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About Her Risky Bondage Experiment:

She had to keep reminding herself that the agreement she reached had given him two very specific rules: She was not allowed to see his face, and he was not allowed to enter her. At no point in the negotiations did Sandra truly think she'd be regretting that second rule right now.

Sandra's got a fantasy, and self-bondage just isn't cutting it anymore. She wants to be truly helpless, to know what it means to have absolutely no control over her own body.

And with a little bit of money, she knows just about anything's possible.

This erotic short features bondage, BDSM, teasing, and oral! Enter at your own risk!

–

An Excerpt:

She fluttered her legs as best she could and used her free arm to try and pry his hands away, but it was useless: The man's build wasn't just for show. He was strong. The only way she'd win a battle with him was if he felt like letting her. The thought sent a warm, satisfying jolt to her achingly anxious core.

The intruder finally got Sandra's arm stretched about as far as it'd go, then set to work wrapping one of the two remaining leather straps around her wrist. He then disappeared once more behind the corner of the bed. Strong tug. Weak tug. Nearly helpless.

She pulled and writhed as much as she could, and used her free arm to try and undo the bindings. He wasn't having that: In only a second or two, he went around to the other side of the bed, reached over and grabbed her right wrist.

She tried her damnedest to pull free of him, but it just wasn't happening. Stretch. Leather strap. Strong tug. Weak tug. Completely helpless.

She was now spread entirely, stretched beyond the point of moving, and trembling with something very different from fear.


~1~

Sandra tugged at the straps wrapped around her wrists, only giving up when she realized she was making just as little progress as last time.

The intruder had done his job very, very well: Sandra's naked body was stretched so taut by the leather straps at each corner of the bed that she could barely get any bend in her ankles and knees. Struggling was pointless.

Of course, that didn't stop her from trying.

When she wasn't working on her arms and legs, she was busy turning her head as far as she could, rubbing her face against her shoulders to try and work the tape off of her mouth. It wasn't going anywhere, which was much to her dismay because it held in place a wad of fabric that, to her, felt as if it must be the size of a softball.

She gave up on the tape, opting instead to pause for a second and take in her surroundings.

She was spread eagle, fully naked, and now fairly sweaty. The straps holding her in place were a wide, worn leather that creaked gently with her every movement.

Her pussy, glistening and neatly trimmed, was readily available for anybody who happened to walk in. Her breasts, the nipples hard and erect, ached for any kind of attention. She wished she could reach down, pinch them, rub herself and take advantage of her own horniness — but then again if she could, that'd defeat the purpose.

After all, this was what she'd asked for.

--

It was only two hours ago she was free to do all of those things and more, fresh out of the shower, standing in front of the full-length mirror and admiring her curves. She ran her hands over her tits, teasing her nipples before moving one hand down to her cunt, feeling for her own juices and gently running them over her clit in soft, circular motions.

There are countless men who'd kill to have one of their hands where mine is right now, she thought to herself, and the awareness of her own desirability only drove her to further heights.

It was too much for her to bear. She decided to lay down right there on the floor and, without hesitation, she began to pleasure herself.

Propped up on her elbow with her legs spread wide, she stared at her reflection in the mirror and traced gentle paths along each thigh with her fingernails before slipping a finger between her folds. It sent a warm rush of blood to her crotch, the nerves growing more and more sensitive by the second. Her heart pounded in her ears. Her breath quickened.

She was extremely wet now, her pussy glistening even in the dim light of her lamp by the bedside. She looked around for her vibrator, unsure where she'd left it last and, perhaps more importantly, completely unwilling to leave the position she was in.

Sure, the bed was way more comfortable than the carpeted ground — and sure, if she were looking for a plush, comfortable experience she'd have made it to the bed before beginning to masturbate — but she considered it to be just like sex: Sometimes you want it to be gentle and comforting, sometimes you want it to be as immediate and raw as possible.

Coincidentally, it was right then — a full fifteen minutes before the time she'd agreed to beforehand — that the intruder entered.


~2~

He'd caught her by surprise, and she looked up at him, her eyes wide and mouth agape. She was so surprised, in fact, she didn't even think to move her hand from inside her own folds.

As per their agreement, he'd come in through the dining room's unlocked sliding glass door. He was in black jeans and a form-fitting t-shirt, with a matching black ski mask over his face and a knife in his hand. A small bag was strapped to his back. Either he was so good at breaking and entering — or, given the circumstances, just entering — that he hadn't made a single noise on his way into and through the apartment, or Sandra was so wrapped up in masturbating that she'd completely missed it.

Either way, he surprised her, and the most she could utter was a surprised yelp before he set upon her.

Between the shower she'd taken not too long ago and the sweat she worked up from masturbating in front of the mirror, Sandra was fairly damp. That didn't phase the intruder, however, as he grabbed her by the upper arm and urged her to her feet. She complied, eyeing the knife, and went along with it as he spun her around, forced her arms behind her, and led her over to the bed.

He unceremoniously shoved her forward, and she fell stomach-first into the covers. She flailed briefly, then scrambled to turn over onto her ass and prop herself up so she could see her hired muscle.

And what a hired muscle he turned out to be, too: He was easily taller than six feet, with broad, powerful shoulders and a chest that might as well have been carved out of granite. His tight shirt left very little to the imagination, but that didn't stop Sandra's from running wild.

She wondered how he'd react if she reached out and grabbed the crotch of his jeans right now.

He's making a pretty penny off of this, but I wonder how likely he'd be to forget about all of it and just fuck me, hard, right here, she thought.

The ski mask was doing its job. Sandra couldn't really tell what the man looked like, but she could see his eyes: a warm blue, the kind you'd see in an advertisement and assume was the work of a photo editor.

The things I would do to a man with those eyes.

The intruder wasn't wasting much time for fantasy, however, and so Sandra was pushed back onto the bed. She tried to prop herself back up onto her arms but the man gestured for her to stay flat on her back, so she obeyed.

He pulled the small bag off of his back, opening it up and pulling out four long, wide, leather straps. Sandra's eyes widened, and she played up the idea that she'd only just now realized where this whole thing was going.


~3~

“Okay, look, I don't—” she stammered as the intruder ignored her and grabbed her left ankle. He held onto it with no small amount of force — but also not so hard that it hurt — and the effort Sandra put into kicking against it was directly proportional.

“I have money,” she said, her voice low and pleading, as he wrapped one of the straps around her ankle, knotted it off, and then disappeared over the corner of the bed to secure the other end of the strap to the bedframe.

Sandra felt one strong tug, then a second, weaker tug. Just like that, the intruder was up again and making a move toward her right ankle.

“Look, take whatever you want, okay?” she said. “I won't even call the police.”

She eyed the knife he was keeping tucked in his back pocket, and wondered if that's how the professionals did it. Then again, he'd managed to get in here without alerting her to his presence, so maybe he knew what he was doing.

He stood up and stared at her, and she realized he was breathing heavily. Then she realized she was breathing heavily. In her case, it was the excitement of this plan coming to fruition — of knowing this fantasy of hers was being fulfilled. She wondered if the same could be said of him.

He moved on quickly, though, and with a little bit of handiwork the second strap was in place and Sandra's right leg was just as secure as the left. 

It was only now that she actually tried to struggle, making a sincere effort to kick her legs and get away from the bindings. She was elated to find that not only were her legs as spread as the queen-sized bed would allow, they were so tightly bound in place that she couldn't even close her thighs. Laying back on her elbows as she was — and perhaps even further back, as she was likely soon to be — she realized that the perfectly formed pussy she was so happily admiring only minutes before would soon be on full display for this stranger.

It drove her wild. She wanted to reach up and rip the mask off his face, pull him in close to her cunt and have him lick her until she came hard, over and over. She was so worked up, so close by this point that she imagined it wouldn't take long at all for him to send her over the edge.

She didn't have much time to process that thought before the man was grabbing her left wrist and pulling it — hard — toward the corner of the bed. She yelped and pulled back, but he wasn't relenting, and she realized she perhaps wasn't living entirely up to her end of the deal by going along with everything so easily.

She fluttered her legs as best she could and used her free arm to try and pry his hands away, but it was useless: The man's build wasn't just for show. He was strong. The only way she'd win a battle with him was if he felt like letting her. The thought sent a warm, satisfying jolt to her achingly anxious pussy.

The intruder finally got Sandra's arm stretched about as far as it'd go, then set to work wrapping one of the two remaining leather straps around her wrist. He then disappeared once more behind the corner of the bed. Strong tug. Weak tug. Nearly helpless.

She pulled and writhed as much as she could, and used her free arm to try and undo the bindings. He wasn't having that: In only a second or two, he went around to the other side of the bed, reached over and grabbed her right wrist.

She tried her damnedest to pull free of him, but it just wasn't happening. Stretch. Leather strap. Strong tug. Weak tug. Completely helpless.

She was now spread entirely, stretched beyond the point of moving, and trembling with something very different from fear.
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The man stood over her, admiring his handiwork and breathing even more heavily than before. Sandra inhaled deeply, staring up at him and biting her lower lip.

Her body glistened with sweat, both from the struggling she'd done and the skin-searing heat of anticipation. Her breasts stood, pert and proud on her chest, firm, the nipples erect. The intruder ran his eyes from there down to her womanhood.

She imagined him lifting his mask, burying his face into her and flicking his tongue in every direction over and over, the juices forming small rivulets down his chin. She wondered what it would be like if he forced her thighs even further apart and plunged himself forward with his thick, massive cock, pushing deeper and deeper into her, timing himself with her gasps of pleasure, fondling every inch of her taut, toned body.

She had to keep reminding herself that the agreement she reached had given him two very specific rules: She was not allowed to see his face, and he was not allowed to fuck her.

At no point in the negotiations did Sandra truly think she'd be regretting that second rule right now.

I just need some part of him — any part of him, I don't care — inside me as soon as possible, she thought, but cock sure would be nice.

She knew it wasn't likely. She'd paid good money.

Sandra's mind was racing, and her body was barely keeping pace. She looked down at herself, her body stretched so thoroughly, her arms and legs held so tightly out to the corners of the bed.

She was completely helpless, the sort of helpless she could never manage on her own. Countless self-bondage sessions had made her very good at getting out of elaborately designed self-ties, but the boring thing about self-bondage was you had to go into it knowing you had some sliver of control.

In some ways, she'd become all about getting rid of that damn sliver. She wanted true, complete helplessness without resorting to recklessness, and was willing to pay whatever it would take to make that happen.

So she did. She paid, and now this intruder was standing over her, caught up in admiring his handiwork. He had every right to be, she noted, tugging at the straps again — she wasn't moving an inch. She was his to conquer. Her pussy dripped with excitement at the very idea.

She saw he enjoyed it when she struggled against the straps, so she did it again, then grinned up at him. She couldn't be sure, but she thought he was giving her a knowing scowl in return.


~5~

Without a word, the man slipped the knife out from his back pocket and placed it on a nearby dresser. He then walked beside the bed, hovering over her.

The anticipation was unbearable for her, and she was pushing her hips upward as best she could, hoping to attract his attention, craving just a few moments of his touch.

It's all I need, she thought. Just one finger in the right spot and I'm going to explode.

Almost as if he'd heard her, he reached his hand out toward her cunt — stopping just short. She thrusted as hard as she could with what little slack she had, but it was no use. He then looked her straight in the eyes and moved his hand toward her breasts, flicking one of her erect nipples. Hard.

She arched her back and moaned loudly as he began making soft circles around the sensitive, flush pink of her areola, lap after lap, each trip driving her further and further into madness. The light tracing soon gave way to light pinches, small tugs, full gropes.

His hands worked effortlessly and smoothly over the curves, and like a puppet, she moved in rhythm. Her breathing grew deeper and deeper, and his followed suit.

He climbed on top of her. She could feel his cock, hot and throbbing under his jeans, pressed directly onto her mound. It was just north of her clit and she struggled mightily to get it on target, but he was very good about not giving her what she wanted.

Sweat continued to bead on her forehead, and she shook her head hard to keep it from getting into her eyes.

He sat up onto his knees, then leaned over her and began working her breasts with both hands. She moaned and grunted, struggling hard against the straps, wanting nothing more than to just grab hold of him and pull him into her.

One of the man's hands moved from her tits down to her flat, toned stomach, again tracing light lines in her musculature. It tingled. It drove small bursts of pleasure throughout her body, bursts she could do absolutely nothing about.

Finally, with another smooth, effortless motion, his hand made it down to her clit. She reacted as if she'd been shot. After all of this anticipation, all of this build-up, it was everything she could do to avoid passing out as his hand maneuvered its way around her womanhood, using her own juices to increase the speed at which he flitted over her most sensitive spots.

She was on fire. Each subtle movement, each twist and turn his fingers took, was another shot of something so close to both ecstasy and torture that she simply couldn't handle it. She moaned and moaned, trying to urge him into breaking their agreement. More than anything right now, she wanted to be fucked hard.

The look in his eyes told her that wasn't likely to happen.

Finally, mercifully, he met her halfway and plunged his fingers through her folds and into her waiting cunt, where he maneuvered them back and forth across her inner workings, feeling every sensitive bump and crevice, experimenting with different movements and apparently judging his success by her screams of pleasure.

Her body shuddered as best it could against the straps, and the bed itself groaned against the strain. He worked his fingers in and out, pausing every couple of seconds to play with her clit again.

It was ecstasy. It was torture. It was everything inbetween.


~6~

“Please! Please!” she said, over and over, each time begging for him to go back to what he was just doing. He was playing her like an instrument, and as much as she adored every second of it, she'd been waiting too long for this orgasm.To be held this close to it for such an extended period of time was something she'd never bargained for, and the thought of being truly and undeniably helpless to do anything about it only drove her further and further into madness.

Her shoulders and knees were sore from taking the brunt of her writhing. Her lungs ached for any kind of break. Her body and sheets were drenched in the sweat of orgasmic pleasure.

It was then — and only then — that he decided to let her come.

When finally it released, she felt as if she could sink into the bed itself, through the floor, into the core of the world, warm and content. As the warmth rushed through her and she felt wave after wave of her body's internal spasms reacting against his fingers, she pulled harder than ever against the straps.

Her lithe muscles bulged with the stress, her eyes clenched shut and her mouth hung open in silence for a few seconds before gradually letting out a tremendous, pleasured scream. Finally, she'd been allowed her reward.

She sank into the bed, as spent as she'd ever been. She didn't even see the intruder removing his pants.

Nor, with her eyes closed in repose, did she see it coming when he climbed on top of her to stick his thick, hard cock into her mouth.

She reacted with surprise, but was still completely unable to do anything about it. The man's powerful rod drove deep into her mouth, pushing all else out of the way and filling her completely. She gagged momentarily, and he pulled back just a bit — but the look in her eyes told him to keep going, and he obliged.

Over and over he thrusted, bracing himself against the wall above the headboard, moaning with pleasure as Sandra's tongue and lips did all the work that her hands would do if they were able.

Occasionally she'd open her eyes and look up at him. His shirt had lifted slightly, and she could see a chiseled torso, the V of his lower abs pointing down directly to the spot just above his cock that filled her field of vision when he'd sink fully into her.

The intruder pulled out, rubbing his shaft on her lips and face. She did what she could to move herself into position to lick and flick and kiss whatever she was being presented with, be it his shaft, his head or his balls. She stroked him with her lips, her hands instinctively trying to reach up and grab him but finding the straps too much to overcome. Before long, he put himself back into her mouth and begin thrusting again.

Soon, she felt the man's breathing get quicker and sharper. His minor grunts turned into louder and louder moans, and the measured thrusting she'd grown accustomed to began to get harder and harder.

He's going to come down the back of my throat, and there's absolutely nothing I can do about it, she thought to herself. Holy fucking shit.

Had the intruder looked down, he'd have seen the smile and unfathomable desire in Sandra's eyes, mixed with a healthy dose of determination. She wanted nothing more than to get the job done, to make this man come — to get one moment of dominance out of this, to know he was entirely hers, if only for a brief second.

He was thrusting very quickly now, and braced himself hard against the headboard. A few stronger thrusts, and there it was: The man emptied himself into her throat, the burning hot stickiness of his load eagerly being swallowed by the bound, moaning woman underneath him. 

She accepted his full length for a while longer, swallowing everything he offered and maneuvering her tongue around his base.

He dismounted, staring at her in disbelief from behind his mask.

She smiled up at him, licking her lips.


~7~

“Where the fuck did you learn that?” he asked.

She said nothing, only granting him a knowing smile. He seemed to smile back, but she couldn't quite tell as she was putting her head back to stare at the ceiling.

The man pulled his pants back on and began to collect himself.

Sandra admired him as best she could from the position she was in. She took in those broad shoulders, those powerful arms wrapped snugly in their sleeves. The form-fitting shirt let her make out the powerful bend and swell of his back, and the sight of this had her grinding her hips yet again with what limited movement she could muster.

The man noticed this, and smirked.

“Round two, huh?”

She smiled. She could tell he was proud of the job he had done, and his confidence only made Sandra want him more. She arched her back, presenting herself, aching for him to fuck her.

He stopped collecting himself, moved over to the bed and leaned in close, putting two fingers in the nook where her hip met her inner thigh — that pillow-soft, painfully sensitive region she'd told him about while they were talking about hard limits during their negotiation. She inhaled sharply and moaned loudly.

“You want I should break the rules?” he whispered, directly into her ear.

She struggled to move her head around and kiss him, bite him, nibble — make any further contact. He moved away too quickly. Sandra gave the restraints another tug.

“Sorry,” he said. “Rules are rules. You made 'em, you live with 'em.”

Sandra groaned in frustration. The man laughed, then went back to packing up.

He was just about packed up when he suddenly looked as if he'd remembered something. He searched through the bag he brought for a second or two, then pulled out a full roll of duct tape. Sandra nodded at it approvingly.

“You sure you want me to pack something in there? You know that's kinda dangerous,” he said, mild concern in his eyes.

“It's what I paid for,” she replied, smiling.

“Kinky bitch,” he muttered, and pulled a thick sock out of her dresser drawer.

She closed her eyes and put her head back, the smile still on her face as the intruder walked over. She kept her eyes closed as he reached behind her head and pulled it upward, using his other hand to push the wadded-up sock toward her lips. She gratefully opened them, and he stuffed the sock in. A few seconds later, three strips of strong tape made sure it wasn't going anywhere.

“Say something,” he commanded.

“Mmmph, mm,” was all she could muster in response.

He nodded, obviously pleased yet again with the job he'd done.
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Before finally heading out, the man reached once more into his bag and pulled out a small contraption. Sandra couldn't quite make out what it was at first, but when the man attached a pair of scissors to it, that's when she realized: That was the time-based lock he was going to use to make sure she could get free.

She lifted her head and followed his movements as he attached the contraption to her headboard, a full two feet out of reach of her hands. He then tied a length of twine between the handle of the scissors and one of the leather strap loops around her wrist.

“I'll set the lock to go off on a timer, and once it does, the scissors are going to drop. If you don't catch them, the string will make sure you can pull them up into your hand,” he explained. “Those straps are pretty thick, so it's going to take you a while — but you'll manage.” 

Sandra could do nothing but “mmph” in response as he leaned over and turned a dial on the contraption. It began ticking quietly.

“One hour, like we agreed,” he said.

“Mmph,” Sandra mumbled, nodding in agreement.

The young man turned toward the bedroom door and started to make his way out, getting to the doorway before stopping and turning around.

“Actually ...” he said, before trailing off and walking back over to the bed.

Sandra made curious noises into the gag as he leaned back over the bed and turned the contraption's dial yet again.

“Two hours seems a little more appropriate for a kinky bitch like you,” he said, the glee in his voice coming right through the mask.

Sandra's eyes shot open wide, and she did her best to scream into the gag. Barely anything came out.

“Go ahead, do something about it.”

Sandra tried to thrash against the straps holding her in place, but by now she knew it was utterly futile. You absolute fucker, she thought to herself with equal parts displeasure and glee.

She couldn't help but smile behind the gag, though. He knew the real value of this experience for her, and an extra hour of complete helplessness was more a bonus than a punishment.

Mmm, mmm,” she uttered with a raised eyebrow.

“Enjoy,” the man said, and was gone.

--

And so here she was, tugging at the straps around her wrists, pulling at the ones around her ankles, knowing there'd be no way for her to get out of this until the quiet ticking of the timer finally let her go.

She didn't notice it when it happened, but on his way out the intruder had turned the only clock in the room around on the dresser. Without a clock in sight, she had no way of knowing how much time was actually going by.

He's very good, she thought to herself, working the gag around in her mouth.

She was fully wet and ready to go once again, her juices finding their way to her bedspread to join the what felt like gallons of sweat that had already made its way there. 

Her nipples stood fully erect in the breeze coming from the open bedroom door. She would need a long session in front of the mirror tonight, she thought to herself, eyes closed, mind drifting.
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