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About Serving the Bondage Billionaire:

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

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

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

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

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

–

An Excerpt:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Damn good work, Len.”

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

“Thank you, Mr. Belmont,” Len says.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So you're comfortable?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Nicholas takes that opportunity to speak again.

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

Holy shit, there are more of you.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I understand,” I say.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Andre squirms. 

This is going to be a fucking cakewalk. 

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

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

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

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

Of course he is. Was there ever any doubt?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Andre's hand is enough to send me over. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The vibrator has stopped.

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

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

Nicholas says something else to Andre, and he nods.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I blush.

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

I blush harder.

“So, Eve, how are you feeling?”

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

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

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

How the fuck do I keep forgetting about that?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Uh huh,” Nicholas says.

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

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

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

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

“Tonight?” I say.

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

Oh, thank you, thank you, thank you—

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

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

And maybe, just maybe, find myself in the middle of them sometime before that chastity belt goes on.
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Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00U4IXYMO

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00U4IXYMO

Secretary for the Bondage Billionaire

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00U43GQHY

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00U43GQHY

Her Bondage Punishment, His Pleasure

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00U2NFSNY

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00U2NFSNY

The Delivery Girl's Bondage Adventure

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00TZAB4A6

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00TZAB4A6

Tie Game

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00TVXUUPC

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00TVXUUPC

Working for It

Link (US): https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00TWPZ26Q

Link (UK): https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00TWPZ26Q

As more Addison Price titles come along, this space will be filled with more information about what they are and where to find 'em. Also coming soon: A mailing list, so you can keep abreast of any new releases.

Please Review!

If you've taken the time to read all this way, I'd love — love, love, love — if you could take a little bit more time out of your day (or evening) to write a review for this book. A few reviews can go a long way, so please consider it!

Thanks for Reading!
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