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–

This is a work of fiction. All characters appearing in this work are fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental. All characters are 18 years of age or older.

–

Sign up for the Addison Price mailing list!

It's just an e-mail every two weeks or so, and you'll get advance notice of upcoming free book deals and a tally of the latest Addison Price titles!

Just click here!

–

About Modeling for the Bondage Billionaire:

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

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

Is it too much for Eve to handle?

Don't count on it.

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

–

An Excerpt:

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

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

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

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

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

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


~1~

It's seven in the morning, and my phone's alarm goes off — but only for a few seconds, because I'd already been up for hours and reach over to turn it off immediately.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Figures.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Nicholas hangs up the phone. I haven't even remotely been paying attention to the conversation, so I had no idea it was about to end. The sound of the phone gently hitting the receiver is what snaps me out of my fantasy.


~2~

“Eve,” he says, a smile on his face. “So lovely to see you in here again. I take it you're looking back fondly on the last time you were at this desk?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Thank you, Nicholas,” I say.

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

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

I cock my head and narrow my eyes slightly.

“Challenging?”

“Yes, challenging,” he says.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Nicholas seems a little surprised, as well.

“Are you sure?” he says.

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

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

And just like that, I'm wet again.

“Absolutely,” I say.


~3~

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

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

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

Of course, I don't have enough time.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you nervous at all?” he says.

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

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

He pulls out a blindfold.


~4~

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

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

“Sure.”

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

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

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

So I do.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Much to my surprise, so am I.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He knows it, too. The bastard. 

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

The crowd cheers again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Nicholas, of course, does it right.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Isn't that right, Eve?”

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

“Yes,” I say.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Not a chance.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It's going to be a long, long class.
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