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      “Greetings! Please join us in celebrating our love and commitment to one another as we exchange vows and begin our journey as husband and wife. Your presence will make our special day even more memorable. Yada Yada Bullshit.”

      Another wedding invite.

      I should send back the letter, or maybe I can send an email that I can’t - no, I won’t, go.  I just don’t want to. It’s not like I don’t like weddings, they are great when you are exploring for something fun and exciting, but not during the Christmas season.

      I don’t even have the time to check whose wedding it is.

      I mean, it’s not like I truly even care.

      With all these daunting papers before me waiting for my name to be signed on them, I won’t have the time anyway. I threw the invitation in the trash. I knew I should RSVP, but I will just claim I never received it down the road if I’m asked why I didn’t come.

      I picked up the top page on my ‘need signed’ stack of papers. “Page 86, Nickolai Petrovic, Signed. Next,” I tell the empty office. At this point, I don’t really care what I have just signed. My lovely secretary wouldn’t put it on this stack if I needed to review it first. Sometimes I think she’s more the mayor than I am. A small chuckle escapes me at the thought of her being mayor.

      I set that page in the ‘done’ pile and start the process all over again. Seriously, my pen will run out of ink before I even get to half of these. Then there’s the reading each… nope, I just sign the stack. Once the important ones are done I move on to the ‘need reviewed’ stack.

      God! This season is not meant for this job!

      I’ve been running my hands through all of these papers since this morning to approve all these special Christmas projects. It’s pretty tiresome for a pretty man like me. The last eleven months are nothing compared to the workload of this month.

      I’m a rich man.  I paid people to do my holiday shopping and decorating. I had better things to do, or two. Damnit, stop thinking of my two beautiful pets.

      I don’t need to work hard and spend a drop of sweat to earn money, just long office hours. Then I can unwind my way.

      Instead, money works hard for me.

      Well, supposedly.

      My family owns the bank in town, which controls the majority of investments of all the businesses here.

      I also have a Digital Marketing company. I only have to deal with it if there’s an issue. I paid people well to run it for me.

      I work so much as mayor that it doesn’t leave enough time for myself. There was no way I could run its day-to-day myself.

      On top of that, my day is a ring and ding of calls and messages from city officials, agencies, and departments.

      It’s the worst time of year with the holiday season fast approaching. The phones are ringing even at night. I don’t have time for that. More like, I don’t want to spend time on that.

      I’m the town’s most eligible bachelor. I need to maintain my image as the handsome Mayor, standing six foot two, god-like swimmer’s body, with sterling gray eyes, and rough blond hair. That is something to uphold.

      I need a break, so I open my emails.  “Town square. Budget proposal for Christmas decorations.”

      Another decoration!

      The only thing I love about this season is the decorations.

      The sun has set and all papers have been put into envelopes and ready for pickup. I’m on my fourteenth email, sending replies to schedule meetings after meetings. As well as public appearances, I have to make.

      “I am not available; I’ll send my assistant. Thank you and have a great day!”

      Send.

      I’m a man of solutions, so instead of stressing my brains out in those meetings, I’ll have someone do it for me. As long as my signature is not needed, neither is my presence.

      Ah! What a day!

      Did I even eat?

      I don’t think I’ve eaten anything since 9 a.m.

      “Knock-knock!”

      Finally, something nice for the day. I know it’s my pets.

      “It’s open! You know I don’t lock the doors, babies.”

      The door slightly creaked as soon as I finished talking.

      “Do you want a snack, Mr. Nick? You haven’t eaten all day,” Madison asked, only revealing her hands with a tray through the door’s tiny opening. Her sultry voice made me hunger for something else.

      “What do you have in store, Madison?” I asked, even though the smell of the warmth of nutmeg was already dancing through the air.

      The door swiftly opened revealing not just Madison, but Annie, too.

      Ah. My favorite meals.

      Nothing goes better with a fresh cookie than the two hot girls bringing it.

      I can eat them all at once.

      “Just in time, ladies.”

      I grin as I push myself back from my desk, rolling the wheels of my chair.

      “I thought my tummy was hungry, but the moment I heard your voice, I knew something else needed something.”

      I turn my gaze to Madison as she places the tray with the cookies on the desk.

      Ringing the small bell in between her almost-flashing butt crack, I know this little redhead Madison is up to something. She’s dressed up as what seems to be a naughty Mrs. Claus.

      And of course, beside her is what seems to be an elf, wearing the green funny hat, and a see-through green apron over the top of her red thong and what seems to be some sort of tape, covering her nipples.

      Wow, an A-plus for creativity, Annie.

      Just observing these two is already making me hard. I hope one, or both of them, will finally beg for me to fuck them. We do it all the time, but they should ask, no beg, for it.

      “Do you want something else, Santa Claus?” Madison asked in her sultry voice as she landed her ass, with the bell, in my lap.

      “Well, did you work on that TO-DO list I gave you?” I inquired.

      Madison stood up quickly, rolling her eyes at me.

      “Well, she’s done with the invites for your dinner party,” Annie started, while Madison picked up a cupcake and intentionally smudged the frosting on her mouth. “I’m also done hanging the wreaths around the house,” Annie continued, her fingers counting the tasks finished.

      “Good girls. Now, is there something else that isn’t done yet?” I asked, knowing the answer already.

      “The string lights, Mr. Nick,” Annie muttered.

      “String lights? Do I have to figure out what happened to it?” I seethed.

      My gaze fell onto Madison, whose face was smothered with frosting.

      I managed to remain calm though the verbal exchange.

      “It’s my fault, Mr. Nick, I tried to set it up but I’m too short and too weak to do it alone,” Madison explained, her head tilting down as she rubbed the white edge of her red velvet Christmas hat.

      This is one of the reasons I regret having all female helpers in the house. Good for my dick, but that’s all. Real work I still have to do real work myself.

      I stood up from my seat and swiftly pulled Madison to me. I cup her face with my hand, with a little force added.

      She squints her eyes, her brows meeting in between, her lips curving down.

      “Mr. Nick,” she tried to whisper.

      I then realized that my hands were gripping tight on her throat. Before letting go, I licked all the frosting from her mouth. With that, at least I gave her something she wanted.

      I stared at her. The tips of my lips started to arise.

      “You know what? Forget about it. I have a better idea for a decoration.”

      I sneered, full of ideas to play.

      “Let’s go to the living room, shall we?” I said, leading the first step out of my office.

      They followed suit.
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      I led the way through the opulent mansion that had been in my family for generations. Since taking ownership, I’ve made a few modifications. For example, I converted the basement into a dungeon, with shackles specifically placed in some parts of the ceiling and walls, also found in the walls and ceilings in the kitchen, living room, comfort rooms, and guest rooms. When someone asks, I just say it’s for safety purposes, in case an earthquake happens, we have something to hold onto.

      Apart from these adjustments, the manor remained what it was from the day it was built, cream white walls, shiny hardwood floors, and artistically carved ceilings. Well, these have been replaced due to age, but we chose to keep the look. It gives off that old Victorian feel and charm.

      Stepping into the living room, I spotted a neatly coiled heap of big-bulb Christmas lights beside a ladder. I walked past them to the closet tucked away in the corner and retrieved my trunk. Inside lay a roll of a hundred-yard rope and other bondage items, each carefully selected for its best purpose.

      I wheeled the trunk to the other side of the living room, where a suspension shackle is installed in the corner ceiling. Hitting the wall behind it, I locked the trunk’s wheels. I pulled up the rolled ropes, each had different colors, and lastly, the shears, I opened and closed them in my hands, making a clicking sound.

      They gasp, they know what’s gonna happen. I expected that excitement from them. Their anticipation is feeding my drive to be this naughty every day.

      It pleases me.

      I looked at them, my face obviously looking baffled.

      “Are we keeping clothes on, ladies?” I ask, my tone firm, but not demanding.

      Quickly, they started to unwrap themselves, like a kid you promised a candy if they brush their teeth. Now I just want to take my dick out and play immediately.

      I picked up the black rope, my hands finding their way to the bight. As soon as my left hand caught one, I reached my right hand over to close the trunk. I stepped on it and slid the rope to the shackle installed in the ceiling. I hop off the trunk pulling the rope down.

      I dart my gaze over at Madison.

      She knew what that meant. She tried to hide her smile, but her eyes, and oh, her nipples can’t hide the thrill. She stepped forward, standing before me, her head down, waiting for my orders.

      “Now, since you didn’t put up the decorations, you gotta fill in, alright?” I urged. This is how I ask for consent.

      “Yes, Mr. Nick, do as you please. I accept whatever punishment you decide is best for me,” she acknowledged.

      That’s all I need.

      I started running the silk rope around her wrists, caressing her skin before joining her hands together before tying a knot around them. Not too tight, but not lose either.

      “Kneel down,” I instructed.

      She immediately obeyed, almost dropping in an instant.

      I pulled the other side of the rope, slowly, lifting her hands up high. I then tied it to the shackle on the wall behind her.

      “Spread your legs wide, Madison,” I ordered.

      She followed my instructions.

      “Annie, sit here,” I instructed, pointing my finger to the trunk beside me.

      “Agura?” Annie queried.

      This bitch is a champ, she knows what’s best. “Fascinating how you read my mind,” I commended.

      She came prepared.

      “Thank you, Mr. Nick,” she said, as she climbed up to the trunk and positioned her body with one ankle resting over the opposite thigh.

      “Since you’re so good, why don’t you bind yourself? I’ll teach you,” I suggested.

      A quizzical look appeared in her eyes, as they darted around in search of clarity.

      “Sure, as long as it pleases you, Mr. Nick,” she submitted.

      I know she’s not sure, but she knows she has no choice.

      I picked up the green rope from the floor and handed it to her. With a reassuring tone, I began, “To start, create a loop with one end of the rope and pass the other end through it, forming a simple overhand knot. Secure it gently around the leg that’s crossed over the other.”

      As I spoke, I demonstrated, taking her through each step. “Begin wrapping the rope around your leg, just above the knee. Keep it snug but not too tight, and keep wrapping until you have several loops side by side.”

      “Like this?” she asked, uncertain.

      “Yes, great job. Next, pass the rope around your crossed leg, creating a half hitch by threading it through the loops we’ve made earlier. Make it secure, but not uncomfortable.”

      She’s really good at following instructions.

      This pleases me. I will reward her for her eagerness to learn soon.

      “To finish the tie, use the remaining rope to create another overhand knot, securing the loops and half hitch. It should be tight enough for safety but not so tight that it causes any discomfort.”
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