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About The Bondage Billionaire Foursome: Four Kinky Stories, One Hot Bundle

“Do you know what so many people fail to understand about bondage and domination? What so many people fail to understand ... is bondage is all about the submissive.”

The hot, kinky Bondage Billionaire series has finally come together in one huge bundle! Bondage Billionaire Nicholas Belmont's secretary, Eve, always wanted to be a model but never quite had the confidence — until one sexy encounter in her boss's office changed absolutely everything.

Follow the two of them through four separate stories: Secretary for the Bondage Billionaire, Modeling for the Bondage Billionaire, On Display for the Bondage Billionaire, and Serving the Bondage Billionaire.

These erotic shorts feature BDSM, bondage, male domination, female submission, rough sex, public humiliation, oral, and a whole lot more. Enjoy!


The Bondage Billionaire Series

(Click on the title to be taken to that book)

Secretary for the Bondage Billionaire

Modeling for the Bondage Billionaire

On Display for the Bondage Billionaire 

Serving the Bondage Billionaire


Secretary for the Bondage Billionaire

by Addison Price

Copyright © 2015 by Addison Price

–

About Secretary for the Bondage Billionaire:

“For example, here you are: my secretary, in my office, on my desk, as helplessly tied as you've ever been,” he says. “I could do absolutely anything I wanted to you, and you'd be powerless to stop me. And what do I do with that kind of power?”

Eve's a secretary for Nicholas Belmont, the only billionaire to make his fortune off of an online bondage media empire. She took the job because it'd put her close to the action, as she'd always wanted to be a model but never quite got up the confidence.

Luckily for Eve, she's about to get the job interview she's always wanted.

This erotic short features BDSM, bondage, male domination, female submission, and rough sex. Enjoy! 

–

An Excerpt:

“Do you know what so many people fail to understand about bondage and domination?” he says, and I finally open my eyes to see him looking down at me.

I'm practically panting. My heart's pounding harder by the second. “No, sir, what's that?”

“What so many people fail to understand,” he says, sinking slowly downward between my legs, out of my line of sight, “is bondage is all about the submissive.”

He's either squatting or on his knees now, his head level with my glistening mound. I'm doing my best to keep my eyes locked on his, as he's certainly keeping his locked on mine.

“For example, here you are: my secretary, in my office, on my desk, as helplessly tied as you've ever been,” he says. “I could do absolutely anything I wanted to you, and you'd be powerless to stop me. And what do I do with that kind of power?”

He pauses, and that one moment in time feels like an eternal drumroll. I am a ball of anticipation, I am a powderkeg, I am a superheated liquid. I just need one little push. I'm moaning quietly, I'm squirming, I'm shifting my hips gently upward in the hopes his slick tongue will meet me halfway.

“I decide to please you.”

His tongue flicks me, and I explode.


~1~

People are always asking me what it's like to work just outside the office of the only billionaire in the world to make his fortune off of bondage videos, and I feel like I always let them down a little when I tell them it isn't a constant front-row seat to hot sex and beautiful women.

There's a little of that, don't get me wrong — in fact, it was just the other day I watched him lead some topless, tanned, and leggy brunette through the hallways by a leash, her arms roped solidly in place behind her.

When she saw me at my desk, she smiled politely. I spent the next forty minutes listening to her moan in pleasure while my boss fucked her over his conference table.

That night in bed, I slipped a hand down my panties and worked my clit until I couldn't take it anymore and fell, sweaty and panting, into a deep sleep.

So, yeah, there's a little of that, but for the most part, it's a pretty normal office. Nicholas — that's Mr. Belmont, he insists his employees call him by his first name — has plenty of the normal extravagancies you'd expect from a man of his means, but he doesn't live as large as the tabloids might lead you to believe.

He certainly could, if he wanted. There aren't many billionaires in the world who make their fortunes so young. And he always found himself in the tabloids despite his relatively non-eccentric behavior because his looks could sell papers more quickly than any model on page six.

That granite jaw, those deep blue eyes, the muscular but lithe and capable build of a gymnast — photographers simply can't get enough of Nicholas, and around the office we're told to ignore that sort of thing.

Still, I can't help but be a little thankful for some of those shots they caught of him vacationing down in the Keys. Those shots of him in the swim trunks, his shirtless body glistening in the sun, wet hair swept back?

I couldn't tell you how many times I'd touched myself to those, imagined him going to town on me, eating me out and working his way up my torso until we were eye-to-eye, slipping into me quickly and powerfully, thrusting harder and harder—

I'm getting sidetracked. Anyway, the point is, working just outside his office isn't quite what you'd expect. It certainly wasn't what I expected.

Which may be why I'm about to get fired.

He hasn't told me just yet, of course — I'd be cleaning out my desk and not sitting at it, waiting patiently — but I can't think of any other reason he'd demand a half hour of my time at the very end of the day. I don't think I've been doing my job badly, but I haven't been excelling, either, and there isn't much room in Nicholas's company for people who aren't going above and beyond.

I know, I know: He's calling you into his office for a half hour meeting, eh? I know where your mind is going, and I'll go ahead and shut that down right now. Nicholas doesn't sleep with secretaries. Not that it's a rule or anything, but when he could have his pick of just about any model in the world — like, say, tanned and leggy brunettes — I doubt the bookish secretary with the glasses and the dirty-blonde hair is going to be grabbing much of his attention.

And so, here I sit, cursing myself. I know I should be thinking of my next move, but all I can think about is being fucked and fucked hard by Nicholas Belmont, bondage billionaire.


~2~

I'm staring at the phone at 4:30 in the afternoon when I hear a knock on the doorframe of his office. It isn't like him to not use the phone to call me in, and I take it as another sign that something about this meeting is different. In my head, I'm going over my list of references. I'm also thinking about how much I want one of those powerful hands of Nicholas's to smack me on the ass.

Maybe I just need a place where I'm a little less distracted.

“Eve,” he says, “are you ready for our meeting?”

He's not always the type to wear business suits, which is a shame because he looks imminently fuckable in them. Well, he looks imminently fuckable in just about everything, but you get the idea.

Today it's a pair of dark business slacks and a beautiful white button-down. He hasn't bothered with the top two buttons, and I can just barely make out a shade of his collarbones.

I nod, and we walk into his office. He walks me over to his desk — massive and jet black, kept pristine and free of clutter — and motions for me to sit in one of the large leather chairs opposite his side. He walks over to his own leather chair, which is of course somehow even larger than the ones his guests are afforded, and sits down quietly.

His face is almost impossible to read. It's one of the things that has helped him make his way to the top, no doubt. It's also one of the things that makes him irresistible. I want him to bury his face in my cunt, to take me right here in this chair.

“Eve, how long have you been working here?”

I'm still off in fantasy land, and it takes me a second to snap back to reality and stammer out an answer.

“Um— Well, I started a few months after I graduated college, so it has been somewhere around a year and a half,” I say, hands placed neatly in my lap.

Those hands could be doing so much more than just sitting neatly in my lap. They could be wrapped around Nicholas's thick cock, stroking him while I took him as deeply into my mouth as my body would allow. But there they were, sitting neatly. In my lap.

“About a year and a half, that's what I thought,” Nicholas said, leaning back. “How have you enjoyed your time here?”

That sounded like the sort of question you ask someone who's on their way out. My heart is pounding. I stammer again, briefly, but pull it together with an answer I'm sure isn't all that impressive.

“It's a great opportunity,” I say, cursing myself internally as the words leave my lips. “Obviously there aren't any other offices like this in the world, so knowing I'm in such a unique position has been really, really great.”

The voice in the back of my head rampages. Really, really great. Putting that English degree to use, Eve. Stellar work. On the outside, I am as steady as can be expected.

“It certainly is a unique place,” Nicholas says, looking briefly at his monitor. “There aren't too many people who have had the good fortune to make it as far as I have, and there certainly aren't any who others have done it by tying up beautiful, naked women.”

I chuckle at that line. I think back to that brunette, her arms completely immobilized behind her, smiling at me as she walked by.

“Anyway, I didn't bring you into my office at the end of the day just to talk about me,” he continues, and again I'm forced to snap back to reality. “We're actually here to talk about you.”

The voice in the back of my head takes a moment to collect itself. Shit, it says. I guess this really is it.


~3~

“Are you familiar with the way I made my fortune?” he asks, his hands interlaced, his posture casual.

“Of course,” I say.

Extensively familiar, I don't say. It's kind of the only reason I applied for the job.

I'd been a fan of Nicholas's work for years, going all the way back to high school, when I'd sneak onto my parents' computer late at night and spend hours gawking at all of the strict, immobilizing positions he roped his beautiful women into. I'd lean back in my chair and run an eager finger over my clit imagining what it would be like to be one of them, suspended in the air or secured to the ground, completely helpless, vulnerable to whatever whims or fancies Mr. Belmont had in store.

I imagined it to be among the best ways to make a living, and had my sights set on it until somewhere along the line I determined on-camera work was out of my reach. Those girls were tall and toned, their bodies a tribute to perfect genetics. No way I could keep up with that.

“I figured you were,” Nicholas says, and I snap back to the conversation at hand. I'm having a little bit of trouble keeping it together. “Don't know how you wouldn't be.”

“You've always struck me as a very bright young woman,” he says. “It's why I hired you before you'd even left the building after your first interview.”

At what point does he start cutting to the chase?

“And I think you know you're very bright, and you know that's enough to make it in the job you've got,” he says. “So, you coast. You do perfectly okay. Am I wrong about anything so far?”

I swallow. “Not at all, sir—”

“Nicholas.”

“Nicholas. Sorry.”

He leans forward. The tone of this conversation isn't great, but for some reason I'm growing more and more certain that I'm not actually about to be fired. But … if that's not why he called me in here, then what could his motive be?

“Look, I had this whole thing planned out where I'd bring you into this slowly, but the truth is I have to be on a helicopter in an hour and we've got to get this moving,” he says.

I want to lean forward, to match his intensity, but I'm frozen in place.

“Eve,” he says, “how long have you wanted to be a model here?”

In that moment, I'm prepared for just about anything to come out of his mouth — but what actually comes out of his mouth is so in a completely different universe from what I'd expected, I'm forced to respond with a slack jaw and another stammer.

“I— uh … I—”

“Don't be shy about it,” he says. “We don't really care what people look at on the Internet at work around here, but we do keep tabs on it — and I'd suspected you had the itch from the very beginning. I'm just thrilled to see I was right.”

Holy shit, was I really that stupid? I'm cursing myself when I realize, quickly, that my poor judgment actually appears to be working out to my advantage. I straighten in my chair, then settle lightly.

“Quite, uh … quite some time,” I say, and smile lightly.

He responds with a smile of his own. Fuck, I want to ride that mouth. I want to feel it under me and writhe on it until I come again and again.

“Well then, you'll be pleased to know that — if you'd like — you can have that second interview you never got on the day I hired you,” he says. “But this one's for the position you really wanted.”


~4~

I have no idea how to react. I'm excited — thrilled, even, and I can feel myself getting wet at the very thought of it — but taken completely off guard. But as Nicholas stands up to meet me around on my side of the desk, I realize maybe that's what he had in mind.

He sits in the chair next to mine and leans in. I can smell him. He doesn't wear cologne. His scent is powerful, masculine, beautifully deep.

“Eve, I'm going to spend the next forty-five minutes of my time tying you up,” he says. “If you so desire, I'm going to spend part of those forty-five minutes fucking you ragged. Do you understand?”

There's something about the way Nicholas controls a conversation, and it makes perfect sense when you think about what he does for a living. The man became a billionaire in a niche porn industry, of course he's got a way about him — but I've never met anyone who could bring you around to their way quite as quickly or easily as Nicholas, and I'd never once regretted it.

Maybe that's the logic I have in mind when I nod.

“Excellent,” he says, and stands up, hands behind his back. “Take off all of your clothes.”

I look back toward the door. It's open, and the work day isn't quite over yet. The occasional co-worker is walking past, some even glancing in as they pass by.

“Are your clothes out in the hallway?”

I turn back toward Nicholas quickly, confused — then I understand.

“No, Nicholas.”

“It's sir, now.”

I smile. “Yes, sir.”

“Ten seconds ago, I told you to take off all of your clothes,” he says. “Not only are you not naked, you haven't even started. Is this how you're going to value my time as a bondage model?”

I take the hint, and I'm out of my clothes in under half a minute. My panties are the last thing to come off, and they come off a little bit more slowly. It's partially because I'm nervous — which I think is natural, given the setting — and partially because I'm ludicrously wet and my panties have taken on quite a bit of that.

He can't consider that unprofessional, can he? I think to myself as I'm finally sliding my panties down my leg. No damn way.

And just like that, I'm naked. My pussy's as wet as it has ever been. My breasts, which I've always been proud of, are pert and at the ready. My nipples are hard and sensitive, flush with the blood that's pounding through me as my pulse reaches machine gun speeds. They feel as if the slightest touch will jolt me into ecstasy.

He looks me up and down, slowly, his eyes lingering exactly where I want his hands to be.

“Very, very nice,” he says. “Extraordinarily so. Do you work out?”

“Yoga, sir,” I say quietly.

“Flexibility.” He smiles. “I like that. It's a good quality in a bondage model.”

I grin, knowing this interview is already going well.


~5~

Nicholas commands me to stand still and wait for him as he wanders over to the far corner of the office and opens his closet door. That's where he keeps his stash of materials — ropes, chains, cuffs, gags, blindfolds … it's a beautiful collection, one I've fantasized about using many, many times.

Another pang of titillation fires through me as I realize I don't have to fantasize about it anymore.

Holy shit, I think to myself, the truth really sinking in. I'm about to get tied up and fucked by Nicholas Belmont. The Nicholas Belmont is going to make me his toy. I'm going to be helpless and fucked hard by a billionaire with a huge cock.

The thought is almost enough to take my legs out from under me. God, how amazing it would be to just slip one hand down my stomach, slowly, inching closer and closer to my wet cunt before letting one finger drift casually between my folds.

I've gone to town on myself for hours for things less insanely hot than this. My mind is firing wildly in every direction. My skin is hot to the touch. I think about how I'm going to handle actually being in those ropes of his. I can only hope I don't shoot through the ceiling the moment he lays a finger on me.

“One of my favorite ties,” he says, walking back over toward me with an armful of looped rope, “is the box tie. It's simple, it's elegant, and it's sturdy. If you do it right, you can keep a submissive in a box tie for hours upon hours without them ever getting uncomfortable.”

He holds the ropes up to study them against my skin, then walks around behind me.

“Fold your arms behind your back,” he says, and I do.

He begins wrapping rope around my arms, looping it around front to go above, below, and between my breasts. They strain against the rope, and it makes them look even more pert than before. I'm admiring them when he ties off a final knot between my shoulderblades and steps back.

“Try to get out of that,” he says.

I go to slip my arms out, and it's only then that I realize just how helpless I am. This isn't something I'm getting out of without his permission and help. When I try to move my arms, they just don't budge — and it results in me shaking my entire torso side to side, trying to find any kind of slack.

Of course, there's none. This is the same tie I saw him using on that leggy brunette, and she certainly wasn't going anywhere either.

“How does that feel?” he says, and I notice that for as helpless as he's just made me, my arms aren't actually under any kind of serious stress.

“It feels … fine,” I say, the surprise creeping into my voice.

He chuckles at my tone. “What, you think I made a billion off of this stuff without knowing what I'm doing? You're in good hands, Eve.”

Speaking of hands...

“Walk over to the desk,” he says, and I obey. He gestures. “Sit down on it.”

I pause, feeling odd about placing my bare ass and exceedingly wet pussy onto my boss's clean, jet black desk. The pause turns into genuine hesitation, and Nicholas is quick to catch it.

“Is there a problem?”

I take the hint and sit.

“Very good. Now, keep your ass where it is and lay back.”


~6~

I do that without hesitation, and I'm again surprised by the nature of the box tie. I would figure having my arms folded behind me would make laying back on the desk particularly uncomfortable, but all it does is make me wish we kept the air conditioning down a little bit lower in Nicholas's office.

He walks over to me and traces a finger along my side. It's the slightest touch, but my body has become so primed for any kind of action that it seemingly focuses every single nerve it has on the trail he creates in my flesh. I can't help it: My eyes shut, and I moan gently.

“Excellent,” he says, and I can hear the smile in his voice. “You're all sorts of ready, aren't you?”

I lick my lips and bite down. “Yes, sir,” I say.

“Eve,” he says, “do you want me to fuck you?”

“Yes, sir,” I say, pushing my hips upward slightly. My cunt's throbbing now, it's impossible to focus on anything other than how badly I want him inside of me — hell, even touching me at this point may very well be enough.

“How hard do you want me to fuck you?”

“Hard, sir,” I say.

“Spread your legs.”

I obey.

He runs the backs of his fingernails hard up my leg, starting at the knee and ending just shy of my pussy. I gasp sharply and pull my knees up as a reflex. My eyes are still clenched shut, so I can't see how he reacts, but the tone in his voice is playful when he next speaks up.

“We'll have to do something about those powerful legs of yours, young lady,” he says, and within seconds he has loops of rope wrapped around my ankles and thighs, each leg folded in half and now infinitely more controllable on his end of things. 

As he ties the rope around my thighs he's careful not to actually touch my cunt, and at those moments I'm both frustrated and grateful because I know what's coming is about to be so much better than that accidental contact would have been. 

When he's done, he stands directly in front of me now, a hand on each of my knees, holding my legs apart.

“Do you know what so many people fail to understand about bondage and domination?” he says, and I finally open my eyes to see him looking down at me.

I'm practically panting. My heart's pounding harder by the second. “No, sir, what's that?”

“What so many people fail to understand,” he says, sinking slowly downward between my legs, out of my line of sight, “is bondage is all about the submissive.”

He's either squatting or on his knees now, his head level with my glistening pussy. I'm doing my best to keep my eyes locked on his, as he's certainly keeping his locked on mine.

“For example, here you are: my secretary, in my office, on my desk, as helplessly tied as you've ever been,” he says. “I could do absolutely anything I wanted to you, and you'd be powerless to stop me. And what do I do with that kind of power?”

He pauses, and that one moment in time feels like an eternal drumroll. I am a ball of anticipation, I am a powderkeg, I am a superheated liquid. I just need one little push. I'm moaning quietly, I'm squirming, I'm shifting my hips gently upward in the hopes his slick tongue will meet me halfway.

“I decide to please you.”

His tongue flicks my clit, and I explode.


~7~

The noises that come out of me as he's licking me are the sorts of noises I'd never imagined myself making.

Brief flashes of my sexual past come flooding back to me as he's working up and down my folds with that delightfully gifted tongue of his — the quiet, late nights at the computer, the dorm room encounters kept quiet for fear of waking a roommate, the way I still tended to be quiet during sex — and all of them seem now like they were less about my control over the experience and more about how nothing had ever pushed me to this level of anticipation and horniness before so completely and utterly pushing me past the point of no return.

I am putty. I am clay. I am whatever he needs or wants me to be. His tongue makes curly shapes in my folds, it runs up and down the length of my pussy, it drifts up toward my clit and pushes the hood back slightly, flicking away at the tip and making me buck my hips wildly.

My breasts bounce with every heaving breath I take, moans flying out of me one right after the other. Every millimeter his tongue patrols is another electric jolt throughout my body, another lightning bolt bouncing around in my brain and radiating its warmth through my body.

I'm convinced this is as far as I'm capable of being pushed, when he — without any indication — slips two of his fingers completely inside me.

They're doing quick, powerful 'come hither' motions inside of me and I'm pretty sure I'm floating weightless in another galaxy. He's managing to keep his tongue going in combination with the fingers, and if it's not for the rope I'd be spasming wildly.

I scream in ecstasy, the power of his fingers and tongue finally pushing me right up to the very edge of orgasm. He removes his tongue. I'm still as close as I imagine I could be, so I don't mind, but then he speaks.

“You have to ask me for permission to come,” he says, matter-of-factly, not bothering to say what kind of punishment might befall me if I don't heed that command.

Even though the punishment is potentially non-existent, in the split second that follows I do a quick read of my situation. My billionaire bondage mogul boss has tied me up on his desk, I'm completely helpless, I'm a fraction of a second away from the single greatest orgasm I've ever had in my life — and I'm being told all that stands between me and that leg-shaking, earth-shattering is a simple request to follow an order.

It's a no-brainer.

“May I please come?” I ask, quickly, between gasps.

“May you please come what?” he says.

I throw my head back in frustration.

“May I please come sir?” I ask, this time more desperately. I'm rapidly approaching the point where it would be completely out of my hands.

“Now, now,” he says, “I think you can be more polite than that.”

I'm struggling now, every inch of me that can move shifting in one way or another to try and get any kind of control over the situation. There's nothing to be gained. I'm completely his.

I steady myself as best I can and say, calmly, “May I please come, sir? Please? I'm begging you.”

He waits for three seconds, and they might as well be an eternity each.

“You may,” he says, and I am in another dimension.


~8~

To say I'd never experienced anything like this orgasm is an understatement. It's as if I went from wearing a blindfold my entire life to one day ripping it off and taking in the daylight for the very first time.

My eyes are wide open. So is my mouth, but I'm not making a sound. Muscles twitch and spasm throughout my torso, from the ones in my pussy clamping down gently on his fingers, all the way up through my abs. Things tingle, things burn, things are flush with a rush of new blood.

When I do finally make noise, it's a prolonged moan that rises in volume until finally developing into a scream, a guttural shout of unspeakable pleasure. Fireworks shoot off in my head. The room slides in and out of focus.

At some point during all of this, Nicholas stands up. I have no idea when. But there he is, calmly unbuttoning his shirt. I'm watching him, silent except for the deep breaths I'm taking to try and regain any form of composure.

Any sort of composure I do manage to grab is completely gone the moment he undoes his belt and brings his pants and boxers down in one go, his huge, hard cock now standing free just inches away from my cunt.

I'm in overdrive. The orgasm has completely wiped me out — I'm about as spent as I've ever been — but I find myself pushing my hips up toward him again, getting whatever leverage I can manage with my bound legs.

He sees my attempts and calms me by placing a hand on one of my knees.

“Eve,” he says, “are you still sure you want to get fucked?”

I'm licking my lips and nodding, eyes now closed.

“I didn't hear you,” he says.

“Yes, sir,” I say, and I'm barely through “sir” when he uses that hand on my knee to push my leg to the side and thrust into me, hard, taking me by surprise.

I'm right back to where I was, the room zipping in and out of focus. He pounds away at me hard, over and over, the rhythm and force of it bouncing me up and down along the surface of his desk. My tits bounce as well, a counterweight to what's happening below.

His hands leave my knees and reach for those tits, grabbing them hard, pinching my nipples. They'd been so sensitive before anything even started, and by now they might as well have been an electric switch. I can't react directly to it, though, because I'm too busy reacting to everything else — Nicholas Belmont's rather famous rod, throbbing inside of me, the rather famous billionaire attached to it leaning down to kiss and nibble whatever flesh he can get to.

He's grunting with satisfaction, and I can smell his sweat. It's mixing with my own, the desk now considerably more damp than it had been before this all started.

It's then that I notice his thrusts getting more pointed, stronger, his breathing more hurried.

I'm about to make Nicholas Belmont come, I realize, and though my mind is spiraling through space and time it still finds it within itself to force my head up and watch him.

He's exquisite, a pile of rippling muscle with a sweaty sheen, and his eyes are clenched shut as he braces for orgasm. In one quick motion, he pulls out of me — and I nearly protest, until I realize what's about to happen.

When he comes, it's a burning hot rope that lands neatly across my breasts and stomach. The next shot is slightly lower on my stomach. He's pumping himself now, his muscles clenched, his torso folded slightly.

With a few deep, grunting breaths, it's over. I realize I haven't breathed in about half a minute, and I get back to it.

Already, a thought briefly crosses my mind — I can't wait to get myself off on this over and over tonight — and I smile inwardly.

Nicholas, that sheen of sweat already starting to cool, is standing upright and looking down at me. He rests his hand on my knee again. We smile at each other.

“So,” I say, “about that job.”

Nicholas turns to look behind him, and it's only then that I realize a small crowd of co-workers has been watching from the doorway. Prior to about a half hour ago, I would have been mortified. Right now, I couldn't be bothered to give a fuck.

“What do you think, everyone?” he says to the group, his cock hanging in plain sight. “She got what it takes?”

They're speechless, though one — a rather cute guy from accounting — nods heartily.

“Looks like I'm about to hire you yet again before even letting you leave the building,” he says — and just like that, I've gone from secretary to bondage model.


Modeling for the Bondage Billionaire
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About Modeling for the Bondage Billionaire:

“Maybe my subconscious remembers the last time Nicholas Belmont tied me up and made me his own. Maybe my subconscious remembers how paradoxically freeing it was to give all of my control over to him, to feel him mold me into the shapes and positions of his choosing, to feel his fingers on me and in me, his tongue, his thick—”

It's Eve's first day as a model for Nicholas Belmont, the bondage billionaire, and she's eager to please — but she's caught off guard by her first assignment, which is switched at the last minute to be the model for a bondage demonstration in front of a crowd.

Is it too much for Eve to handle?

Don't count on it.

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

–

An Excerpt:

The combination of already being so worked up and then having Nicholas touch me, poke me, prod me, fondle me, and force me around — all while blindfolded, all while in front of a crowd — has me about ready to burst. I'm soaking wet, my nipples are throbbing, and I'm breathing just a little bit heavily.

Some audience members setting close to the front mention the heavy breathing, and I hear one utter something about nervousness.

Nicholas picks up on that, and interrupts his ongoing lecture about the number of things one can do with a helpless partner to speak to that audience member directly.

“Not nervous, my friend, helpless and turned on,” Nicholas says. “There's a very easy way to tell the difference with Eve. Who wants to see?”

The crowd cheers, and even though I'm blindfolded I turn my head toward Nicholas in response. I'm curious. I can't imagine what he's got in store for—

And without any sort of warning whatsoever, he places two fingers directly along my inner folds.
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It's seven in the morning, and my phone's alarm goes off — but only for a few seconds, because I'd already been up for hours and reach over to turn it off immediately.

If just a week ago you told me within a few days I'd be getting up to start my first day as a bondage model for Nicholas Belmont, I'd have laughed.

“Me? No,” I'd say, my hand gesturing dismissively. “I'm just Nicholas's secretary. You must have me confused with someone else.”

But of course you'd be right, because a little under a week ago, Nicholas Belmont gave me a job interview I'll never forget — my poor clit is still tender from how much I've been pleasuring myself to it in the intervening days and nights, actually — and brought me on board as a model for his multibillion-dollar bondage media empire.

I've yet to top the orgasm he gave me with just a few flicks of his tongue and fingers that day, though not for lack of trying. I've even grabbed a pair of those easy-release handcuffs and locked myself to my bedposts to try and recreate the beautiful helplessness and vulnerability I felt that day, but to no avail.

There's just no replacement for the real thing, for truly giving yourself over to a dominant, powerful man like Nicholas and letting him lovingly wrap rope around you until you're strung up and as open as you'll ever be, feeling even the slightest breeze on your exposed pussy and throbbing clit.

So I've had to make do, but today was truly the day I'd been waiting for — until last night, when I was too nervous to sleep well.

Figures.

I climb out of bed and get ready for my first day. I'm careful to make sure my legs and mound are as cleanly shaven as they've ever been, but beyond that I throw myself into a look I'd best describe as “presentable.” The models — us models, I guess I have to get used to saying now — get plenty of space and materials to primp and preen ourselves right before any shoots start.

Just one of the perks I'm looking forward to about this new gig.

Work's all of fifteen blocks away, so I walk in and saunter happily past the front desk. Nicholas has insisted I report to his office first thing in the morning, though usually models are supposed to go down toward the shooting areas to find out what assignments are waiting.

I bound up the steps and make my way to the door of Nicholas's office, which is slightly ajar. I knock lightly, then peek in.

Nicholas is on the phone. He spies me, then gestures to hold on for just a second so he can end this call. In the meantime, he gestures for me to come in.

I obey, and it's the first time I've stood in his office since last week, when he told me about the opportunity he wanted to offer me before tying me up and fucking me hard on the very desk he's sitting at now.

Seeing him again from the doorway was enough to make my heart kick things up a notch, but being right back at the scene of last week's fun — standing at the desk he fucked me on — is making my panties damp. I try not to shift in my stance, but it's everything I can do to keep from touching myself right there in front of him.

You know what would really take the edge off the day, I thought to myself, staring at the stubble on his defined jawline, is another strong fuck right here, right now. Tell him to go for it. Tell him to bend you over the desk and pull your hair and ride you until you're too weak to stand.

Nicholas hangs up the phone. I haven't even remotely been paying attention to the conversation, so I had no idea it was about to end. The sound of the phone gently hitting the receiver is what snaps me out of my fantasy.
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“Eve,” he says, a smile on his face. “So lovely to see you in here again. I take it you're looking back fondly on the last time you were at this desk?”

I've been working for him long enough to know he's great at reading people, so his perception of my thought process doesn't surprise me — but there's also a very good chance my quicker breathing and flushed skin would have tipped off even a blind man.

“Definitely,” I say, smiling right back at him.

I'm getting ready to sit down in one of the chairs on my side of the desk when he sits up a bit and starts to speak.

“Actually, you won't be in here long,” he says, and I'm both curious and slightly disappointed he isn't planning a repeat of last week's performance. I keep standing.

“I wanted to call you in for two reasons,” he says. “The first was to welcome you and congratulate you on starting the new job.”

“Thank you, Nicholas,” I say.

He pauses before continuing, and my nervousness is kicking back in just a little bit.

“With that pleasantness out of the way, I wanted to let you know that your first assignment's going to be a little more challenging than you might have anticipated.”

I cock my head and narrow my eyes slightly.

“Challenging?”

“Yes, challenging,” he says.

He gets up and walks around to my side of the desk, and I'm reminded again of a few things: his deep, earthy smell, the way he carries himself, the power behind even just his gait. He leans up against the desk lightly and crosses his arms.

“We've had a model call out due to injury — nothing serious, but enough to put her out for a week or two — and we'll need you to fill in for her,” he says.

I nod knowingly, but internally I'm wondering exactly what kind of assignment this model was supposed to be on if it requires Nicholas Belmont himself to brace me for it.

“It's nothing extreme, but it's a little more … public-facing than you might have been ready for on your first day,” he says, and instantly I realize what's happening.

One of our brands involves public bondage tutorials, wherein Nicholas will take two hours out of his month to hold a class for curious couples and bondage practitioners in the area. He covers all sorts of things during these classes, but the primary focus is the demonstration of rope bondage techniques.

Modeling for these things isn't particularly difficult in and of itself, but it does involve being completely naked and very, very exposed for a densely packed room of more than fifty people.

This is why Nicholas wanted to see me. He wants to make sure I'm up for this. It's charming, really, and a welcome gesture — because all of the nervousness that had melted away when I walked into the room has just surged back.

“Now, you should know you can decline any assignment you want,” he says. “We can always find something else for you, and we're not in the business of forcing models into doing anything they don't want to do—”

“I'll do it,” I say, suddenly and confidently, surprising even myself. Maybe my subconscious knows something I don't.

Nicholas seems a little surprised, as well.

“Are you sure?” he says.

Maybe my subconscious remembers the last time Nicholas Belmont tied me up and made me his own. Maybe my subconscious remembers how paradoxically freeing it was to give all of my control over to him, to feel him mold me into the shapes and positions of his choosing, to feel his fingers on me and in me, his tongue, his thick cock — maybe, just maybe, my subconscious is remembering a little bit of that.

Maybe because that's all I've been thinking about for the past week. My clit could tell stories about how overworked it has been this week.

And just like that, I'm wet again.

“Absolutely,” I say.
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I venture down toward the theater where the class is going to be held and get ready off in the backstage areas. It seems like such a blur. Just last week, I was handling paperwork and staring blankly at my monitor, wondering if this was the exciting life I'd planned for myself when I signed up to work for Nicholas. 

Now here I was, standing completely naked — yes, naked, I don't think I mentioned that — in a dressing room getting ready to go out in front of a room of more than fifty people to be handled and tied by the billionaire who fucked me on his desk during a job interview.

Life's funny like that, I guess. Thinking of that encounter has, predictably, left me more than a little wet. I briefly wonder if I've got enough time to recline somewhere backstage and take the edge off by rubbing my — now very ready and raring to go — clit and freshly smooth pussy until I got enough endorphins flowing through me to calm down a bit.

Of course, I don't have enough time.

Outside, in the theater, I can hear one of our relations folks getting the crowd warmed up by telling them a little about the day-to-day workings of this place. It seems weird for me to think of a time when I had no idea how this company worked.

I hear Nicholas coming down the stairs before I see him, and I'm the first thing he sees as he enters the backstage area. 

He's changed his clothes a bit, opting for jeans and a nice t-shirt with a gorgeous Italian blazer over top. The man can wear just about anything he wants, it's unfathomable just how fuckable he is.

Speaking of fuckable, this is the second time he's seen me naked this week — and he very clearly likes the pattern that's emerging.

“Eve, you look stunning,” he says, making no effort to hide the fact that he's taking in every inch of my body. “You're going to be a fantastic model for this.”

“Thank you,” I say with a grin. “I'm excited.”

“I can tell,” he says, and glances down toward my cunt, which — even though I'm standing — is very clearly the blushing red of extreme horniness.

“Are you nervous at all?” he says.

“Yes,” I tell him, “but not in a bad way. I've just … never been naked in front of that many people before, much less tied up and helpless.”

“Ah, yes, about that,” he says, and reaches into his back pocket.

He pulls out a blindfold.
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“A blindfold?” I say, surprised and a little confused.

“Absolutely. You know how they say one of the keys of public speaking is pretending the audience is naked?”

“Sure.”

“Well, here it's the other way around — so you may have an easier time for now just not being able to see them at all.”

I stare down at the blindfold, then back up at Nicholas. That's only part of the story, I think to myself. He's trying to get me to wear the blindfold because he thinks it's going to be hot, and he's fucking right.

The idea of being unable to see on top of being helpless, to not know what's coming next or where it will be coming from, is nearly unbearable in its hotness. Even in this setting, where I can be almost certain we won't be fucking, just the idea that he could do anything he wanted to me without my knowledge it was about to occur is enough to get me to pick up the blindfold and put it on immediately.

So I do.

“Fuck, Eve,” he says, a mix of pride and longing in his voice, “you could not be more attractive right now.”

We get our cue and step out onto the stage, Nicholas leading me to make sure I don't trip — even though there's nothing to trip on. I know for a fact there aren't more than sixty people in the room, since we can't fit more than sixty, but that doesn't stop the applause from sounding like it's coming from hundreds or even thousands.

My nipples could cut glass, they're so hard. My clit's still pressuring me to touch it, even now. I guess it's cranky it didn't get its due backstage.

“Welcome, ladies and gentlemen,” Nicholas says to the audience, and a fair number of them say their hellos in response. “I'm Nicholas Belmont, and here beside me is my lovely assistant today, our newest model: Eve. Give Eve a big round of applause, everybody.”

There are a smattering of whistles and utterances as Nicholas introduces me, and when he asks for a round of applause I am greeted with claps and a few cheers. I smile. When I walked out with Nicholas, it was all I could do to avoid trying to cover myself up. Now, my nerves were settling.

“We're going to be showing you a few different rope bondage techniques today, so I hope you all grabbed your free samples on the way in,” Nicholas continues. “The very first thing I'll be showing is a proper elbow tie. Eve, if you would?”

I turn away from him, holding my arms as far behind my back as they'll go. Yoga has kept me pretty flexible, so while I can't bring my elbows together behind my back manually, when Nicholas pushes them toward each other they touch effortlessly. He loops rope around both elbows together, then cinches it with a perpendicular rope in the middle, narrating the whole thing as he goes.

He then does the same with my wrists, and I realize we're not even five minutes in and I've already been rendered almost completely helpless.

“Show the people how much movement you've got,” Nicholas says, and I try to move my arms.

They aren't going anywhere. I'm reminded of the box tie he put me in while we were in his office. The lack of mobility is such an insane turn-on that I can feel my juices getting ready to drip down my leg. The fact that I'm incapable of preventing that from happening in front of a room full of people that I can't even see has me struggling to stay on my legs.

I want to touch myself. I want to sit back and run a hand between my folds and explore myself to the thought of this experience until I come, then I want to do it again, and then I want to do it again. I want to collapse, sweaty and exhausted, into a heap of post-orgasmic bliss fueled by the thoughts of this bondage experience.

Instead, there I stand, unable to move my arms, hoping I'll have a chance to pleasure myself when I get home.
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With my arms pinned behind me this way, there's an awful lot Nicholas can do to me without my having much to do in response. He's quick to show this off, happily moving me around the stage, lightly tickling me, bending me over, fondling my tits. The crowd is loving it.

Much to my surprise, so am I.

The combination of already being so worked up and then having Nicholas touch me, poke me, prod me, fondle me, and force me around — all while blindfolded, all while in front of a crowd — has me about ready to burst. My pussy is soaking wet, my nipples are throbbing, and I'm breathing just a little bit heavily.

Some audience members setting close to the front mention the heavy breathing, and I hear one utter something about nervousness.

Nicholas picks up on that, and interrupts his ongoing lecture about the number of things one can do with a helpless partner to speak to that audience member directly.

“Not nervous, my friend, helpless and turned on,” Nicholas says. “There's a very easy way to tell the difference with Eve. Who wants to see?”

The crowd cheers, and even though I'm blindfolded I turn my head toward Nicholas in response. I'm curious. I can't imagine what he's got in store for—

And without any sort of warning whatsoever, he places two fingers directly along my clit and inner folds.

I nearly collapse with pleasure, an electric jolt running through me as I moan loudly and partially double over. The crowd laughs, and Nicholas leaves his fingers there just long enough for me to try and rub myself against them. They're gone as quickly as they arrived, and I'm left frustrated.

He knows it, too. The bastard. 

“Anyway, as I was saying, there are any number of ways to take advantage of a partner who's tied this way, but there's one in particular I'd like to show you folks now. Is everybody ready to see it?”

The crowd cheers again.

“All right, I'm going to go grab some extra rope, but before I go looping any more around the lovely Eve, she needs a bit of adornment.”

I stay completely still, unsure of what's coming. I'm both a little relieved and a little disappointed when it's a thick leather collar, placed snugly but comfortably around my neck.

Nicholas wanders off to grab some more rope, and when he comes back he gives me a light smack on the ass. I gasp in surprise, and the crowd laughs.

Nicholas talks briefly about the fact that I'm into yoga and pretty flexible, about how that sort of thing is endlessly useful for someone into bondage. He then talks about how it's especially useful if you're going to try the sort of tie he's about to place me into.

I'm busy wondering whether I think he knows enough about me for me to be comfortable about being placed into challenging ties without knowing what's coming when he wraps another loop of rope around my wrists and, deliberately but not at all quickly, begins pulling them upward.
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It's only a few seconds before I realize my wrists are being pulled too high for him to be doing it on his own, and that's when I piece together that he's looped some rope up through an eyelet in the ceiling above us and is using that to pull me into a strappado.

I've seen this sort of thing before on the Internet, of course, but I've never been put into one. The arms go behind the back and are then pulled up, forcing the body of the submissive to bend forward in response.

If done right, it's yet another endlessly hot way to easily manipulate a submissive into bending any which what you'd like. If done wrong, it's torture.

Nicholas, of course, does it right.

He doesn't pull my arms up very far at all, though, and I'm left curious as to why he'd leave so much slack. He's busy talking to the audience about the various safety concerns with this sort of tie, how much you have to watch out for, and I'm enamored with just how much knowledge he has about this shit.

I'm also a little unhappy that this tie, even though it isn't particularly strict or challenging at the moment, makes damn sure I can't sneak my hands down and try to touch myself when he's not looking.

Not that I could before, anyway. Or that I'd even get away with it, since there are fifty or sixty people here who'd probably get plenty of joy in pointing it out and robbing me of the pleasure.

That's what I'm too busy thinking about to tell he's already moved on to the next part of the tie, for which he's placed himself directly in front of me. I can feel his warmth, smell him, and I want to bend over and suck him off, crowd be damned. I want to pull his zipper down with my teeth and go to town on that cock of his, lick it up and down until he can't take it anymore.

I feel a light tug on the collar, and I realize he's looping some rope through the small D-ring on the front of it. Before I can understand exactly what's going on, he's pulling downward — and I realize then why he left me so much slack in the strappado.

Just like he ran rope up through the ceiling to pull my arms upward behind my back, he's run rope down through the floor to pull at the collar around my neck. It's forcing me to bend down lower and lower, pulling my arms up higher and higher.

“Get down on your knees,” Nicholas tells me kindly, and I obey. He pulls the rope further and further as I drop to my knees, until finally I'm about as low as I can comfortably go.

It's certainly more strict than it was before, but I'm not too uncomfortable. Still, it must be quite a sight for the crowd, as they're murmuring. I even hear one or two gasps. The noise they're making allows me to tell that I'm now facing the crowd directly.

As oddly comfortable as I've become with being in front of a crowd I can't see, part of me is still glad they aren't getting to stare directly into my pussy and ass as I kneel.

“How about that, ladies and gentlemen? Isn't she wonderful?” Nicholas says, and the crowd cheers for me the position I've been placed into. I smile in their general direction, craning my neck upward so they can see my face.

The position is a little more stressful than I thought now that I'm settling into it, and beads of sweat are beginning to form on my forehead. I have no way of knowing if Nicholas notices, but I don't care — this is only the second time we've done anything together, and it's the second-most turned on I've been in my entire life.

I like that pattern.
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“So those of you who have been fans of our work for a long time know that Eve is a completely new face,” Nicholas says, wandering off to another part of the stage. I try to follow him by looking in his direction, but it's only instinct, since the blindfold's doing its job very well.

“In fact, as I mentioned, she's our newest face. This is actually her very first performance with us. Don't you feel lucky, ladies and gentlemen?”

They cheer and cheer, and if I weren't already completely flush from exertion and the pent-up anticipation of an orgasm I'd been craving since my alarm clock went off this morning, I'd be blushing.

“Anyway, I think she's been a wonderful sport, especially because — and this is what some of our more observant audience members might have picked up on already — Eve here is extraordinarily into bondage, into being helpless, into letting someone else take all of the control away from her.”

He's behind me know, and I think he's … kneeling? Maybe? It sounds like his voice is coming from my level, not a standing one.

“Isn't that right, Eve?”

It's my first cue to say something, anything. I nod emphatically, as best I can. A few strands of hair drop in front of my face, held tight to my forehead by sweat.

“Yes,” I say.

I feel a quick smack on my ass, and I gasp sharply.

“Yes, sir,” I say immediately. The crowd chuckles, and a few clap.

“As I was saying, Eve here has been a wonderful sport because she's been tied up and helplessly turned on for this long without any kind of actual reward,” Nicholas says. I perk up at the word 'reward,' and the few people in the audience who notice chuckle lightly.

“So, what do you say, folks?” Nicholas says. “Should we give her a reward?”

I'm practically leaping out of my skin with anticipation. All of the energy building up inside me with absolutely nowhere to go all day — a full day of erotic thoughts and hopes, a full day of wanting to be fucked hard — is bubbling up to the forefront and I'm losing control of my thoughts as they spiral into fantasies about just how Nicholas might reward me.

I picture him pulling out his cock and fucking me right here, bent over and bound in front of these people, all of them with a perfect view of my face as it strains and moans and screams in ecstasy. I picture Nicholas inviting crowd members up to take their own turns fondling me, touching me, teasing me. I picture Nicholas removing the ropes and telling the crowd the show's over, then tying me up all over again eighty different ways and fucking me a hundred and sixty different ways once the door closes.

These are all the things I picture, but what I'd never pictured was him pulling out a vibrator.
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It's called the magic wand, from what I'm familiar with, and I recognize the sound of it immediately. I've never tried one, but I know what they're capable of — and if Nicholas is looking to use it on me, the crowd's in for quite a show.

I flinch hard when it turns on, even though it isn't touching me yet, and the crowd laughs. I do my best to smile at them, but I'm too eager to feel that vibrator on my pussy and clit to really worry about playing up to the audience.

The first thing Nicholas does is run the vibrator up the inner thigh of one of my legs, and it's enough to make me pull hard against the ropes and moan. Then again, this time up the other leg. He gets closer and closer to my pussy with each stroke.

I'm shifting in place, this time to bring myself closer to the vibrator and cut him off at the pass. He's onto my tricks, though, and he pulls the vibrator away before I can make it there.

I get another sharp smack on my ass for the effort, and I barely have time to gasp in surprise from that before he suddenly places the vibrator directly onto my clit.

I scream in surprise and ecstasy, bucking wildly, but he manages to keep the vibrator in place. It's like nothing I've ever felt before. I thought being licked and fucked on Nicholas's desk was as close as I'd ever come to the perfect sexual experience, but this is rapidly making its way up the charts.

He's fondling me with his free hand now, running it over my back, scratching me lightly, touching my dangling breasts, pinching my nipples — which pushes me to writhe harder and harder in my bonds.

There's no slow burn about this. I'm going to come hard, and I'm going to do it quickly.

Nicholas can tell, I think and I feel him making some sort of adjustment on the vibrator.

That's how I'm introduced to its highest setting.

Were the ropes not doing a very good job of keeping me in place, I'd have taken out some audience members with my spasming. My screaming and writhing around have quieted them entirely, and I can only imagine they're watching with rapt attention to see if this crazy, overly horny lady is actually going to pass out before she comes.

Not a chance.

The first time Nicholas made me come, he demanded that I ask for permission. I think he knows that's the case, and so he doesn't make such a request this time.

My screams and moans get louder and louder, I tug at the ropes harder and harder, I can feel sweat covering my body, and I'm straining with everything I've got against my clenching muscles and the random nerve endings making their presence known throughout every fiber of me.

And quickly, I feel it: a rush of warmth coming from so deep within I can't conceive of the right words to describe it, a powerful wave that decimates my defenses and renders me helpless to whatever spasms and exclamations my body chooses to make.

I come so hard I don't even notice the audience cheering it on.

When it's finally over, Nicholas turns the vibrator off and I've given up on holding myself upright. My shoulders are sore from bearing my weight, but I couldn't care less. I couldn't care less about anything, really. I'm a lost astronaut. I'm out somewhere in the great beyond. I'm visiting another world.

“Give her a round of applause, ladies and gentlemen!” Nicholas exclaims, and the crowd does just that. They cheer, but I'm miles away and it sounds like barely a whisper.

“Now, for our second position ...” Nicholas starts, and I pick my head up.

It's going to be a long, long class.
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“The implements on the table beside her are yours to fool around with,” he continues. “You are welcome to do what you will for the duration of the evening. Obviously we have business to attend to, but outside of those discussions, Eve is yours to play with. There is only one stipulation: No direct contact. It is the implements or nothing.”

I squirm lightly in the straps and moan again, selling it, hoping one of them will step forward and do something — anything — to push me over the edge into orgasm. No such luck.

“I should also note that right now Eve's only able to hear what I'm saying because I haven't activated her earplugs,” Nicholas says. “Once they're activated, she won't be able to hear anything — plunging her into complete sensory deprivation. She's going to be that way for the remainder of the evening.”

I glance in the direction of Nicholas's voice.

“Since it's the last command you're going to hear for the rest of the party, go ahead and wish our guests luck, Eve.”

I moan loudly into the gag and struggle as best I can against the straps. It's all for show: I know for a fact I'm not going to be able to budge.

And suddenly, the earplugs activate.

I am, once again, incapable of speech, sight, or hearing.

And more turned on than I've been in my entire life.
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The limo Nicholas sent for me is pulling up to the wrought iron gates of his estate when I realize something: This is the first time I'm ever going to see him outside of a work setting.

If you'd asked me what my idea of a billionaire was before meeting Nicholas, I'd have told you it was a person who was too busy flying planes or scuba diving in the Caribbean to spend a bunch of time in an office. Nicholas changed that impression. I've never known a man so dedicated to his work.

Of course, it helps that his work involves tying up beautiful models and fucking whomever he wants whenever he feels like it — all the while being rewarded handsomely by millions of subscribers.

You'd think having it that good would make a man spoiled or greedy, but to be honest, I've never noticed those qualities in Nicholas. And I've spent quite a bit of time with him.

He tells me I'm his best model, and when I look at the site's numbers, it's hard to disagree: People love seeing me tied up, dominated, and toyed with. Updates that feature me hit download numbers the company has never seen before.

And to think, I started out as Nicholas's secretary.

I'm pulled back into the moment by the sound of the limo driver saying something into the intercom beside the gate. It's a bit muffled by glass between us. The intercom says something back to him, and the gate immediately begins to swing open.

The driveway is less a driveway and more a road. I'm not sure what the distinction is, but I can tell when something's too long to be considered a driveway.

When Nicholas's mansion finally swings into view, it's hard to keep my jaw from dropping. Massive, sprawling and ivory white, it dominates the landscape. Each individual piece of the design seems to demand your attention, all of them somehow coming together as one tremendous, commandeering entity.

I smirk. Just wouldn't be Nicholas's if it were any other way.

We pull up under a beautiful white overhand with thick white columns on either side. The driver gets out, walks over to my door and opens it.

“Your destination, miss,” he says.

“Thank you very much,” I say, and step out. I offer the driver a tip, but he waves it off with a smile and a nod. He's quickly back into the limo and pulling out onto the road we took to get here.

I stare at the doors, unsure what do. Knocking feels unprofessional, but I also don't see a doorbell anywhere. I'm just about done working up the courage to knock anyway when I hear a very light crackling. It's coming from an intercom speaker above me that I hadn't noticed before.

“Eve, wonderful!” Nicholas's voice is pleasant as always, even through the speaker, and I warm at the sound of him. “Please, come in. I'll have someone get the door.”

“I can—”

I'm in the middle of telling him I can open the door myself when I hear a click and one half of the doors swings open. A lovely man in an equally lovely suit gestures for me to step inside.

So I do.
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I'm only just barely able to take in the majesty of this place — the beautiful white and black color scheme, the minimalist décor, the large, framed portraits on the wall of his various models past and present bound and gagged in all manner of creative ways — before Nicholas is coming around the corner and greeting me with a smile.

He's got a full suit on, and I pause. Should I be more well dressed? He told me casual. Is that “casual” to him?

“Relax,” he says, and hugs me. “You're dressed just fine.”

My eyebrow arches in response. “How did you—”

“Eve, I can read you like a book,” he says, and internally I melt a little because I know it's true.

“Besides,” he continues, “clothing isn't really going to be a concern for you tonight. Please, follow me.”

A smile crosses my face, and I can already feel myself getting wet. Nicholas Belmont in a suit is enough to get my motor running, no doubt, but Nicholas Belmont in a suit telling me he wants me naked tonight is enough to have my panties damp and my skin prickling with anticipation.

That's exactly what's happening as I follow him down a short hallway and up to a stark red door. It would stand out in any residence, but in here — Nicholas's palace of blacks and whites — it is practically glowing.

We pause outside of it.

“You might have noticed I don't keep a whole bunch of bondage equipment and dungeon furniture just lying around,” he says.

“I figured you just like to keep the place neat,” I say with a smile. God, I want you to fuck me so badly. Right against this door.

“That's true, but it's also because I keep all of that stuff in this room. It's also where I host parties.”

“You host parties in your bondage storeroom?”

“Certain ones, yes,” he says, and reaches for the ornate black doorknob. It opens with a satisfying click, and the door swings open to reveal a room — a shade of red darker than the door but still very powerful — lined and populated with more bondage implements than I've seen in my life.

“Holy shit,” I whisper, and he chuckles.

“I know it's rather impressive, but I was hoping to draw your attention to what's in the center of the room,” he says.

I look to the center of the massive room and see, under a warm, diffuse spotlight, a massive, black, wooden X — a St. Andrew's cross. At each end of the X are straps, designed to hold wrists and ankles. More straps and various other bondage accoutrement lie at the base of the X.

My breathing gets heavier, and I can feel my pulse pounding away. I think about all the ways in which Nicholas could make me helpless on that X, all the ways in which he could immobilize me and tease me or torture me.

Strap me in so tight I can barely breathe and do whatever you want to me, and I will thank you for it, I think to myself. Not only will I thank you for it, the moment you let me go I will get on my knees and swallow every inch of you until I suck you dry.

Nicholas, again displaying how well he can read me, smiles warmly.

“I've got an interesting little opportunity for you, Eve, and I thought you might want to see the space before you consider it,” he says.

“I'm all ears,” I manage to say.

“I'm entertaining a number of very important clients tonight, and I'd like you to help me out,” he says, walking toward the X and gesturing for me to follow. “Since you're my best and most successful model, I thought I might put you on display for them.”

Please mean what I think you mean. Holy shit, please. “Display?”

“I'd like to strap you onto this St. Andrew's cross and make you helpless and at their mercy for the evening,” he says. “You'd be naked, completely immobile, and fully vulnerable to whatever their whims might be. You'd also be blindfolded, gagged, and incapable of hearing anything — full sensory deprivation. We'd put out an assortment of toys for them to use — vibrators, clothespins, whips, ice, you get the idea — and they'd all get to use them on you at their discretion throughout the evening.”

This is, to my recollection, the first time I've ever been so turned on I'm ready to pass out.

“That sounds like the hottest fucking thing I've ever heard,” I say.

He smiles. “I'm glad you think so, because it's happening in an hour and I need to get you up there pretty much right now.”

That might be for the best, because if I had any free time right now I might rub my clit into oblivion.

“Absolutely, Nicholas. I'm yours.”
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He starts by asking me to take off my clothes, and I'm out of them so quickly he barely has time to finish the sentence. He makes a point of grabbing my damp panties, smelling them, and placing them into the inside pocket on his suit jacket.

My nipples are hard and sensitive, even in the relatively warm air of the playroom. I can feel blood rushing to them almost as quickly as it is my clit and pussy, which feel as if they'll explode if anything so much as brushes against them.

Nicholas leads me up onto two temporary pegs, one on each leg of the X, and has me stand on them while he secures my ankles with thick, padded leather straps. He buckles one, then the other, and it's everything I can do to keep from reaching down and grabbing his head to force his face into my cunt.

He moves quickly and silently, as I know him to do, with four more straps — one above and below each knee. Yet another two straps, the longest and widest I've seen thus far, are the next in his repertoire. One goes firmly around each thigh.

I close my eyes and go to rub my nipples, but he grabs my wrist and stops me.

“You're a display now,” he says. “You do nothing. The clients do everything.”

That just makes me want to rub myself more, I think, opting not to say it out loud. I nod, and he goes back to working on my legs. He stares down at my feet.

“How much weight are you putting on those pegs?”

“All of it,” I say. And it kinda hurts, I don't say.

“I bet that's pretty uncomfortable,” he says, and I nod quietly. “Well, let's do something about that.”

He slips his hands down around the pegs — getting as much of a grip as he can on each one — and rips them both away quickly.

I gasp and slip downward a few inches. The straps around my legs groan lightly at the weight they now have to support, but they hold tight.

My top half is still free, but I'm now completely suspended — and my legs aren't budging an inch.

“Neat, right?” Nicholas says.

“More than neat,” I say, trying to contain my arousal, but it's hopeless. I'm actually dripping down my leg.

He smiles. “On to your upper half.”

He orders me to stretch my arms up as far as I can along the top two branches of the X, and I do as I'm told. The first straps go around my wrists. He buckles them tightly, and already I'm getting a good feel of just how exposed and helpless I'm going to be tonight. The straps have no give, and when I pull down on them I get absolutely nowhere.

“Oh, we're not done yet,” he says, and picks up four more straps — one above and one below each elbow, just like he did with my knees.

The final two straps go just above my biceps, up near my shoulders. As he buckles them into place, I'm marveling at how in the span of minutes I went from fully clothed and standing at Nicholas's front door to naked and helplessly bound only a few hundred feet away.

I look at each branch of the X, at each of my appendages. I try straining against the straps, but it's as futile as can be.

Nicholas is obviously pleased by this. The combination of my helplessness and his expression is almost enough to get me to come without him touching me. I moan lightly.

“Please,” I say. “Just touch me. Do anything. Please.”

“Hmm,” he says. “We're going to have to do something about all that talking.”

When he picks up the inflatable gag, I begin pleading with my eyes as much as I can. It's no use, however, and I groan when he gently ushers it into my mouth. He straps it around the back of my head and gives it a few quick pumps. The inflatable ball forces my tongue down and fills my mouth entirely.

Just like that, I'm forced into silence.

“And as much as I want to see those pleading eyes all night, I think the clients appreciate a bit more anonymity in their displays,” Nicholas says, and he picks up a blindfold.

I do what little extra pleading I can before he places it over my eyes.

Just like that, I'm forced into blindness.

I'm forced to follow him by sound now, and I can tell he's reaching to grab something else.

He pulls in close. I can feel his warmth. I can smell him. I struggle against the straps, trying to force contact. It fails.

“These last bits are earplugs,” he says. “But they're specially made. They block a lot of hearing all on their own, but when I activate them via a remote, they block sound entirely. You won't be able to hear anything. It will be Eve, alone with her thoughts — dealing with whatever my clients decide to dish out.”

I'm drooling around the gag, moaning, struggling — I'm a ball of arousal, a powder keg of sexual tension just waiting to go off.

He places the plugs in my ears. They're not activated just yet, so I can hear it when he reaches for what I assume is the remote.

“Going to give them a test run,” he says. “Activating them riiiight—”

Just like that, I'm forced into deafness.

I am naked. I am completely immobile. I cannot speak, see, or hear. I am hopelessly, unbearably turned on.

And that's when the guests arrive. 
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I have no way of knowing the guests have arrived, of course, until Nicholas mercifully grants me my hearing again and tells me he's off to go greet them at the door.

I moan into the gag — one last indiscernible plea for him to touch me, to help me release just a little bit of the anticipation in my dripping cunt and throbbing clit — but I can hear his footsteps and they are already fading. 

I hear the door shut, and I am alone with my thoughts.

Why couldn't he just insert a vibrator or something for the time being? He knows I can come over and over, he knows I'll still put on a hell of a show for these “clients,” so why not grant me just that little bit of release? Fuck.

After a second, I smile as best I can with the gag firmly lodged in my mouth.

Because if he did any of that, he just wouldn't be Nicholas. This is why you adore him, this is why work for him, this is why you are his. You've given him your body — your whole existence — to play with, to enjoy as his own, and he has repaid you by worshipping your body with the most incredible bondage, discipline, and teasing you've ever felt in your life. He has given you orgasms that almost sent you into orbit.

But not once has he done that without first making you wait. And bless him for it, the beautiful fucker.

I can very faintly hear voices coming down the hallway. They're growing louder, and I can only recognize one. Nicholas is leading the guests to the playroom.

I tense up as the door opens.

“This is Eve,” Nicholas tells the guests, and I hear the sound of very, very nice shoes on the beautiful tile floor as they wander over to me.

“Of course, you've seen plenty of Eve's work on our sites,” Nicholas says. “She's our most popular model by far, gentlemen, and tonight she is bound, gagged, and blindfolded in front of you. Say hello, Eve.”

I moan something I hope resembles a hello into the gag. A few of the guests murmur in appreciation.

“The implements on the table beside her are yours to fool around with,” he continues. “You are welcome to do what you will for the duration of the evening. Obviously we have business to attend to, but outside of those discussions, Eve is yours to play with. There is only one stipulation: No direct contact. It is the implements or nothing.”

I squirm lightly in the straps and moan again, selling it, hoping one of them will step forward and do something — anything — to push me over the edge into orgasm. No such luck.

“I should also note that right now Eve's only able to hear what I'm saying because I haven't activated her earplugs,” Nicholas says. “Once they're activated, she won't be able to hear anything — plunging her into complete sensory deprivation. She's going to be that way for the remainder of the evening.”

I glance in the direction of Nicholas's voice.

“Since it's the last command you're going to hear for the rest of the party, go ahead and wish our guests luck, Eve.”

I moan loudly into the gag and struggle as best I can against the straps. It's all for show: I know for a fact I'm not going to be able to budge.

And suddenly, the earplugs activate.

I am, once again, incapable of speech, sight, or hearing.

And more turned on than I've been in my entire life.
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For some reason, I expect the first sensations to begin right away. These guests, whoever they are, just got a new toy: Don't they want to play with it?

But to my disappointment, nothing happens immediately. My heart is racing. I can feel sweat building under the straps, and between my limbs and the branches of the St. Andrew's cross. My skin feels flush. My nipples are throbbing pebbles on my pert tits, ready to send explosive electric jolts through my body at the slightest touch. My skin is trembling.

My pussy has never been more ready, and the fact that it hasn't received any attention since it first started getting wet is driving it mad. It's dripping, no doubt glistening in the diffuse light shining upon me.

My clit might as well be a hair trigger. It feels like one brush with direct contact is going to take me through the ceiling. It throbs, it aches for any kind of touch. I move my hips as much as I can, hoping against hope I can maybe get something out of that, but of course it's to no avail.

What the fuck is taking so long? Somebody pick up a fucking vibrator and get the party started!

Still, nothing.

And then — of course without warning, because how would I ever know it was coming — I feel the sharp sting of a riding crop directly on my nipple.

I inhale sharply and yelp into the gag. It's only now that I realize just how sensitive this predicament has made me. Being completely unable to see or hear has amplified everything tremendously.

I can tell from the impact that the riding crop wasn't moving particularly quickly, but that didn't matter one bit: It stung ten times more than any riding crop shot ever had before. This is a level of sensation — of arousal — far beyond anything I've ever experienced, and suddenly I find myself hoping my body is capable of making it through the evening.

The jolts this sends through me are unfathomable. It feels like someone has connected every inch of my body directly to my pussy through cables, and those cables are now being fired off.

The crop comes down again, this time on the other nipple. I gasp and yelp once more. The crop comes down again, on the original nipple this time. The guest alternates nipples, smacking each one with the crop at quicker and quicker intervals.

My gasps and yelps turn into groans and finally moans, the sensation of sharp individual pains being replaced by a sweet, prolonged sting that makes me bite the gag and throw my head back in pleasure.

The cropping on my nipples stops, and I'm brought back down just long enough to get my feet back under me, figuratively speaking, when the crop stings again — this time with one sharp shot directly on my cunt.

The straps keep me immobile, but only just barely. I tense and struggle with such force that it shakes the whole cross, and scream hard into the gag.

What the fuck did I get myself into?!

And how amazing is it that I'm helpless to get myself out of it?
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Apparently my reaction to the crop shot to the pussy so entertains the guests that they decide I've earned a little bit of a reward — or a different one, anyway, since I'm very clearly going to enjoy anything and everything.

The reward, as it turns out, is a vibrator.

There isn't a whole lot that can properly brace you for the experience of feeling a vibrator you had absolutely no idea was coming. I've been on the receiving end of plenty of vibrators while tied up and blindfolded, and that sensation pales in comparison to the feeling of being on the receiving end of a vibrator you don't even realize exists until the moment it contacts your clit.

I can feel a thin sheen of sweat developing on my skin as I jerk and spasm against the straps, moaning with force into the gag.

Someone pumps the bulb on the other end of the gag twice, and my mouth is somehow filled even more than it was. It puts incredible pressure on my jaw, but I can't be bothered to give a fuck. Everything in my body is, right now, focused on the vibrator working merrily away on my clit.

I writhe against it as best I can, and even the minimal movement I'm capable of feels like something else entirely. Much as the lack of my other senses has magnified my sense of touch, my complete inability to move has magnified my sense of what little movements I do have.

My eyes are clenched shut, even behind the blindfold, and I thrust my head forward, hair falling down and sticking to my sweaty forehead as my body is tossed and turned in the ocean of my own arousal. It radiates up from my cunt in waves, rolling tide after rolling tide, immensely powerful, hot, and unrelenting.

At the top of the X, my hands are balled into tight fists. My toes are curled. All of the buildup of the past however long it has been is culminating in this moment, this very moment where I'm finally going to—

And then, the vibrator stops.

It's removed from my mound before I can even react. I writhe anyway, try to grind my hips against something that isn't there anymore. I let confused, frustrated grunts out through the gag.

You motherfuckers! I want to shout. You sons of bitches! Just let me have this! I'll come again and again and again, I'll come so hard it will drop your jaws, I just — please! Please let me have one!

But I don't shout that, of course. Because I can't shout. And I can't use my eyes to plead for an orgasm. And there's precisely fuck all I can do about either of those things.

I can't even hear them. I bet they're laughing at my frustration. Nicholas is probably laughing the hardest.

You absolute fuckers. You wonderful, terrible fuckers.
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At that moment, two things happen simultaneously: I feel the pinch of clothespins clamping down along my sides, and I receive extremely cold shocks directly on my now hard-as-diamond nipples.

Clearly there are two people working on me now. One chose clothespins, one chose ice. Right now, sweaty and flush as I am, the ice is actually welcome. I wish it were anywhere other than my nipples, and I struggle in the straps to convey that, but cold is cold and I'm not in a position to be choosy.

The pinch of the clothespins is, like the crop, a sweet, prolonged kind of pain. It hurts, but in a constant sort of way that grows oddly comforting. I lose count of how many end up lining my sides, but after a few minutes I'm pretty sure it has to be around thirty.

While I'm not quite where I was at when the vibrator was doing its work, I'm still breathing very heavily, sweating and squirming against the straps. The ice did a little to cool me off, but—

And just like that, the vibrator's back at it, on a lower setting.

I don't know if it's the sweat working in tandem with the leather or if the straps were somehow tightened without my noticing during the previous run of the vibrator, but I'm finding myself even less capable of struggling than I was only minutes ago.

It's a beautiful helplessness, and I'm losing myself in it as the vibrator unleashes a juggernaut of humming pleasure up into my body.

The vibrator gets turned up.

I'm screaming into the gag now, incapable of controlling myself. Were I not strapped down, I'd be thrashing around and grabbing for anything I could reach. My hands, once balled tightly into fists, are now wide open and doing all of the flailing the rest of my body so badly wishes it were capable of. My feet would be doing the same if my toes weren't so tightly curled.

As the vibrator continues to do its work, it's hard for me to believe I've lasted this long without actually being driven over the edge into orgasm. I thought I was so close before.

Isn't that just like Nicholas, though? Isn't it like him to push you further and further than you'd ever thought you could go, all the while making sure you can handle what he's giving you?

I wonder if he's the one who used the riding crop in the beginning. If he did that specifically so I'd know how much sensation would be coming my way. If it was his way of bracing me, of ensuring I'd be able to take this.

My screams get lower and lower, becoming loud, elongated moans. My head's lolling about on my neck. I can't focus enough to keep it upright. Every nerve in my body is firing, and they're all firing directly at my clit, urging me to let go and drop over the precipice into orgasmic ecstasy.

I'm so lost in my approaching orgasm, I don't even notice the extremely light tickle of the string on either side of my torso, connecting all of the clothespins. Nor do I notice it when some tension builds in that string.

I sure as fucking hell notice it when those strings are pulled hard and the clothespins come ripping off my body all at once.

The pain is overwhelming, and yet somehow matched by the glory of the orgasm rocketing through my body at the same moment. The combination of those two sensations overloads me, and I'm reduced yet again to screaming and flailing as best I can while my brain tries to communicate with the rest of my body and make some sense of what's going on.

It's completely unlike anything I've ever felt.

I go limp in the restraints, my pulse a drumroll, my body covered in sweat.

The earplugs are deactivated. I hear applause from what sounds like about fifteen people.

“Isn't she just wonderful?” Nicholas says, and though I'm pretty much in another world at the moment my ears tell me he's standing maybe a foot to my left.

“Let's go ahead and give her a break for a little bit, gentlemen,” he says. “Let's get some drinks and talk. Take a bow, Eve!”

They all laugh. I raise my head as best I can, but even that's just too much for my body to handle right now.

“We'll be back in a bit,” Nicholas says. “You rest up. Your night's just beginning.”

A more coherent version of me would be terrified and aroused by the prospect. The version of me in the room right now, however, is still recovering.
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About Serving the Bondage Billionaire:

“I want to be sandwiched between them. I want Nicholas in front of me and Andre behind me and I want them both to be on me as hard as they can wherever they'd like. Right here, on the desk. In front of Len. Hell, in front of the Pope, I don't care. Does Nicholas only know pretty people?”

Bondage Billionaire Nicholas Belmont is entertaining a friend this evening, which means Eve — Nicholas's greatest model and servant — is going to be entertaining Nicholas's friend as well. Luckily for Eve, Andre's every bit as scorching as his friend.

Bound and left to her own devices under Nicholas's desk, between these two powerful men, Eve's given a challenge she has to accept.

Is she up to the challenge? Or is she going to be punished? Only one way to find out!

This erotic short features plenty of bondage, BDSM, male domination, female submission, oral, and a lots more hot action. Enjoy!
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An Excerpt:

“Yes, Nicholas, and thank you,” I say, and glance over at the pile of coiled rope that Len has been sitting silently next to since I came into the room. “What would you like me to do?”

“Well, as you're probably aware from having been my secretary in the past, business matters can be very boring to discuss,” Nicholas says. “Nevertheless, Andre and I have a few business matters to discuss. I've decided I want to spice that up a bit, and so I would like you to be involved.”

I'm glad to be sitting, because if I were standing I'd be suffering from a severe case of wobbly legs. I'm about to be told I have to do something wonderful in service of these two wealthy, gorgeous men. It's everything I can do to keep from squealing.

“Involved?” I say, barely concealing my excitement.

“Yes,” Nicholas says. “I'd like for you to be under the desk.”
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I shake my head to get the sweat out of my eyes, and it only ends up making my hair stick to my face. I shake harder. More hair gets stuck.

Len, who I'll introduce in a second, sees my plight and helps me out by gathering the wayward hairs and pulling them out of my face, bunching them up behind my head with the rest of my ponytail. 

I'd have handled that myself, of course, but my arms are tightly bound behind my back at the elbows and wrists. I'd have thanked him for it, but the gag in my mouth is preventing me from saying much of anything. 

Besides, that thank you would be quickly retracted as Len reveals the true purpose behind his generosity: He was gathering my hair into a more complete ponytail so he could wrap some twine around it and tie it to my toes. 

Which reminds me: my legs. They're bound at the knees and ankles, and pulled harshly up behind me, attached to my wrists.

I'm naked in an extremely tight hogtie, and Len is completely in control. I wriggle a bit and moan into the gag as he finishes tying the twine around my toes. It forces my neck to be craned backward. I look like a drawn bow. 

From somewhere behind me, only a bit offstage, I hear a slow clapping.

“Damn good work, Len.”

It's Nicholas. I have no idea how long he's been watching. I feel my already overheated body grow even warmer at the sound of his voice. His footsteps are coming closer. 

“Thank you, Mr. Belmont,” Len says.

Oh, right - Len. He's potentially our newest hire here. I say “potentially” because he hasn't been hired just yet. Much like taking me for a spin before making me his newest and hottest bondage model, Nicholas insists on taking any new rigger for a spin.

And of course, he does that by telling them to take me for a spin.

It's one hell of a cycle, and I couldn't be happier to be where I am in it. I get to be as submissive as I want, as helpless and vulnerable as I could possibly hope to be, all under the watchful and protective eye of my master, my bondage billionaire, Nicholas Belmont.

I could come right here and now if anybody touched me in just the right way. I'm that close. 

“Please,” Nicholas says, “call me Nick. Almost all of my employees do.”

He's somewhere to my side now. I can't see him just yet because I can't turn my head. The hair tie was the last extraordinarily limiting piece of an already extraordinarily strict hogtie. All I can see is Len, whose eyes have just lit up. 

“I've got the job?” he asks, almost giddy.

Suddenly, Nicholas fills my entire field of view. He's face to face with me. I'm close enough to count his eyelashes. He smells incredible. I think about all the ways I want him to violate me.

Just one touch, Nicholas, I think, wriggling gently against my bonds. You know exactly where and how, just make it happen. Please, I'm so fucking close!

“Well, not quite yet,” Nicholas says, reaching behind my head. “I need one more opinion before I'm ready to consider you a member of the team.”

He undoes my gag, and helps me push the massive ball out of my mouth. Drool drips onto the podium I'm situated on, and I work my jaw open and closed a few times. 

“How's that hogtie, dear?” Nicholas says, that warm look in his eyes. I'm melting.

“Very strict,” I manage to groan. My eyes are wide, forced that way by my head being pulled so far back. “But very well done.”

“So you're comfortable?”

I wriggle again, because I know he loves it. I smile. “About as comfortable as can be, given the situation.”

He smiles back and stands up. I lose track of him as he walks around behind me. 

“And exactly how much can you move right now, Eve?”

I struggle hard for a few seconds, but I'm very clearly going nowhere. 

“Not very much at all,” I say, wishing I could do something about the bead of sweat that dripped into my eye during that latest exertion. 

“Excellent,” Nicholas replies. “This is neither here nor there, really, but around closing today I'm going to need you in my office.”

I'm about to ask why when I feel them: those two fingers he uses so well, applied directly I my throbbing, anxious clit.

I come immediately, and hard. As hard as I've come all week. My body tenses and writhes against the ropes, but I'm helpless. I'm forced to ride it out, feeling the waves rip through me. There's nothing I can do. My moans evolve into low screams as my orgasm finishes, but Nicholas is already standing up and walking over to Len. 

“Sounds to me like you've got a job, Len,” Nicholas says. “Let's leave her be for a while and go discuss benefits.”
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I'm right outside Nicholas's office at five, just like he asked. The door's closed. Naturally, whenever he asks me to his office around closing I assume it's because he's looking for a good, tension-releasing fuck. It's what I'm prepared for, with my short skirt and lack of underwear, but something in his voice earlier told me that isn't quite the point of this meeting.

I know for a fact I'm not in trouble, so what gives? What could he need to talk to me about after closing?

I think back to a few months ago, when he had me on display during a party at his estate. That was one of those times he called me in at the last minute and asked me to do him a favor — and that worked out beautifully.

To be that helpless, that vulnerable, and that completely unaware of what was going on around me  … it still ran through my head almost every night, when I'd lay myself down and let my fingers roam around my pussy.

Maybe this is one of those times, I think to myself. I'm just about to knock on the office door when it swings open, and there he is: sex incarnate, impeccably dressed in a beautiful charcoal suit, Nicholas fucking Belmont.

“Eve!” he says, and the way his eyes are lit tells me whatever's coming is good news.

Like I said, I didn't expect bad news, but a part of me is relieved anyway.

“Nicholas,” I say with a grin. “You asked me to come up and see you?”

“Of course, come in, come in,” he says, and I do.

I notice three things immediately upon walking in: one, we're far from alone. Len is there, seated in a chair off to the side of Nicholas's desk. In front of the desk, across from where Nicholas would sit, is a man I've never seen before. He's gorgeous, whoever he may be — olive skin, dark, smoldering eyes, and hair I'd kill to run my hands through.

He's also in a very nice suit, which — along with his body language — tells me this man is likely one of Nicholas's business connections.

He has a number of these, of course. I imagine every billionaire does. These are the movers and the shakers, I guess, and these sorts of meetings are where the moving and shaking goes down.

Oh, and the third thing I notice: A pretty significant pile of neatly coiled rope on Nicholas's desk.

My lack of panties might get me in trouble when I start dripping down my leg.

“Eve,” Nicholas says, walking over toward his desk, “I'd like you to meet Andre. Andre, this is Eve.”

The beautiful olive-skinned man — Andre, I guess — stands and holds out his hand.

“It's a pleasure to meet you, Eve,” he says. “And I must say, you are somehow even more stunning in person than you are in your videos.”

I want to be sandwiched between them. I want Nicholas in front of me and Andre behind me and I want them both to be fucking me as hard as they can in whatever holes they'd like. Right here, on the desk. In front of Len. Hell, in front of the Pope, I don't care. Fuck, does Nicholas only know pretty people?

I shake off the train of thoughts running through my head long enough to mutter a stammered “thank you, Andre,” before going quiet again.

Nicholas takes that opportunity to speak again.

“Eve,” he says, inviting us to sit down, which we do, “Andre here is a very good friend of mine. We go back a long, long time. He's made his fortune over in Europe doing very similar things to what we do here.”

Holy shit, there are more of you.

“Anyway, he's only in town for a few days, and I wanted to show him a good time, let him sample the best of what we have to offer over here,” Nicholas continued, that familiar glint in his eye. “Eve, you know very well I believe you're the best we have to offer.”

I can't check any reflective surfaces at the moment, but I'm positive my face is a bright, flushed shade of red. I imagine my pussy's looking pretty flushed and glistening, as well. I know it feels that way.

I hope I don't leave a puddle on this chair.

“Yes, Nicholas, and thank you,” I say, and glance over at the pile of coiled rope that Len has been sitting silently next to since I came into the room. “What would you like me to do?”

“Well, as you're probably aware from having been my secretary in the past, business matters can be very boring to discuss,” Nicholas says. “Nevertheless, Andre and I have a few business matters to discuss. I've decided I want to spice that up a bit, and so I would like you to be involved.”

I'm glad to be sitting, because if I were standing I'd be suffering from a severe case of wobbly legs. I'm about to be told I have to do something wonderful in service of these two wealthy, gorgeous men. It's everything I can do to keep from squealing.

“Involved?” I say, barely concealing my excitement.

“Yes,” Nicholas says. “I'd like for you to be under the desk.”
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Five minutes later, I'm standing completely nude in the office while Len — for the second time today — is busy tying my elbows and wrists together harshly behind my back. From the second my clothes hit the floor, Andre has not taken his eyes off of me. I've loved every second of it.

“I've talked you up quite a bit, Eve,” Nicholas says, watching me just as closely as Andre. “I've told Andre about how you came into this office as a secretary and proved so loyal, so ready and willing to be bound and fucked, that I couldn't help but make you a model — and watch as you became the most popular we've ever had.”

If there are any shades of red left for me to achieve, I have just reached them. I smile and look away, still somehow sheepish at the core. Nicholas continues.

“And I told Andre that, with your enthusiasm and skill, there was not a doubt in my mind you could get a man off without so much as a touch of your hand.”

Suddenly, my arms being tied behind me makes a whole lot of sense. I flap my hands a little, testing Len's ropework. It's phenomenal. My hands are going to be useless for however long Nicholas wants.

“Now, Andre wouldn't go as far as to say he doesn't believe me—”

“But I'd like to see for myself,” Andre says, finishing Nicholas's sentence.

My heart is racing. I can feel my body heating up, my cunt growing wetter and wetter each second at the thought of being made to serve these two gorgeous men. I'm aching for them. I'm throbbing. I'm readier than I've ever been to serve, to please.

Nicholas reaches down behind his desk and opens a drawer. He pulls something out, and places the object onto the desk so all of us can see it.

It's tiny and plastic, and paired up with what looks to be a small remote control.

A remotely operated vibrator. Holy shit, holy shit, yes. Yes, please.

“Not that you need any added incentive,” Nicholas says, “but I've decided to sweeten the pot for you a little anyway. You're going to have this vibrator inside of you. The better you seem to be doing with Andre's cock in your mouth, the nicer I'm going to be — but you don't get off until he gets off. And if he doesn't, you're wearing a chastity belt for a week.”

The thought of having to go a whole week without touching myself or being touched is horrifying. I can't imagine laying in bed at night being forced to keep my hands unoccupied, forced to leave my pussy untouched. Worse yet, I can't imagine going a whole week without being fucked hard right here at work.

Nicholas would turn it into a special, week-long event. He'd sell so many tickets to a live show all about torturing me, edging me, bringing me to the very brink without sending me over. 'Come see Eve, the helplessly horny bondage model!'

Still, the allure of being forced to serve Nicholas while being threatened with a week without orgasms is just too much to pass up. Not that I have a choice, anyway. Not that I've ever wanted one.

“I understand,” I say.

Nicholas grabs the vibrator and remote, then stands up. He walks around the desk and grabs me by the shoulders, careful not to move me too much because he knows there's no way I'm catching myself if I start to topple over. My legs are practically gelatinous, and my arms obviously won't be much help.

“Spread your legs, Eve,” Nicholas says, and as I do, he places the vibrator up against my moist cunt.

I tense at his touch. It makes me gasp. He knows I'm already approaching the edge, and I can just tell he's going to do everything within his power to make sure I don't go over it until his friend has shot a load into the back of my throat.

He slips the vibrator up inside of me, and instructs Len to give me a crotch rope to make sure it doesn't slip out.

I fucking love my job.
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Once the ropes are in place, Nicholas tells Len he's free to go home for the evening. Len seems a little reluctant to leave — he obviously wants to watch what's about to go down, if you'll pardon the pun — but ultimately heads out.

“Now, to business,” Nicholas says, and helps me slide under the desk.

It's a massive desk, and I never really noticed until just now that there's probably room under it for several people. Come to think of it, I don't doubt that has been taken advantage of several times over. I have to stay hunched over to keep from banging my head, and the strain of it is making me sweat a little already.

The carpet isn't particularly kind to my knees, but it hurts in the way I enjoy — that way that lets you know you're serving someone, know you're putting someone else's pleasure ahead of your own.

I hope this vibrator has some low, low settings on it, because there's no fucking way I can control myself if it really pops off.

Once I'm fully under the desk, I see Nicholas gesture for Andre to slide his chair into place. He does just that, keeping his eyes on me for as long as possible. He wants me so, so badly, and it's making me melt even harder. My skin is hot to the touch.

Nicholas walks around to his side of the desk and sits, sliding his chair in — and just like that, I'm face to face with the crotches of two immensely fuckable and absurdly wealthy businessmen. My nipples are like small ruby pebbles jutting out of my chest. I consider rubbing them on Andre's leg and making it seem like an accident, but think better of it when I remember the chastity belt.

Nicholas says something to Andre, and it occurs to me that I can't really make out what they're saying above the desk when I'm under it.

I'm in the middle of wondering whether or not that's on purpose when Andre's hands reach under the desk and grip the zipper of his slacks.

It's only then that I notice Andre has been sporting a tremendous, massive erection. It's straining hard against the fabric of his pants. I swear I can see it pulsing, it's that powerfully engorged.

I barely have time to take that sight in before he's fully unzipped and whipping his cock out. It slides out of his fly with something like a slingshot effect, the hot, hard meat finally having room to breathe and taking to it with great enthusiasm.

His cock flicks hard outward, almost flicking me in the face. I hadn't expected it to come out that quickly — or be that huge.

I don't have my hands, but this dick has to be one of the biggest I've ever seen. How the hell am I supposed to get this guy off when I can't get my mouth over three quarters of this thing?

Undaunted, I shuffle forward on my knees and lean in. My breath catches Andre's cock along the shaft, and his legs tense up. From above the table, I hear a knocking — Nicholas, no doubt letting me know the challenge has started.

And, just in case there were any question about it, the vibrator buzzes to life in my cunt.

I hit my head lightly on the bottom of the desk as I jolt upward in surprise, and I'm pretty sure I hear both men laugh.

Determined and already a little sweaty, I stare at Andre's huge, piping hot cock.

I'm going to make this work. You don't know it yet, Andre, but you're mine. Sure, I'm tied up under a desk and at the whim of a vibrator someone else has the remote for, but you're the one whose cock is on display.
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The first thing I do is dip my head down, nestling it between Andre's thigh and the shaft of his cock. I feel it — rigid and hot — on my cheek as I breathe heavily on its base. 

Andre squirms. 

This is going to be a fucking cakewalk. 

I run my tongue up a few inches' worth of the bumps and ridges along his shaft, again mesmerized by the size of it. His pulse makes it jump lightly, and even though nobody else is down here to see my smile, I'm grinning like an idiot.

His cock has that warm, powerful taste to it — some mix of whatever he cleaned with this morning and whatever bit of sweat he shed as the day wore on — and I savor it, licking faster up and down both sides of his shaft, wanting so badly to play with it, to work it with my hands, feel its heat in my palms and fingers. 

I kiss along the shaft, further up, a little closer to the head of his cock, feeling around for any particularly sensitive spots, judging his reactions as I drift from side to side on him. He squirms more. 

I pull back, leaving him alone for a few seconds. The vibrator — I somehow almost forgot about it — drops off slightly, and I realize Nicholas is keeping just as close an eye on Andre's reactions as I am. 

Of course he is. Was there ever any doubt?

I count down from five and surge forward with my tongue extended, starting at the very base of Andre's cock and licking all the way up the bottom of it, stopping at the very base of the head. 

Andre practically jumps in his chair. I giggle, and feel the vibrator kick into high gear. It makes me jump again, and I fail to stifle a low moan. I squat down even lower than I already am, struggling to make the crotch rope rub my clit. If I can just get it—

The vibrator slows down again, and I grunt with frustration. Back to work. 

Andre is wriggling in his seat. I can feel his cock throb with his pulse, the tight skin of his hot shaft glistening with my spit, and I decide it's about time I got down to business.

I brace myself with my legs, position my mouth over that monster rod, and bring myself down onto it. His head feels like it fills my mouth, and that's only exacerbated by him surging upward, pounding the roof of my mouth with it as he practically flies out of his chair.

The vibrator is going hard now, and I'm taken over by an animal compulsion to get this man off, if only so I can finally sate the yearning in my soaked pussy. 

I slip down further onto his cock, my mouth as wide as it can be, struggling with his girth. It's piping hot on my tongue, which is making quick rolling motions along the bottom of his shaft as I bring myself down more and more, challenging myself, seeing just how far I can go before I start to gag on the length.

Already, I can taste Andre's pre-come as it drips out of the tip of his dick and down the very back of my tongue. It's warm and just a bit salty, and it urges me on further. I prepare myself for the onslaught on my senses that's about to occur, breathe in deep through my nose, and dive down, down, pushing his cock deeper and deeper until it's finally touching the back of my throat. 

Andre is clearly enjoying it, as he's now practically bucking in his chair. If I had the mouth to do it, I'd be smiling right now.

I'm only able to keep him that deep for a few seconds, though, and I start to gag. The vibrator buzzes away even harder than before, and between that, the bondage, the pain in my knees, and the huge cock I'm gagging on, I feel dangerously close to both mind-shattering orgasm and unconsciousness. 

I pull back a little, and it's then that I feel Andre's hand on the back of my head. It's firm but tender, commanding, keeping me from pulling back too much. Tears of exertion are forming in my eyes, I'm drenched in sweat, and my pussy has officially soaked through the crotch rope.

All of this, in combination with the vibrator kicking it up yet another notch, is enough to have me as close to the edge as I ever thought possible. 

Andre's hand is enough to send me over. 

The waves burst up from my cunt, as if sent directly from the vibrator, ripping through me and filling my vision with sparks. Suddenly everything is distant, the ropes, the desk, these powerful men, everything. I am floating above it all, riding a wave of pleasure so intense it might as well be a drug.

I don't even try to hide my orgasmic scream. It no doubt reverberates through Andre's dick, and it seems like just the idea of me coming while being forced to wrap my mouth around his cock is almost enough to push him over as well.

You came before he did. That's probably going to come back to haunt you later. Who gives a fuck? You're here to do a job. Get it done. 

With my hands available, he'd have gotten off already. Without my hands, I have to rely on my lips to be able to clamp tightly around his shaft.

They do, and I only have to move up and down along half of his length twice before I notice his legs shaking and heels rising off the ground.

This is it. I brace myself for his load. 
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When it finally hits, it hits hard. I feel it slam against the very back of my throat, hot and sticky, a thick rivulet of come that I'm forced to swallow. Not that I needed to be forced — but it's nice that I am. I take every bit of his initial shot as gracefully as I can, savoring it, then pull back gently as the hand on the back of my head relaxes.

His cock is throbbing hard, bobbing up and down with the force of his pulse and the muscles still working to push is come out for me. It's empty now, though, and as Andre's massive, erect dick glistens in what little light is down here, I lick every inch of it, working hard to gather up any drops I might have missed.

Finally, I am done. I settle back, sitting on my legs. I can barely feel my arms. I'm soaked in sweat and juices and what little bit of come I got on my face and chest. I'm breathing heavily, some of my hair draped in front of my face.

The crotch rope Len put into place is holding strong, but now, coming down from the arousal high of only a few minutes ago, I'm wishing hard that it would magically disappear.

The vibrator has stopped.

I hear Nicholas say something to Andre, and Andre responds by tucking his how only half-hard cock back into his pants and sliding his chair out.

He leans down to look under the table and sees me, the total mess that just sucked him dry. He smiles at me, and I smile back, licking my lips — because I'm nothing if not a performer.

Nicholas says something else to Andre, and he nods.

“I'm being told you can come out now,” Andre says with a smile, and offers me his hand.

My instinct is to try and take it, but I'm quickly reminded of the strict ropes pinning my arms behind me. He sees my plight and reaches down, grabbing me by the shoulder to help brace me as I get my legs under me and finally stand up from under the desk.

Add my back to the list of things that are completely on fire. Holy shit, maybe I need to double up on the yoga sessions.

Nicholas, that beautiful smile on his face, is leaning back in his chair. He's obviously satisfied with what he's seen.

“Beautiful, my dear, simply beautiful,” he says. “I suspect Andre thinks so as well. Am I right?”

Andre laughs, and can barely muster the words. “She's incredible,” he finally says, stroking the back of my head. “You are a lucky, lucky man to have her here.”

I blush.

“You don't have to tell me,” Nicholas says. “She's both my finest employee and my finest servant. Some people think those things are one and the same. Those people haven't met my Eve.”

I blush harder.

“So, Eve, how are you feeling?”

I'm unsure how to answer that. I'm physically exhausted, my arms and back are killing me, and I feel like my mouth was just fucked by a train. But I loved every bit of it, and the truth is—

“Fantastic,” I say. “I feel absolutely fantastic.”

“That's wonderful,” Nicholas replies, grabbing the vibrator remote from the surface of the desk. 

How the fuck do I keep forgetting about that?

He turns it on again, and I double over, moaning at the mix of pleasure and torture.

“It's wonderful because, if you'll remember, we had a deal,” Nicholas continues. “Do you remember the deal?”

I'm still doubled over. I can't handle what's happening to my cunt right now. The power of the vibrator, the friction of the rope, my exhaustion, the helplessness of my situation, it's all too—

“The deal, Eve,” he says, his voice louder to overpower my moans, “was that you don't get off until my friend Andre gets off. I know what you sound like when you get off, Eve, and you definitely got off well before my friend. Were those the terms we agreed upon?”

My legs are jelly. I can't even muster a response. The vibrator may very well make me pass out.

Finally, he turns it off again. I'm gasping for air, and barely able to stand up straight.

“Well?” he asks, waiting for an answer. “Were they?”

I swallow hard, trying to control my breathing. “No, sir,” I say, barely containing myself. “No they weren't.”

“Uh huh,” Nicholas says.

He turns the vibrator back on. My legs just can't handle it anymore. I sink to my knees, pleasure rocketing through me harder and faster than I can possibly take it. My nerves are engulfed in the heat of it.

“So,” he says, “here's what's going to happen. Per our terms, you're going to be wearing a chastity belt for the next week.”

Given what my cunt's currently going through, that might actually be a welcome vacation, I think, my eyes clenched shut. I'm struggling again to get my breathing under control.

“But that starts tonight,” Nicholas says, walking over to me and placing a hand on top of my head. He has broken me. He knows it, and he is reveling in it. In a few hours, I will be longing to touch myself just thinking about this moment.

“Tonight?” I say.

“Yes, tonight. In the meantime, I think a brief rest is in order—”

Oh, thank you, thank you, thank you—

“— but only for a few minutes, because I think Andre looked very much like he enjoyed himself, and frankly I'd like to give it a try.”

I glare at Nicholas, but he only smiles back. Such is his power over me that my initial anger is gone within seconds. I can only think about how much fun it will be to suck and pleasure Nicholas in front of his friend, to treat my master the way I'd treated Andre.

And maybe, just maybe, find myself in the middle of them sometime before that chastity belt goes on.
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