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About Interview with the Bondage Billionaire:

Maddie's fresh out of college and managed to land what she thought would be her dream job: reporter for the local newspaper. But it's leaving her listless, and she's unsure what might fill the void inside her.

That is, until she gets a surprise assignment: an interview with Nicholas Belmont, the Bondage Billionaire. She's been a fan of his work for years, but never told anyone — and now she has to meet him on his estate to find out what makes him tick.

That is, unless he can find out what makes her tick first.

This scorching erotic short switches between two perspectives and features plenty of BDSM, bondage, male domination, female domination, and much more. Enjoy!

–

An Excerpt:

I wanted to know everything there was to know, and I wanted to know it as soon as possible. But just as teasing her had become a bit of a game for me ever since I saw her and realized just how keyed up she was, it had become a bit of a game for me to tease myself, as well.

How far could I go before finally giving in? How much could I continue to build this anticipation between the both of us? Who would crack first?

“That's ... wow,” she said, almost unable to form words. I smiled at her warmly as she looked at me through those glasses of hers. “You have a way with words, Nicholas.”

“Thank you,” I said softly. “I think it's important to be clearly understood. It's another aspect of control that I like to exercise — knowing for certain that you can't be misinterpreted.”

“I see,” she said, and this time she didn't look away at all as her hand moved the pen around her notebook aimlessly.

I couldn't take it anymore. There was a pressure building within the both of us, and as the sun grew perilously close to slipping beneath the treeline I realized just how unfortunate it would be for our time here to pass without delving into the subtext and making it text.

“Tell me, Maddie, while we're talking about the things that we're passionate about,” I said. “Have you ever been tied up?”


~1~

Maddie

I guess I just kind of assumed that being a reporter would be more fun.

It was all I dreamed about for the longest time: becoming a journalist, learning the ins and outs of every little thing that happened around the city, having my finger on the pulse of it all, being the conduit through which people learned everything they needed to know about the place they called home. Perhaps it's jaded of me to be talking about all of that as doe-eyed optimism when I've only been out of college and working at a daily paper for a year or two, but even now the thoughts that used to propel me just seem ... foolish. Childish, maybe. And it makes me wonder if I made the right call.

I was thinking about these things and more when my phone rang — short, intermittent rings, the kind that signify a call from elsewhere in the office — and I was jolted out of my little existential panic. My cubicle seemed smaller than ever as I picked it up to answer.

“This is Maddie,” I said, skipping all of the friendly formalities as I always did for inter-office calls.

“Maddie, it's Jules,” my editor's thick, gravelly voice uttered from the other end of the line. “Could you drop by my office for a few minutes? I have a story I want you to work on, and I'd like you to get cracking on it as soon as possible.”

Jules — Mr. Owens, as I couldn't stop calling him — didn't typically invite me into his office just to give me stories. Typically they were sent along via e-mail or dropped right onto my desk with little to no fanfare. Subconsciously, I wondered what could possibly be so interesting or different about this story that it'd require me to wander over to his office.

Only one way to find out, Maddie.

I pulled myself up out of my chair and walked across the small cubicle farm that was the majority of my department, over to my editor's office. He was busy staring down at some papers inside a manilla folder, and when I knocked on the doorframe he looked up from them with a start.

“Come in, come in, and close the door behind you,” he said, and gestured for me to walk forward. I did, and shut the door behind me.

It's a good thing he called me to let me know this was about a story, or I'd be feeling a little nervous about this.

“Sorry to drag you away from your cube just to give you a story, but this is one I wanted to deliver in person just to make sure you're the right reporter for it,” he said, closing the folder and placing it down on the desk with his hand over it.

I looked at him for a second, puzzled, before sitting down in one of the chairs on my side of the desk.

“Not a problem at all, Mr. Owens,” I said. “What's the story about?”

He opened the folder again and stared down at its contents. I tried to maintain some form of eye contact — even if he wasn't looking — and avoid sneaking glimpses at the papers in the folder, but I couldn't help myself. It was mostly scribblings and small typed chunks and clips, but I just barely made out the name 'Belmont' before the folder was shut once again and I had to bring my gaze back up to Mr. Owens's face. He kept silent for a few agonizing sentences before continuing.

“Are you familiar with a Nicholas Belmont?” he asked me, and my heart jumped a little.

Nicholas Belmont. “The Bondage Billionaire,” I think was what everyone called him. Stunningly handsome man who made his fortune off of bondage and fetish, of all things. He owned an Internet empire and was not at all ashamed of how he got there.

Most of that I picked up from news reports. Other parts of it, I picked up from being a fan of his work.

It would probably surprise most people that simple, bookish Maddie — that relatively plain-looking girl who looked like she was plucked out of a South Jersey convent — was fascinated and turned on by the sort of pornography Nicholas Belmont made his fortune in. They'd be stunned to learn that behind my glasses and my cute, girlish looks — young for my age, I'd always been told — was a young woman who longed to be dominated, to be bound and taken advantage of, to be strapped to the headboard and fucked mercilessly. It was a kinky side of myself I'd first recognized when I was a young teenager, and I'd indulged it privately as much as I could since my first sexual experience: a rendezvous with my then-boyfriend in a car parked on a lonely back road in the sticks of southern New Jersey, my wrists duct taped over and behind the headrest, my legs splayed out in either direction.

Just thinking about it, even now — even almost a full decade later — was more than enough to get my motor running, and before I knew it I could feel my skin heating up.

All of that, flashing to the surface in no time at all. All from one name.

“Nicholas Belmont?” I said, clearing my throat lightly. “Certainly sounds familiar. Isn't he that billionaire who ...”

“Yes, he's that billionaire,” Mr. Owens interrupted. “He is most definitely that billionaire.”

He slid the folder across the desk.

“Don't open that just yet,” he said, and I left it alone. “I've been tipped off that Mr. Belmont's taking some time away from it all, and he's chosen our particular neck of the woods to relax in. Apparently he has a small estate out near Landis Lake, and he's going to be staying there for the week.”

“I see,” I said, even though I didn't, in fact, see where this was going.

“The person who tipped me off is a mutual friend of one of the landscapers who works at the Landis Lake estate,” he continued. “You're probably aware that Belmont's not big on interviews, due to how the press has treated him, but I was able to eventually get a hold of his secretary and convince her to talk to him about us doing a bio. A feature, not condemning or judging him but just telling his story, talking about him and how he came to be where he came to be.”

I looked down at the closed folder, then back up at Mr. Owens.

There's no way in hell. Not a chance. There's no possible way this guy's actually sending me to interview Nicholas fucking Belmont.

“I can see by the look on your face that my asking you to take this one in person was a good call,” he said. “I think this is a good opportunity for you to step outside your comfort zone a bit, to really do something different. I know this place isn't what you thought it would be when you graduated Arbor Forest, and you're talented enough for me to think this is right up your alley.”

You have no idea just how much up my alley this is, Jules.

My heart was racing. Just the thought of talking to Nicholas Belmont — of a lengthy conversation with a man I'd watch bind and fuck countless beauties over the past couple of years — had me feeling warm, had my juices flowing.

“Thank you so much, Mr. Owens,” I said, and scooped up the folder.

“Everything you need to get started is in there,” he said. “There's an address for the estate, a couple of phone numbers, and some information about what he's been up to lately. Bunch of conversation starter kind of stuff, but I'm relying on you to really dig in deep and learn a ton about this guy. Find out what makes him tick.”

I stood up, too excited to remember I should probably wait until dismissed. I just wanted to get back to my cubicle, to get cracking on this, to make phone calls and get on the road. I looked down at Mr. Owens somewhat apologetically, then reached over to the chair to sit back down. He gave me a look that said to stop being silly, then waved me off with a dismissive gesture.

I walked out the door and back to my cubicle, shaking the whole way.

You're going to talk to Nicholas Belmont. You're going to sit down with the Bondage Billionaire.

I thought about all of the different positions and situations I'd fantasized about being placed in, all the different ways in which I wanted to be bound and used — so many of which only occupied space in my head because of Nicholas, genius that he was.

My panties were soaked before I even picked up the phone.


~2~

Nicholas

People think I tend to shy away from the public eye because of the way the press has treated me over the past few years, but the truth is I've never been one for the public anyway. I would never complain about my fortune — I worked too hard to attain it and don't care to sneer in the face of whatever amount of luck helped along the way as well — but the social and public life of a billionaire can be ... well, daunting. There are so many galas, so many events, so much to be done, so many smiling faces and outstretched hands to shake. I appreciate that people appreciate me, and I'm honored to receive invitations to these places, but the truth is I got to where I am doing what I love. I'd have been doing it whether or not it made me a billionaire, and the fact that it did means all of the extravagance and social absurdity associated with the level of success I've attained was never something I'd even planned on dealing with.

I guess that's a long-winded way to say I spend as much time either in my office or away at one of my estates not because of the attention the press has paid me but because I never wanted any real attention in the first place.

I'm not an absolute recluse, though, and I guess I let the bastards get to me because I found myself wanting to clear things up a bit. Those inklings, small as they were, happened to be boiling up within me just as my secretary let me know there was a reporter — some young lady by the name of Madeline — who wanted to speak to me for a bio piece in the local newspaper.

“She sounds pretty harmless,” the secretary told me over the phone. “It doesn't look like a hit piece or anything, and she seemed genuine about actually wanting a conversation, not just the regular question-and-answer stuff. Otherwise I never would have run it by you.”

“Go ahead and tell her to meet me at the Landis Lake estate tonight,” I said to the empty office overlooking the lake, letting the speakerphone do the work for me as I leaned back in my chair. It was so peaceful out here, so calming. One could be dead to the world if they wanted — or free to engage in any kinds of proclivities they could imagine.

My thoughts ran briefly to the dungeon downstairs, and how I'd just had it outfitted with a new four-post bed and a large St. Andrew's cross. So much fun to be had there over the next two weeks, as I unwound and invited some of the models and various other employees down from the city to enjoy the space with me. I wanted it all to myself for a little bit first, though, which meant getting this young Madeline out of the way as quickly as possible.

If she's as young as the secretary says she is, she'll probably be too uninterested to take more than an hour of my time anyway. She'll come in, we'll chat, she'll leave, and that'll be that.

I spent the next few hours walking around the lake, alone with my thoughts, listening to nothing but the wind rustle through the leaves and the various wildlife wandering about. I thought briefly about taking one of the larger vehicles in the garage out for a spin on the trails through the woods, but decided it was best not to do such a thing when I had an appointment to keep.

I found myself on the south side of the estate — the backyard, I suppose it could be called — sitting in a large, beautifully crafted gazebo overlooking the lake — when my phone went off. I answered without checking the number, knowing very well it was the front gate. They were calling to let me know a reporter by the name of Madeline was here to see me, and that she'd been promised an interview.

“Send her around to the back of the estate,” I told the guard. “On the south end, near the lake.”

The guard uttered an affirmative and we both hung up. I looked out over the water, the sun now just low enough to warm my slacks. Soon it would be creeping up the half-unbuttoned shirt I'd still for some reason kept tucked into my waistband. I thought briefly about buttoning it the rest of the way for appearances' sake, then decided against it. Time out here was supposed to be about eschewing those social expectations, and it took me a while to get into that kind of mindset.

I heard the car rolling over the fine gravel before I saw it, rolling slowly around the side of the estate and emerging out from behind a large stone wall that bordered some uneven ground to make it a little more seamly. I got up from my position on the bench in the gazebo and walked out toward the path, waving at the driver — though I couldn't quite see her yet, with the sun being at the angle it was — and gesturing for her to pull up near to where I was.

Even in the vehicle's movement, I could sense reluctance.

This poor girl, I thought to myself. She's so intimidated, it'll be a wonder if we get anywhere with this interview.

The car slowed to a stop, then turned off. There was some hesitation — perhaps some gathering of things — from within, and then the door popped open.

That's the first time I saw her.

She had the look of a girl who'd been told all her life that she was, as far as looks were concerned, nothing particularly special — and had believed it entirely, without giving any thought to the fact that the things she'd been told were completely and utterly erroneous. She was a figure of beauty behind a wall of indifference and self-doubt, a gorgeous woman hiding in a shell. I'm not ashamed to say I was enraptured the very moment I saw her — and gave immediate thought to what she might look like in some tight ropes, her body exposed and vulnerable, her limits reached, her mouth formed into a pleasure-induced 'O'.

The sundress she was in clung to her body, thanks to the wind pushing off of the lake. It revealed an athletic but curvy build, the kind of build that had to come through at least a certain kind of dedication to her body.

She shielded her eyes from the sun with her hand, her other hand carrying a reporter's notebook, two pens, and a recorder. She squinted in my direction from behind her thick-rimmed glasses, the sort that had come into vogue within the past five or six years — much to my enjoyment, I might add.

“Mr. Belmont?” she said, walking in my direction. I was walking in hers, though I couldn't be sure she saw that.

“Yes,” I said. “But just Nicholas, please. Welcome to the estate. You're Madeline, yes?”

“Just Maddie, please,” she said, and stuck her hand out to shake mine.

“Wonderful,” I said, doing a very poor job of hiding my glances down at her body. The way her dress gripped its curves, the way she carried herself ... this was a woman who could have men wrapped around her finger, if only anyone would let her know.

“Thank you for having me out here, Nicholas,” she said, looking out toward the lake. “It's beautiful. I know you don't allow many reporters to speak with you, and I want to thank you for your time right off the bat.”

“Think nothing of it,” I said. “I may not be much for dealing with the media, but my secretary noted you seem to be working on something more than the typical hit piece and I thought it sounded interesting.”

“Oh, definitely,” she said, the eagerness showing right through her efforts to maintain professionalism. She was shaking slightly, and it hadn't dawned on me right up to that point that she was anything more than nervous. This was a kind of anxiety, a kind of anticipation. There was something much more to what young Maddie was feeling than just jitters, and I'd seen it enough in my line of work to have my suspicions.

She's as turned on as she is nervous, I realized. Could it be her curiosity extends beyond that of a reporter's?

I gave her another look, my eyes growing ever more discerning as I peeled away the layers of this onion in front of me. She was something much more than she let on, and I had to know what that might be.

I had to make this interview go both ways.


~3~

Maddie

The entire drive to Nicholas's estate, I found myself struggling to keep my heartrate under control. My panties were wet, my skin was flushed ... I was a bit of a mess. I couldn't stop thinking about all the videos of his that I'd watched, all the different positions and predicaments he'd put his models through, all the fucking I'd seen him do, anything and everything that had inhabited my computer screen over the past few years came bubbling back for the length of the drive, and by the time I got to the front gate and spoke to the guard I was maybe a warm breeze away from slipping a hand up my dress.

As the guard phoned in that I was coming and told me to pull around the side, however, I had to swallow all of it and get myself in check. Much as Nicholas didn't like dealing with press, I couldn't imagine he liked dealing with giddy girls nipping at his coat.

When I stepped out of the car, the angle of the sun made it tough to see him. I had to shield my eyes. We had a perfectly casual greeting — I called him Mr. Belmont and he insisted I call him Nicholas, he called me Madeline and I insisted he call me Maddie — before he invited me to sit with him in the gazebo overlooking the lake.

I don't know if he intended for me to notice him glancing at my body or not. I imagined a guy doing what he did wouldn't have a whole lot to hide, so it seemed a little silly for him to be acting so sly about sneaking peeks at my dress as it hugged my body. For all my insecurities about my looks, my body was something I somehow felt confident in, something I took a little bit of pride in. And for Nicholas Belmont — a man who could have any woman on the planet — to be staring at me in that way was almost as flattering as anything he could have said.

We started the short walk over to the gazebo. I clung to my notebook, pens, and recorder as he stared out at the lake, his button-down shirt hanging open halfway, revealing the tanned and chiseled chest underneath. His face, which I'd seen contorted in all manner of pleasure and orgasmic enjoyment over the years, was warm and inviting, an emotionally calming kind of thing you'd never expect. His eyes were piercing, though, and whenever he aimed them at me I felt myself melt a little bit more.

“So, Maddie,” he said, and my heart fluttered a little at just hearing him say my name. “How long have you been at the paper?”

I stuttered briefly, then got myself together. I wondered if he noticed my nervousness, or that it wasn't entirely based in the fact that I was interviewing just any billionaire. I wondered if he was onto me and my fascination with his work. 

“I've been there around a year and a half,” I said, doing everything I could to make and maintain eye contact. It was difficult for me in general, much less with someone like Nicholas.

“So you're a recent graduate, then,” he said, staring out at the water. “Arbor Forest, right?”

“Right,” I said.

We arrived at the gazebo and Nicholas invited me to sit on one of the two benches under its considerable span. I sat down on one side of the bench, and he sat on the other. We were only about three feet apart, he with his legs crossed and that magnificent torso turned toward me. His shirt opened even more, and I couldn't help but steal a glance — which he definitely noticed.

“Well, Maddie,” he said — please feel free to use my name as much as you want, Mr. Belmont; you have no idea how much it makes me tingle exactly where I want to feel it most — “I'm glad you made it into the workforce. There are a lot of kids your age who haven't been able to make it work in this job market. Times aren't easy.”

“No, definitely not,” I said, opening my notebook and pulling the top off one of my pens. I put it to paper and roughly scribbled the date and time at the top of the page, then looked up at Nicholas.

“Are you okay with me recording our conversation?” I asked, holding the recorder up for him to see. “It's just so I don't have to rely so heavily on my notes and can actually talk to you instead of spending half the interview staring down at the page.”

He had the look of a man who was endlessly curious about what he was seeing, and I hoped beyond hope that I wasn't being too obvious about how turned on I was. Beneath my thin sundress my soaked panties kept reminding me of just how much I wanted this man to use me the way he'd used so many others. I wanted him to grab me right then and there, to take me, to spread me out and do whatever he pleased.

“Right down to business, then,” Nicholas said, a slight grin on his face. “I know lots of executives who'd love that about you.”

“I'm sorry,” I said, my mouth moving faster than my brain, as it had a nasty habit of doing. “I don't mean to be that way, I just don't want you to think I'm wasting your time. Maybe I'm just a little nervous.”

“There's nothing to be nervous about, Maddie,” he said, leaning forward and placing a hand on my wrist. My heart leapt into my throat, and I tensed up immediately. His hand was warm and soft, but firm — placing just enough pressure on my skin to let me know he meant what he was saying. “I'm unsure how much you've read about me from your peers, but I have no intention of being a difficult or hostile interview.”

He smiled at me, and I wanted more than anything to lean forward and taste him, to bring his lips into mine and feel that hand on my wrist run all the way up my arm, down my back and up my dress. I wanted him so, so badly — and I could see in his eyes that he knew it.

“Th-thank you,” I said, gulping and looking back down at the notebook. I scribbled something — not exactly words, but close enough — onto it and looked back up at him as he took his hand away and sat back again.

Jesus Christ, Nicholas Belmont just touched me. Nicholas Belmont's on this bench talking to me and he knows I'm hot for him. Holy shit. Try and keep it together, Maddie. Try and keep it together.

“Okay,” I said hesitantly, and cleared my throat. “I guess why don't we start with something broad, and we'll work our way into more specific stuff, upside-down pyramid style. What would you say motivates you, Nicholas?”

For as calm and professional as the conversation had been thus far, there was a definite tension in the air that I couldn't quite put my finger on. I knew what I wanted it to be, I knew what I hoped it was, but there was no way to know for sure that it was mutual. Sure, he was glancing at my body and seemed very comfortable with me — and perhaps that hand on my wrist was his way of cutting through the bullshit and letting me know my suspicions were entirely realistic — but I had to remember, too, that I was on assignment. And above all else, I was supposed to be getting a story right now. It'd be great to throw down and fuck right then and there, but that kind of thing probably wouldn't transfer to the page all that well.

He stared out at the water, then back at me. The five o'clock shadow that graced his defined jawline was sexy at all angles. Believe me, I kept checking.

“What motivates me is that I love what I do,” he finally said, his eyes meeting mine and staying there, piercing, penetrating. “More than anything else on the planet, I love what I do. I'd be doing it even if it weren't my job, even if it didn't earn me a fortune and give me this estate.”

I stared at him, jotting down a few words as I went along but mostly relying on the recorder to do its job as I was far, far too transfixed. Sitting on a bench and listening to Nicholas Belmont talk about his passion for bondage sated something in me both sexually and philosophically, made me feel like I was listening to one of the great masters — if you'll pardon the pun — talk about their art. In addition to that, I simply hadn't been able to turn off the arousal that had clung to me like a wet shirt since I'd driven up to the gate. My nipples were hard and getting harder, poking against my bra and making it more and more difficult for my sundress to avoid showing their advance. My panties were positively soaked, and I felt it every time I shifted even slightly. My thighs were warm, and I did what I could to distract myself from the pinpricks of pleasure and anticipation I felt all over my skin but it was simply not working.

Nicholas's gaze grew slightly more penetrating, and a man who was already looking through me appeared to be looking even harder.

“Do you have anything like that in your life, Maddie?” he asked me, his voice low, making me vibrate. “Do you have anything you're that passionate about? Anything that pleases you as much as bondage and fetish please me?”

If I had a mirror, I'd be staring at it quizzically and wondering who that red woman with the thick glasses was staring back at me. My face felt hot, so hot, and stirred a little in my seated position, trying to accommodate the new wave of arousal that ran through me.

Oh, if you only had any idea, Mr. Belmont. If you only understood how much I've pleasured myself to you and the things you do. If only you had any way of knowing.

As I looked at him, though — he was staring back at me, calmly waiting for an answer while I fidgeted and shifted — I began to wonder if maybe he already knew everything that I could let on and then some. I wondered if maybe he was attuned to this sort of thing, that he could pick it up on someone as easily as a bloodhound. I wondered if he was just testing me, just trying to see how far I'd get along in the interview before I broke down and told him everything.

He's teasing me, I realized. He has touched me once. On the wrist. And that's all the contact we've had. But he's teasing me all the same, and I'm more turned on than I can ever remember being. Shit.


~4~

Nicholas

Perhaps it was too forward of me to try and turn things around on her as quickly as I did, but I couldn't resist it anymore. Maddie was clearly turned on, and while I had my suspicions about what might have gotten her to that point with absolutely no prompting, I wanted to make certain of it before making any advances.

Besides, in a life packed mostly with models, executives, and big names in the adult industry, it was nice to sit down with someone so alluring coming from such a simple background. It was doubly nice because she seemed to have such a tremendous fascination with what I did — and I suspected this was a woman who knew my work well, who was deeply into bondage and submission and fetish.

I just had to find a way to get her to come out with it.

She stared at me for a few seconds, breathing hard, her face red, and I decided to back off slightly and reapproach.

“What about journalism?” I asked. She seemed baffled by the leap I'd made, then shook herself back into reality and quickly tried to cover up the faltering.

“Oh! Right, right,” she said, looking down at her notes and scribbling what looked like nothing at all. “I suppose that's a passion of mine, yeah.”

I shook my head.

“When something's truly a passion of yours, there's no 'supposing' about it,” I said. “You don't have to think about it, you don't have to wonder, you don't have to dawdle, you just know. You carry with you the absolute certainty that this is something you were put on this earth to do or explore or experience, a fascination that hasn't faded and won't ever.”

She looked over at the recorder to make sure it was still going, then back toward her pad, where she began jotting things down.

“For me,” I continued, “that's bondage. It's domination. Control. The ability to restrict someone beyond the point to where they're able to help themselves, to make someone as vulnerable and helpless as they can possibly be. I crave that feeling, that feeling of knowing as I approach a bound figure that they are incapable of running away or doing anything about their predicament. I love knowing that there's a dread building within them, an uncertainty, a fear of what I might do with my position of power. Whether they're treated to the sting of the riding crop or the pleasure of a vibrator, every sensation is amplified a thousandfold for them — and thus for me as well, because their reactions fuel me, their helplessness and my physical attraction to it pushes me to work harder, to find new positions and styles and methods. There's nothing sexier on this planet than a woman who has given herself over to being tied up and handled.”

My eyes never left hers, and I watched as about halfway through my little monologue she looked up from the notepad — perhaps thinking I wouldn't notice but then stuck when she realized I was looking right at her — and her breathing grew heavier. Her skin was flushed, her lips redder and slightly parted. I could make out the pure white of her teeth through them, and as she let out just the faintest of sighs I could feel the blood surge into my cock, heating it, hardening it quickly in my slacks.

I shifted slightly, not uncomfortable but not wanting to make my erection too obvious all the same. We were definitely playing a game of sorts, but there was no reason for me to lay everything out on the table just yet.

I wanted to take her right then and there. I wanted to reach down and place a hand on her knee, sliding it up her warm thigh until she thrusted her chest outward and put her head back, eyes closed in pleasure and anticipation. I wanted to feel those breasts, small but perfect for her size, the nipples struggling valiantly to poke through her top. I wanted to see what those toned arms of hers looked stretched up over and behind her head, what those legs looked like spread out for me. I wanted to know if her cunt was shaved or trimmed.

I wanted to know everything there was to know, and I wanted to know it as soon as possible. But just as teasing her had become a bit of a game for me ever since I saw her and realized just how keyed up she was, it had become a bit of a game for me to tease myself, as well.

How far could I go before finally giving in? How much could I continue to build this anticipation between the both of us? Who would crack first?

“That's ... wow,” she said, almost unable to form words. I smiled at her warmly as she looked at me through those glasses of hers. “You have a way with words, Nicholas.”

“Thank you,” I said softly. “I think it's important to be clearly understood. It's another aspect of control that I like to exercise — knowing for certain that you can't be misinterpreted.”

“I see,” she said, and this time she didn't look away at all as her hand moved the pen around her notebook aimlessly.

I couldn't take it anymore. There was a pressure building within the both of us, and as the sun grew perilously close to slipping beneath the treeline I realized just how unfortunate it would be for our time here to pass without delving into the subtext and making it text.

“Tell me, Maddie, while we're talking about the things that we're passionate about,” I said. “Have you ever been tied up?”

The gulp she unleashed but tried so hard to hide was evidence enough that I'd hit the nail on the head in one form or another. Her nervousness wasn't a matter of my stature or standing, it wasn't the jittery, silly fears of a new journalist, and it had nothing to do with her being out here in the middle of nowhere with a man she'd never met. This was a woman enraptured with bondage, with submission, with the art of restraint.

I wondered just how much of my material she'd watched. I wondered what her favorite positions were, how often she'd tried being bound and helpless, subjected to someone else's whims. I thought anew about that body of hers, and how I'd love to see it stretched out and immobilized across the wall of my dungeon here, how much I'd revel in the sight of her struggling in her bonds, her pussy dripping, her mouth open in silent anticipation.

Her face somehow became even more red, and she laughed nervously, running a hand through her hair.

“I, uh ... I'm sorry,” she said, the smile on her face doing a very poor job of hiding her interest. “This interview's supposed to be about you, Nicholas.”

“Sure,” I said. “Sure, it's supposed to be about me, but in order to truly report on me you have to be able to understand me better, yes? You have to meet me on my level, wrap your head around the things I'm passionate about. I'm passionate about bondage, and I'm asking you if you've ever been tied up.”

Her expression shifted again, this time from giddy and embarrassed amusement to something more akin to disbelief and curiosity. I'd struck a chord within her, gotten her pulse running harder and hotter. My cock throbbed at the sight of her, my skin burned to feel her on me.

“I have, yes,” she said, quietly and calmly. “Not too many times, but I have.”

I sat forward a bit. She shifted slightly forward, as well. I talked softly.

“I see,” I said. “But has it been nearly as many times as you'd like? Has it been to your satisfaction?”

She shifted forward, just a little bit closer. I could practically feel the heat radiating off of her, and I had to imagine she felt the same coming off of me.

“No,” she said. “No, it hasn't.”

“Tell me what you want,” I replied quickly.

She was breathing heavily through her words now, no longer bothering to hide her arousal, no longer shying away from the sexual fire burning within her. She was laying herself out there, much as she wanted me to do.

“I want to be tied up properly,” she said. “I don't want fuzzy cuffs and headboards, I want to be tied up with real rope by someone who knows what they're doing. I want the sort of thing I've seen in your videos.”

“Is that so?” I said. “You're curious about being tied up the way the women in my videos are tied up?”

“Absolutely,” she said, shifting in slightly closer.

“And is that all you want? Is that all you're passionate about experiencing?”

She paused for a few seconds, as if her brain and mouth were warring over what she was about to say. Finally, she came out with it.

“I want to be fucked hard,” she blurted. “I want to be fucked hard like your models are fucked hard, like you fuck them. I want to be fucked hard while I can't move.”

My pulse pounded through my body, my heart a cannon in my chest. My engorged cock felt like it might tear right through the fabric of my pants as I looked at her, the desperation and longing in her eyes and on her face, and realized we were about to have way more fun with this interview than I'd ever anticipated.

“We keep some rope in a storage chest not too far from where we're sitting,” I said, “because we do shoots out here occasionally. Would you wait here while I grabbed some? Perhaps we could indulge one another.”

She swallowed hard again, her breaths now deep and frequent, her eyes wide and curious.

“Absolutely,” she said. “I would love that.”


~5~

Maddie

Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit.

Nicholas got off the bench we were sitting on and wandered over to a small shed, mostly hidden by one of the rock walls that divided the varying heights of the landscape around the property. I, in the meantime, was trying my best not to hyperventilate.

Keep it together, Maddie. Keep it together. You don't know what he's actually going to do. He could just be leading you on, could be bringing you right to the brink of this and then pulling back, just to fuck around with you.

I kept telling myself there were any number of things that could be happening here, that there were plenty of explanations for the direction our conversation had taken that didn't have anything to do with him actually binding and fucking me right there where we sat, but the excitement of it all was simply too much to ignore.

My panties were drenched beyond the telling of it. I was breathing hard, a thin sheen of sweat beginning to form on my skin in some places as my body overheated itself with anticipation. I was shaking, and nearly dropped the recorder when I picked it up to turn it off.

I kept an eye on Nicholas — the bulge in his pants now very, very noticeable — as he pulled coil after coil of rope out of the small shed. It was hemp rope, the kind I recognized from so many of the shoots and videos he'd done over the years. I wondered what it might feel like on my skin, how restrictive and limiting it might be when it was tightly wrapped around my wrists and wrenching my arms behind me.

This can't possibly be happening. It just can't. Right?

He started the walk back over and I was in awe of the figure approaching me. His body was so tight, so toned, so perfectly rugged but finely maintained. His shirt hung open just enough, his slacks clung to his legs in all the right ways, and his thick, hard cock was plenty visible pushing mightily against the fabric.

The look in his eyes said, very plainly, I'm going to make you understand.

As he approached, I found myself unsure of what to do with my hands. I knew what I wanted to do with them, but it seemed uncouth to slip them under my dress and inside myself. Then again, with the direction things seemed to be heading in, who really knew what could be considered uncouth?

“Put your notebook and pens on the ground next to the bench,” he commanded — that same tone I'd heard so many times in the videos — and I did so without question or hesitation, never letting my eyes leave his. He got to the bench and stood over me, lording, the bulge in his pants only a few feet away from my face.

How I wanted to take it in, how I wanted to put my face against it and feel its warmth, how I wanted to breathe hot air onto it and unzip it with my teeth and take every inch of it inside my mouth, letting it roll over my tongue and heat me from within.

I folded my hands in my lap and sat obediently as he stood there, uncoiling rope and getting it ready.

“Put your hands together in front of you,” he said.

Holy fucking shit, it's actually going to happen. Oh my holy fucking shit.

I put my hands together, palm to palm, in front of me. It squeezed my breasts together slightly, just enough to give me plenty of cleavage, which the dress did nothing to hide. He admired it as he looped a stretch of rope around my wrists, doubling it over and coiling it around three times before cinching everything with one coil of rope between my hands. With one quick knot — only a matter of seconds after he started — he'd successfully bound my hands together.

He gave me a second or two to appreciate the situation and test my bindings, which I did — only to find that they weren't going anywhere. My wrists were trapped, and I wasn't going to get out of this without his help. Already.

Hemp rope was significantly more restrictive than anything I'd used before. It gripped itself so well, I couldn't feel an ounce of slip in the ropes that I'd felt with stuff like cotton rope.

There was a significant length of rope extending off of the knot between my wrists, and he held onto this length as he walked around the side of the bench and finally behind it — behind me — pulling my arms upward slightly.

“You're going to bring your arms up and behind your head,” he said. “I want you to be as exposed and vulnerable as possible.”

“Yes, sir,” I said, without even having to think about it. Hearing the words come out of myself — and delivered to Nicholas Belmont — was beyond belief. Were my hands not bound, they'd definitely be playing around with my clit. I couldn't even focus on what I would be doing, though, because I was far too focused on what was actually happening. I was already feeling helpless, already feeling vulnerable. As Nicholas pulled my arms up and behind my head, I cherished the increased vulnerability of my position — the way my underarms stretched and were exposed, the way my breasts looked with my arms up over my head, the way my dress pulled up slightly ... it was all just intoxicating.

He tied the other end of the rope off to one of the slats on the back of the bench, securing it there and making damn sure that as long as I was seated, I wasn't going to be able to bring my arms back down. It was a tough stretch that arched my back and made me tense all sorts of muscles I didn't expect to have to use that day, but it was a wonderful kind of tension and stress, the kind I'd yearned for my whole adolescent and adult life without ever truly being able to experience it.

Nicholas walked back around the bench and stepped in front of it, looking down at me, a small smirk on his face.

“You look like you're enjoying yourself,” he said. I nodded in response, too turned on to form proper words.

“I'm going to lift your dress, now,” he said, and I inhaled deeply, shifting as the wetness in my panties was now bordering uncomfortable. “Are you okay with that?”

“Yes, sir,” I only barely managed to utter, nodding, my eyes closed. I bit my lip with excitement and nervousness as I heard him lean down and felt him place his hands on my knees.

I flinched. He stopped. He continued moving. I didn't flinch a second time.

Up my legs his hands went, pulling the dress with them, relying on me to shift my weight onto my legs so the dress could make it up over my hips — exposing my soaked panties and aching thighs — and finally up my torso, along my thin core and over my bra as it moved effortlessly up onto my arms, over my head, and, finally, onto my forearms tucked neatly behind me.

I opened my eyes. Nicholas was looking right at me, his face only feet away from mine. He put a single finger under my chin and lifted my head slightly. Just that small bit of contact made me want to leap off of the bench and onto him, to ride him until he broke. God, I wanted him so badly. I wanted so badly to show him that this unassuming girl from the local paper could give him a time he'd never forget.

I already knew for certain that I wasn't going to forget it, anyway.

He leaned in as if to kiss me, and as I pushed my face toward his — reached my lips toward his — he pulled back and smiled at my frustration as I struggled against the ropes holding me in place.

He took both hands — his touch almost light as air but hot as a sun-baked window — and ran his fingers down my body, starting up at my bent elbows and moving slowly, painfully slowly down my entire form. Down my underarms, over my bra, down my ribcage, and finally down toward my hips. He finally settled with one finger on each side looped under the waistband of my panties, which were now showing more than I'd intended. One of the shaven folds of my pussy was in view. I knew it. I couldn't have cared less. He certainly took notice of it, but he didn't say anything as he tugged on the waistband.

The panties slid slightly down my hips and ass, and I shifted my weight slightly to my legs so he could continue pulling them down. They slipped away from my dripping, shaved pussy, sliding down my hot thighs, making the turn at my knees and finally coming down my calves. I stepped out of them, and he placed them into his pocket before looking down at what was waiting for him.

“I had a little bet with myself on whether you'd be shaved or trimmed,” he said softly, not taking his eyes off of my folds. “I must say, I didn't bet on shaved. Then again, I don't know if I'd have pegged you for being such a happy little bondage model if I saw you walking by on the street.”

I didn't say anything, I just moaned and writhed gently. I wanted him so badly, I wanted him to take advantage of me already.

“Just a little bit more to go, and we'll have a bit of fun,” he said, as if I weren't already having more fun than I'd had in my life.

He bent over to pick up two more lengths of rope, letting one drape around his neck and coiling the other up like he'd coiled the rope that went around my wrists. This time, however, he put his hand on my knee.

“Lift your foot up onto the bench,” he commanded. I was curious about what he was going to do, but went through with it without hesitation. I placed my foot up on the bench, immediately noticing just how widely exposed my wet, longing folds suddenly were.

He pushed my knee back, back, back — all the way to the seat back of the bench itself, where he tied it into place. It was a contortion that seemed like it'd be much harder than it actually was, and I was surprised to find myself comfortable within it even as he reached toward my other knee and set about doing the same thing with that one.

In a matter of minutes, I'd gone from being a fully clothed young reporter to a woman clad only in a bra, bound securely and spread upon a bench.

It was only then that I truly appreciated how helpless I was, how completely incapable of moving I'd become and just how many of my fantasies Nicholas had already brought to life. I struggled against the ropes, pulled with everything I had, only to find that they weren't going anywhere. Consequently, neither was I. I wriggled, knowing it would take me nowhere but wanting to put on a show for this incredible man, this man who radiated sex and was bringing me into his world. He seemed to enjoy it, standing back and watching me with one hand on the massive bulge in his pants.

“This position you find yourself in,” he said quietly. “How do you like it?”

“I love it, sir,” I whispered, breathy and sweating, dripping with juices and desperate for him to slip any part of himself inside me.

He looked down at the recorder, which was still — completely forgotten by me — sitting on the bench.

“Oh, look at this,” he said. “You turned off your recorder.”

He picked it up off the bench and I watched him carefully as he fiddled with it, alternating his line of sight between it and me.

“Such a shame,” he said, turning it over in his fingers. “I mean, your hands are bound. Without this, how are you supposed to catch the intricacies of our interview?”

I just looked at him, my lip bitten, completely unsure what to do.

“I think we're going to have to leave this on for the rest of our ... 'conversation' tonight,” he said, flipping the recorder's switch to 'on' and placing it on the ground not too far away.

With that, he stood up and began to approach the bench, grabbing his shirt and untucking it, pulling it apart, letting the buttons fall where they may. I braced myself, more ready for this than anything I'd ever been ready for in my entire life yet still somehow completely unprepared, as he undid his belt and slid his pants and boxer-briefs down.

As they came down, it exposed the massiveness of his cock — something I'd seen plenty of times on film, but obviously never in person. It was huge. It was beyond huge. It was something the likes of which I'd never dealt with before, and briefly I wondered if all of it was going to find any way to actually fit inside me.

Let him try. Let him try as much as he wants, because it's going to make it in eventually and I'm going to savor every moment up to and including that one.

He stepped forward, his cock only inches from my face, and I realized what he was going to get me to do first.

“I want you to wet it,” he said, looking down at me. I looked back up at him, my eyes wide, and opened my mouth to accept what he had to offer.

His cock slipped into my mouth effortlessly, huge but still as welcome as anything could be. I felt the hot ridges and bumps of it slide over my tongue as the head of it pushed up against the roof of my mouth and then eventually the back of my throat. Briefly I gagged, but only slightly, and soon was expertly polishing what I could reach of his cock with the spit I had available to me. It thrusted in and out slowly, without force but certainly firmly enough to make sure it stayed where he wanted it to stay. I could feel small drips of precum drip down my throat, could taste the saltiness of his sweat. I could smell him, could feel his warmth all over me as his legs pushed up against my body while he pushed himself into my mouth.

I moaned and vocalized as much as I could, letting Nicholas know I not only was okay with what was happening but loved it and actively wanted more of it. He responded by thrusting harder, forcing me to go further and pleasure him more, forcing me to roll my tongue under his shaft and enjoy every bit of him.

When at last he was satisfied with the job I'd done wetting his cock, he pulled it out of my mouth. A thin trail of precum stretched from its tip to my lips, and I licked it obediently as he stared down and watched.

“You're going to make noise,” he said to me as his cock throbbed with his pulse, hanging in the air not too far from the cunt I wanted him to jam it into. “You're going to make plenty of noise, and you're going to make sure it gets picked up by that recorder. And you're going to listen to that recorder when you go to sleep tonight, and you're going to pleasure yourself to it — and you're going to bring it with you when you come back tomorrow.”

I looked up at him, startled for a second out of my horny thrall into raw curiosity.

“Bring it with me?” I asked. “For tomorrow?”

“Sure,” he said, looking down with a smile. “After all, if you truly want to write about the real me, I'm sure you have more questions. And even if that weren't the case, Maddie ... I rather like having you around.”

I looked down at his cock as it stood, engorged and erect, waiting to thrust inside of me.

“I rather like being around,” I said.

Without a moment's hesitation after that, he finally, mercifully, plunged his cock inside my waiting cunt — and my screams of pleasure filled the cool air of sunset around the lake.
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