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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 The Delivery Girl's Bondage Adventure:

“Just give me the chance to play around in this world and I'll be as sadistic or as vulnerable you want me to be.”

Rachel doesn't mind delivering pizzas for a living, but she isn't wild about having to deliver to Mr. and Mrs. Andersen. She's got her suspicions about those two — and they're confirmed when she walks in on a hardcore bondage scene between the two.

So what's a girl to do? She wants in on the fun.

This erotic short features femdom, BDSM, lezdom, and explicit oral scenes.

–

An Excerpt:

Never before had she even experimented with anything along these lines, and internally she was kicking herself. All of the sex she had come away from thinking she'd been truly satisfied, all of the men who did nothing wrong but still hadn't quite pleased her in the way this situation was pleasing her, all of the situations and scenarios in which she had fucked — and not once did she think to herself that she should try being totally in control.

As she stared at the naked man splayed before her, her thoughts ran to all of the torturous things she so desperately wanted to try.

Mrs. Andersen, seeing the look in Rachel's eye, was more than happy to oblige.

“Feel free, dear,” she said. “I'm more than happy to share my toys. The only ground rule I'll set with you is you're not allowed to make him come. He doesn't get to come until I decide to let him, and not a moment sooner.”

Whatever reservations may still have existed within some remote corner of Rachel packed up and left town entirely upon hearing Mrs. Andersen say that, and it was as if some internal switch had been flipped. She looked at Mr. Andersen, a carnal mix of anticipation and sadism in her eyes. If he could see her, he'd have been terrified.


~1~

Maybe it was the late hour, or maybe it had something to do with the rumors she had always heard about that lonely house at the very end of Winchester Drive, but when the Andersens placed an order for two cheese pizzas right before the cut-off time, Rachel did everything she could to make herself scarce and avoid having to deliver.

It didn't work.

She had the obvious concerns, of course: She was rather petite, and while she still could hold her own if challenged, she certainly didn't want to be delivering to a darkened house like the one at the end of Winchester Drive in the middle of the night.

Not that she'd ever heard anything malicious. On the contrary, many of the other drivers — and even people around town in general — had nothing but nice things to say about Mr. and Mrs. Andersen.

That's part of what bothered Rachel: the fact that nobody ever said anything bad about them. No couple was that perfect. There was something else, though, and while she could never put her finger on it, she could swear it felt as if many of those nice things were said with a wink and a nudge.

These thoughts and more ran through her head as she turned onto Winchester Drive, her headlights illuminating the long final stretch down to the Andersen house.

Seeing the woods lit this way reminded her of those nights during her senior year of high school a few years back, when her and her Boy of the Week (a title her friends had come up with, one she pretended to dislike much more than she actually did) would come back to a secluded lane not too far from here and do all sorts of wonderful things to one another. She'd somehow never been caught, which was good, because there was no way she'd be able to explain her way out of the positions any prying eyes might have found her in.

One in particular always came to mind: the first time she'd ever been eaten out. That particular Boy of the Week was more … experienced, was the diplomatic term for it, and had convinced her to let him give it a shot. The car was both too small and too messy, though, and so her solution had been to get out and lay on the hood, naked, while he became the first to ever run a tongue up and down her pussy.

Rachel drifted back to reality from her nostalgia trip as the Andersen house came into view, shaking her head to clear her thoughts a little. There'd be plenty of time later tonight to reminisce and pleasure herself to those wonderful memories.

She took a minute to check out her uniform. Despite her small stature, her breasts were large and it made shopping for well-fitting shirts difficult. The shirt the pizzeria gave her did not do the job, and she frequently had to make sure at least two of the three buttons under the collar remained fastened. They especially liked to come loose when she was getting into and out of the car, and while the result was usually a higher tip, she wasn't wild about the notion that her tits were going into business for themselves.

Rachel didn't expect a couple like the Andersens to be the type to tip more at the sight of a little extra cleavage, anyway. She'd guessed before that they were somewhere in their late thirties, but she'd always been pretty bad with ages.

Holy shit, Rach, stop getting sidetracked. The buttons were fine. Good. One less thing to worry about.
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Rachel inhaled deeply and let out a large sigh before reaching over to grab the pizzas. The weekend was coming up, and it would take about that long driving around with the windows open for her to get the smell out of her car. She stepped out, closed the car door with her ass — taking a second to admire its firmness as it bounced off the door, thank you, yoga — and walked up the stone path that cut across the Andersens' lawn.

On the way up she could swear she heard something from inside – a smacking, almost, maybe a slapping. Something loud and sharp. It was rhythmic, whatever it was, and immediately her mind leapt to memories of boys who'd taken her from behind, their torsos smashing into her, flesh meeting flesh.

Kind of a one track mind you've got going there tonight, Rach, she thought to herself. Nights like these, when her body seemed to very clearly be trying to tell her something, she was always eager to get home and in bed, where she could slip a hand under her panties and let herself drift.

For the time being, however, Rachel shrugged off the noise as just being one of those noises old houses make sometimes. With only a very brief pause, she walked up the porch steps and rang the doorbell. 

The smacking noise stopped almost immediately.

Rachel arched an eyebrow, but kept a straight face on as the footsteps coming toward the door grew louder and finally she heard the locks unclasp.

The door opened, and there stood Mrs. Andersen. She was topless.

Her pert breasts were the very first thing Rachel saw, and it was a second or two before Rachel could gather herself enough to actually look Mrs. Andersen in the face.

Mrs. Andersen's face, however, was the last thing to which her outfit was trying to draw attention. Her tanned and toned nude upper body gave way to what looked like a shapely, fit lower body hugged quite tightly by a pair of leather panties. Thigh-high black boots adorned her legs.

Rachel dropped the pizzas.

“Oh, dear,” Mrs. Andersen said.

Rachel scrambled to pick up the boxes, one of which had spilled its contents onto the wood of the porch. She let out a flurry of apologies. In apologizing and trying to pick up the boxes, Rachel was doing everything she could to avoid eye contact.

“I'm so, so sorry,” she said, shuffling spilt toppings back into one of the boxes. “So sorry. Maybe I had the wrong house? I didn't mean to interrupt anything –”

“Hush, you,” Mrs. Andersen said, and the damnedest thing happened: Rachel did. Without hesitation, without question.

“Stand up,” Mrs. Andersen said, and Rachel did. Again, without any sort of hesitation.

Rachel's eyes were wide, but Mrs. Andersen worked with a calm that demonstrated experience. Even topless, she commanded a respect that couldn't be explained.

Rachel's mind raced.

Did I seriously just respond to commands? Is that what just happened here?

“Are you just going to stand there, dear, or are you going to come in?” Mrs. Andersen said, backing away from the door and swinging it open wide.

Rachel stood dead still for a second, then spotted something in the background and gasped loudly.
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Propped against the far wall on what looked like a massive wooden 'X' was a completely naked man. He very obviously wasn't going anywhere — five straps on each limb and several across the midsection saw to that, with a harness and blindfold combination keeping his head still and mouth full of what looked like an inflatable gag.

He was breathing heavily, his cock fully erect. Looking a bit closer, Rachel could see his feet weren't even on the ground. The straps held him so firmly in place he was suspended entirely — and thus unable to gain even the slightest leverage. Mrs. Andersen had seen to it that this man wasn't going anywhere.

Rachel had seen this sort of thing before, of course — she'd done her fair share of browsing around the Internet, after all — but never in person. This had always seemed like the kind of scene that you'd find in late-night movies. But now, standing in view of it, she found herself amazed.

“Jesus Christ,” she said.

“That's a St. Andrew's cross, dear, Jesus has nothing to do with it,” Mrs. Andersen said, snorting at her own joke. She urged Rachel to follow her toward the other end of the room, near the bound man.

Rachel reluctantly followed, and Mrs. Andersen closed the door behind her.

As they approached the bound man, Rachel's disbelief grew along with her curiosity. This was surreal, obviously, but it was also beginning to feel vaguely like an opportunity. Something was stirring within Rachel, and she could feel it. At the very least, something was stirring in her panties. She noticed they were wet, and it caught her by surprise.

Rachel looked more closely at the bound man, then turned to Mrs. Andersen.

“That's ...”

“Mr. Andersen, right,” Mrs. Andersen said. “But you'll not refer to him as Mr. Andersen any more tonight. From now until the end of the evening he has no name. He's a toy. An object. Understand?”

Rachel nodded slowly. Holy shit.

“Is he … okay with that?” she asked.

Mrs. Andersen let out another giggle. “I don't know, dear. You tell me.”

With that, she reached out and struck the swollen head of Mr. Andersen's fully erect cock with a strongly flicked middle finger. He inhaled very sharply through his nose and writhed with fury against the straps holding him in place, but they held fast and so he wasn't able to get out of the way as she flicked the head of his cock again. And again. And again. After the fourth time, the powerful yet muted sounds coming from behind the gag started to take a more demure tone. Mrs. Andersen cupped the man's balls, gently massaging them with one hand. He settled.

Watching that little scene play out hit Rachel harder than she'd expected. Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit. She could feel her face getting flush, the blood coursing through her most sensitive areas — her nipples pulsed gently, her pussy somehow grew even more wet.

“And he's … he's okay with me being here?” Rachel asked. She realized she was staring very intently at the man on the cross, but every attempt she made to look at Mrs. Andersen was shot down by every fiber of her being and its newfound obsession.

“Maybe he is, maybe he isn't,” Mrs. Andersen said. “I've got plugs in his ears. He can't hear a thing, so he has no idea you're here.”

All at once, Rachel realized what was keeping her glued to the spot — that feeling swelling inside her as she watched this all unfold. It was power.
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As Rachel looked at the man, completely spread out, vulnerable and nude, helpless to stop or even detect anything that might be about to happen to him, she took a quick stock of her own state. Her panties were soaked through, her pulse was through the roof, her hands were shaking, and her skin felt hot to the touch.

Never before had she even experimented with anything along these lines, and internally she was kicking herself. All of the sex she had come away from thinking she'd been truly satisfied, all of the men who did nothing wrong but still hadn't quite pleased her in the way this situation was pleasing her, all of the situations and scenarios in which she had fucked — and not once did she think to herself that she should try being totally in control.

As she stared at the naked man splayed before her, her thoughts ran to all of the torturous things she so desperately wanted to try.

Mrs. Andersen, seeing the look in Rachel's eye, was more than happy to oblige.

“Feel free, dear,” she said. “I'm more than happy to share my toys. The only ground rule I'll set with you is you're not allowed to make him come. He doesn't get to come until I decide to let him, and not a moment sooner.”

Whatever reservations may still have existed within some remote corner of Rachel packed up and left town entirely upon hearing Mrs. Andersen say that, and it was as if some internal switch had been flipped. She looked at Mr. Andersen, a carnal mix of anticipation and sadism in her eyes. If he could see her, he'd have been terrified.

“Not allowed to make him come, huh?” Rachel said. “Believe me, Mrs. Andersen, making him come is the last thing I want to do with him. I want to play.”

Mrs. Andersen laughed. “You're a natural! And so soon,” she said, standing back to watch.

Rachel leaned in, unbuttoning her shirt fully so as to give herself a little more air. Her large breasts strained against the cups of her bra as she bent over, and peeking down briefly she realized this was one situation in which she was able to admire those tits properly.

She hovered just over the man's thick, throbbing cock, which was still completely engorged. With a smile, she positioned her mouth just over his swollen head and blew a quick blast of air at it.

A spasm shot through the man's body, and the straps holding him in place creaked and groaned against the strain but did not at all relent. The man inhaled deeply again, moaning slightly. His cock jumped a bit — the result of the muscles at its base contracting in surprise.

The sudden jerk of it spooked Rachel briefly, and she flinched. It was barely perceptible, she knew it had to be, but that didn't stop her from looking over at Mrs. Andersen — who nodded at her with a look that said there was nothing to worry about.

Rachel could barely believe how excited she was at the sight of this naked man futilely struggling against his bonds. She ran a few fingernails along whatever bare stretches of skin she could find, avoiding the straps and carving deep red comet tails in his flesh.

His muffled protests grew louder and louder as she raked and raked, smiling wider with every noise and every drop of sweat she squeezed out of him. She could see his hips struggling to thrust against the leather — the instinctive movements of a man driven so wild with the desire to fuck or get fucked that he can't even contain himself.

Rachel saw this, and decided to have a bit of fun with it.
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Leaning down, Rachel opened her mouth as wide as she could and placed it over the end of the man's rock hard cock — careful, very careful, not to let it actually touch her tongue or lips beyond just the slightest and most brief of moments.

At first it didn't appear the man realized it, and Rachel had to remind herself that he wasn't going to feel anything she didn't directly make him feel. That little reminder was enough to send another pang of sexual furor through her, the heat of it radiating all over her body. Her skin was on fire.

There was, she realized, a neat juxtaposition to be found in all this: Here she was, bent over, her mouth hovering over and around this man's cock — but she was the one with all of the power. She was the one calling the shots. He didn't even know his cock was in her mouth right now, that was how much control she had over him.

Rachel was shaking with anticipation. If he wasn't going to feel anything she didn't directly make him feel, she thought, getting a proper reaction out of him meant taking action. 

She breathed heavily. The warm, moist air from deep in her mouth and throat ran down the length of the man's shaft, and he struggled with incredible furor. The muffled moans were the loudest she'd heard yet.

“Oh! Brilliant!” Mrs. Andersen said, a tremendous smile on her face.

Rachel was startled slightly. She had forgotten Mrs. Andersen was even there. She turned ever so slightly, the man's cock still in her mouth, careful as she could possibly be to avoid any contact, and tried to acknowledge the praise.

Chalk it up to her excitement, or perhaps just being new to this sort of power, but Rachel moved too far. Her lips and tongue met the burning hot skin of the man's shaft.

It couldn't have been for more than a split second, but two things happened then, one right after the other: One, the man tensed every muscle he could, moaning loudly into the gag, ecstatic to have even one moment's physical pleasure; and, two, Rachel reacted with harshness, letting her teeth press down on the head of the massive cock.

It was not a hard bite — it would have been barely more than a nibble on any other part of the body — but Rachel knew enough to know bites in that area did not at all have to have force behind them to make a point.

As strong as the man's reaction had been to the fraction of pleasure that Rachel had accidentally allowed him, his reaction to what she'd done immediately afterward was far, far more severe. He screamed as hard as he could behind the mouth-filling gag, kicking his legs and flailing his arms as best he could but not finding any leverage or give in the leather.

Oh, there we go, Rachel thought to herself, immensely pleased at both her instincts and the reaction they'd elicited. Not a big fan of that, are you? I think we can have a little bit of fun with that.

Rachel's teeth gripped the end of his cock for what to him must have felt like an eternity, and it was only after the sounds that came from behind his gag resembled sincere crying and pleading that she relented.
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Rachel's smile was huge. Her cunt was flooding the crotch of her jeans. Her breathing was deep and her heart pounded away at what felt like thousands of beats per minute.

This is unbefuckinglievable, she thought. What a rush! If I'd have known this shit was so fun I'd have invested in one of these … cross things … years ago. 

The prospect of this completely helpless human being having to live with whatever sexual torment she dished out was unbearably powerful, and so it was that she couldn't help but wonder what it must be like to be in his position.

She thought about how she would react, knowing her tits and pussy were on display for anyone and everyone to see. Knowing that strangers could walk in and do whatever they wanted to her, lick her all over, fuck her relentlessly, suck on her throbbing and sensitive nipples, flick their tongues across her desperate clit, and she would be entirely unable to resist or even flinch out of the way — entirely unable to even see or hear them coming.

She wondered what it would be like to have her mouth filled with that inflatable gag, every sound and plea muffled out by its girth. She imagined having orgasm after body-shaking orgasm, being reduced to a quivering wreck as waves of pleasure tore through her at a pace over which she had no control.

She wondered what it would be like to look Mrs. Andersen in the eye and give up her body for an evening, telling this leather-clad hurricane of sex to do whatever she pleased and never relent control until she was completely sure she had done everything she could to both please and punish her newfound captive.

She wondered what the anticipation must be like, up there on the St. Andrew's cross, each arm and leg held fast by strap after strap of stiff, unrelenting leather. How long would she be forced to wait for any kind of contact? A minute? An hour? Three hours?

And what's to say that contact would be something pleasurable? What if Mrs. Andersen decided Rachel had been a bad toy that day, and wanted to let her know behavior like that was simply not going to be tolerated? What kinds of fresh tortures could she inflict? What sort of things did she have in mind for someone so petite but well endowed?

She imagined having no senses other than touch, being stretched to the point of helplessness and waiting for hours on end only to have Mrs. Andersen place a weighted clip on one of her nipples — or, perhaps even better yet, only to have Mrs. Andersen decide she was feeling generous today and use her tongue to work Rachel's exposed clit until she broke. The possibilities were endless, and they all spoke to one true desire: control, or lack thereof.

One of the two extremes. Either of the two extremes.

Just give me the chance to play around in this world and I'll be as sadistic or as vulnerable you want me to be.

“You and I have to have a conversation, young lady,” Mrs. Andersen said, breaking Rachel's train of thought. “But first there is something I have to attend to. If you'll give me a minute?”

Rachel nodded, still running scenarios through her mind.

Mrs. Andersen walked over to the naked man, her breasts bouncing slightly with each step. Slowly, carefully, she maneuvered herself until she was standing with her body directly against his, leather and flesh against leather and flesh, his cock still throbbing and hard while pushed up between her tits.

The man writhed slowly, experiencing untold relief as Mrs. Andersen worked slowly and gently with his aching rod. She traced the pads of her fingers up and down the length of his shaft, slowly at first, and then with increasing speed. Then she did the same with her whole palm. He worked himself against her as best he could, and she responded by letting up entirely, removing all contact.

The man's reaction was a beautiful mix of frustration, disappointment, and resignation. Rachel could feel her legs quivering just watching.

Mrs. Andersen smiled back at Rachel. After removing herself from contact just long enough for the man to think he might be getting toyed with again, she finally let him feel the soft, wet warmth of her tongue sliding around on his welcoming cock.

If it were at all possible for him to melt right through the gaps in the restraints, he would have. The tension must have been unbearable for him, and the rhythm at which Mrs. Andersen was moving up and down his cock showed she was done torturing him for the evening.

She enveloped the full scope of his throbbing length with her mouth, moving upward and downward on it, her lips wrapped firmly around the shaft and her hand following the mouth's progress. Her other hand was used to fondle and gently roll the man's balls.

In what seemed like only a matter of seconds, the man's body was racked with a tension the likes of which Rachel hadn't seen thus far. The leather straps creaked and groaned under the strain of it, and even the cross seemed to shift lightly. The man's moans grew exceptionally loud, transitioning occasionally into muffled screams as his toes curled and his hands balled up into fists.

He came hard, and the strength with which his body let go of the energy was impressive. Mrs. Andersen, however, was unflinching, riding his cock with her mouth until she took in his entire load. By the end, she had not spilled a single drop. Rachel watched, mouth agape.

Mrs. Andersen took a few seconds to admire her handiwork — her husband, drained and exhausted, still helpless to the world — then daintily wiped her mouth with her thumb and turned to Rachel.

“He's just going to have to stay up there for a while,” she said. “I'd really like to have that talk with you now.”

The two stepped away to a table in the dining room, where Mrs. Andersen invited Rachel to sit. She did, obediently.

“I'm sure you've probably got a question or two,” Mrs. Andersen started. “But I'd like—”

“I'm in,” Rachel said, one hand hovering perilously close to the now very damp crotch of her jeans. “Whatever I have to do, however I have to do it, whatever it takes. Just tell me.”
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And that is how Rachel found herself in this rather familiar position — naked, suspended on the St. Andrew's cross, straps governing her to the point of being completely unable to move.

Her cunt was aching for any kind of contact, moist to the point of dripping down her leg. Her ample breasts hung free in the air, a slight chill adding to the stiffness of her nipples and forcing even more sensitivity out of parts she thought were already as sensitive as they could possibly be. So many parts of her were throbbing with anticipation, it was hard to keep track of it all.

The harness over her head — a custom fit paid for by Mrs. Andersen so it wouldn't slip or give at all — held in place a very effective blindfold, as well as as set of deafening ear plugs. She was in complete silence and darkness, floating in a wonderful abyss of tension. The gag in her mouth was inflated almost to the point of being painful, but that is how she had wanted it — and, more importantly, how Mrs. Andersen had decided it would be this time around. Rachel's breathing was deep and slow.

Was that a noise? Was someone coming? She could swear she heard something. She attempted to turn her head toward it, but the harness had absolutely no give.

Which meant she had no way of knowing Mrs. Andersen was about to snap a weighted clamp onto Rachel's nipple.

Rachel screamed into the gag as bolts of pleasure shot through her body. Her legs quivered.

Fuck, fuck, fuck, she thought to herself, her mind racing, her body developing a sheen of sweat. How long is she going to keep me on edge like this? I have to have been up here an hour, at least — is she ever going to let me come?

Mrs. Andersen, meanwhile, had a massive smile on her face. Rachel was obviously enjoying herself.

It was a good thing, too, Mrs. Andersen noted, because she was only ten minutes in. This little delivery girl had a long, long night ahead of her.
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