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About Bound to Please: Magician's Assistant:

It wasn't supposed to be anything more than a night out with friends. I never expected to catch a magic show, and I certainly never expected the magician himself to be such a domineering, powerful-looking man.

By the end of his act, when I found out he was soon to be looking for a new assistant, I was hooked. Hopelessly turned on, wild with lust, I met him in his dressing room after the show — but judging by that look in his eyes and the handcuffs he's asking me to wear, I feel like this audition could go in some wild directions …

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

–

An Excerpt:

“So, here's the deal,” he told me as I walked over to the pole and he followed me there. “You're going to cuff your hands behind your back around this pole. I'm going to cuff your feet together around the back of the pole as well, and you're going to show me how you look while in distress.”

I stared at him, my heart throbbing, my panties suddenly very, very wet. This was a fantasy come to life, and I could barely believe I wasn't dreaming.

I didn't even say anything, I just walked over, placed my back against the pole and got ready to cuff my hands together behind me.

“Everything there sound okay by you?” he asked, matter-of-factly, and I nodded and said it did.

“Great,” he said, “because there's an added stipulation, if you really want to impress me.”

“What is it?” I asked, practically breathing the words. Christ, I don't know if I'm going to be able to keep my composure much longer.

“I'm going to slip the key to the cuffs into your hand and start a timer on my phone,” he said, his eyes certain, his movements deliberate. “When the timer starts, you've got two minutes to free yourself from the cuffs.”

He looked at me, daring me to accept his challenge. I'd already decided to do just that, but I felt like there was more to it and I wanted to know all of the details.

“What happens if I can't free myself within two minutes?” I asked.

He stepped closer, only a foot or two from pressing up against me. I pushed further back against the pole, feeling its cold metal on the bare part of my back that the tanktop failed to cover.

“I want you to be nervous; I want you to really want to get out,” he said. “So if you can't get out within two minutes, I'm going to start pulling clothing off of you every thirty seconds until you're stark naked.”


~1~

If you'll pardon the pun, I guess I didn't really have any illusions about what exactly I was signing up for when I first thought about the position of magician's assistant. In fact, the slightly sexualized aspect of Travis's show is exactly what fascinated me in the first place.

I'd caught the show one night while out with my friends at a local comedy club that hired novelty acts now and then, and was immediately interested in two things: the show itself, and the magician bringing the show to us.

The show itself was a relatively small number, with just the magician — the aforementioned Travis — and his blazingly hot, scantily-clad assistant romping around the stage performing various small illusions before wrapping up with a finale of sorts wherein the magician was placed into a small box with a lock on it and, after just the quick wave of a sheet, stood proudly on top of the box that his assistant was suddenly crammed into. It wasn't exactly Vegas quality, but it was fascinating enough — especially for a tiny comedy club.

Interesting as I might have found the show, however, the majority of my focus was on Travis himself. He was tall — domineeringly so — and wore a tight button-down shirt and clingy slacks that did nothing to hide the fact that he was, underneath his clothes, positively shredded. I suppose you have to be in decent shape to do the sorts of things he has to do to get out of various predicaments — which explained why his assistant was in equally amazing shape — but for some reason I'd never really considered that a magician would have to be so fit. It worked for him, though: That square jawline and gorgeous face of his were perfection incarnate, and I have to admit I paid way more attention to him than the things he was doing.

As he and his assistant ran through a bunch of tiny escape stuff — handcuffs and the like — I thought about how much I'd like to be on the other end of that, how much I'd like for him to handcuff me, how much fun we could sneak in backstage or while practicing ... a stunningly handsome man like that, well-versed in restraints? Yes, please.

I've managed to keep my little fascination with all things bondage a secret from my friends, so even while I was getting all sorts of hot and bothered during the performance — quietly wondering just how much of this arousal I could take before running off to the bathroom to pleasure myself, if only for a few seconds — they didn't give me much flak for that.

Which isn't to say they didn't notice I was looking more than a little turned on, which I guess was fair. My skin was flushed, I was breathing a little heavily ... I just looked warm, which was particularly odd for such a cold room.

“Got a thing for men with masks, Monica?” my best friend, Cynthia, whispered to me in the middle of the show. She could see my laser focus and the general state I was in, and internally I thanked her for not sharing those things with the rest of our friends seated down the row.

“I think I just might,” I whispered back with a wry smile, content with Cynthia knowing I was into this guy if it meant she had no idea I was into something a whole lot kinkier than just the guy on stage.

I wasn't normally such a dynamite stick of sexual energy, but I needed to blow off some steam. It had been a rough couple of weeks at the paper, and the resulting impact on my social life meant I hadn't had a good date in a very, very long time — never mind the last time I'd actually gotten a guy home and had a good, solid fuck.

As the act came to an end and we applauded the duo's efforts, the magician and his assistant stepped out to the front of the stage and took a bow. He then grabbed a microphone and, after urging us to quiet down for a second, spoke to the room.

“Ladies and gentleman, thank you as always,” he said, his voice deep and powerful — just the sort of thing I'd want and expect. “You've been a wonderful crowd. Normally I don't talk to the audience as a whole after the show, but tonight we have some special circumstances.”

He gestured toward his assistant, who looked every bit as radiant as she had been when she initially stepped onto the stage. Her costume was little more than skimpy lingerie, and it didn't really hide anything. Not that she had anything to hide, because she was positively spectacular.

“Tonight was the lovely Natalya's last show,” he said, with some amount of sadness in his voice. “She's been a lovely and fantastic assistant for about three years now, but she's moving on to the bigtime over in New York City. Give her a round of applause, folks, the lovely Natalya.”

The crowd gave Natalya a respectable ovation, and I participated — but only just barely, because it dawned on me that if Natalya and her flawless self were going to be leaving Travis's show, there might be an opening for a young, fit woman with a penchant for magic — well, okay, magicians — and no qualms about being tied up.

As the show packed up and the emcee thanked everyone for coming out, everybody in the club started trudging toward the back exits. My friends and I stood, but I had no intention of joining them on tonight's Philadelphia bar scene.

“I'm going to stick around for a little bit to interview that magician,” I said quietly to Cynthia as we walked toward the exit. I was proud of myself for coming up with that one on the fly. Just one of those perks of working for a newspaper: Your schedule's crazy and you could be working on anything, so pretty much anything could be a good excuse to get out of something you don't feel like doing.

“Oh, um ... all right,” Cynthia said.

“Let the others know I'll catch up when I can, okay?”

“Sure!” she said. “Try not to drool on the poor guy too much, now.”

I shot her a look, and we went our separate ways. I don't think my friends — Cynthia aside, of course — noticed I hadn't tailed them out the door, and as the club finally emptied it was just some of the remaining waiters and waitresses, plus whomever was backstage.

I decided to take a chance and check back there for that masked object of my adoration and see if maybe he was in the market for a new assistant.


~2~

The backstage area wasn't anything like I thought it would be. I pictured kind of an open area, where everybody could congregate and materials could be stored. Instead, it was a simple hallway with a bunch of dressing room-style doors leading off in either direction. I poked around until I found one that read “Travis Jackson // Magic Act.”

It was closed, and when I initially poked at the doorknob to see if it might be unlocked, it didn't budge. I shrugged, and knocked on the door.

There was no answer for a few seconds, and I wondered to myself if maybe Travis and Natalya had already split, fleeing out the back door almost immediately after the show to go celebrate her last night on the job, or whatever it is magicians and their assistants did after a show.

I've got a few ideas about what I hope magicians do with their assistants after a show, but maybe it's best I keep those to myself for the time being.

I was getting ready to knock again and thinking about whether or not I might be able to bed a winner if I caught up with my friends on the bar scene when I heard some rustling on the other side of the door — and suddenly, it flung open.

There he was: Travis, magician extraordinaire, his button-down shirt now half open, his hair mussed, his mask off. It'd be silly for me to deny the mask was a big part of his appeal when he was on stage, but now that he was off of it and staring down at me, I could take him in for all that he was, and he was everything I could have hoped for. Bright blue eyes, sharp features, a well maintained five o'clock shadow ... he'd somehow defied his occupation to become a ruggedly handsome statue of a man, and I was more than a little fixated.

“Can I help you?” he said, that deep voice of his making my ears vibrate and getting me just a little turned on.

Get a grip, Monica, damn. 

“Yyyes, actually,” I said, almost too nervous and anxious to form coherent sentences. I decided to just let my mouth wander and hope my brain could catch up if things went sour. “I really enjoyed your show tonight.”

He didn't respond for a second or two, and it was clear he was expecting that to go somewhere else.

“Oh, well, thank you,” he said, genuine but clearly a little confused. “I'm glad you enjoyed it.”

He was about to close the door softly when I brought my hand up to it, not quite holding it open but showing him I definitely didn't want it closed just yet.

“I was wondering,” I said, and his eyes were locked once again with mine as we stood together in the doorway, “if you might have an opening for that assistant's job, now that Natalya's leaving.”

I knew it was extremely forward of me to play all of my cards right up front, but I won't lie to you: I was more than a little desperate. It had been too long since I last had any kind of spice in my life, and if being ruthless about a vacancy for the position of magician's assistant was the way I had to get it, then I was prepared to do just about anything.

“Well, then,” he said, his eyes widening for a second, “you certainly didn't waste any time, did you?”

“No, sir,” I said, a smile on my face. It was hard to maintain said smile, because I really couldn't be sure whether or not I'd just offended the guy. 

He looked me up and down. My short dress and tanktop shirt weren't necessarily the most flattering ensemble I could have thrown on before walking out the door, but they certainly showed off what I was working with, and of that I was not at all ashamed. I'd put in way too much time at yoga and the gym to not show off what I had, and I was more than happy to use it to my advantage.

“Do you know anything about magic?” he asked me. It looks snotty written down, but his tone was professional — like I'd somehow already made it past the initial vetting stages and he was conducting an on-the-spot interview.

“I've read a bit here and there,” I said hesitantly. “And I've watched a bunch of those TV specials.”

It was the truth, but that smile of mine was getting harder and harder to maintain in the face of Travis's scrutiny. He was clearly a little tired, and having to talk to some bright-eyed twenty-something who thought she could just bounce right into the magic industry was probably the last thing he felt like dealing with.

“So, no,” he said. “You don't know anything about magic.”

There went my smile. “Well, no,” I said. “Not really, I don't, but I'm enthusiastic and a quick learner, and I think I'd be pretty good at it.”

I looked around him briefly, back into the room behind him. I noticed some of the cuffs and ropes he'd used throughout the show were scattered in and around an open trunk, upon which he'd written his name.

I thought about all the things he could do with those ropes and cuffs, all the different ways in which he could bend me over and take me. I wondered how big his cock might be, wondered how many different positions he could fuck me in before I finally had to tap out, exhausted and sweaty. I wondered if maybe I was approaching this whole thing all wrong. He didn't wear a ring, he didn't appear to be attached — and he clearly had no qualms with making assessments based on looks, so he knew hot when he saw it. Maybe the trick wasn't to approach this like I wanted a position as his assistant. Maybe the trick was to approach this honestly, as someone just  looking for a good fuck without complications.

When I snapped back to attention, he was looking at me intensely. I couldn't figure out what he might be thinking, and I found myself a little uneasy.

“Are your weekends free?” he asked me suddenly, and I stumbled before finally catching myself and coming out with an answer.

“Generally,” I said, confused at the direction the conversation had just taken.

“And you're a quick learner?”

“Absolutely,” I said. Just being honest.

He looked behind him to the rest of the room, strewn with various magician's materials, from the eccentric and gimmicky to those very real ropes and handcuffs I'd spotted earlier. My heart was pounding in my ears. Something about him — even though I was intimidated, even though I was nervous — had me turned on, my senses on high alert. In my mind, there was an equal chance of him slamming the door in my face and him bringing me in and taking me on the road.

Then again, he could take me pretty much anywhere. No complaints here.

“Come in,” he said, and stepped aside. I did my best to hide my shock as he gestured for me to enter, and it took me a brief moment before I actually stepped into the room.
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“Here's the deal,” he said, closing the door behind him. “I can teach anybody magic. The stuff I do isn't particularly hard, and if you're as quick a learner as you say you are then you should be able to pick up on it without a problem. If you can't, you're out.”

“Got it,” I said, my thighs warming under my dress. I'd lost track of whether my plan was to actually try out for this job or just talk the guy into screwing me. Things were moving quickly, and I was too excited to think clearly.

“What I can't teach someone, though, is how to be alluring while on stage,” he said. “What I can't teach someone is to look sexy and confident while assisting me with tricks or being placed into precarious situations.”

He took another long glance at my body, my tanktop and my dress not hiding much of it. 

Ask me to take anything off. Go right ahead, I won't say no. Please.

“You've certainly got the build for it,” he said, “but a body like yours is only half of that part of the package. I need to see how you move.”

He bent down and picked up a pair of the handcuffs, holding them aloft for me to see clearly.

“These are real handcuffs,” he said. “There's no trick to them, there's no secret latch, they're just real handcuffs and if you're going to get out of them, you have to learn to pick them.”

He handed the cuffs to me and I looked up at him, unsure what to do.

“I don't exactly know how to—”

“Again, I can teach you that part,” he said, and gestured over toward a thick pipe — it looked like a support, almost — that extended through the floor and ceiling off in the corner of the room. “I'm not worried about whether or not you can pick locks, I just want to know how you look while doing it, how you look under pressure.”

Is he seriously about to handcuff me to that pole? Is that what's going on here? Can I possibly have struck gold this quickly?

“So, here's the deal,” he told me as I walked over to the pole and he followed me there. “You're going to cuff your hands behind your back around this pole. I'm going to cuff your feet together around the back of the pole as well, and you're going to show me how you look while in distress.”

I stared at him, my heart throbbing, my panties suddenly very, very wet. This was a fantasy come to life, and I could barely believe I wasn't dreaming.

I didn't even say anything, I just walked over, placed my back against the pole and got ready to cuff my hands together behind me.

“Everything there sound okay by you?” he asked, matter-of-factly, and I nodded and said it did.

“Great,” he said, “because there's an added stipulation, if you really want to impress me.”

“What is it?” I asked, practically breathing the words. Christ, I don't know if I'm going to be able to keep my composure much longer.

“I'm going to slip the key to the cuffs into your hand and start a timer on my phone,” he said, his eyes certain, his movements deliberate. “When the timer starts, you've got two minutes to free yourself from the cuffs.”

He looked at me, daring me to accept his challenge. I'd already decided to do just that, but I felt like there was more to it and I wanted to know all of the details.

“What happens if I can't free myself within two minutes?” I asked.

He stepped closer, only a foot or two from pressing up against me. I pushed further back against the pole, feeling its cold metal on the bare part of my back that the tanktop failed to cover.

“I want you to be nervous; I want you to really want to get out,” he said. “So if you can't get out within two minutes, I'm going to start pulling clothing off of you every thirty seconds until you're stark naked.”

I gulped. My mind raced, my thighs burned, a thin sheen of sweat began to develop on my skin. The thought of being naked, bound to a pole and completely unable to cover myself up as he took article after article of clothing off of my helpless body ... it was almost too much. My knees were weak. My panties were soaked. I bit my lower lip, dipping my head briefly to hide it, then looked back up at him.

“I'm ready,” I said.

He looked at me with mild surprise, his eyes going slightly wider. “All right, then,” he said, obviously not expecting me to take the bait quite so quickly and willingly. “Cuff your hands behind you.”

I slipped one open cuff over my wrist and closed it, each tiny ratcheting click another step toward my confinement, another small drumbeat of arousal shooting through my body. It locked into place and I grabbed the other open cuff to slip it around my free wrist.

I hesitated briefly, staring up at Travis as he watched me intently. I had no way of knowing if this was something he'd done before — maybe even with Natalya — but that didn't matter to me. I couldn't have cared less about where he'd been or what he'd done, he was helping me scratch a fetishistic itch that had gone unscratched for far, far too long.

As the other cuff clicked into place around my other wrist, I realized what I'd done.

Nobody really knows you're back here except Cynthia, and she's not going to suspect anything for a long time. You've just cuffed yourself around a pole in a closed room with a man you've never actually met before. You're stuck, you're practically helpless, and he's already told you he's going to strip you down if you can't get out of this quickly enough for his liking.

To some, that might sound terrifying. And maybe it was to me, to some extent — but I was too deep into the fantasy becoming reality, too deeply aroused and hot beyond the telling of it to worry. What's more, Travis somehow wasn't worrying me at all. He was hard to read and he was definitely domineering, but he wasn't acting freakish or overpowering me. He'd asked me relatively politely if I wanted to do something, and I'd volunteered to do it. The situation was scary, but my company was not, and I was planning to enjoy the former and the latter as much as I could, in one form or another.

“Very good,” he said, and picked up a second pair of cuffs — these a little wider, with a longer chain between them — and knelt down at my feet, toward the back of the pole. I wondered briefly if he could see up my dress, then remembered that if I couldn't get out of this quickly enough he was going to be seeing just about everything anyway. 

As he slipped the cuffs over my ankles and locked them in place, I began to wonder why I'd ever want to prevent him from doing just that. Here was this gorgeous, striking, powerful man. He'd just gotten done handcuffing me to a pole and telling me that if I couldn't escape he was going to strip me down. He's made me as wet as I can ever remember being, he's got my motor thrumming along on all cylinders. I want him badly, and stalling seems like the last thing I want to do. 

He stood up and slipped the keys into my hand, his body close to mine. I smelled him, felt the heat of him, could see the bulge in his pants where his hard cock was expanding and hardening at the sight of me, poor, helpless Monica, bound and taken prisoner by a magician. 

“You have two minutes,” he whispered into my ear, and I almost gasped at the electric barrage of heat that flowed through me. Goosebumps on my arms, lip sore from biting it, I looked up at him, my eyes no doubt conveying the depth of my anticipation. 

I kept my eyes locked on his as I turned the keys over in my hands — once, twice — and, unwavering and deliberate, used what little leverage I had in my hands and wrists to toss the keys aside.

He watched the keys in flight briefly, then looked back at me, my eyes fiery, my body ready. His face read of understanding. 

Quickly, powerfully, he swept my head up in his arm and pulled my mouth into his. 
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As he pulled me toward him, I was caught off balance by the cuffs around my ankles and nearly stumbled into him. His body was there to catch mine, though, and I felt the rugged strength of his muscular, toned physique brace itself against mine. The heat was incredible, and I moaned gently as his hands traveled down my shoulders — around my bound arms — and settled against my lower back, pulling me into him once more.

His lips pulled away from mine briefly, and he whispered once again into my ear, the hot stickiness of his breath running along my neck and making me quiver with anticipation:

“I’m still giving you your two minutes,” he said, his voice low and commanding despite the calm and quiet. “Struggle for me.”

With that, he pulled away entirely. Gone was his heat, gone was his scent — though I could still sense both residually — and then there was just me, just Monica, her arms handcuffed behind her, her legs shackled, the fabric of her tanktop clinging to her more and more as the heat and sweat of my predicament took over.

I looked up at him and bit my lip, my eyes pleading with him for some kind of early release, moaning softly again and again as I tugged on the cuffs. I squatted down to get a different angle on them, exposing my cleavage, giving him a decent view up my skirt, knowing each and every move was teasing him just as much as it was teasing me.

I wanted to make him want me so badly he forewent the two minutes. I wanted to make him want me so badly he pulled himself out of his pants and stroked himself right then and there. I wanted him to whip that massive cock out and please himself to the sight of me. I wanted that semblance of control, just to know I could have it.

But he wasn’t allowing me such luxuries, even though I could see very well that his cock was struggling mightily against the fabric of his pants. What little I could move around within the confines of my situation was all the leeway he was going to give me, and every part of me knew that ultimately, I wouldn’t have it any other way.

I struggled for him. I put on a show. I even gave the handcuffs a legitimate effort, trying in vain to slip my hands out of them, thinking maybe I’d managed to put one on a little loosely. No such luck, of course — I’d only been lucky enough to experiment with handcuffs a few times, but clearly I’d picked up enough. I wasn’t going anywhere without those keys I’d tossed.

After what felt like a small eternity, Travis looked down at his watch and noted by tapping its face that two minutes had already passed. I looked down at the watch and then back up at him. My eyes screamed for him to skip right past these formalities and just fuck me where I stood. I moaned and writhed and pulled hard on the cuffs, my breasts shaking with every quick and desperate movement. I had to be putting on one hell of a show.

He stepped forward and grabbed at the fabric of my tanktop, pulling it up from the bottom. Slowly, confidently, he exposed my taut and toned stomach before pausing briefly just underneath the flimsy bra I was wearing. I was completely still, my only movement a gentle shaking, the result of a combination of nervousness and anticipation.

Finally, with one last look of utter dominance and satisfaction with my predicament, he swung the shirt up over my bra. He kept it going, lifting the front of it up over my head and pulling it down again once it cleared everything, the final result being that it was crumpled in a heap on my forearms, trapped in place by my now nearly topless body, the pole, and my cuffed wrists.

He stepped back again to admire me, and egotistical as it may sound, I couldn’t blame him. I must have looked incredible, my body running on all cylinders, every muscle working overtime underneath my tanned and heated skin. My bra wasn’t doing much to contain my breasts, and they bounced with almost every quick, jerking movement I made to get myself out.

The thirty seconds after he pulled my shirt up passed in seemingly no time at all, because he was quickly back at it, his body close to mine, his fingers playing a merry little game along the waistband of my dress. He reached behind it, feeling for a zipper, and as I dug my face into his shoulder and neck by standing on my toes, I cherished every finger that graced my tight ass as he felt around.

He got a grip of the zipper and pulled down on it only slightly, bringing it open just enough for him to grab the entirety of the dress and tug it downward slowly, tantalizingly as I swung my hips side to side to try and help him slip it off. My skin was electric. Every single touch felt like something brand new, like a completely novel sensation I’d never experienced before, and I gasped hard as I felt the fabric travel down my legs until coming to rest around my cuffed ankles.

He stepped back again, and I was left in nothing but my underwear, a quivering and horny reduction of the woman who’d knocked on the door only a short time ago.

“Please,” I moaned, staring directly at the massive bulge in his pants, “please just fuck me. You know I want it, and I know you want it, so please — please fuck me, sir—”

“Quiet,” he commanded, and I shut up immediately.

He watched me move and writhe within my confines, the seconds now crawling by, my desperation growing in leaps and bounds every single moment wherein he wasn’t advancing things. My panties were completely soaked, and I wondered if he could tell that just by looking.

Another thirty seconds, another unbearable wait. When he stepped forward and reached behind me to unclasp my bra, I pulled hard against the cuffs in a true effort to shrug them off and bring my hands to meet that powerful body of his, wanting to feel its ridges under my fingertips, wanting to reach my hand down his pants and feel the heat and might of that thick, hard cock. I wasn’t going anywhere, though, and so I had to wait impatiently as my bra came undone and he swept it up over my head like he’d done before with my shirt. The bra came to rest along with my tanktop, now somewhat uncomfortably — but hell if I was really going to notice that sort of thing — around my arms, behind my back.

My breasts hung free, now swinging and bucking gently with every struggling movement I made, and he was enjoying the show. I pushed my chest out a bit, arching my back and trying to entice him to move forward, to fondle me, to caress my nipples, to give me any sort of excitement beyond the here-and-there touches I got as he peeled my clothes off of me, but he stood resolute, unwavering in his dedication to the rigorous schedule he’d put forth.

I was his, and I was going to learn that lesson by being forced to wait for him.

My complete lack of patience was calmed somewhat by knowing that he only had one more article of clothing to pull off of me. Once naked, I knew that all bets would be off. I thought about all the ways in which he might take advantage of me in this situation, all the ways in which I would let him enjoy me, and I could barely take the anticipation of it all. My legs shook, my wrists hurt, and my exposed nipples throbbed. The heat from between my thighs was intense. I looked up at him, moaning, groaning, trembling.

The final thirty seconds were up.

He stepped forward, his fingertips playing with the waistband of my panties the same way they’d played with the waistband of my dress. Unlike the dress, however, when he pulled my panties down he did so quickly and without buildup.

Maybe there’s finally been enough buildup for the both of us. Maybe I’m not the only one struggling with how badly I want the other — maybe I’m just the only one who doesn’t have the luxury of keeping it together right now.

The small landing strip of bush I kept just above my soaked, glistening pussy stood out on my skin, and he looked at it longingly as he stood back up, having neatly deposited my panties around my ankles, with my dress. He took in every inch of me, every naked bit of skin he could see, and I tried my best to convey that I was willing to give him anything he wanted. I was beyond the point of arousal, I was at something so far beyond basic horniness that I could barely even stand it. One touch was going to send me into the stratosphere, one kiss in the right place could have me coming on the spot.

He began to unbutton his shirt, and I took it in as his muscular, defined torso became exposed one button at a time. It was everything I thought it was, and then some. As he slipped the shirt off and I got to see all of him — those powerful shoulders, those tight nipples, the abs rippling, all of it with a thin sheen of sweat — I breathed in hard and struggled to stay upright.

His eyes locked with mine, he reached down to the bulge in his pants and grabbed at the zipper on the upper end of it, pulling it without reservation or hesitation. His sudden urgency to move things forward only told me what I’d been hoping for: that he was done fucking around, that we were well past the point of even pretending this was anything more than what it was. We wanted each other. I’d come to him, I’d put myself on a platter, and I wanted him to take me.

He unzipped and pulled his cock out of his pants. It was one of the biggest I’d ever seen, in person or otherwise. It was huge and throbbing, the head of it pointing up at me, the skin red with heat. Without any command, without any urging to do so, I began to kneel down as best I could. I wanted to taste that cock, wanted to feel it invade my mouth.

He didn’t disappoint.

He stepped forward and thrust it into my open and waiting mouth, and I felt the hotness of it immediately as it plunged forward over my tongue and filled every bit of the orifice that it could reach. It had been a while since I’d gone down on someone, and I’d certainly never gone down on anyone so big, so my gag reflex couldn’t help but kick in as he put a hand behind my head and forced me further and further downward. I pulled back instinctively, and he gave me a second to breathe before forcing me down again.

This time, I took it like a champ.

I ran my tongue over the bottom of his cock, feeling the veins and ridges and skin, feeling his pulse, feeling everything as I licked and sucked his considerable length. I bobbed my head, letting my lips do the job that I wanted my pussy to do, feeling every inch of him slip out and in, out and in, feeling that head of his powerful member poke against the roof of my mouth and the back of my throat as I took him in again and again.

He moaned in satisfaction. As did I. Just the idea of being here, of being handcuffed and helpless, sucking on this man’s huge cock while naked in front of him, was the cherry on top of the anticipatory sundae he’d crafted. I couldn’t think of anything but pleasing him and how much it pleased me to do so. My pussy dripped down my leg, and I tried desperately to bring my cuffed wrists around the pole to touch myself — but it wasn’t going to happen. I was going to have to wait until he was ready to fuck me properly.

Which, after another minute or so, was exactly what he chose to do.

He pulled on my hair and yanked me off of his cock. A trail of spit and precum led from the head of it to my mouth, and I licked what I could off of my lips before looking up at him, desperate, hoping this meant what I thought it meant.

As he looked down at me, I could see very clearly that it did. He gripped my shoulders and helped me stand up, then — and this was the part I was not at all expecting — he slipped his hands around my waist and behind my back and lifted me upward, slipping himself inside me with no warning or hesitation as I came down.

I saw stars. My mouth was open, but nothing was coming out. My eyes were jammed shut, the sheer unimaginable pleasure of it all rocketing through me at a rate and level I’d never before experienced. This wasn’t lovemaking, this wasn’t sex — this was pure fucking, animalistic, powerful, raw. His huge cock sank into my wetness without any trouble, and suddenly I found myself aloft, my legs parted and pulled up to accommodate both him and the cuffs still around my ankles, my arms doing what they could to brace me against the back of the pole, my back pushed hard against the pole supporting some of my weight, and finally him — strong, unbelievably strong — supporting the rest of me by bracing himself with his legs and letting me bounce and moan on his huge cock.

Up and down I went, with absolutely no control over what was happening. Every thrust was like another train, hitting me with wave after wave of release, the anticipation and buildup of my time here culminating in these incredible breakwaters of sexual energy. My clit rubbed hard against the base of his cock as I slid along his length, and I breathed hard into his shoulder as the pressure and pleasure of it was already simply too much to bear.

Coming, for me, had never been easy. I’d been told plenty of times that I was pretty difficult to get off, and even when it was just me and a vibrator I had all sorts of trouble getting things done quickly.

I’d never come so quickly in my life.

It rushed up within me, taking me by surprise, every muscle tensing and relaxing, the warm waves of heat boiling upward into my stomach and along my spinal cord. I screamed and groaned into his sweaty, muscular shoulder, biting him at one point just to keep from crying out even louder. I couldn’t bear it, couldn’t handle the energy coursing through me. Each thrust was only more painful and pleasurable as my sensitivity grew and grew with every movement.

I pulled my head back and looked at him with some mix of excitement and disbelief, not understanding how he’d managed to make me come so quickly — but also not caring about the “how” so much as the fact that it had happened. He slowed briefly to look me in the eye and smile warmly, then resumed fucking just as hard as he had when he first slipped inside me.

I groaned and yelped in surprise, unable to get off this roller coaster ride, unable to stop these waves of pleasure from rocketing through me once more. I felt every inch of him slip into and out of me as the pole and his arms did much of the work in keeping me upright. My body was exhausted. I was sweaty, incapable of doing more than the very basics to help support myself.

Not that he needed any help. He was still going just as powerfully as ever, and I was merely along for the ride at this point, my breasts bouncing, my clit still shooting electric signals of pleasure throughout my body.

The second orgasm took me by surprise as well, if only because I’d never had a second one before — and I thought my body was too shot to even support such a thing. It wasn’t of the same intensity as the first, but I was also far more sensitive and worn out this time around, so when it hit my veins like a rolling freight train I was completely incapable of handling it well. I jammed my face into Travis’s shoulder again, screaming loudly, moaning and groaning and yelling various obscenities as the pleasure tore me into pieces.

Finally, mercifully, he paused. We were both heaving, gasping for breath, sweaty and exhausted. He helped me get my feet under me a little and pulled out of me, and I experienced one last little shudder of pleasure and sensitivity as his cock rubbed against the lips of my pussy on its way out.

He gave me a few seconds to compose myself, and then gripped my hair in his hand.

“Get down on your knees,” he said.

I looked down at his huge, glistening cock, dripping with my juices and his precum, still throbbing, and I knelt down to take it on once more.

It slipped into my mouth and I could all at once taste the both of us. There was something about being able to taste myself on a man’s cock that I’d always enjoyed, and this was obviously no exception. Multiple orgasms in, my body as tired as it had ever been from a session at the gym — much less a night in bed — I was barely capable of keeping myself upright. The fact that I could taste the both of us on his cock and feel the heat of it jamming once more into my mouth and down my throat, knowing I could pay him back in spades for the pleasure he’d shown me … those were the only things that really kept me going right then.

I slipped my lips and tongue up and down his shaft, cleaning him off, getting everything I could out of it as I licked and caressed and sucked. His hand slipped up and down the shaft, following my mouth up and down, and after a minute or so he began to pull out.

I trailed him with my mouth, but he gripped my hair in his hands and held my head in place as his entire body tensed and convulsed. I shut my eyes and opened my mouth, happy to take whatever he was going to give me.

When he did come, it hit in one strong, hot burst right along my cheek. I gasped and he moaned and groaned, the two of us experiencing this pleasure as one, as I felt the hot rope of white stickiness begin to mingle with the sweat and drip lightly down.

When I opened my eyes, he was staring down at me, his body shiny with sweat, his every muscle bulging, his chest heaving. I looked up at him, his cum on my cheek.

“Thank you, sir,” I said between heaving gasps, and he nodded down at me.

“Thank you,” he said, and stepped backward, sinking down to the ground, his legs barely able to support him anymore.

We sat there like that briefly, neither of us with the energy to say anything. I was still cuffed, but couldn’t have cared less. In fact, I hardly noticed. My body was one place, my mind was another. For a few minutes, I was incoherent.

I couldn’t tell you how long it was before I finally swung my head to get the hair out of my eyes, looked up at him — only just then catching his breath — and smiled.

“So,” I said, “about that job opening.”
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