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My breathes were coming out in ragged short heaves. I was fighting a losing fight. The two men were stronger and more powerful and the pleasure was too overwhelming.

Incoherent mumbles left my lips as I felt another cold metal clamp bite down just a little behind my other nipple, pinching them with a vise-life grip. The metallic string holding the two strings together made me look as if I was wearing some sort of nipple leash. 

Lance gave the string a little tug, enforcing the idea in my mind. My breasts were pulled forward and I fought to breathe. Johnny brushed against the tip of my clamp nipple, then lowered his head to lick at the sensitive skin. All the blood felt as if they had rushed to my nipples and stopped, creating an orgy of ecstasy in one spot. 

I was so distracted by the pleasure of his wet tongue against my nipples that I let myself be laid down on the bed until I was lying completely still. I felt something cold against my ankles and jerked it away, only to be held down tighter. 

"Help me tie her," Lance ordered. Like a good slave, Johnny comply without a word, holding me down so that Lance could cuff my leg to the sides of the bed. He then repeated the process with my wrists. 

In no time at all, I was splayed spread eagle on the bed, completely naked and helpless. My nipples throbbed and ached, as did my pussy. 

Instead of the pleasure that I was hoping for, I was given pain. A spanking paddle hit the insides of my thighs, over and over again. It was not as painful as being spanked by his hand, but no less humiliating. 

This standalone story contains scenes involving exhibitionism, fingered in public, voyeurism, domination and submission, spanking, and whipping as well as a cuckolded husband, & a sexy billionaire black bull who knows exactly what he wants and how to get it.
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A crowd thronged the reception area, filling up the normally empty space in anticipation of the billionaire philanthropist who had decided to grace us with his presence today. I hid behind the counter and tried to ignore the buzz of the group of strangers. It was uncomfortable to have to share what I had claimed as my safe haven with these people, who would normally not give us the time of the day. 

I worked the reception desk in a small business that usually kept a low profile. It was odd to have a man of such fame and fortune to be here. I wondered what strings the boss had to pull in order to get him to come.

I looked around and marveled at the number of press attention his visit had garnered. Like the company, the event was supposed to be small. I doubt our small office could fit all the visitors who had decided to come today. It was probably his recent involvement in the television show as one of the most desirably bachelors in town that contributed to such interest in him. 

Lance Davis, rich, successful, and powerful. Those qualities alone should make him desirable. The fact that he was sexy beyond reason only added to his allure. 

I brushed a loose tendril of hair from my face, wishing I had chosen to wear something sexier for the day. Between getting breakfast ready for my husband and packing lunch for the both of us, I barely had any time to get my hair done, much less choose something seductive to wear. 

"Sandra?"

I yelped a little as a small hand rested on my shoulder, surprised by the sudden feminine voice that greeted me. 

"Sandra, are you with me?" she asked with a wry small, breaking through my thoughts. 

"Sorry," I said as I turned to my colleague. 

Unlike me, Lindsay was wearing her best dress and perfect makeup. Her hair was done in a perfect braided bun that hairdo models would be envious of. I was struck by a sudden moment of jealousy. Even with  her curvier features, I knew that she was desired by many men that walk through the door, especially since unlike me, she lacked that wedding ring on her finger. 

I pushed the thoughts to the back of my mind and flashed her a smile, "Did you need something from me, Lindsay?" 

"Oh, no!" she grinned, "I'm just here so that I could steal a look at Mr. Perfect when he comes in later." 

I frowned. "Not you too!" 

She giggled. "Don't tell me you aren't even a little interested in Mr. Lance Davis? Isn't he, like, the most desirable man in town right now?" 

"Nonsense," I scoffed, for some reason insulted by her insinuation that I would be attracted to a guy just because he's famous... and rich... and sexy beyond reason... I sighed. My heart twisted painfully. Lance Davis was my classmate back in college. After graduating, he had asked me if I wanted to join his team in a new company but I had turned him down as I had been in a relationship with a rather possessive guy back then. I doubt he would remember me now that he's no longer associated with peasants like myself. 

"Lost in your own world again, Sandra?" she teased, sitting down in the empty chair next to me. 

"No," I lied as I picked up a pen. I started doodling and pretending to be busy at work. 

Lindsay left me to myself after that, opting to stare at the door and wait for the man of the hour to show himself. 

"Blondie, I need your help," a thick voice whispered from my side.

I jumped at the pet name that I had not heard for a long time. Standing by my side was the epitome of perfection, though heavily disguised in a black hooded jacket and thick black sunglasses. I could recognize that smile from a mile away. The white of his teeth contrasted against his dark skin tone and made him seem like he was the luckiest man in the world to be standing beside me.

Lance had always had a way of making me feel as if I was the only person that mattered. 

I peeked at Lindsay from the corner of my eyes and was relieved to find that she wasn't looking at him. 

"What do you need?" I asked quietly. He was taller than I remembered and sported a light stubble that made my heart skip a few beats. He had also gotten rid of his perfect head of hair. The clean shaven look made him look more professional. 

"I have a meeting here later, as you may be aware of, but I'm afraid I have no idea how to get there," he explained hastily, looking a little abashed but still sexy as hell. 

I turned to Lindsay and asked, "Do you mind holding the fort for a moment? I need the use the ladies' room?" 

"Of course," she said with a clueless smile.

I stood up and walked out from behind the reception desk, leading the way towards the back of the room without calling attention to myself or Lance. 

My hands trembled as I slid the keys into the lock. I was too aware of how close he was to me, his imposing build casting a shadow over my smaller frame.

He stepped through the door and closed it firmly behind him, leaving us alone in the hallway. I turned to look at him, studying his frame without the hood covering his face. I reminded myself that I was married even as my body reacted to his proximity. His musky, manly scent drifted to my nose until I was basking in it. He carried a hint of caramel that made me lick my lips. I was suddenly nervous to be alone with him. 

"It's nice to see you again, Lala-land," I said with a slight smile, aware of how ridiculous his own pet name sounded. He had big dreams even in the old days and was often distracted by different ideas and plans while in class. I guess the joke's on us because he ended up fulfilling all his dreams and so much more. 

He looked hurt for a moment and said, "It's nice to see you again too, Blondie." He chuckled and the sound rumbled low in his chest and through mine. I was suddenly filled with warmth and butterflies. Without warning, he wrapped his arms around me and engulfed me in a warm embrace.

I froze for a moment, then returned the gesture by wrapping my arms around his strong frame.

"It's so good to see you!" he exclaimed, his breath warm against my neck. 

A sudden thought crossed my mind. Had he accepted my boss's invitation to the event just so he could see me again? Don't be ridiculous, Sandra, I scolded myself for being so self-absorbed.

"Don't you have a meeting to go to, Lance?" I asked softly, the butterflies in my stomach morphing into fluttering bumblebees. His scent was a thousand times stronger wrapped around me. I could feel desire bubble up from the depths of my being as his hand rested in the small of my back. 

"We have time," he murmured, his voice vibrating through me.

I let myself relax in his arms. His hands reached to the small of my back and further down until they rested on
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