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About On Display for the Bondage Billionaire:

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

Eve's been invited up to Bondage Billionaire Nicholas Belmont's estate for the first time, and she's delighted to find out why: She's going to be the centerpiece of a party he's throwing, wherein she'll be helplessly bound and on display.

To sweeten the pot, Nicholas is even encouraging his guests to participate — to tease or torment Eve however they wish.

And she couldn't love it more.

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

–

An Excerpt:

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

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

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

I glance in the direction of Nicholas's voice.

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

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

And suddenly, the earplugs activate.

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

And more turned on than I've been in my entire life.


~1~

The limo Nicholas sent for me is pulling up to the wrought iron gates of his estate when I realize something: This is the first time I'm ever going to see him outside of a work setting.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Your destination, miss,” he says.

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

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

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

“I can—”

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

So I do.


~2~

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

We pause outside of it.

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

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

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

“You host parties in your bondage storeroom?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I'm all ears,” I manage to say.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Absolutely, Nicholas. I'm yours.”


~3~

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Neat, right?” Nicholas says.

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

He smiles. “On to your upper half.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Just like that, I'm forced into silence.

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

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

Just like that, I'm forced into blindness.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Just like that, I'm forced into deafness.

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

And that's when the guests arrive. 


~4~

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I tense up as the door opens.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I glance in the direction of Nicholas's voice.

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

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

And suddenly, the earplugs activate.

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

And more turned on than I've been in my entire life.


~5~

For some reason, I expect the first sensations to begin right away. These guests, whoever they are, just got a new toy: Don't they want to play with it?

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

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

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

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

Still, nothing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

What the fuck did I get myself into?!

And how amazing is it that I'm helpless to get myself out of it?


~6~

Apparently my reaction to the crop shot to the pussy so entertains the guests that they decide I've earned a little bit of a reward — or a different one, anyway, since I'm very clearly going to enjoy anything and everything.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then, the vibrator stops.

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

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

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

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

You absolute fuckers. You wonderful, terrible fuckers.


~7~

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The vibrator gets turned up.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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