot, and the wrap is doing a great job at keeping all of it contained. I'm heating up, my body so ready to take him in I can barely maintain coherence — but I'm determined to maintain it long enough to make this happen.

“Come on, Mr. Belmont,” I say, my eyes pleading. “Let me suck a billionaire's cock.”
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He doesn't have to be asked twice. Almost immediately, he walks over to the side of the bench — where there's a winch of sorts for him to raise and lower the whole construction — and begins to lower me. The tile floor gets closer and closer as I feel myself drop down, down, down.

I'm right at crotch level when it stops, and that's when I realize I'm actually going through with this. Not because I want to escape or charm my way into getting out of this, and not because I want a job, but because I feel so insanely turned on by the situation and Nicholas exudes sexy so thoroughly that I don't know how else to handle this excess of energy coursing through me.

He walks back around to the front, and stands with his cock bulging just inches from my head.

I crane my neck yet again, nuzzling the bulge with my cheek, breathing hot air onto it, trying to stimulate him through the cloth of his slacks.

I can already feel it working. I can feel the throb of his pulse in his hard shaft, the heat of his cock on my cheek. It radiates through the cloth, makes me want to push harder, makes me want him inside me.

I lick upward on the fabric, moving as best I can toward the tab on his zipper. I want to undo it with my teeth, but I'm just not able to get my mouth up that high. He senses me struggling with it and begins to undo his zipper — slowly, calmly, and much to my enthusiasm.

When his cock finally comes out of his pants, it springs out and strikes me in the face, right above the mouth. I quickly reposition myself and place my lips upon the hot, throbbing head of it, flicking at it gently with my tongue, teasing him, making him flinch and breathe harder with just the bare minimum of effort.

It's the biggest cock I've ever tried to get off, and I'm not going to be able to use my hands.

It's a challenge I'm more than happy to take on.

Slowly, as he moves closer to me and gives me more access to him, I begin to run my tongue around the head and along the shaft, feeling the ridges and veins as they pump hot blood throughout, making him stiffer, making him more ready for me. I nudge his cock upward with my nose, licking along the bottom of his shaft, feeling him shake and quiver as my tongue skates around him.

He's desperate to be inside me. I can feel it. I can see it. He wants so badly for me to bring my head up and come down on top of him with an open mouth, letting him bathe in my warm spit and experience everything I have to offer in this limited position.

But not yet. I'm not going to give him everything just yet.

I try my best to smile up at him, try my best to make eye contact, all without taking my mouth away from him. He brings his hand up and places it into my hair, twirling his fingers around in it and getting a good grip so he can pull my head upward. When he does, it's painful — but a welcome pain, the kind that only makes me moan and writhe a little harder in my restraints. I'm desperate to feel him with more of me. I'm desperate to have him inside of me.

I'm done fucking around.

I slip my open mouth down onto his cock and take every inch of it, maneuvering my lips all the way down his shaft so that all but the very base of it is lodged deep into my mouth and into the back of my throat. I gag — once, twice — but maintain composure, feeling reflexive tears sting my eyes but not wanting to pull up. 

He gasps, and I feel his whole body shiver and tense up as I bring the entirety of him inside me, feeling the heat of his cock, feeling the precum drizzle out of it and onto the back of my tongue. I'm feeling every single aspect of him, and it's turning me on more than I ever imagined possible.

I purse my lips as best I can, creating a tight seal with them, and begin to bob my head up and down. It's nowhere near what I could do if I just had my hands free, but I'm motivated and talented enough to make it work, and I want him to feel that in every sense of the word.

He's breathing hard, now, and I wonder if maybe I'm already inching closer toward getting him to come. His grip on my hair grows tighter, and I'm able to move my head less and less as he shoves forward powerfully, filling my mouth and making it impossible for me to move away.

“Try to get away from it,” he grunts.

I struggle, writhe, and wriggle as much as I can. I do everything within my power to get his cock out of my mouth, but it's impossible. Feeling that helplessness — feeling his cock inside my mouth and knowing I can't do anything about it — turns me on even further, and I'm now moaning loudly, desperate to feel any kind of attention on my wet, throbbing cunt.

He's breathing heavier now, his body's shaking from the anticipation of orgasm, and I'm not too far behind. Just one right touch, one right nudge and I'd be as close to the edge as he is right now—

And that's when he pulls out. Streaks of precum follow his cock out of my mouth and dangle off of my lips as I look up at him, confused.

Without putting his cock away or saying a word, he walks over to the same winch that lowered me to the level I'm at now. He pulls a pin or moves a lever or something — I can't quite tell what — and, much to my surprise, spins me around. I go head over heels more quickly than I can process, and suddenly I'm at the same height and still horizontal — but now I'm lying on my back.

He looks down at me and I look up at him. The arousal and desire in his eyes matches what I feel in my pussy, and I'm about to tell him as much when he utters:

“Let's see what else your body can do.”
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From inside his pocket, he pulls a pair of safety scissors — whether he always carries them because of the nature of his work or brought them in the room with him because he knew things were going to go in this direction, I'm not sure — and begins to cut away at the saran wrap.

What I learn as he cuts the wrap away is that I'm actually bound with two layers of it: one around my body, and one around the board I'm attached to.

He cuts hurriedly, the both of us breathing hard. We want each other so, so badly, and his earlier machinations only get in our way.

When he's done cutting up the length of the wrap, he pulls the outside layer away. I'm now laying on the table, free of it, but still encased in my own layer.

Nicholas goes to the foot of the table and pulls my ankles toward him. I slide forward on the table, though it's difficult because the plastic sticks so much, and eventually my legs are almost entirely off of it. He then starts cutting at the wrap surrounding my legs.

In a matter of seconds my legs are “free,” or as close to free as they can be with my ankles still cuffed. My upper body is still wrapped and immobile, and I'm beginning to see where he's going with these moves. Again he reaches into his pocket, this time pulling out a pair of handcuff keys. He uses them to unlock the cuffs around my ankles, and just like that my legs are completely free.

I breathe deep. The cool air feels great on my overheated legs, and being able to spread those legs out so Nicholas can see just how wet he has made me is a reward all its own. I open my legs as wide as they can go and give him a perfect view of my pink, glistening pussy.

“Fuck me,” I say, looking up at him as he looks down into my cunt. “Fuck me hard. Take what's yours. Come all over me.”

Again, he doesn't have to be told twice. His cock is still rock hard and throbbing at the very thought of being inside me, and when he grabs my legs and hoists them straight up into the air so he can fuck me as fully as possible, he doesn't hesitate to plunge into me with a force I'd never thought I would find pleasurable.

It's quick, it's strong, and it's entirely without pause. He goes from outside of me to within me immediately, and while normally that's the sort of thing I'd prefer a partner build up to, this time around I'm too wet and too excited to even pretend to care. When I feel every inch of him enter me, pressing every button, the base of him slamming into my clit and pushing me further to the brink of orgasm, I'm ecstatic. 

I groan and scream in pleasure, writhing around, flexing my abs as I sit up slightly, feeling the strain and stress of this power fuck throughout my entire body.

His grip on my legs is tight, and he's thrusting as quickly as I've ever seen a man thrust before. He fucks as a man who knows what he's doing should fuck, and I'm simply along for the ride. It's a ride I'm barely able to keep up with.

Sweat beads up on my forehead. Inside the wrap around my upper body, I can feel the dampness of the sticky sweat that has built up with no air to carry it away. It only heats me further, only makes me eager to fuck harder.

He slips one hand down toward my pussy and begins to massage my clit, and that's when I completely lose control. I see sparks. I clench my eyes shut and my mouth opens wide, but no sounds come out. I'm a slave to the power of the orgasm as it rockets through my system, rolling roughshod up my spine and throughout my extremities with its electric touch. Until now I've been clay, pliable, easily molded by his touch. Now, heated in the fires of passion, I've become hardened, rigid, a solid object for him to admire in whatever way he pleases.

My legs shake from the pleasure, and the ecstatic scream I let loose echoes off of the tile so hard my throat begins to run ragged.

It's apparently all he needs, as well. His thrusts get shorter and quicker, and the look on his face almost becomes pained as the power of his own orgasm begins to run through his body. I feel his grip on my leg grow extremely tight, and his fingers stop moving on my clit as he grows distracted.

He pulls out at the last second and lets out a massive grunt of passion and exertion as he comes all over me, thick white ropes of it firing out of his cock and onto the plastic wrap covering my stomach. His cock throbs as it fires away, and I can actually feel the heat of his load through the plastic on my bare skin.

I look him in the eyes, my mouth still hanging open, and he looks down at me, the both of us breathing heavily. 

His legs appear to fold underneath him, and he drops to the floor, exhausted and sweaty. I continue to lay on the table, my legs dangling off, my wet and throbbing pussy getting some well earned rest.

I turn my head to try and see Nicholas, and I'm just barely able to see him from the neck up as he looks to me and says:

“You're incredible. You're more than incredible.”

I nod and swallow, unable to think of anything to say in response. I'm still too exhausted to form proper words, anyway.

“If you're interested, you've got a job as a bondage model waiting for you at my company,” he says. “The pay is good, the work is fun, and I think you'd fit in just fine.”

I nod. “Thank you, Mr. Belmont. I'd be happy to.”

He smiles at me. I smile back. He notices me wriggling a bit, trying to deal with the discomfort of my bindings that had, up to this point, gone unnoticed due to being so distracted by pleasure.

“Is that uncomfortable?” he says.

“A little,” I reply, trying to shift the weight off of my arms, as they're still cuffed behind my back.

“Well,” he says, standing up, “I'm afraid you're just going to have to deal with that for an hour or so.”

I look up at him, confused and in slight disbelief. He looks down at me with a smirk on his face.

“I have to shower and then be in on a video conference in a half hour,” he says. “When I'm done, I'll come get you and let you out.”

“But—”

“And before you complain, try and remember you're only here because you broke into the place.”

I have no response to that, and he laughs when he sees me realize it.

“I'll be back in a while, Calico.”

And with that, he's out the door. I put my head back and exhale, closing my eyes and reflecting on my incredible luck — as well as what my new job might bring.
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