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CHAPTER ONE

 
“It was going to be ‘fun’. And I was excited.”
 
Those were the words that went through my head as I read and re-read the advert. ‘Bondage Model Required’. Just those three words had gripped me and wouldn’t let go. I pondered the advert long and hard before doing anything about it. But it kind of possessed me over the course of three or four days. Like it wouldn’t let go. I used the email info@bondagemodels, and just went for it. I’m twenty years old for fucks sakes. I’ve spent the last years in intensive education and now I needed to do something for me!
And then again, fifty thousand student debt at twenty years old didn’t fill me with joy. I was educated yes and then I was used to this thing called ‘pretty privilege’ which proved to open doors for me in the past. I’d found out long ago that I could get pretty much anything I wanted, mostly just by fluttering my eyelashes. It was a good feeling, to an extent, but there was this nagging sense that it wasn’t enough to settle that fifty thousand debt, as quickly as I’d like.
I’d been told I was pretty and beautiful more or less every day since I was a teenager. I was used to it. More to the point I believed it. I was happy with how I looked, how my body was developing. Sure, there were days when I felt rubbish. But on the whole I was grateful for what god had given me. Long shapely legs, softly rolling hips and small waist. And then epic breasts that had popped and. Were humongous. The bone structure of my face I’d been told was ‘breath-taking’ with huge green eyes, long natural lashes. And then those high cheekbones and full lips. 
I’d been asked a number of times if I had any black in me. I didn’t know was the truth. My mum is white and I never knew my dad. My mum never talked about him. My skin is almost ‘olive’. And yet I considered myself white. I didn’t care either way if there was black in me or not. My prettiness carried me through most if not all situations - so I was cool with life. I ‘am’ cool with life. But again, this fifty grand hanging round my neck like a noose was something that needed to be sorted. It was something that I fully intended to settle out, in full, sooner rather than later.
I type out an email and re-read the advert again before I pressed send. Should I have been looking for anything dodgy in it? Maybe so, sure. I mean who advertised for bondage models? But the fetish scene was alive and kicking and not so much like it used to be back in the days before the internet. Social media and the net had blown holes in all of those underground fetishes that there used to be. And to be fair with someone like me, just on the cusp of my own sexual journey through life, I was having my eyes open to the imagery out there. I’m not going to lie and tell you that it wasn’t exciting me, because it was - in all ways.
My email was short and simple,
‘Hi, I’m Natalie, 20 yrs old, fresh out of uni with a student loan to settle. I’d love to be a bondage model’.
I attached a full figure picture - dressed I might add quickly, as for a night out. And then I pressed send. Once I’d pressed that send button, I felt kind of deflated in that I was so excited that surely something would burst my bubble, in some way. Probably I wouldn’t get a response, or it would be a simple rejection letter back. Instead of concentrating on the positives of such a reach out, I was letting the negatives grind me down a bit. And I kind of let out a deep breath of consternation.
But how wrong was I? After just a few minutes I got a response back.
‘Dearest Natalie, thank you so much. For your response. I’d like to meet you, in person so that we can talk more. Obviously a public place would be preferential, and will make you feel safe, which is important. Do tell me when you are available? Yours, Belinda.’
In the first instance I was surprised, and excited, that it was a woman who responded. I don’t know why I expected a man to reply. Maybe it was the seedy fetish scene that threw up that notion. Some grubby man in a dirty mac having a wank over this 20 yr old who’d replied to his baited advert. Something like that maybe was in my subconscious somewhere.
But the reality was this fresh and very sincere note in response to my email and, I don’t know, it made me feel good inside. I snapped up my laptop straight away and was tempted to type out a response quickly. But did I want to seem too keen? I didn’t think so and yet at the same time I wanted to make progress. I suppose I didn’t want the contact to go cold.
If I was asked, was I keen to progress this further, then the answer would have to be a resounding ‘yes’. I mean, this was a woman who didn’t perv over my picture. She didn’t make any comments that back in the day might have been funny. It was all about making me feel comfortable. And I already did feel comfortable with this woman. It was like she shouted femininity from the roof tops. If anything this woman excited me more than I was already excited.
‘Hello Belinda. Thank you so much for your quick response. I’m available any time really, to suit you. I don’t want to seem too keen, but the truth is I am! Please tell me your soonest availability and I will meet you. Natalie.”
I pressed send again feeling better about it this time. I’d had a response and so I wasn’t getting that rejection fear all over again. This time I sat back and crossed my legs. I wish in a way I could say that I was calm and cool with this. But my heart was racing. It was like everything could fall right for me in this one meeting with Belinda.
With the rate they were offering I could settle my debt in no time. And then I would be able to think about ‘what next’ in my life. It’d been like life was on hold. But now it didn’t need to be. It’d been like I’d have to work in some crummy bar, or club for the next five years to clear the debt. But now I wouldn’t have to. What I wasn’t thinking about was what about the longer term. The debt would be shorter lived, but at what expense. I wasn’t thinking in those terms and maybe I should have been.
I wasn’t thinking of the longer term effects of bondage modelling. That would be down to my age I guess. We all think we can handle all kinds of shit when we’re twenty right? We all think that we know it all when really deep down we know that we don’t. And I was looking on it as something ‘light’. I wasn’t thinking about dark places. I wasn’t even aware of there being any dark places, or indeed what dark places were.
Belinda’s reply again was quick. It was like it was too quick, almost as though I wasn’t getting a chance to think through things properly. But that was me all over. I’d always done things on impulse - it kind of gave me a bigger buzz that way. I kind of always did things and worried about the consequences later. Sort of like I was living by wire. Or living on the edge or something.
‘My Dear Natalie, I absolutely LOVE your enthusiasm. We could do with more like you that’s for sure. Can you meet me at City Bar, in the city, at say 7 this evening? We can have a chat, a glass of wine, maybe something to eat.  From your photograph you would be an ideal model for us. But the chat in person is essential so that you know, at least partially what is expected of you. I look forward to your response - Belinda x.’
So ok, she did comment on my photograph but not in a pervy way. Her words were ‘nice’, calming and business like. For all I knew Belinda COULD be that pervert man, wanking to my picture with sticky fingers. But a deeper think about that and I wasn’t getting that at all. I was getting good vibes, and I was getting exciting vibes about this.
‘Hi Belinda. Thank you so much. I really am excited at doing this, and I want to it to be a success not only for me, but for you.  And YES I can meet you at the City Bar - I know it. I’ll be there just before seven. And once again thank you so much for this opportunity. Yours Natalie.’
I pressed send and listened to that customary apple sound of the email flying off into cyber space. A little less than a minute later there was the response.
‘Excellent Natalie. Smart casual dress, if you don’t mind? This is a business meeting after all. See you then. Regards - Belinda x.’
I felt my eyes open wide a bit. There was just a minute change of tone from Belinda this time. Should I have been alarmed? No I didn’t think so. If anything I was more excited. It was a more business tone. I guess it could have been ‘stern’ but I wasn’t sure that it was. I just did know that I was moist by this time, but that was for myself - my secret.
Maybe this whole thing was for myself in that I could indulge in a bit of fantasy for myself without needing to share it with anyone else, least of all Belinda. I mean, I reasoned with myself that something had attracted me to that advert, and then prompted me to reply to it. I wasn’t going to be ashamed of the fact that I was excited about it. Maybe admitting that I was sexually excited about it was something I would forever keep to myself, but ashamed? Nah I wasn’t ashamed in the slightest.
‘Belinda, smart casual it is. Legs and heels, how’s that? I’ll see you there - Natalie.’
I pressed send again at the precise same time as I squeezed my thighs. Yes I was thrilled. I had to finally accept that. But it was ok, I had this under control and maybe some if not all that excitement was down to the fact that I could feel that student debt slipping away with each passing second, I kind of hung on, expecting another response from Belinda but that didn’t come. And I don’t know why, I got a bit deflated about that. Maybe I’d said something wrong? Maybe I’d gone over the top in my response to her - the ‘legs and heels’ comment maybe?
I scolded myself for being like the pervs I referred to, the ones who Belinda might be, or the ones I thought about wanking over me in some kind of disgusting disturbing way. It kind of set this tone off in my head that I didn’t quite understand. Like one of anticipation, but also one of disappointment that I might have ruined what looked to be a promising thing.
Maybe Belinda wouldn’t show up after all? Maybe she’d got a shit load of ad replies like mine that she’d dropped for saying the wrong thing or coming on to strong. Again I thought of the ‘legs and heels’ comment. Why did I even say it?
“Fuck it..”
I said that out aloud to myself because that was how I felt. I thought I’d ruined it. I thought I’d ruined everything. And now it was like Belinda had ghosted me or something. But how would I know? I had to go to the City Bar at seven just to find out. But this placed like a whole lot of pressure on me when there was no need for it. If only I hadn’t been so stupid. But had I been stupid? If I calmed down and thought for a minute and then went over the email string, it was just a conversation that’s all. The ‘smart casual’ followed by ‘legs and heels’. It wasn’t over the top at all. And there were no sexual references there, from either side. Maybe just a bit flirty but nothing OTT.
Maybe I was overthinking it? I wouldn’t know until I got into the city this evening. I looked at my watch, it was one minute, just gone midday. It would take me an hour tops to get into the city. That left me with six hours to ponder not only the meeting, but how I was going to interpret the smart casual dress code.
It was a meeting, like an open, public interview to be a bondage model, and here I was now overthinking the dress code.  And yet at the same time, I was getting more and more excited. I was just hoping now that I hadn’t ruined it all. I sat back and breathed out a sigh of relief kind of accepting that it was what it was and all will be revealed come this evening.
 









CHAPTER TWO

 
“Smart Casual - Legs And Heels.”
 
Those words kept playing in my mind. “Smart casual, legs and heels.” Like a culmination of two minds coming together. I’ve never known six hours to go so slowly. I’ve never clock-watched like that. Or twiddled my thumbs like that. I broke the wait up slightly by going to get my nails done.
“Make them stiletto, and solid red.”
I told the Chinese girl who always did my nails with expertise and patience. She did raise her eyes a little bit. I never did ‘stiletto’, let alone solid red. But I had this vision in my mind - I didn’t know what I was going to wear yet, to my meeting with Belinda, but I did have this red nails and lipstick thing going on in my mind. I just about resisted the urge to start googling bondage models to see what they were like because that wouldn’t tell me what their smart casual was all about.
I was thinking I had to look the part, as a model as well as the bondage bit. Model types, they care about what they looked like all of the time and so did I. So rightly, or wrongly I was treating it as an informal interview. I needed to look the part and I needed to show a bit of class.
“You’ll be going red lips next.”
The Chinese nail technician tossed her head and laughed. How right she was, but then I thought would I be overdoing it with the red lips and nails? Nah, I needed to have the courage of my convictions and go with it. So I would.
“You could be right you know.”
And we both laughed. And that broke up the six hour wait. And so with freshly done super-nails I set about scouring my extensive walk-in wardrobe for something suitable to wear. But not before doing my makeup. It was easier to find something to suit my makeup and hair look, rather than get dressed and then start messing with hair and makeup.
The dress was loose, fitted and black. It was sleeveless and shortish - coming to the bottoms of my upper thighs if that makes sense. Very sheer transparent black nylon sheathing my legs gave away the olive colour of my skin beneath. The dress was too short for stockings and besides, stockings would have been too obvious and maybe too garish. I had legs, I knew I had the best legs and I needed to show them in their best light and not in their most seedy light. So pantyhose it was. I twirled in the mirror and watched the skirt of the dress twirl with me.
Yeah I liked that look. I’d piled my hair high and then twisted it into a high tight pony tail. That added to my height even though I was no shorty as it was. My makeup was on point, dark smoky eyes, curled lashes mascaraed up to the hilt. And then shadow that added a frame for the sheer size of my green eyes. The red lips were like an underline to the whole effect.
“Mmmmm looking hot.”
I spoke to myself in the full length mirror. Truth is I was looking hot. But then I wondered, ‘smart casual’, really? I’m not so sure. But I did have the legs and the heels, so half and half wasn’t so bad. I conceded to myself that possibly I’d missed the smart casual by some margin, but then I countered that by telling myself I was going a stylish city bar at seven o’clock on a Friday night. I’d hardly be out of place even if the work crowd and the evening crowd did mingle for a little bit.
I wasn’t discarding what Belinda had said about smart casual. I was smart and I was casual and besides, she should see me when I really pushed the boat out! So I was keeping focus on the game and I reckoned with myself that as long as I was in the right frame of mind before I went into that bar then I’d be ok and I’d pull it off. Ok the heels were a little bit higher than I wore on a daily basis. I saved these kind of heels for special occasions - ones where I liked to make an entrance.
I kind of thought this was the very occasion that heels like these were made for so I gave them the thumbs up. Strapless court shoes, in black and in patent leather. I’m not gonna try to deny the arch they forced in my feet, or the tippy toe stance that they gave me whether standing or walking. I couldn’t even deny that ‘strut’ they gave me. But hell, I was going for a modelling job. Yeah, ok it was a bondage modelling job - not your average catwalk stuff. I’d often thought about catwalk modelling and would I be able to pull it off? I was tall enough, leggy enough, but maybe a bit too busty for what they looked for these day maybe.
I finished off fine tuning myself and took another look in the full length mirror. I didn’t think I could improve what I saw. It didn’t matter what the occasion or what I was doing on any particular day and any particular time, I always put effort into how I looked and I never said ‘you’ll do girl’ unless I was satisfied with how I looked.
“You’ll do girl…”
And I laughed. My lips seemed bigger, fuller with red lipstick. I knew what everyone said about cock-sucker red lipstick, but I always shrugged at that. Like, who cares? If red lipstick suited the occasion then red lipstick it was. I didn’t do red lips often, but with my new nails, I looked the bomb. I knew I looked the bomb. And I was hoping on hope that Belinda would think the same.
 
It wasn’t like I wasn’t used to all eyes turning to me when I made an entrance. I’d had it ever since my womanhood had begun to explode from my adolescent body. And now at twenty, here I was. I’d got it all the way across town on the underground and now when I walked into the bar, all eyes turned to me. I used to be a little bit shy like that but I’d learned that being confident, like I didn’t have a care in the world helped pull it off. That seemed to work. And once I’d done it once then it came as natural. The strutting the heels enforced helped with that as well, of course.
“Natalie, I’m Belinda and you look spectacular, if I may say so. Although not sure you’ve covered the smart casual remit quite in the way I’d envisaged.”
Belinda was smiling but I’d thought maybe I’d fucked up with going OTT like this. I’d not intended to go OTT, it just happened. And it was too late now.
“I’m so pleased to meet you Belinda, thank you for seeing me. I know I know. I racked my brain trying to decide what to wear. Then I thought, it’s a modelling job, I need to be seen at my best. Anyway…”
My words tailed off as Belinda indicated for us to get a table towards the quieter part of the bar. The place was buzzing - but then it would be on a Friday night. I don’t think Belinda was anything like I’d imagined, but I don’t mean that in a bad way.
She had to have been in her late thirties or early forties and she was like one of those women they didn’t make any more. There were curves and boobs, and hips, and spectacular legs. She was a statuesque woman, tall and quite sternly made up, if that is the right term. As she sat my eyes nearly popped as her breasts rested on the table we were sat at.
“Of course you need to be seen at your best my dear. Don’t we all? And yes, you’ve got it right, this is a modelling ‘job’, although obviously it is one with a difference. What made you apply, if you don’t mind me asking?”
Belinda spoke casually as she indicated for a waitress to bring us a drinks menu.
“You know, initially I had no idea. But after thinking about it, it was, IS, exiting you know? Not every day a twenty year old gets the opportunity to be a bondage model after all.”
I smiled a huge, wide and genuine lipstick smile. It could have been me, but this woman’s eyes seemed to pierce me, as though looking inside and past my glossy exterior.
“Sure I get that. A girl like you on the cusp of spreading her wings into ‘life’. Everything’s exciting. But what do you really think about being tied, disabled and ‘looked at’? Because you will be looked at!”
The tone had got serious all of a sudden. Well, not serious, but I guess it had got to the point of the meeting very quickly. And she sure knew how to ask questions.
“I haven’t thought about it. Not like that anyway. But I guess it’s ok. Bondage is a very visual thing as well as being ‘fetish’. I’m used to eyes on me so, I can’t think it would be so bad.”
I was answering on the fly as honestly as I could.
“Eyes crawling over you, as you’re tied, vulnerable. You’d be ok with that?”
She took the drinks menu off the girl without even looking at her. It was like all her focus was on me and that made me feel a little strange if I’m honest. I guess if anything, if I thought that this would go a certain way, then I was wrong, so I was having to adapt and shift.
“I don’t think I’d thought of it as deeply as that either. But ok, I’ve not done it before so it’s going to be weird. But won’t it matter more how I deal with it?”
“We’ll have this, in an ice bucket, two glasses, thank you.”
Belinda was polite and the waitress was efficient as she took the order.
“I didn’t expect you to have thought about this too deeply of course. I mean you’re an ex-student fresh out of university with that loan to pay off. You were thinking of the hourly rate right?”
And Belinda was smiling. She had subdued red lips, as though they were power coated. And yet she was kind of infectious. I felt drawn to her and at least it was a woman who’d met me and not some man pervert posing as a woman on the net only to spring the nastiest of surprises.
“I’m not going to lie. Of course the hourly rate attracted me. It’s an amazing rate that would allow me to pay off the loan, you know?”
I felt like I was pleading for her to understand whilst I knew that she already did.
“I know what student debt is like. But that’s an awful lot of bondage you know, right, to pay off that loan?”
And this time she kind of pierced me deeper with her eyes.
“Oh you know, whatever it takes and all that.”
Again I was being honest. The wine arrived and Belinda and I watched the waitress pour. She half-filled each glass then dabbed the condensation from the bottle with a cloth before replacing it into the ice bucket. Then she retreated to the side lines.
“‘Whatever it takes’. I like that. I’m going to tell you the truth here Natalie. When I saw your picture I got excited. You are exactly what we are looking for. But this was followed by a kind of ‘down’ as the number of hopefuls we’ve had, have usually turned out to be let downs. The pictures have been great, but when it’s come to the work, no-one has really been able to do it for any length of time.”
I thought maybe she was telling me more than she needed to.
“Why do you think they didn’t make the cut?”
I’d responded quickly because I’d understood exactly what she’d said.
“Oh the hours are long, tedious. It can be repetitive, and ‘bondage’ can change a girl, you know, right?”
I didn’t mind the hours, or the tedious repetition. I was curious about the bondage changing a girl though. I changed the subject slightly hopeful to get a better insight.
“So, I get ‘bondage model’. But what’s it all about? What’s your business. What is this bondage modelling actually all about?”
And her eyes lit up as I asked the questions. It was like she was pleased that I was delving deeper.
“I represent a group of bondage enthusiasts and fetishists. We like to put on displays and shows. Little private, intimate get togethers, you know, for discerning clientele.”
And she was searching me with her eyes. Now, I may have had illusions of being ‘published’ as a bondage model, for shock value to friends and family. But what Belinda alluded to was much more exciting and ‘secret’. Maybe it shouldn’t have been but it was. For the first time in this meeting with Belinda I could feel myself stirring between the legs again. But that was something I needed to keep to myself. I didn’t want to let myself down over something crude.
“Oh wow, tell me more. I’m really wanting this job more and more. I’m not sure, it just feels right you know? You say ‘clientele” - that sounds very exclusive, and discreet?”
 









CHAPTER THREE

 
“I’m not gonna lie. I was excited.”
 
And I was. I was so excited that I was wetter than I expected and I had to take a dry swallow over that.
“Well you’re right there. We are discerning and ultra discreet - very much so. Let’s say that our little ‘club’ attracts the mega wealthy and those who need to keep their profile low.”
And she talked with this tone that was almost sinister, but wasn’t really. Bondage get togethers for the mega wealthy now that was doing it for me. And it didn’t look like I would need to chase my money after every session. Come to think of it, I didn’t know what I was offering to get myself into. 
I’m guessing there were all sorts of dangers out there - offering myself up as a bondage model. I mean I’d hit on it by thinking or wondering if Belinda was a woman or not and coming to the meeting and being faced with some kind of pervert or other. But I’d been wrong there. And Belinda was doing and saying everything right to keep me interested and beyond
And this was as far from meeting a pervert as I could imagine.
“Well, I’m discreet and I have the looks and the figure. Do I get the job?”
I’d always been taught, mostly by my mother that I wouldn’t get anything in life if I didn’t ask. So here I was, asking, and not holding anything back.
“I’d have to say the things are looking good for you right now. I just need to make sure you know what you’re getting into, that’s all. So let’s sip this wine a bit and then maybe move on for a meal somewhere nice. Somewhere a bit more intimate where possibly there are no flapping ears - if you get my meaning Natalie?  Oh, and, it’s Friday - do you have plans for the weekend, or no?”
I absolutely loved the way this was going. It wasn’t even just for the money any more. It was for the excitement and the buzz. And I was buzzing. In my head I was buzzing and down between my legs as well.
“Sounds like a plan to me. And nah, I don’t have plans for the weekend. My mum’s away and I wouldn’t see much of her anyways. My time is my own. Why do you ask?”
I smiled at Belinda and she smiled back. I got the feeling she liked me - that she liked me a lot. I don’t know why, it was just the vibe.
“I was thinking we could make a weekend of it. Talk more about the position - maybe even do a few test pics at the studio. You know, like us getting the feel for each other?”
It was hard to argue against anything she said. It was like we’d both been dropped and then landed on the same page.
“That sounds like a plan as well. And you have a studio?
Wow I kept getting impressed with what I was hearing.
I laughed and threw my pony tail back a bit.
“I say studio. It’s more like a ‘dungeon’. You know a bondage dungeon right? But yes, it’s all kitted out for the sessions and the get togethers. There’s a whole show area as well you know? Where the action happens and all that.”
This woman was very warm towards me and that was making me feel all fuzzy inside. And she was painting this intricate and very classy picture inside my mind of this facility or whatever it was that they had.
“I think making a weekend of it sounds like the right thing to do. Now I’m REALLY excited.”
I couldn’t lie, I was excited.
“Let’s finish up here and get some dinner then. We can talk some more where there’s no prying eyes or those listening in.”
 
The restaurant was spectacular. Very posh, very private and not like I was used to at all. Still I have been brought up with good manners and a certain amount of etiquette. The fillet steak was to die for. But then so was the wine. I’m no wine expert, but this red was something else.
“The test shots will make sure you are subtle enough to ‘bend’ in ways you wouldn’t normally bend, you know? And oh yes, medical conditions, or anything I should be aware of?”
Wow I liked Belinda, she was straight to the point. And with no bullshit attached.
“No, I’m good. I’m fit and healthy no issues. I played tennis for the university and keep fit, so. I’m not sure how much I’d be required to ‘bend’ but I can give it a good go.”
I was smiling. The wine was making my head fuzzy a little bit but I was ok. I have to say I did have that secret wetness though, and that seemed to be getting more.
“The bondage can be challenging at times especially for the prolonged sessions. I’m not going to lie to you, so you need to know that there will be times when you will be aroused - I mean sexually aroused.”
That hit me like a bolt out of the blue. Did she already know about my wetness? She must have!
“I’m not gonna lie either but I was kind of hoping there would be times when I would be aroused. I mean what’s the harm right?”
“No harm at all.”
And she cut it there with a little shrug.
“You’re a very sweet girl, I have to say. But you really are ideal for what we need in our little ‘club’. I just want you to be aware of one other thing, that’s all.”
And Belinda paused right there. I’m not sure if it was for dramatic effect or what.
“Oh? What’s that?”
Now I was beyond curious. But strangely was excited as well. I could feel the wetness of my sex lips rubbing together under my pantyhose and that sent really nice sensations up into my young womanhood.
“The bondage, the sessions… they’ll change you a bit. They’ll make you look at things a bit different.  Tell me how you would feel if the client’s wanted to ‘feel’ or ‘touch you’ in any way? Or maybe if they needed some preparation of you before the actual show. How would you feel about that? I mean I couldn’t give you examples because there would be too many. But I guess what I’m asking is how adventurous are you?”
And she looked right across the table at me, her eyes searching mine. This was getting deep and I knew it.
“Right now I’m feeling very adventurous. I can’t tell you. It’s like I’ve stumbled on a playground that I need to be part of.”
And I wasn’t lying or exaggerating at all. I’d not thought of being touched or felt, or prepped. Or how I would be changed. It was a mystery to me if I’m honest. And I didn’t know what any of that meant, not really. My guess is that this woman was asking for some kind of consent, and that was fine. But I was getting the vibe, the buzz that my own excitement was carrying me along on some kind of wave. Or some kind of ride.
“You could go a long way in this you know. But you have to be adventurous. You have to let yourself go.”
And there was this seductive quality to Belinda’s voice. It had changed a little bit. Maybe her guard had been up at the start and now she’d sounded me out a little bit, now she knew what I was about, and that I was fitting in to her ideal, she was more herself. I could imagine this woman a seductive mother type - getting all the young boys hot under the collar with her glimpses of fleshy cleavage and pouty lips.
“I want to. I want to let myself go, really.”
I’m not sure if I’d been softened up by the wine or what. But in any event I didn’t care. This night was turning out to be a good one and one I didn’t want to let go of.
“Just one other thing - a personal question. Are you ‘smooth’ down there? You know, between your legs - are you hair free and smooth.”
That was another question out of the blue.
“Uhm… yes I am as it goes. I’ve never liked hair there. I’ve always thought hair down there is not a good thing. As soon as I started sprouting it, off it came.”
Yeah the wine was numbing me a little but I was fully aware. Aware enough to see the real smile from Belinda. I’d never know what Belinda was thinking as I responded to her direct, quite invasive question. How could I?
“Perfect. Well, let’s get out of here and back to studio. It’s a bit of a trip out into the country, but it’s worth it I promise you. Oh, and you’re being paid, as of seven o’clock this evening.”
I gulped the last of the gorgeous red wine and got my things together. Then I followed the statuesque Belinda out of the restaurant and into the chilled night air. There was a car waiting and all of a sudden I felt like I’d kind of made it. Kind of like I was important in this thing that Belinda had going on.
 
That had irked me a little bit I have to say. As the wine wore off, the thoughts of me being smooth down there, between my legs. I didn’t care, I really didn’t but I hadn’t thought of anyone looking at my very intimate flesh like that. Not that I didn’t think that such view would be sought, just that I hadn’t thought about it. It was like slowly there was a lot that I hadn’t thought about coming to the fore. It didn’t stop me being excited though. Not in the slightest.
“Like I said, just test shots, to see what your subtlety is like. Just relax baby and you’ll be fine.”
That was what she’d said to me before the bondage was applied and now I was barely able to catch my breath. At least I was still dressed for these ‘test’ shots, even if I did feel very vulnerable. And yes vulnerable was the word.
“These will make you feel like your femininity is being exploited, in a mild way. But just go with it and you’ll be fine.”
I’d slipped out of my shoes and was just in nylon sheathed feet as the line was passed through my legs and brought up. I’m not going to lie, the ‘dungeon’ was a very realistic place. We’d taken one of the main artery roads out of the city and into the countryside and made for a huge country estate. My heart had been beating rapidly but I’d expected this
 I was on the start of a journey. Belinda had touched my hand, just reassuringly and that was nice of her. But when we turned into this country estate, it took my breath away. It was dark but this gave this place like a gothic feel to it, and that sent shivers up and down my spine. The car brought us round to a wing of the massive mansion - not the front door. One might say we were brought to the tradesman’s entrance.
I’d felt a little stupid that my legs felt weak and wobbly when I got out of the car. But again Belinda was there to steady me. And it was her who’d applied the bondage.
“You can keep the dress on, and the pantyhose. Just let me bring your hands behind you so that I can cuff your wrists.”
I got the feeling she was taking baby steps with me but I didn’t mind that. And it was like at every stage she was watching me, and taking mental notes. I was aware, like I could feel her eyes on me, almost like they were crawling all over me. But still, I felt ok with her. And it was like we were alone in this huge place.
This ‘dungeon’ was in the bowels of the building. A place very intricately designed and furnished. I won’t pretend to know what all the equipment I saw was, or what it was used for. At some point I would ponder on that and come up with all sorts of things that would make me wetter still.
“Once you’re rigged up, you can slip your shoes on again. I want you to feel the difference - shoes off versus shoes on. You’ll be surprised.”
Belinda spoke passionately about the bondage she was applying to me. The cuffs - then a figure of eight small rope that she threaded in and out between my elbows so that the gap was maintained. And then that micro thin line, that too, fed between my legs, secured at one side of the room and then the loose end brought to the other side and secured. That line coming up and just distorting the design of my dress a little bit.
I didn’t get the line if I’m honest. But then maybe I wouldn’t be expected to, not with this being my first time as it were. What I was very aware of was that I was already on the clock, earning money.
“You’re looking exceptional already daring, I have to say.”
Belinda’s words were kind, but there was something else, a different vibe to them as well. Hopefully I could be forgiven for thinking that this woman was talking to me in a tone similar to that she might her ‘pet’. I didn’t know how that felt. It made me feel strange, but ok.
 









CHAPTER FOUR

 
“You’re looking exceptional already darling.”
 
I felt exceptional as well, but not in a way I could describe if I had to.
“Now I’m going to bring the line up, between your legs so that it is tight to your crotch. It will feel strange, you may even feel slightly ‘violated’, but just let it find its own groove, so to speak.”
I swallowed dryly. I had to, I was excited. I could feel myself saturated down there, and now there was this low level humming sound from somewhere and the line was being brought up, between my legs, raising the dress hem and finding the nylon sheathed crotch of me. My private place!
I could feel my tongue searching for wetness in my mouth. But I could feel Belinda’s eyes on me as well. There was this ‘thing’ this sense that she didn’t want to miss a thing here, and that sort of unsettled me more.
But then I felt the line come up, right between my thighs to the crotch and then pull a little tighter.
“Oohhhhhh….”
I exclaimed but the line got tighter as it found my sex lips, and then seemed to find its way between those lips to the more delicate flesh of my sexuality. I blew my red lips out and flicked my eyes to Belinda.
“I know it feels strange doesn’t it? But hang on in there. I want you to get the full effect. And I want you to know that I am here for you darling.”
I got this sense that I didn’t want to disappoint this woman who had treated me so well, and who had taken me to this secret place - who had trusted me like this. I wanted to do well for her. Besides, I was being pulled between this strange experience I was having, this first bondage experience and the wetness that was oozing from between my legs. I knew that by now the nylon was beyond saturated and that the nylon was clinging to me, that wetness spreading to my inner thighs.
At least I had the dress as a cover. Silently I thanked god for that. But that line, pulling up and up got tighter and tighter and I was taking in breath in little sharp bursts. I was sure that Belinda knew this, but she didn’t say anything. She didn’t say much at all, at any time, except to reassure me which was good. Eventually that line was such that I found myself on tippy toes and then down again,
Funnily, that tippy toes thing made everything feel tighter inside me. I’d done tippy toes before, we all have right? But this was different. Maybe it was the environment and the fact that I was sexually aroused? I don’t know. I was just grateful for having my dignity left and being still dressed. 
That did make me wonder about the future though, and how much of me would be on show? How much of me would be seen? Belinda walked around me, looking from all angles and then she spoke again.
“Let’s get those delicious high heels back on you darling and we can see how you feel then.”
I was surprising myself by being able to maintain balance. With my hands cuffed and my elbows tied. And now those sky high heels being slipped on to me by this woman who crouched close to me. This felt weird. I was in like this intimate position with an older woman I’d met only a few hours before. It was like this weirdness was enveloping me, and hugging me. And this little voice in my head saying it would be ok, it would be ok. It was like I was just getting used to the ride.
The moment my shoes were back on, the line tightened a bit more and I noticed two things. That it was deeper into my crotch, pushing between my sex lips and pushing the sheer nylon of the pantyhose in with it. That felt weird. Nice but weird. And then there was my tightness. All of me tight - my tummy, my legs, my groin and my sexual flesh - all tighter. All more responsive.
“It’s the heels darling. They’re helping it make this nice for you. Helping to make you feel ‘right’ about what you are doing.”
I loved the way Belinda spoke to me. She spoke to me like she adored me and that felt good. But there was something else in there as well, helping to make it nice for me as opposed to it not being nice? Helping to make me feel right about what I am doing, as opposed making me feel what?  I think probably by this stage I was highly charged, not least between my legs and in my mind and so I might have been overthinking things. Yes, I decided I was overthinking things instead of immersing in these moments.
By this time I was on very tippy toes because of my shoes permanently, and with the pressure of that line pulling up, camel toeing my sex flesh through the nylon, I was constantly taking deep breaths and letting them go. Then Belinda was at my side again, this time she was in close.
“It’s time now darling. Time that dictates how you feel and what you feel.”
I got it straight away. The longer I was like this, wrists and elbows cuffed and straddling this line, the more it would affect me. Strangely for someone new to this world, this was a bit of it I got immediately.
“I think I understand. This feels so… I don’t know….”
And that was true, I was stuck for words.
“‘Good, is that the word you’re looking for? I mean you might cum. I wouldn’t encourage that. But then again you might not be able to prevent it. I just want you to know that if you do cum, it won’t change a thing, I promise.”
That was like one of her little things she pulled out of thin air and that hit full in the face before you realised what it was.
“I won’t, I won’t cum…”
And I was serious. The thought of cumming, like this, in front of this woman was something that gave me goosebumps all over. And I’d be SO ashamed of that!
“No, but you might darling and I want you to know that it’s ok if you do. Let’s roll this dress up, a little bit, see more of those legs of yours. They’re fantastic legs and all nyloned up as well.”
There’d been this slight change in Belinda’s tone and I can’t deny that. But that wasn’t what was bothering me at this point. It was the rolling up of the dress. And I know the more she did that, the more likely it would be that she’d see my wetness. But I was helpless - maybe this was what was intended, that I feel what helplessness, was all about in the first instance. She rolled it all the way up, over my ass cheeks and then used her perfectly manicured fingers to tuck it into the waistband of the pantyhose. This held the dress up, and exposed me.
“It is a little messy down here darling. Are you sure you’re not going to cum?”
She didn’t hold back - she asked the question as it was meant to be asked - with no compromise. I felt so, so, I’m not sure what I felt. Embarrassed for sure, but so ‘dirty’ as well.
“I’m sorry, I’m so sorry…”
It was all I could come out with. If the truth were known at that precise moment in time I wished I wasn’t in that place with this woman.
“There’s nothing to be sorry about darling. This is a sexual environment. You are vulnerable and this excites you sexually. It’s perfectly natural for you to be, in this state.”
I was understanding that this woman could use words, in such subtle ways, to inflict this under the radar humiliation. I didn’t know if she did this deliberately or not. It was like not, but it made me think.
“I’m so sorry…”
I kept apologising. It was like I was so affected by this whole thing now that all I could do was apologise.
“No need sweetheart. You’re wet. You’re probably not that far away from cumming. And here you are, at my mercy, how does that feel?”
She was right what she said. And I did feel at her mercy and I’d never felt that before. But the truth was I wasn’t sure how I felt, deep inside. For Belinda they were like rhetorical questions - like she was just testing me and putting notions in my head. She carried on.
“I’m going to change it up a little bit Natalie. We’re not going to go too far tonight, but I do want to test you a little bit.”
I could hear and understand every word. But I was in this head space where I’d have liked the floor to open up and swallow me. She knew about my wetness and she’d brought attention to it. This was like an invasion of my privacy - and yet I didn’t mind. 
It was just the experience, the vulnerability and knowing that this older woman had this control of me, in this moment. And then the line between my legs started moving back and forth in the groove of my sexuality. And to accompany that there was this ‘vibration’ going on. I nibbled my bottom lip and just looked at Belinda. She tilted her head at me, and smiled.
“I know darling, I know. Just go with the flow now, there’s a good girl.”
Now I was in uncharted territory. I’m only twenty and so, my experience, especially sexual is limited. But I felt completely swamped by emotions as this line between my legs, and between my sex lips, did things to me. The sheer nylon of the pantyhose had to have been having a helping hand. The micro texture and the pressure of the line, working my sex flesh and making it somehow more sensitive.
There was this little voice in my head saying, ‘are you sure you’ve done the right thing here?’. And the truth was I didn’t know. In a way I felt like I’d been laid bare for this woman. My dress was around my hips, the whole length of my legs visible - even the trembling, and then the squeezing. I was aware of standing with my feet parted. Whether I liked it or not I was helping that line to get the best purchase on my sexual nerve endings, and that was causing all sorts of trauma in my mind.
It didn’t matter how I moved, or inadvertently moved myself, I couldn’t escape the sensation that line was causing. I was swallowing heavily, I guess because in my melting mind I didn’t know how to handle this situation I was in. Was it a situation? Yes it had to be, and one of my making.
“If you feel yourself coming to orgasm, just let it go sweetheart, don’t try to hold onto it. Just let it go.”
That was Belinda’s voice just filtering in to my ear, from the side. I should have taken those words immediately and gone with them. For some reason though I didn’t want to cum - not like this. And not in front of this woman. Having an orgasm, cuffed like this, and straddling this line that was doing things to my sexuality was like something I couldn’t contemplate. It was like this time, this precise time in this dungeon space I was being made to face myself for the first time. The real me!
And because I was having so little time to think, because those sensations and little bursts of pleasure were getting closer and closer together to form an orgasm, I couldn’t decipher in my head what it would mean to have an orgasm ‘like this’. If I did it, would I regret it for the rest of my life? If I didn’t would I spend the rest of my life thinking ‘what if?’.
That was my dilemma and it was eating me up inside. The pleasure was taking over and it was building - I could feel that - I knew it was happening. I guess I knew it would build to a point that the decision would be taken from me. To orgasm, to let it go, let it flow or not. I didn’t know at what point that decision would be taken from me.
When it happened, it happened. And in that moment I didn’t care what I looked like in that bondage. I didn’t care what Belinda was seeing, or hearing. I could hear the sound of mumbling and moaning, and even sobbing and it took some time for me to realise those sounds were coming from me.
The orgasm was like nothing I’d felt or experienced before. It began at my clitoris where the line was doing its work. But it didn’t end there - it emanated out, and filled the whole of me. From a clitoral orgasm to a bodily one. I knew I was trembling, and I knew I was squirting on the other side of the pantyhose. That squirt trying to get out from behind the fine sheer mesh, but not able to totally, so simply saturating me instead. That orgasm peaking and then staying there. Staying right there until it began to come down the other side.
 









CHAPTER FIVE

 
“Fuck, what just happened to me?”
 
It was a question I needed to ask as I struggled to get my breath back. I must have looked a mess and yet Belinda had this smile on her face. Like a smile of approval but for the life of me I couldn’t think why.
“You came and came, and came darling.”
And I’m not sure if this was my mind playing tricks on me or something, but it was like she was wallowing in some kind of victory over me. She didn’t help me to stand in my heels post-orgasm. Instead she just stood back and looked at me. She’d told me I would be looked at, and this was obviously a taster of that. It was like I was being perved over, which to an extent I was used to, but not by another woman, an older woman! This was a whole new thing for me.
Usually if I orgasmed, with sex, or masturbating, I would roll over and sleep it off. But I guess by sleeping it off, I was missing the come down of it. Now it was different. I’m not sure what I was feeling completely. I felt ashamed, yes. But I still felt vulnerable, and ‘dirty’. And for some reason this was etched across the face of Belinda. Or was that my mind playing another trick on me?
“I’m so sorry. I’m so sorry.”
The thing was I actually felt sorry. I actually felt more than sorry but I wasn’t having a chance to wallow in that because that wire was still working my already spent flesh between my legs. It was like my clitoris had popped, but was still alive. And for the life of me I couldn’t work out how that was. I’d always needed to sleep it off, or roll over and bask in the afterglow. But I’d never had an orgasm like this one, and there was no afterglow, so all the rules that applied before, didn’t now.
“Sorry for what? This shows me you are ready for this type of work honey. It shows me that you are the right one for this position.”
Yes the work. I was being reminded about the work and about the bondage modelling. That had escaped me for the whole time I was on this line thing between my legs. But now, in the cold light of day, post-orgasm, it was coming back to me. That I would be paid, in money, for what I’d just been put through. I didn’t know how that made me feel. I wasn’t so quick to respond to Belinda because I didn’t want to say the wrong thing. That, and the line between my legs was still working me, still arousing me - those sensations coming back to me.
Was this what it was going to be like, every time I did some of this ‘work’? Would it feel like I’d been stripped bare every single time? Would it be like I couldn’t feel any more vulnerable, every time? I was beginning to understand now what Belinda had meant by sometimes bondage changes a girl. It certainly felt like I was ‘being changed’, if I hadn’t been already. And this was an eye opener for me.
Easy money, I thought - a few sessions, pay off the debt, I thought. It didn’t dawn on me not even for a single second that my deepest, most intimate self would be stripped back and bare and laid exposed for Belinda to look at.  But it was alright surely - she was a woman, and so was I. There was that camaraderie there, all girls together and all that, surely? But for some reason that vibe wasn’t the one that was coming through. At least not right now.
“I don’t know. I wasn’t expecting ’that’ that’s all.”
I couldn’t look Belinda in the face for some reason. But I felt her eyes crawl all over me. The fact that my pretty good, impressive breasts, still in the dress, were thrust out became a thing for me in that moment. But I couldn’t do anything about it because I was still cuffed at the wrists and tied at the elbows behind me.
“Do you think this might not be for you after all sweetheart? I mean, it’s ok, we can part on good terms.”
“No. No that’s not what I think at all.”
My response was immediate and it was forceful. The truth was I didn’t know if this was for me or not. But at the same time I didn’t want to admit it, if it wasn’t. Another thing was that I was becoming aroused again - like I was coming to life between my legs again and that was having an effect on how I responded to Belinda.
“It’s ok you know. We can stop, at any time. But if you ask me, I’ll tell you that you were born for this darling. You were born to take ‘this’ journey. It’s a journey you NEED to take.”
Her words filtered into my psyche - and they seemed loud in there.
“I want to take the journey, I do. I really, really do.”
I could hear my own words being spoken as though by someone else.
“You should. Or you will be forever asking ‘what if?’. And that would be worse than any other form of torture you could go through. To get a taster of it, like this, and then walk away. It would eat away at you. It really would.”
It made sense what Belinda was saying. And as this older woman spoke there was this smile that came over her face. Not a wide beaming smile but one that was reserved, slightly lopsided. And I hadn’t seen that smile until now.
There were increasing times as I went through this, that I wondered what was going through her mind really. I mean she said all the right things to me, made me feel right, even through this weird post-orgasmic time. But I wondered what she really thought. I got the sense she didn’t want me to go, to leave.
But I got other senses as well - like maybe she was getting something out of this for herself. I don’t mean financially, I mean ‘for herself’. I’m not sure what I really mean at all. There were so many things swirling round my head right now, that sorting them and putting them into some sense of logic was escaping me.
“No, I can’t walk away. Not now. Maybe not ever. I feel like I need to do this, for more than one reason.”
My words were sincere but there was just this slight vibe that I was being coerced by Belinda. Like she was using words to good effect to talk me round, and get me back on her page. They were just fleeting thoughts that didn’t bother me. So what if she was coercing me - maybe I needed to be persuaded and guided through this by a woman like her? Maybe it was just the way it was supposed to be. I mean, I’m a big girl. I know what I’m doing, I think! I found this opportunity after all - and I followed up on it and met Belinda. I’m not a stupid girl, I don’t think?
“Maybe we should take a step further then darling? Strike whilst the iron’s hot and all that.”
She was straight in there, wanting to progress. It didn’t go unnoticed.
“What do you mean a step further? And when should we take a step further?”
I was like a dog with a bone that I wouldn’t let go of. I’d had the wobble in the after orgasm time but the thought of progressing excited me. But it made me wonder as well. That come down from the orgasm was something that I’d never experienced. Would that remain the same kind of come down? Or were there different ones that would kick in depending on what I’d been through? I didn’t know the answer to these questions but there was this thing, this magnet drawling me in. I wanted it. I wanted to go further and there was no point in me trying to deny it, not even to myself.
“I mean step it up. Step the bondage up, step the experience up. And doing it right NOW. Why not do it right now?”
I watched her red lips moving as she talked. I was a mess, I knew I was a mess. My own ‘produce’ had soaked the pantyhose. My mascara had run, my body language as that line continued to stimulate me and I realised that I was doing this thing on my high heels - like swapping my weight between one foot and the other. And this was a visual thing that must have made me look slightly unhinged.
I could hope I didn’t look as bad as I imagined, but the reality was what it was. The way Belinda looked at me told me all I needed to know. And that was confusing because her words were soft and nurturing, and encouraging. But her look was like she was saying ‘delicious slut’ to me. And that concerned me, I can’t deny it. And yet it excited me at the same time. I wasn’t a slut, but I could imagine what it felt like, to be one. And that wouldn’t be far from what I was feeling at this precise time.
“We’ve got the whole weekend right? I have no other plans, we spoke about it? I want to go further. I believe you when you tell me that I was born to do this. I want to do it.”
My words slipped from between my lipsticked lips and into her psyche and she smiled.
 
“Oh, oh fuck! For fucks sakes! Oh god, god, god!”
At this point I seriously questioned that I was ready to go further. But it was too late because I was already there. I’d already been taken on to this next stage.
“Just breathe deep and go with it honey. You’ll be fine. I’m here with you.”
Belinda was with me, close to me, I could feel her breath on me. The bondage was different now. No line between my legs. Instead I was ‘perched’ on an upside V with my sex lips spread crudely either side. And that was what it was about this progression. It was cruder, more explicit, more graphic. I’d felt that the moment Belinda helped me out of the dress to just my pantyhose. My tits were out and bared with no bra - my nipples erect and proud - which was more than I felt in the moment. But somehow it was ok because Belinda was with me, and she made it all seem right. It was like she was guiding me gently through the emotions I was feeling. But at the same time she was peeling back my layers and leaving me raw and exposed.
What wasn’t helping was the other man and woman, standing in the background watching. I really hadn’t been ready for that. I knew that it would probably happen eventually because Belinda had told me as much, about the clients and the ‘club’. It surprised me a little that there were female clients, but now thinking about it, I don’t know why.
That thing between my legs was sharp and I was forced onto my very tippy toes. It was like the wood was cutting into my most delicate flesh in the most crude way. My high heels saved me to an extent but with this thing rising higher and higher into my sex flesh on a constant basis, even the heels became ineffective and in fact more difficult eventually. Belinda had ‘pegged’ my nipples. She’d told me,
“These clips will add another layer for you. I’m confident you can deal with it.”
She was more confident that I was as she pinched open the spring loaded clips and released one each on the very base of my thick nipples. The effect of that was instant in that everything else concerning my submission to this bondage seemed amplified. And that came across in the deep, sharp intake of breath I let out as each of those clips was released. I hadn’t seen my nipples distorted this way before. Such was the strength of the spring that each nipple seemed bent and out of shape, and then became numb as the pinch took hold.
“Uh…. Geez!”
It was all that came out of my mouth. My hands and arms, long before this were up high, against the wall, or board of the slightly raised platform thing I was on. And then were secured to this, to hold them up, spread at head height, making them debilitated and preventing me from using them to even think about protecting myself.
“This isn’t rigid bondage Natalie darling. You can pull your hands and arms out a little, but not too much. Eventually you will be introduced to rigid strict bondage, but not yet.”
Belinda seemed to keep explaining and describing to me what was happening. It was like another test. Like she was saying things to keep me on side, and to not freak me out. Like she was forewarning me at the same time as keeping me calm, and docile.
But she was right, I could pull my hands out from the vertical surface, a little bit. But then they snapped back, like they were on some kind of strong elastic. It was supposed to be a step towards harder core bondage, I got that. But to be honest I wasn’t sure what was the worse, something that had no give in it, or this snap-back I had. And now the thing, the wooden thing was working my sex flesh. I could feel it.









CHAPTER SIX

 
“Yes, it’s fun. I’m having fun. But, there’s more to it…”
 
Truer words couldn’t be said. But by this time I wasn’t sure that ‘fun’ was the right word. When Belinda had introduced the man and woman, she’d seemed to take great delight in my squirming on this semi rigid rig thing I was on.
“These are our friends. Friends who will want to see you, and watch you in various stages of your journey. Friends who will want to ‘enjoy’ you as you squirm. Maybe even touch you, and stimulate you more than you’re already stimulated.”
The words, the language and the tone were deliberate, or so it seemed, to objectify me. I’m not even sure if objectify is the right word. Fighting the arousal and my tippy toe, semi-crucified and enforced stance, my mind was running away with me.
And I was aware of my juices now, oozing through the nylon of my pantyhose and down the sides of the wood I was impaled on. I wasn’t sure where this had changed from ‘bondage modelling’ to something that was deeper, more sexual, more intimate, more dark even.
But I was sure that change had occurred. And yet it wasn’t like Belinda hadn’t told me that things would change - that I would change. To all intents and purposes, yes I would be a bondage model, but at the same time I knew I would be more than that. Exactly what though I didn’t know.
That I was aware of that ooze from my most private flesh, made me feel ashamed because the woman was looking at me down there, and then looking me in the eye. The man didn’t bother me. I was used to being looked like as though I was a piece of fuckmeat by men. But this woman, probably in her forties or even fifties, had this particular expression that conveyed more or less everything she was thinking at that particular time.
It was like, what she thought of me was not nice. But I kind of understood that this was what these people, and people like them were into. It was what flicked their switches and what made them want to see a girl like me in the positions that I was going to be in.
What worried me was that these things I was thinking now that I was in a high state of arousal again, were helping me to get more aroused and more wet. That wooden V thing I was spread across was saturated and dripping with my produce. And my nipples ached. And there was this woman thinking that I was the worse human being in existence. But there was me thinking that she was right. That she had to be right.
And the couple had come right up to me, to see me. I guess to take a closer look at this ‘specimen’ they were paying to see. Or were they getting me this night as a ‘freebie’? Even that thought thrilled me for some godforsaken reason. But it had been her eyes that’d pierced me. The man had looked and licked his lips as though I were that piece of meat that he might decide to fuck at any time. But she had looked differently. I should have been afraid of him, but as it happened I was more afraid of her.
Her deep piercing look was profoundly woman to woman. And whilst that’d taken a little bit more of me away, it had also thrilled me in a way that made my clitoris throb. How could this thrill me? Please tell me, anyone, how could this thrill me?
“They want you to cum, and they want to touch your flesh Natalie. Do you understand?”
Of course I understood, I’m not an idiot. But it was getting deeper again. There was this definite sense that things were going to a different level. And if I could feel that in my state of arousal then it had to be so.
“Y-yes. Yes I understand.”
I should have been outraged. I should even have called a halt to this ‘thing’ then. But I didn’t. And why didn’t I? I don’t know. But the buzz between my legs was building again. And soon I would be orgasming again, and at this moment this was all I needed. It was all that mattered.
 
There was no way that twenty four hours ago that I could have envisaged this. Or that I would have been a part of this. But it was like events had overtaken me. Like events had taken this bizarre and kinky sexual turn and I didn’t know what to do about it. I’d met this woman basically via email, and she’d seduced me into this ‘world’. And now I was squirming on this piece of wood that was digging up into my sexuality like it had every right to do that. A piece of sharp wood that had found my clitoris somehow, and was stimulating it, making me something I wasn’t.
And yes that was it. This piece of wood between my legs was making me something I wasn’t. Making me this ‘leaking’ dirty slut. No use trying to deny it, or hide it. Or make like it’s not happening. I thought feeling humiliated and degraded because of it would lessen the impact of it. But it didn’t do that. I could feel all that humiliation and degradation, but I could feel everything else as well. I could sense everything else. I could even sense the sexual excitement this couple were having at seeing me like this. And collectively this all made me feel strange.
“Just let me know when you want her to cum and I’ll ramp it up for you.”
That was Belinda talking to this couple about me. Talking about me like in a way I wasn’t there, or I wasn’t a human being. Or was that my mind going into overdrive again? It was like she was entering the immersion with them, to make it better. Or maybe it was her own immersion. I didn’t know.
“Not yet. I want to see it squirm a little bit more. I want it to know that we are watching it.”
And I wasn’t that sure if I was hearing properly, or whether my mind was doing a complete fuck job on me. Did this woman call me ‘it’? Did she do that three times? I was trying to process that.
There was nothing wrong with my hearing and besides, the way she looked at me - she looked at me like I was an ‘it’. I swallowed but I was dealing with the sexual ministrations between my legs as well. Was it such a big thing that she’d called me it? Maybe in the normal outside world it would have been but in this environment, with these people - I was going with the flow wasn’t I? I was going on this ride, so anything went.
I was immersing like Belinda had intimated I should do. But I was seeing another side of her. It was like she was somehow sharing the thoughts of this other woman.
“Oh, don’t you worry, this little slut will squirm so, so much before she cums. You just say the word and I’ll tip it into orgasm for you.”
That was Belinda either being the perfect host, or she was sharing views. She had said something like ‘girls like me’ before. What did she mean by that? Girls like me! Maybe I was finding out about that now. Maybe I was experiencing being something I didn’t know about myself. Maybe I was an ‘it’, maybe I was a slut. Maybe I was a lot of things that I didn’t realise.
She’d told me I’d change and I would look at things differently after being a bondage model for some time. But this was night one! Was ‘bondage model’ another word for ‘sex worker’? Where people like this bought and paid for people like me? I was on the clock after all. I was actually earning money as I was going through these emotions. What did that make me? There was a lot I was trying to deal with as Belinda ramped up the simulation between my legs.
I couldn’t help but let out a little yelp of glee at the sexual stimulation the wood was giving me. There was discomfort and pain there as well, because of the way that upside down V was jammed up there, and then jacked up a little bit more. I could feel my flesh sliding on that wood, back and forth as I squirmed. Every so often I pulled out my hands, from the backing and they slammed back because the elastic bondage was too strong for me to keep them out. This slam back of my hands, high up by my head added to the distressed look that I had to have been giving out. I was forced onto my very tip toes and this was a strain for me.
And yet, the most important thing to me at this time was the sexual pleasure. It wasn’t like I wasn’t aware that being called an ‘it’ and being forced to ‘cum’ for a pair of complete strangers. And being looked at like I was from another planet or something, should have been what was more important and outrageous to me than my own selfish sexual pleasure. But it wasn’t. The ‘abuse’ if that is the right word was a stimulant for me. It didn’t lessen the humiliation and degradation, but it did feed it. It didn’t make all of that fade into nothing. It amplified it. But it also amplified my need to cum.
The woman, the other woman not Belinda, she came to me, right in front of me and I could feel her hot breath over my face. She touched the clips on my nipples and I gasped. My nipples had felt numb, but it turned out they weren’t and with the slightest touch they came to life. It was like a pain - the first touch was like this sharp pain. But then that morphed into a throbbing pleasure. I was aware of me licking my lips. I was aware what that must have looked like but there’d been no need for this woman to voice it. But she did anyway.
“Responsive little slut isn’t it? I can see why you’re pleased you’ve netted this one.”
The slut word. I hated it in the normal world outside this place. I’d never called another girl a slut, and would never. And if anyone called me it, I hated it in this seething way. And yet, secretly, in this place, that this woman called me a slut whilst holding direct eye contact with me, made me squirm and lick my lips more. I could feel everything tight, as I squirmed. I could feel my sexuality being more and more responsive because of this tightness in me.
This woman could have talked directly to me, but she didn’t. And that kind of amplified the objectivity that I was being subjected to. Once again I should have been mad, but once again I wasn’t. It was kind of exciting. It was like I didn’t have to put in the effort to speak to this woman, or man, in order to prove my intelligence. All of that was taken away from me and that was kind of nice because then I could concentrate on the pleasure being fed to me by this crude piece of wood jammed up into my flesh, between my legs.
“Oh, there’s more to come from this one, I promise you. This is just the start of the journey for this slut.”
I really couldn’t decide if Belinda was still immersed with this couple or whether I should be concerned at the way she was talking about me. Right now though I didn’t give a flying fuck. That orgasm was building right behind my clitoral bundle of nerves and that was the single most important thing in my life right now. I’d have to deal with everything else after. Right now I was immersed maybe more than I should have been but I didn’t care. Once I’d orgasmed I could get my head straight and make a decision. Get out, or stay?
Maybe I already knew the answer to that. I was already separating myself into the two worlds. The normal world and this one. I was already deciding I could exist in both. That I could manage to exist in both. The difference was that I was making these decisions based on the sexual element - the intense sexual pleasure and that intense mind blowing orgasm that I’d already had a taste of. I wasn’t basing it on the money I would earn and the debt I was going to pay off.  Somewhere inside my swirling mind I kind of thought I would be ashamed of that to some degree.
But not now. For now, I needed to ’squirm’ for this man and woman. I needed to be what they wanted me to me. I was getting that. And it was fine for me to be like this in this world. I was making this decision at different levels all the time. To enter this world and to immerse - do what was required of me, and then slink back into the normal world after. The more aroused, the more orgasm ready I became, the easier in my mind it was for me to decide that it would be easy. Keep the two worlds apart, live each life like they had nothing to do with each other and then it would all be good.
I was squirming but I was also juicing up like mad.
“Let’s do it. Let’s see it cumming. I want to see it cumming out of control. I want to see it, in its element.”
 









CHAPTER SEVEN

 
“The filth of orgasm, the absolute filth of it….”
 
I couldn’t help but think like this after what just happened to me. That orgasm, although gone was still inside me, alive somewhere. I could feel it. There was a point, in the peak of the orgasm that I thought I didn’t have any right to be experiencing pleasure like this. And for that reason, and the fact I was enjoying it so much, it was a filthy dirty orgasm that tore into the darkest parts of my mind. I was trying to comprehend how my twenty year old body could feel, and absorb so much intense, undiluted pleasure.
In those moments, in those split seconds I felt like I was a sub-human being - a selfish one. Nothing mattered but my pleasure. And I’d never been like this before. Even with that attractive woman in my field of vision, I didn’t care what I looked like, or sounded like, or squirted like. It was about ‘my orgasm’. And this wasn’t me, not really. Maybe I wasn’t ready for this world. Maybe I’d be damaged for good this way, with nothing I could do to reverse the process that seemed to be underway. I think I’m overthinking things.
This was where I wanted and needed to be. And I had this yearning, and this craving to be in this world that was abusive. I didn’t know why, or how I could feel like this but I did. And that troubled me. It was like another layer of something being applied to me - one that would work hand in hand with the rest of what was happening to me. There was no doubt that my mind was being mashed up, and that in a way it was supposed to be like this. There was no doubt in my mind either that I was changing. That this ‘thing’ was changing me from the inside of my mind to the extremities of my sexuality. Was I too young at twenty to deal with all of this? I didn’t know the answer to that question.
And then, coming down off the orgasm. I was feeling, and vibing that it wasn’t my orgasm at all. It was theirs. It was this woman and this man’s orgasm. They’d been taken here to see it, to see me. It was theirs and Belinda’s. When she’d forced the orgasm to happen, my eyes had rolled in their sockets and I could feel my nipples and clitoris throb and then give it up. And then I was squirming some more. I could feel myself sliding over the wood with my most intimate private flesh.
I could feel myself, my flesh, distort using its own juices as lubrication. And this was making me moan out like I was some sort of creature. And I could feel that - the creature in me. Part of me didn’t want that, and yet a bigger part of me did. It was that ‘abuse’ thing.  It was that thing that made me crave inside. And surely this wasn’t right. Surely I shouldn’t feel this way. Once again my mind was going into some kind of overdrive.
“It’s a live one. Gotta love a live, slippery slut.”
The woman spoke the words like she was almost spitting them. And I hated those words she used to describe me. But at the same time they turned me on. Why did I crave what I hated so much? Those words made me want more and so I squirmed more. I made myself be more of a slut for them, for all of them - why would I do that? 
The man was closer now and I could smell him. For some reason I could smell his cologne, like he was really close. And then his breath - cigarette smelling breath. That would have been repulsive to me in the normal world. It would have been obscene to me, but now in this moment, it wasn’t. This man close to me, smelling like this, and close enough to touch me.
But then he WAS touching me and that made me freeze. If I could freeze on the spot then I was doing it now. His fingers running over the swell of one breast - very gently. He had huge fingers, I could see because I looked down and saw them. Thick nobbled fingers and yet very gentle, very light to the touch of my breast flesh.
Then he circled the nipple clips, not touching them, and as he did this he was amplifying the post orgasmic state of my mind. I didn’t want this man to touch me but then at the same time I did. I didn’t want this woman to be watching me like she was - didn’t want her to watch me, or study me in this state, but she was. And so was Belinda. It wasn’t so much that I was freaked out, as I was rooted to the spot.
“Yes, a slippery slut indeed. And with lots more in her. I have plans for this one, real plans.”
Belinda spoke with this almost creepy passion in her voice. It was a tone that I hadn’t heard before and it made me feel like there was this other agenda to her. Like she had done all she had to do in order to get me where I was. In order to suck me in, and now she was showing the real her. Now she was showing the dark side.
The trouble with that was that it turned me on. If this was the dark side, then it turned me on a lot and I wanted more of it. This was all fucked up. It was all back to front in that some kind of inbuilt protection should have been kicking in and protecting me. But it wasn’t. It was like I’d been rewired and now that inbuilt protection was working in the reverse way to what it should have been.
I was coming down from that orgasm, and it was now that the reality was hitting me in the face. It wasn’t a nice reality - it was stark and it was acute. And it was something that I hadn’t felt before - not even after that first orgasm. Was this how it would be every time? Would the come downs from orgasm be forever increasing in severity? And how would that end?
But then to take my mind off that there were the vibrations through the wood, bringing my dripping clitoris back to life. At first, when I first felt it, I didn’t want it. I’d just cum and I didn’t need more pleasure, I needed to rest, and recover and make some decisions. But it was like it was programmed to bring me back into it slowly. It was like it was programmed to deliver me to some kind of evil all over again. And so I had the mixture of emotions and sensations that I had to deal with as well as the increasing sexual arousal, again.
 
“Uhhhhh please, please god, please.”
They were words that dripped out of my mouth and I couldn’t stop them. Now I had been doubled up, kind of suspended from that same thing I was on. There was no wood now. My hands and arms still secured to that backing board, and so to my legs and feet. Now the ‘V’ formed of my long legs. There was no pantyhose now. And just one of my shoes on, and the other dropped off, to the floor under me. My legs wide, and stretched to form that perfect V, and secured at the knees, and then the ankles. My naked foot demonstrating the way my toes curled with what I was being put through now.
I swear, I promise, I’d never let a man eat me out like this. Not usually. And not a man this much older than me. Or one this repulsive. But this was that other world. And the way he was eating me was making me want him to do it even more. He was eating me deeply, and hungrily. I don’t know if he was thinking of my pleasure or not. Or whether he was gratifying himself regardless of me.
I suspect he was exposing me, to the woman, his partner. Exposing me for what I was. A hungry slut and one in the advanced stages of arousal and lust. I’d never been aroused like this, after so many orgasms, on constant basis. I don’t think my mind knew how to handle it, let alone my body.
This man was licking my sexual flesh, and sucking on it. His tongue was slithering into the depths of me. And then swirling round my clitoris. And now, the bondage was holding me, rigid. I wondered if I’d still be able to pull my hands out, and therefore my legs as well, for that snapback, but it didn’t feel like it. I didn’t have any purchase or leverage to be able to do that and so it felt like I was in rigid bondage and vulnerable to what this man did to me with his mouth.
“Do you think it will ‘break’? I mean how long will it take, to break it?”
I heard the question the woman was asking Belinda and was trying to concentrate on the answer. But that didn’t work right. The man was doing too much to me for me to put the response into logical sense.
“It’ll break and into tiny pieces. I’ve told you, this girl is perfect for our requirements. And it will be done by the end of the weekend. Once she breaks, we can make her what we want her to be. There will be no limits.”
I mean, I heard every single word but it was like Belinda was talking about someone else and not me. I couldn’t associate what she was saying with me at all. I just couldn’t attach the words she was saying to my situation. But this was because I was eating up the pleasure this man was giving me. It was an intense pleasure that he gave with his mouth. That pleasure so ‘wrong’ and yet so addictive as well.
Yes that is a good word, addictive. I shouldn’t have needed this filth so badly but I did. I shouldn’t have wanted to be eaten out in this obscene way and I wouldn’t want that in the normal world, would I? Belinda’s words were infusing themselves on the inside of my mind but I didn’t know what to do with them. I’d have to file them away for later. Yes that’s what I’d do - I’d take them out later and see what sense I could make of them. But in the meantime they’d continue to make an impression on my subconscious mind.
“I like that, a good decent girl. Attractive and pretty, just on the cusp of her life and having that snatched from her. Having that taken away, to be replaced with this. I like it that this ‘girl’ this ‘creature’ will be broken beyond repair.”
More words to join the others on the inside of my mind. This woman speaking again. And deep inside I knew she was speaking about me. But as this man slurped on my sexuality and as he rimmed my bottom hole with his tongue making it wet, I was using what she was saying as a feed to my sexual desire. This would never happen to me in the normal world. I knew it wouldn’t. I’m not sure I liked what I was becoming. But what could I do about it?
And at the same time it was happening to me in this world. Was ‘this’ world the real world, taking the place of what was my normal world? Was THIS my normal world now? That should have been a thought that mortified me, but it didn’t. It excited me, it made me feel this man’s lips and tongue in a more intense way as another orgasm built inside me.
Belinda was listening to the woman speaking and at the same time she was flicking her eyes to me, watching me. I think maybe she was looking to see if I could hear what was being said. Like she was gauging to see how much I was taking in. I was taking it all in, but I was too hungry for the next orgasm to think about those words too deeply. I blinked at her and she smiled. It was like this connection between us. It was like Belinda was the middle woman in this world - the one who provided these deeply perverted people with the kinks they needed and were prepared to pay for.
At some point I would have to decide, or try to work out how much of what was being said was real, and how much of it was just for the immersion into this couple’s fantasy. Like this couple, or in particular this woman had this thing about young women my age, being taken and somehow ‘broken’. I didn’t know what broken even meant in this environment. And yet I could see this darkness in this couple and what they wanted and needed.
But that darkness excited me. It made me wetter than I was with this man eating me out. I wanted and needed to feel his tongue slide deeper into me - and I needed another orgasm. Maybe when I thought about this exact time later, I would realise that I was in the process of being broken now, for real, and not as part of a sexual fantasy.
 









CHAPTER EIGHT

 
“Deep, uncompromising shame, and guilt….”
 
It’s what I felt. From the core of me out there was this undiluted shame and guilt. Like it was flowing through me. Like it was infesting my central nervous system and like it was oozing from my pores. I shouldn’t have felt that, but I did. I suspect the reason was the orgasm I screamed through. Well, the orgasm that I cried through, screamed through, breathed heavy through, and begged for mercy through. Maybe that was the bit - the bit where I pleaded for this man not to stop doing what he was doing with his mouth. Maybe that was what started the shame and the guilt on their travels through the deeper inside of my femininity.
“Please don’t stop. Please do it again. Please, please do it again!”
The problem for me at that point was that the orgasm had been there, and then it was gone. And because it was gone, because I needed it back so badly, the tone I begged in was almost pitiful as well as being sincere. It wasn’t a half-hearted begging. It was an all-out pleading, from the bottom of my heart for that orgasm to be back where it belonged. It was like I needed it to be back at any cost. It must have sounded like it was a matter of life or death for me. I know it felt that way.
And you know what? I hadn’t given a flying fuck about that woman, and Belinda, both of them, standing over me, taking a good look as I’d been taken to the peak of the kind of pleasure that I didn’t know existed. Their expressions, both of them, saying about me all I needed to know. As though I was some kind of lesser being than them. As though I was some kind of creature that could never be let out alone because of the vile sexually aroused state I was able to get into.
But these looks had to have been the thing that kick started that terrible come down. Like as soon as that squirting orgasm wasn’t there any more, it was replaced by the shame and the guilt. And yes, it was a squirting orgasm. There had been so much pressure build up behind my clitoris, that when this pervert of a man did what he did with his mouth to tip me into orgasm, there was this ’squirt’ of urine. Or more like a gush. 
And I’d held my breath as though if I let it go of it I would miss the orgasm or something. And when the peak hit me, it was like my brain was being possessed along with my body. It was like a ‘relief’ of pleasure. I know that makes no sense. But it was like a relief of the sort that can’t be described. Relief yes, but greed as well. Oh that greed! I’d soaked that man’s face in my squirting piss that came in gushes time after time and I’d wallowed in the orgasm until it wasn’t there anymore. And then I’d let out this huge exclaiming sigh.
 
“How do you feel now?”
The man and woman were gone. The bondage was gone, for now, and it was just me and Belinda. I liked it that way. Or I had liked it that way before the experiences in this place.
“I don’t know.”
And that was the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth. The shame and the guilt went without saying. But the rest of it - the rest of it I couldn’t get to grips with not even if I tried. I was sitting on a chair, naked, my knees drawn under my chin. It was like I felt wretched. I know I looked wretched because there was a mirror, a huge antique mirror that was placed so that I could see myself. It was like a strategically placed mirror - something that had been deliberately placed so that I could see myself. I told myself this and then disagreed, then agreed, then shrugged it off. Whatever, I could see myself and it was like I wasn’t seeing myself. But time and time again my eyes were drawn to the reflection of myself in the mirror.
“You feel ashamed don’t you? I know you do. I have to say, I didn’t expect you to be quite so ‘immersed’ in what was happening. You surprised me, and the couple who were here. They’ve never seen anything like you, and they are advanced deviants.”
If this was Belinda trying to make me feel better about myself it wasn’t working. It didn’t even occur to me that what she was saying and how she was saying it was as deliberate as the placing of that mirror. It didn’t occur to me that some kind of ‘switch’ was taking place. Why would it? It was like this woman, Belinda had shown me these dark pleasures, and now she was inferring that all that ‘badness’ must have been in me all the time.
That this ’slut’ of a girl must have been in me all the time. So that added fuel to the shame and fanned the flames of the guilt. Yes there was some sort of turnaround in what she was saying and how she was saying it, and how she was treating me. It was subtle - like at the time I didn’t even know it. But I would know it, eventually.
“I’m sorry. I didn’t know that was in me, I really didn’t.”
And there was me assisting her. There was me making my job easier for her. Making it so that she didn’t have to work for what she was looking for.
“Well, sorry is one thing. But what are we going to do about it? I feel like I’ve stirred a monster.”
This was Belinda going for the jugular, but again I didn’t know it. I didn’t get it. I was falling for it. I was kind of buying into the theory that she’d discovered this monster in me. But more to the point was I was believing it was all my fault - because I was supposed to be feeling like that. The shame and the guilt weren’t just amplified, they were quadrupled. I looked at Belinda and nibbled on my bottom lip.
“I’m sorry.”
It was all I could think of to say.
“So you keep saying Natalie. But what do we do about it? That’s what I want to know.”
She sounded hurt. She couldn’t have been acting this surely? It was like in some fucked up way I’d let her down or something. It was like I’d let her down in the most base way possible and now we were at this impasse that I wasn’t sure there was a way past.
“I can go. Just leave here and we forget this ever happened.”
Yes the words were coming out of my mouth as a solution to what she’d asked. But I didn’t mean it. I had this throb in and around my clitoris now that wouldn’t go away, even when the guilt and shame were at their highest notch in my head. I was hoping and praying to god that she wouldn’t agree with me.
“Maybe you should. Maybe I should just let you go and forget about you? That may be easier for both of us?”
And she was reflective and the questions were rhetorical. That wasn’t what I wanted to hear. It really wasn’t. I didn’t say anything for what seemed like a long time.
“Is that what you want to do, just leave here and forget it ever happened?”
And she was showing just a little chink of light for me, possibly.
“No, no it’s not. It’s really not.”
The truth was that I’d never be able to forget what had happened. It was like she had alluded to at some other point of my doubt, that if I walked away, it would eat me up inside. And now I had this constant arousal to deal with.
No, there was no way I would be able to just walk away, out of that place and forget what’d happened. That ‘itch’ inside me that had been stirred would never simply go away. It would need more scratching - and then some more.
“But what can we do about it Belinda?  I Don’t know. This world is new to me. I feel out of my depth.”
I spoke in short sentences but I wanted to get my point across.
“Well, yes, you are out of your depth. But what I have to do is help you live your best life.”
And that was profound I have to say. Even as a twenty year old that little bit from Belinda was profound to say the least and it was almost mind warping. What could this woman possibly know about my best life? I had no idea, I really didn’t.
“My best life? What do you mean?”
I was asking honestly because I’d never heard that expression before, and especially not in a situation that I was in now.
“In a way it means you coming under my care, so that we can help you face what you are.”
“What I am?”
I was quick to counter her because I wanted and needed to understand completely what she was saying. And it was like she was hesitating to say what she wanted to say next. And once again I didn’t think for one minute she was acting this.
“You’re not normal Natalie. I think you know that now. I need to take you ‘deeper’ so that we get to the root of what you are - and who you are.”
This was sounding better for me. Deeper to me sounded like more of the same only deeper. If it meant more of those orgasms, more of that ‘abuse’ then I could take it. Not only could I take it, but I wanted to.
“Maybe it’s what I need? Maybe I have to go through it, and I have no choice?”
I was selling it back to her. Something was drawing me to want to go deeper in this world. And yet as well, now the guilt and the shame were real. But the arousal was back with a vengeance and it was like these emotions and sensations were all living side by side.
“I don’t think you really have a choice no. I mean you could go, forget it, try it that way, but I don’t know how that would turn out for you. Staying would bring you on a journey and then that journey coming to a conclusion of sorts.”
And again there was some silence. Like a period of contemplation. I could feel Belinda’s eyes on me. To me she was this mummy type woman looking after my best interests. I actually felt like this was the case. It didn’t occur to me that she was watching me like a predator might watch its prey.
“So, that’s settled then. You can see out the rest of the weekend here with me as we’d planned. We’ll delve some more. Take you deeper into that sub-space and see what transpires, right?”
I was hanging on to every word she was saying. I needed to hang on to those words and understand them.
“I think that sounds like a plan. You know, I’m really grateful to you for the time you’re given to me? I mean I know you probably didn’t know how this was going to pan out. But now we’re here, I need to see it through. I feel that very strongly - that I need to see it through.”
My tone told of the sincerity with which I spoke. But it was also the early stages of greed taking over me - hunger and greed for that pleasure that this woman could provide to me. I didn’t see it like that, or maybe I did. What I didn’t want to do was make Belinda think or believe that I was half hearted about it. I didn’t want to give her any excuse, or reason not to continue with me. That made me feel a little bit bad - how I was ‘acting’ in this way. But then it wasn’t acting because I did want to do it. I was hungry and greedy to do it.
But of course I couldn’t have seen Belinda smiling inside knowing the signs of me being where she wanted and needed me to be by now in the time line. That itch, and that throb were growing inside me again and she knew this. She was easing me into the deeper darker areas.
“Oh, you know Natalie, I have every confidence that you will see this through to the conclusion and beyond. And I want you to know that I am going to be with you every step of the way. I’m going to be right by your side, easing you through it.”
This was my state of mind. Believing every word that came out of her mouth. I’d even forgotten about the conversations she’d had with that woman, about breaking me. And about all that it meant.
“Shall we begin now sweetheart? Let’s go deeper together hey?”
And she was smiling at me. Like that first sincere smile she’d given me what seemed like an age ago. And I was like melting into those words.
“Yes, yes I want to do that. Let’s do it now.”







CHAPTEER NINE

 
“But I need to go deeper, it’s the best for me…”
 
I was speaking the truth, but I was mumbling, almost incoherently. I could feel my lips trembling because I was coming close to that high arousal state again.
“You do, and you will. But I’m going to tell you something I don’t tell many girls like you. I’m going to tell you where I want you to be at the end of this weekend. I’m going to tell you the ‘state’ I want you to be in. I don’t normally do this, but I think if you know, then you won’t be scared off. Rather you’ll be ‘keen’ to be reduced to that state.”
And there was this different way that Belinda spoke to me now. It was like she’d done her job up to now, efficiently. And that she didn’t need to gloss over any part of it. Constantly now she was separating me from other girls and women. ‘Girls like me’. I didn’t know not really what that meant. Yes my sexuality had taken on like a life of its own, but I was still a human being. Slut was just a word that applied possibly at times. I’d take that hit even if I didn’t get the deeper meaning of it. But there was more to ‘girls’ like me, I knew it.
We were in a different part of this place now. Belinda had watched me pull on a full transparent nylon body stocking that clung to me. And she had quite casually got a knife thing, like a scalpel and cut holes to bring my nipples through it. And the holes she cut were deliberately too small so that I could feel it constricting round the base of my nipples making them instantly very hard, very erect. The very fine coarseness of the nylon was adding to the sensations I could feel.
I liked the feel of nylon. I don’t know why but I always had. I’d always loved the feel of nylon stockings sheathing my legs. It kind of made me tingle and I never knew why that was. Perhaps this was down to the kind of girl I was, and that Belinda was now separating me into. I could see my nipples in the full wall mirror. They looked huge. More like teats than nipples.
And that made me feel a little queasy if I’m honest, it was like they weren’t my nipples at all. Nothing this grotesque could have been mine, surely? I’m only twenty years old for fucks sakes! How can my ‘bits’ look like this when the globes of my breasts were so perfect?
“Delicious aren’t they darling. Now put this latex catsuit over the top, there’s a good girl.”
She was encouraging and nurturing at the same time but she was also very progressive - keen for me to be layered up. And that was weird. I knew about latex, of course but I’d never worn it. I’d never owned any. I’d just always thought it was an odd fabric that odd people wore for effect. And now I was pulling on a black latex catsuit that seemed to cling to me and stretch around me. It seemed to replace my own skin somehow. And it seemed to enhance the nylon that already clung to me.
“Why latex Belinda? I mean, I’ve never…”
And my words just hung there unfinished.
“You know Natalie - latex will keep all of that badness inside you, where it belongs, locked in. Latex will be the key to who you are and what you are. It will keep the goodness out, and rancid badness, what makes you the girl you are, in. And that is what we need for this journey. You understand right?”
Strangely enough I did understand although I wasn’t sure about the extreme language.
“Yes. Yes I understand.”
But did I have rancid badness inside of me? The nylon crotch of the body stocking was already agitating and stimulating the flesh of my sex, making it wet. And making the nylon wet - I could feel it. And now as I carefully pulled the micro thin rubber up over my feet and then up my legs and hips. I wriggled into it pulling it up over my waist and torso and then my arms, over my breasts and up over my neck. That neck forming a kind of stiff collar that extended and held my head high like that like I was being postured.
When I felt this catsuit on me, fully, it felt weird I cannot deny it. There was this tightness to it, like a pressure that was on all parts of my flesh. The fact that the nylon was under it added an element that I didn’t understand. Like a sensation that I didn’t understand. I swallowed dryly as Belinda took that scalpel thing again to cut small holes in the latex so that she could tug my nipples through, into the open again.
“Why bring my nipples through? They’re disgusting!”
And my tone must have told Belinda how I felt.
“It’s true they are disgusting nipples. But they are also one of the keys to you being you. Can you see what I mean?”
I’m not sure I did see what she meant this time round. But I responded anyway.
“I think so.”
“You’re going to learn to make the most of your attributes Natalie - so that you can get the kind of pleasure in life that you deserve. A girl like you deserves intense, continuous pleasure and you have to understand that.”
And I knew she was talking about sexual pleasure and it was confusing. I was this ‘girl’ with all the badness inside me and yet I deserved intense sexual pleasure. I wasn’t sure I got it, if I’m honest. Everything about this thing, this situation I was in, dripped sexuality. It was just the way it was. Even the way Belinda spoke dripped a seductive sexuality. And yet there were all these conflicting emotions. I was bad and rancid. And yet I deserved all of this intense pleasure. How was this even the case?
“Will it help me be a better bondage model?”
I’m not entirely sure where that question came from. But the bondage modelling theme had taken something of a back seat since I had been progressed in this ‘adventure’.
“Oh trust me sweetheart, by the time I’ve finished with you, you will be the best, the world’s best bondage model. And you’ll be one with more than reasonable wealth.”
She had to do that didn’t she? She has to remind me that I was going to be ‘paid’ at the same time as receiving intense sexual pleasure. She had to make it dirty - or was that just my mind working overtime, not for the first time? I mean, I was assuming the sexual pleasure would be part of this all going forward, and she had said as much. But now the payment side of it was making it extra dirty.
“I want to be the best bondage model. I really do.”
I could hear my voice all dreamy as Belinda tugged my nipples through to the outside of the latex. I flicked my eyes down to look at them and then to the mirror. I never used the word grotesque but this time it applied. I’d never seen my nipples so hard, thick and long. I just hadn’t. And I’d never felt that throb that seemed to come from the base, and inside of them, quite so ‘loud’.
And it was like that nipple throb was connected to the one between my legs. I didn’t know how this could be, but it just seemed that it was all connected. I was starting to enter that phase of arousal again where I was losing all logic. In a way I welcomed that because when I was in that state I could push all the rest of it to the back of my mind and just concentrate on the pleasure,
Belinda got me to stand up, and back so that she could see me. I could feel her eyes pouring over me. It was like I could feel everything more intensely, just because of the way I was dressed. She’d told me before I got dressed like this,
“Do your makeup. Give me your best interpretation of what you think you are, in your makeup and hair. I’m interested at this point in what you think about yourself. And we’ll repeat the question in a different way later this weekend.”
It was of interest that she was sure that I was aroused before she hit me with that one. Arousal makes the mind, at least MY mind work in a different way and for some reason I knew what I needed to look like. I needed to look sluttish. I needed to look sex ready. I WANTED to feel like I was ready to give everything I had and when she’d seen me, she’d smiled - like an approving smile that made me tingle down the spine.
“Oh you’re going to shine today, tonight and tomorrow, I promise you are.”
Always she spoke a little cryptically. Today I would shine! I wasn’t sure what that meant and she didn’t expand. But then she’d produced the nylon body stocking and the tight, restrictive latex cat. and the makeup simply enhanced the view. Latex was sleazy and it was kind of ‘rude’ and this shiny black latex was no different. But my makeup and hair finished that off. Dark smoky eyes, deep red lips. My hair in this high tight pony tail that swung across my shiny back. And now here I was.
“Ready for the boots? Remember what I said about high heels. How they will enhance you, make everything tighter and all of you more responsive. Well these little beauties will do the trick.”
And she was smiling wide as she held up these patent, fitted boots, knee length in black and red leather. There was no platform to the soles but it seems that the height of the heels would require a platform. The red stripe was down the front of the boots to give them this stylised look to them. And that strip that went down the entire length of the boots from just below the knee right down over the arch of the feet, to the tips of the toes, added to the length of my legs.
“These will tippy toe you like never before I promise you.”
And of course she was right. At that point I realised the ballet like design was meant to do that. It was meant to force me to the tips of my toes like never before. Slipping these boots on was more like an ‘event’. I could feel my feet being forced into that sever arch, and then my ankles and calfs being shaped to the boots. The boots then zipped up tight adding strength and support. But the fact I was forced literally onto the tips of my toes didn’t not, couldn’t not, escape me. And this made me totter. It took me a few seconds to get my balance, and get used to how I was forced to stand.
But Belinda was right, I felt myself tighten up and I felt those throbs of arousal louder as well. I swallowed dryly now not knowing where or how this weekend was going to turn out. I’d thought ‘bondage modelling! Ha ha I can do that.’ But not in my wildest imagination would I have thought this adventure would take these intense twists and turns.
“Give me a little twirl darling. You know, all ‘model like’.”
And I got the impression that Belinda was mocking me a little. But not in a nasty way. Or perhaps she knew how difficult it would be for me to do the model like twirl in these heels. It was more like a very careful turn on the spot where if I managed to not fall over then it would be a success. I managed that, just.
And there was this slow clapping round of applause from Belinda but she was smiling wide. I don’t know why, but I could tell she liked what she was seeing. And that kind of made me feel good inside. It was like I was pleasing her and not displeasing her. So for me that was a win, win. But the heels were a challenge. That’s all I’ll say about that at this point.
“Ok darling. Let’s get you rigged up. It’s going to be a long weekend, but a mind-blowing one.”
I guessed it was time for the bondage aspect to kick in again. I was sort of knowing that what I’d experienced up to now was on the soft side. Going hard excited me. It excited me a lot and I couldn’t deny it.
“You’ll be standing for a long time for the first phase. But it’s an important phase. It will raise your sexual needs to greater heights and I know that’s something that you want.  But I don’t like the word ‘break’. I prefer in your case for it to be ‘make’ you. I’m going to ‘make’ you this weekend.”
And there was coercion vibe going on. But the truth was I didn’t care. I was already aroused and wet. I could feel myself swishing round inside the latex. She wanted and needed me to be on the same page as her, and I was. I could already feel my heart beat increasing, and my breaths coming in short sharp bursts.
 









CHAPTER TEN

 
“What I actually want is to ‘break’ you Natalie….”
 
Those words kind of haunted me through what I went through next. She’d changed the break to make, but I’d heard what she’d talked about with that woman. I kind of knew that breaking can’t have been a good thing. And to then change the word break for make, just made me feel more suspicious about it but it was too late now.
“To be an effective bondage model Natalie, you have to feel wretched. You have to feel like you deserve it and you have to feel like there’s nothing else in this world that is good for you except bondage and suffering. You have to live the bondage, and everything that comes with it.”
Belinda’s tone had changed and I’d never heard the word suffering before. And now she was making it sound like a ‘lifestyle’. There was almost this seething quality to her voice as she secured me to a solid upright pole with cuffs to ensure I couldn’t step away. And then via ankles cuffs with my feet spread just a little to allow my weight to be distributed evenly. I needed that, if only because of the height of the heels I was wearing. It was like it was a small assistance for me, and every little helped and all that. For the life of me I couldn’t remember reading in that Bondage Model advert that suffering and wretchedness were a prerequisite.
“I’m going to raise this platform a little. I need to bring your ‘piss flaps’ out into the open, like your nipples.”
The way she spoke would have shocked me had I not been so aroused at the same time. But now she was feeding my need with that dirty, obscene talk.
“It’s important to have your flaps ‘out’ you see Natalie? Bondage models have everything out. Nothing to hide, and no hiding place. They lay everything on the line for their ‘art’.”
It felt weird as the platform crept up higher. I suppose it felt like that because I couldn’t move. I was secured with my hands behind me, and with my severely arched feet to the platform. There was no way of correcting myself, or taking a step to correct myself. And now I knew that my sex lips were going to be taken out, into the open.
I knew that was a degrading thing, I knew it should have been deeply degrading but it wasn’t because I wanted it so badly. Is it not impossible to degrade someone who wants to be degraded? And Belinda’s use of the word ‘art’ to describe what bondage models did was something that infused an amount of confusion into my psyche. It was like my mind was being twisted deliberately.
And then she had that scalpel thing again, ready to slice the latex and the nylon in my crotch. That was a heart stopping moment. If that scalpel slipped, or if she misjudged it then there could be blood. But it was like I felt in safe hands with Belinda. It was like everything she did, was expertly completed. Even when she talked degradingly about me, and about my nipples and sex lips, she did it in such a way that made me feel safe, and secure. And made her words just seem ‘right’. And me not mind being here like this.
“There, dirty slippery sex flaps out, where they should be, on display.  But now, you should know that you are going to spend a long time like this, in this exact position as you are pleasured. I wonder, do you think it is possible to have too much pleasure? Or too many orgasms?”
I have to be honest and say I didn’t think so. I didn’t think it was possible for me to have enough of these kind of orgasms, or the building pleasure leading up to them. They were addictive mind mushing amounts of pleasure that I wanted and needed to soak up.
Fuck my ‘art’ this was a deeply personal and selfish thing. And yet thinking like this kind of put me into that space that Belinda and that woman put me into. The slut space. Did I care? In this arousal I think not.
“I need orgasms. I need pleasure.”
That was all I said. I didn’t want to challenge the fact that it would be impossible for me, a girl like me, to have too many orgasms. Or too much pleasure. But now, I regret even thinking like that. I regret it because I speak as though with hindsight,
There was a harness holding the device fitted around my waist and then two more straps fed between my thighs. The actual device was fitted and pressed to my sex lips and then activated. Immediately it suckered into my sex flesh and located my clitoral bundle and nestled there. And immediately the pleasure was intensified. And immediately I could feel my nostrils flare and me taking in sharp bursts of air, and holding that and then letting go. I just knew it wouldn’t be long before the first orgasm ripped through my twenty year old femininity. And I wasn’t ready for that. I wasn’t ready for what followed either.
It was different this time. In the previous orgasms I had been edged and then allowed to spill. But this thing working my clitoris and all of my delicate sexual flesh was sucking the orgasm from me in this obscenely hungry way. Like it had a life of its own. Like this little alien was sucking the orgasm out of me. And when I did cum, it was knee buckling.
“You’ll have to work hard to stand. If you buckle at the knees, you’ll pull your arms, maybe even break your wrists. So you will have to work to stay on your tippy toes.”
I heard every one of those words, as though they were in the background, and I did manage to snap my knees back into place so that I was upright. But that produced a ‘tremble’ throughout my entire body. This orgasm was not like the others in so many ways. The first two had been intense, as was this one. But this one was on a different level. It was like a sub-level of pleasure that I didn’t think it was possible to achieve. And it produced so much fluid that either oozed from me, or squirted.
There was this penetrating quality to this orgasm. A pleasure that was almost pain. In fact I asked myself that very thing. ‘Is this pain?’. But it can’t have been. It can’t have been pain because I wanted it so much. I tried to look down, to where that thing was clinging to me but I couldn’t focus. My vision was blurred because of the euphoria I was feeling as that orgasm infested every microbe of my sexuality.
“Uhhh god, please god…..”
After what seemed an age it was like I was begging it to stop. It was like I needed it to stop. But it didn’t.
“Bondage sluts have to ride it out. All of it.”
That was Belinda’s voice in the background. I could hear it loud and clear even though it was in the background. I can’t deny I was struggling to stop my legs from collapsing under me at the knees. I was on high alert as this orgasm wrecked some more of my mind. And then I was aware of breathing extra hard.
Literally this orgasm was taking my breath away. Literally it was sucking the life, or something out of me. I was aware of my eyes rolling as my tongue kept sweeping across my lips to wet them. I wasn’t sure how effective that was but I tried anyway.
And just when I thought would need to scream the place down because of this incessant pleasure, pain or whatever it was, the orgasm subsided and started to go down the other side. When I’d worked that out, it was easier for me to ride it out. And I did. I came down the other side but I was breathing hard. My latex and nylon enshrouded breasts rising and falling. But my nipples extra hard, extra rubbery and stiff. Extra obscene, I guess.
I was aware of Belinda coming round to the front of me. That platform now down to that level again. She was looking at me. Looking into my eyes to see what she could see. But I noticed one thing more than her being there. That was the pleasure from that thing fitted to the harness didn’t stop. It was still there. I thought all orgasms just spent themselves out to allow a period of recovery and battery charging as it were - or the come down from it. But this wasn’t the case. No sooner had that first orgasm subsided and there was promise of another. And this was doing things to my mind that I cannot tell you.
It wasn’t like I didn’t want another orgasm because I did. I wanted one badly and there was no come down from the first because there was no time between them. And this was what was throwing me. The thought of orgasm after orgasm and then some more. That was like I was in heaven right there and yet I wasn’t thinking straight. I was being driven by the hunger and the need for that pleasure.
I was thinking like that because I knew what that pleasure was like. And I was grateful for not having that come down in between. I was revelling in all that was good about having multiple orgasms. I wasn’t thinking about the detrimental effect of multiple, multiple orgasms. And this was the lesson that I was in this place to learn it seemed.
The second orgasm came, this time it came in a more brutal wave of undiluted pleasure and I looked at Belinda, my eyes wide, teary as I absorbed this second wave of mind fucking sensations.
“Good bondage slut. See sweetheart, it’s important you know and understand what it takes.”
Belinda, I know now, was confusing my senses. She was saying things to confuse the issue. Encouraging me, teaching me but confusing things in my mind at the same time. It was like it was better for her if I had too much to wrap my head around. It was like it was better for her if I had to fight with all sorts of demons in my head as these orgasms were sent through me. It was like, THIS was exactly what she wanted. For me to be so far gone, so far immersed in this vile sexual pleasure that I had no defence for what she did next. The arousal and the desire drove me and Belinda simply fuelled the desire.
I sucked up as much of that pleasure as I could. As much of it as my body and mind allowed me to. By the sixth, seventh, eighth and ninth orgasm I was exhausted both mentally and physically. That was what I hadn’t figured in - the physical and psychological impact of multiple orgasms all melding into one. I should have put one and one together but I didn’t. I should have because of the come downs I’d had with the other orgasms. With that outlet, that come down not having a way to manifest, with it all being held in, the effect on me was catastrophic. By the time the last orgasm raced through me I was screaming for it to stop. And my mind was in a state.
One might think that Belinda would have stopped it right away, with me in such a state. But she didn’t. She got in closer and watched me diminish some more. And only when she’d seen enough did she bring me down out of orgasmic status slowly, very slowly. But even as she did that I knew I was different now. Even I knew that I wasn’t the same Natalie I had been. It was like the innocence of my twenty years had been gobbled up by this evil pleasure.
“How do you feel now?”
“Am I broken now? I feel broken?”
Answering a question with a question was not my style, it never had been and people who did that irritated the fuck out of me. But it was all that came out of my mouth. I could feel my mouth moving, and hear these words coming out but I knew I wasn’t myself. I knew whatever had just happened had fucked me up in some way.
“Not broken yet. You will be but not yet.”
Her voice was soft, and seductive. It was almost like she was apologetic for putting me through what she did. And yet not at the same time. There was this edge to it that was hard to miss.
“Tell me how you feel?”
“I don’t know, is the honest answer.”
And it was an honest answer. I felt like I’d gone through something, like a time warp, but one that had fucked with my head. There was this come down from that many intense prolonged orgasms. But there was also this arousal that was still there and didn’t show any signs of going away.
“Do you still feel ‘horny’?”
Her question was direct, almost accusing.
“Yes, yes I do. I can’t help it.”
And Belinda breathed out. It was like I’d said the right thing. Or the thing that she needed me to say at this point. It was like one check box on her list that she could tick.
“That’s a good thing honey. Being horny, for a girl like you, all the time, is a good thing. And for a bondage model, it’s a must so that you can shine inside, all the time.”
 









CHAPTER ELEVEN

 
“I’m not sure I can stop now. I need more, and more.”
 
I said what I said because it was how I felt. But then I had the vibe of knowing that somehow this was damaging me. That advert hadn’t mentioned anything about sexual pleasure, or suffering. And yet, here I was having experienced, and now craving both. This was a devastating turn of events that I was trying to deal with. I’d been looking forward, even excited at being on the bondage model journey, and paying off the student debt. But now it was like the paying off the debt had been pushed right back in my mind. And the excitement of the bondage journey was being, or had been replaced by this need, and greed - that was like an addiction.
I’d never been addicted to anything before in my life. And yet just from what I’d been through so far, I knew what it was like. I knew what it felt like at microbe level to ’need’ something, an orgasm, intense sexual pleasure so much that I wouldn’t just consider doing anything for it, I would agree out of hand to ‘anything at all’. This was how I felt now as Belinda stepped up the bondage.
“Of course you do darling. And I’m here to make sure you get what you need.  And now, I’m going to make you more rigid, less able, impossible; even to rattle in your bondage. And then I’m going to turn up the orgasms, both in intensity and in length. You’re going to multiple orgasm and not be able to twitch a single muscle. Is this ok sweetheart?”
It was almost too mind-blowing for this woman to be asking for consent in this way. But she was and even though I knew I was in some kind of trouble, I gave that consent way too easily - way too readily.
I needed that feeling between my legs again and I needed that feeling rushing through me - that orgasm, and all that went with it. I didn’t care about how much my mind was being warped. And I knew it was being warped. I just needed to feel that pleasure back again. It was this weird thing - I needed it so badly that nothing else mattered.
“Fuck yes. Yes it’s ok. It’s more than ok…”
I can say it now - I was like a lamb to the slaughter. That was what I felt like but even that was a turn on for me. Why the fuck was it a turn on? Why was I so keen, so greedy, so hungry to be taken deeper down into a dark place? I didn’t know the answer to that. Maybe it was because it was a dark place that I was being taken to. Maybe it was the darkness that was so sexy. And this ‘thing’ this thing that I was becoming addicted to was like the trap for me.
“Good girl. You’re going to be so, so good at this, I just know you are. The Perfect Bondage Model.”
And there was Belinda talking like this was still a modelling job. I couldn’t get my head round that. But I would have plenty of time to try because now she was beginning the process of debilitating me with more rigid, strict bondage. And for the first time I had this feeling or this sense that I wanted to be in the tighter bondage as soon as possible because if I was in that, then I could kind of escape the guilt bit of it. And there was a guilt bit - and this guilt and shame hit between orgasms, however short the come down was. It was like if I was in bondage, tight, debilitating, strict bondage then I couldn’t be guilty of what went on during that time. Now ‘bondage’ was making sense to me. How naive was I?
 
“Mmmmmm mmmmmm mmmmmmm mmmmmm.”
The noises coming from me weren’t good noises. I knew that. There was this god awful moaning tone that was a constant. That was because I couldn’t speak any more. I’d been gagged. But it wasn’t just a gagging, it was a silencing. Those desperate moans were muffled and almost silenced, but not quite. The gag an inflated rubber penis that had been slipped between my lips and my teeth, down over my tongue, pressing it down, keeping it down into the floor of my mouth and then the huge head slipped inside and down my throat. It had been inserted in its deflated state. And once the flange of that gag had been pressed against my lips, through the head harness, it had been inflated.
“Everything has to be impeded slut. Everything.”
Belinda spoke softly as she worked. I couldn’t respond. All I could do was communicate with my eyes which had opened wide and then bulged as my mouth, and throat bulged. And then of course with those moans.
“You need to regulate your breathing. If you don’t do it right, if you try to take more breath than you need, or than you deserve, then it will be cut off.”
The complexity involved in this thing attached to my head and face, and then penis gag, was beyond my comprehension. How could my breathing even be controlled in this way? I didn’t know. What kept cropping up in my mind again was that I was in trouble. But in more ways than the obvious.
Just because I was in trouble didn’t mean that I wasn’t aroused and needy at the same time. I should have been able to take the right choices at the right time. I’d never had any trouble doing that before. So why now? The throb between my legs was answering that for me.
I tried to regulate my breathing. To me that was just to slow it, and not gulp air. That seemed to work to a degree. I still had odd breaths that gulped and when that happened, the tube through the centre of the gag was cut off, electronically, completely, and that was a time to panic. So I spent some time trying to perfect it and I had a modicum of success doing that. It wasn’t a case of wanting to have that success, I needed to have it, I felt, just to survive.
The collar fitted over the latex cat was stiffer and more organic in shape. The collar of the latex cat had extended my neck - I’d felt that at the time, but this one was different. It rested on my shoulders, which was something of a relief as it felt heavy. Or at least, heavier than anything I’d experienced ever. And it squeezed my neck, and throat, like a corset and then extended under my chin to keep my head up and my neck extended.
“You’ll learn to keep your head up high and proud, even if you don’t feel proud.”
All the time Belinda was feeding these little ditties to me as she worked. It wasn’t all good vibes that she fed me. Indeed the good vibes were becoming less and less as she worked and as my debilitation became more and more. The hint that I would feel proud less and less kind of struck a sense of unease in me and I don’t really know why. Maybe it was the negative connotation of pride and no pride.
So with my mouth reamed wide open by that invasive gag - my red lips clinging to that rubber cock for all they were worth, and the task of me needing to continually regulate my breathing or risk having it cut off, I must have been a sight that would provide any sadist, with the sight of their lifetime. But I’m being self-indulgent - a sadist would look on me as a virgin. Maybe they would look on me as a good proposition. I don’t know, my mind was going into overdrive again.
“Mmmmmm mmmmmm mmmmmmm.”
That noise again as Belinda cut the whole of my breasts free from the latex and the nylon. And this was a moment for me. The sensation of the skin tight latex clinging to each breast where it was connected to my chest all of a sudden loose. That little squeeze forcing my tits out in front of me. The grotesque nipples bloated from my desire and arousal.
“Much better. Epic breasts like this deserve to be ‘seen’, don’t you agree. You really are perfect you know.”
“Mmmmm mmmmm mmmm mmmmm.”
The same sound from me in response and I didn’t feel ‘perfect’. I’d said I needed to go deeper and this was it. I knew this was it. But what I didn’t know, not at this point was whether I’d regret it or not. That word kept cropping up in my swirling mind and that was ‘trouble’. And that I was in it. But that kept being washed away by the throbbing desire I was feeling.
“The breast harness was of a graded leather. It uplifted and separated my breasts. And it thrust them forward. I was trying to look down as Belinda worked but with the collar, it was hard. She was an expert bondager, if that is even a word? The way she used the equipment and fitted it, the way she worked with my flesh, and the way she talked to me every so often was like a skillset that no normal woman would have.
She had to have been some kind of fetishist herself. It had to be that she was not simply working for these people but that she was one of them herself. Maybe finally, in this stage of deeper stricter bondage, certain pennies were beginning to drop in my head. But were they the right pennies?
That nipple harnesses could only be described as ‘a piece of work’. My bloated nipples were fed through a steel ring that felt too small. But Belinda coaxed them through. And the steel ring was part of a more complex arrangement in which they could be adjusted and screwed out more. This screwing out resulting in my nipples being gripped and then stretched. Extended out, and stretched to make them appear even more grotesque. It can’t have been an accident that I felt my nipples were being singled out for special treatment.
“Mmmmmm mmmmmm mmmmmm.”
Yes that noise again. The only noise I could make. Even my eyes were fully bulged and could not convey any more. There was like this invasiveness to this bondage that I ‘felt’. It was like an increasing insidious feeling that filtered into me and then joined my arousal and desire in fucking up my head some more.
There’d been my mouth, stretched and invaded by the gag. My breathing, like it was controlled. Or that I had to control because of something that was out of my control. My breasts and my nipples, feminine parts that I’d always been proud of, harnessed, bondaged and ‘displayed’ as though I was some kind of oddity, to be looked at and viewed. Again that penny dropping part of my mind was telling me that indeed I was an oddity. Right now I was this oddity.
That pole had been lowered and I’d made that noise again as I realised what would happen next. The mounted dildo didn’t need to be explained to me and Belinda smiled as she helped me to step over it, and then lower myself onto it. My sexuality was being invaded and penetrated in the most base manner. This woman guiding this dildo into the depths of my most delicate and private flesh. That dildo then inflated inside me, and the pole jacked higher, and higher.
“Mmmmm mmmmm mmmmmm mmmmmmm.”
That advert hadn’t said anything about having my sexuality penetrated, or stretched. It just didn’t. I played and replayed that advert in my mind, and nope, there was no mention of penetration and stretching of my extremities. But it hadn’t mentioned me being eaten out either.
And yet here I was impaled on a dildo that was been jacked up against my cervix, and jacked up to a point that I was at full stretch on these tippy toe boots. I groaned inwardly then as Belinda re-attached my ankles to the platform, parted so that the sexual penetration could be clearly seen, and even emphasised. Belinda took extra special care to pull my sex lips down and out, so that they hung crudely, and so that the stretching of my vagina was enhanced.
I can’t say this stricter, more intimate bondage wasn’t a struggle for me, because that would be a lie. But I thought I’d done my best in absorbing it, and regulating how I breathed. But when my arms were brought behind me and cinched at the elbows, there had been this pain that didn’t take into my consideration that I was new to this.
My elbows were cinched in such a way that they touched each other. And that forced my shoulders back, and enhanced the bondage of my breasts and nipples. But that immediate sharp pain was acute and it interrupted my new skill of regulating my breathing.
I’m sure I would have screamed then when my arms were taken back and up, cuffed at the wrists and then attached to another hook that held them like that, shoulder height and parallel with the floor. This was agony for me and my desperate mmmmmmms’ must have relayed that. 
This stance forced me forward at the hips, and yet being impaled on that dildo, kept me upright. The boots, the fucking boots, forced everything tight and I could feel my nostrils flare as I struggled to contend with this. Fuck this shit. And yet the arousal seemed stronger and more desperate as well.
This was bondage in the cruellest sense, at least in my mind. I knew in the normal world I looked good. Sexy and hot. I’m twenty years old for fucks sakes. I looked after myself and I knew I turned heads when I walked into a room. But now it was like I’d had all of that taken away and replaced with this other me. Bondaged, debilitated and distressed. It was like all of my good points had been distorted for the pleasure of others. And that in turn had an effect on my psyche. An effect that convinced me that I was suffering like this because of how good I looked in the normal world. What was happening to ‘pretty privilege’ now? This was insane and twisted.
 









CHAPTER TWELVE

 
"Bondaged, debilitated and distressed."
 
I repeated those words in my mind time after time because they were factual words. But so too was the word I added on, ‘trouble’. I knew I was in trouble. Deep down I knew that I needed to do something about it. At some point I had realised that this bondage modelling job was not what I signed up for. And that there was something dark about it - sinister even.
But I was torn. Yes I knew the negatives - most of them anyway. But as well I needed the positives. In my swirling mess of a mind I tried to count the positives. But surely that can’t have been right - just one positive? And that was the collective pleasure and the orgasms. Even if I split them, pleasure and orgasms, that was only two. Whereas the negative count was way up. I didn’t need a fully functioning mind to work that out. Just half, or less of my brain cells was enough.
“This is where it gets tough honey. I just want you to know that. But I also want you to know that I’m with you. That I will be with you the whole way. I’m here now, and I will be here when you finally ‘break’.”
And she emphasised the word break. To me she did that deliberately to remind me of it, and what she’d talked about with that woman. I was hearing her words, every one of them but it was different now. I had more to deal with now.
The tighter, impossible way I was debilitated, the pain in my shoulders and the fact I was impaled via my vagina on an inflated dildo that kept nudging into my cervix providing me more discomfort. And the fact that I was prevented from taking adjustment steps because my overly arched, booted feet were anchored to the platform.
And then of course the arousal. The throbs in my stretched nipples, and my dripping clitoris. But now I was just standing in this exaggerated position. I knew I was wet - and I knew my juices were oozing down the dildo and then dripping down to the foot of the pole I was impaled on. Some of those juices just sliding to the insides of my latex sheathed thighs, making the whole area down there the focus of filth. Most of this I could only imagine in my head. And yet most of that I could imagine was not the full picture. My nipples throbbing as they were stretched more and more in little increments. Those throbs acting as amplifiers to the throbbing of my clitoris.
And this was being a bondage model? This was what had excited me so so much? Yes it had. And yes it did excite me. But now that excitement was different. It wasn’t an excitement or an arousal that I couldn’t simply dip in and out of. It was one that was there all the time. And it was an excitement that morphed with the despair. And yes there was despair - a lot of it simmering. I must have looked a sight secured the way I was. Probably an obscene sight, or worse than obscene.
“Brace yourself honey, the orgasms are on the way.”
 
My brain was foggy, but it was fully alert at the same time and I didn’t get that. The orgasms were like weapons slicing through my femininity.  I say ‘orgasms’ like I mean the plural. But in reality it was one orgasm. Just one orgasm that was a constant. It had peaks and troughs, but it was there all of the time. The bondage held me rigid and regulated me like I was someone, or something that needed to be controlled for its own good. I wanted the orgasm to stop, but I didn’t at the same time. But I was aware that it was eating away at me - at my mind, and my sanity.
My nostrils were flared as I tried to keep the right side of sane. My juices had flowed like a tap and had been turned on inside of me. Those juices dripping to the base of what I was secured to, and pooled there. Every so often I got a whiff of myself. I stank of sex. Stank of filth, and I was ashamed. But the shame just made my arousal even more so.
A then there was Belinda, standing, watching me, as casual as you like, her nylon sheathed ankles crossed. Her stare intense. I’d like to think she was looking out for me, that I was ok, or that I needed to rest, but something inside my mind made me doubtful of this, somehow.
“Now are you getting what it takes to be a bondage model sweetheart?”
She called me sweetheart like an aunt might call her niece that. It was like she didn’t or wasn’t taking into account what I was going through. But she did, I knew she did. This was her testing me. Seeing how far gone I was. I can’t believe I was so casual about this, given what I was feeling throughout my femininity and throughout my head.
That orgasm had to be spent at some point. It just had to be. There needed to be a point when my nerve endings, my receptors and my libido got burnt out, right? But it didn’t feel like it. I was the damsel in distress. I got that about bondage. The pink fluffy handcuffs, and the squealing delight of a girl cuffed. That was like the fairy tale of bondage. That was like the soft version. I’d only ever really thought that there was the soft version and now I got that.
The dark version hadn’t occurred to me. If it had then I wouldn’t have followed up on that advert, would I? Or would the lure, and the pull of it have dragged me in anyway? Maybe without the knowledge of these mind bending orgasms I would have stayed away. But now that I knew what those orgasms were and what they could do to me, there was no way I was going to walk away. I couldn’t - I just couldn’t. Maybe this was just the way it was supposed to be for me. Like Belinda had said, maybe I was ‘born to do this’.
“P-please, please Belinda, p-please…..”
I wanted to answer her question, but my mouth was full of rubber dildo, so I thought the words instead. But the orgasm kept peaking - like little throbs that took it to its peak. The troughs between were minuscule and didn’t give me enough time to use my regulated breathing so that I could recover. I was just plunged into peak after peak and it was exhausting me. It just ate away at me and I remember thinking that this couldn’t have been good for me. Not on the long run.
“Please what ‘slut’?”
Like she’d read my mind or something since I hadn’t, or couldn’t say any words. That tone to her voice was kind of nasty but I felt like I deserved it. I know, I know that’s stupid. How could I ‘deserve’ it? But what I was going through was making me feel wretched. I’d never have known what wretched meant, or that it would apply to me. But now that I was feeling it, I knew it.
I’m an attractive twenty year old woman, with everything going for me. I’d done university and got my degree - ahead of time I might add. I was pretty sure I could get any man, or woman I wanted to - not that I was lesbian of course.
But now this wretchedness was filtering through me. Through all of me, and settling in my brain and staying there. The thought of anyone I knew, seeing me like this was almost too much to comprehend. And that was the shame adding fuel to the wretchedness. My mouth full of dildo cock, my lips stretched to accommodate, that had to be very unladylike, very unbecoming.
My breasts out of the latex and into the air, my nipples, each of them, harnessed and screwed out into a full thick stretch, had to have been obscene to look at - and yet they excited me - sexually. And the sight of me, in my entirety - latex sheathed, tippy toed and in this orgasmic status that just wouldn’t burn out. And that dildo nudging and reminding my cervix of its presence, constantly.
I could only look at Belinda my eyes teary, pleading. Maybe if I was successful with my pleading eyes I would get some respite? But she just came closer to me, to look into my eyes. She was looking to see if I’d broken yet. At least this was what I thought.
I had this panic attack that went through me - what if she turned off the orgasm and cut me loose? The immediate answer to myself was she couldn’t do that. She wouldn’t do it. If the orgasm wasn’t there any more then I wouldn’t cope surely? I wanted it to stop, but only until the next time. I had these visions of going through some kind of cold turkey if the orgasm was switched off and not turned on again.
Maybe this was the start of me breaking? I didn’t want to break. To me breaking was a bad thing. But Belinda was letting this thing roll now. She was letting me roll into this feeling that I couldn’t do without what she was doing for me. ‘What she was doing for me’ - she’d showed me this acute pleasure that I was now becoming addicted to. She showed me what bondage was. She’d showed me what giving up my body and mind to her could achieve. But had she? I mean had she showed me what could be achieved? Maybe a little. But I felt there was more to come from her - much, much more. And in her words she was making me not breaking me. I wasn’t believing that now.
That orgasm. On and on and on. It didn’t stop. It just kept eating into me, fucking me up. I knew it was fucking me up. I didn’t need Belinda to tell me that. It was this ‘breaking’ thing that had me baffled. I didn’t know what ‘broken’ would look like or feel like. I didn’t feel broken right at this point. I just felt humiliated I guess. Degraded even. And ashamed that I had gone into this willingly. And more to the point ‘guilty’ because I was so turned on by it. But ‘broken’ - what did that even mean? I guess I’d find out.
 
Now the orgasm was gone but I was still in the bondage. And there was this sound - like a pathetic sound. It took some time to realise that what I could hear was my own sobbing. A bitter, bitter sobbing that I couldn’t curtail. It didn’t matter how much I thought I could save face by stopping that sobbing, I just couldn’t. And when Belinda pulled the inflated dildo gag out of my mouth, there was saliva stretched like drool between it, and my lips. And the removal of that gag meant that my sobbing was not muffled any more. It was raw and it was unhindered.
‘What did you want to say to me, slut?”
Belinda’s tone was very acute, sharp even. It was like she knew how I felt at that precise time and was wallowing in my distress. But I couldn’t see how a woman like her could know how I felt. There was this ‘I’m fucked’ vibe going through me that no-one else could possibly know about. I’d never been through a bad time where I hated myself. But this was close to that. And yet it wasn’t enough to think that I hated myself. There was this self-loathing that ran through the core of me. Like how could I let this happen to me?
“Please. Orgasm. More?”
They were the three words that dripped out of my mouth and I heard them like it was someone else saying them. They were words that quite simply conveyed how I felt, and what I needed. I didn’t want a whole conversation. I just needed the orgasm to be back even though I knew what the orgasm had done to me thus far.
“That’s negotiable.”
Her words back to me were equally as short and to the point. Fucking ‘negotiable’? I didn’t want to negotiate - I just wanted that pleasure back. I needed that pleasure to be flowing through me again. I needed it, whatever it took.
“Please Belinda, I need it.”
That made me feel even more wretched. Begging for that orgasm to be given again. It was like I was begging for something that rightfully belonged to me, and yet that was controlled by this woman. My head was in a mess. It was spinning.
“What would you be willing to do, for that orgasm to be back inside you, now?”
Despite what I was going through, I processed her words. It didn’t take me long to come to the conclusion that I would do anything, for that orgasm to be a part of me again.
“Anything.”
I knew what I was saying. It wasn’t as though I was ‘drunk’ with the arousal, and my judgement was impaired as a result. I was acutely aware of what I was saying and why. I knew I was offering myself, to be on the rack, as it were.
 









CHAPTER THIRTEEN

 
“Anything, Literally Anything.”
 
I meant it. Maybe this was what it felt like to be broken. I’d never been reduced to such a state of mind before. I had morals, I had boundaries, even as a twenty year old. I had self-esteem. I had pride, and I had dignity. There was no way I would be in this situation, saying ‘anything’ and meaning it, a few days ago. Even to be a bondage model, I’d felt I was in control of my own destiny. But that was back then, a few days ago. This was now. All of those good points, self-esteem, dignity, pride - they were gone now. Somehow I knew that.
“Anything? You should be careful what you say.”
I wished she wouldn’t play this game with me. It was like cat and mouse that she was playing and the worse thing was that I knew this. All I wanted was the orgasm to be back. Maybe that was arrogant of me? Maybe I had a lot to learn? I felt I had a lot to learn. But learning wasn’t my priority.
I can’t find the words to explain or describe how much I ‘needed’ the orgasm to be back, even though it was that orgasm that had melted my mind to this point. I just knew it had to be back inside me and nothing else mattered. My body needed it, and so did my mind. I didn’t know what I’d do if I didn’t get it back. I think I’d kill for that pleasure to be back. That on top of doing anything else I needed to do for it to be back. Fuck, what had I got myself into?
It was a case of me knowing it was bad for me. That any more of that orgasm wouldn’t be a good thing for me, but for now I just needed it and I didn’t give a flying fuck what it cost me in terms of physical or mental health. I didn’t care about the negatives. I just needed the positives and I needed those positives. I needed that ONE positive - now! I needed it now.
“Anything! Please Belinda.”
I was aware of me drooling my words. I was aware of the strength in my legs failing me from time to time so that I buckled and then snapped back. The bondage still held me tight, tippy toed for this woman to look at. That thing still suckled my clitoris, with just enough pressure to keep me wanting it. Was this me broken? It had to be. I think at this point not even I was aware of how far I had ‘fallen’. How far down the rabbit hole I had been sucked.
“I’m not sure Natalie. I think you’ve come too far, too soon. I might need to let you go. I mean, look at you - you’re a disgrace.”
And they were words that I did not want to hear. They were like words that left me feeling desolate. It didn’t dawn on me that she was testing me. That this was a play to see just how desperate, or just how broken I was. All I could think about was her releasing me, letting me go with no more orgasm and no way every to reach such an orgasm on my own. I’d be a wretched, pathetic mess for the rest of my life. I was just as desperate for her not to let me go as I was for the orgasm.
“Please Belinda, please don’t do that.”
Again, drool infested words that told of my absolute indignity. Words that were desperate and pleading in tone and taken into consideration with her assessment of me being a disgrace, I certainly felt it now. I was in a head space that I could not have imagined me being in, ever.
I knew what I was doing - I was fully aware and this was more degrading than anything. That I knew - that I was aware made it a more intense degradation. And that I didn’t care because I needed that orgasm back like ‘now’.
“I want to keep you Natalie. But keeping you means you being in a downward spiral. A never ending downward spiral. Do you understand that?”
The thing was I think did understand it. I knew already that I was in this place, in my mind, that I’d never been in before, or would never have considered being in, and that it was a dark place.
“I don’t care Belinda. I need it.”
I truly didn’t care, and that was the truth. At that point, that precise point, I just didn’t care about that downward spiral, as long as I could have the orgasm back.
 
“You know, you’re broken, or ‘made’ to my interpretation, now don’t you sweetheart? You know there’s no going back now, right? I can’t reverse this - it is what it is and it will stay with you forever.”
Belinda spoke in gentle tones - as though she’d not done what she’d done to me, but would help me through it all the same. For me, the tears wouldn’t stop. I was sobbing uncontrollably and I couldn’t stop. I’d never been a crier, or someone who sobbed. I thought I’d been pretty tough in that way. But this sobbing was the kind that came from the core of me and once started, just wouldn’t stop even if I wanted it to.
“I know. I know. I just need……”
And my words tailed off as I sobbed some more. I wasn’t in bondage now. I was sitting on a low stool with my legs spread wide displaying what I had. There was nothing ladylike about me. I knew that, but it was like any morals I might have had were taken off me, never to be returned.
“It’s ok, slut, just get it all out. That’s what you need to do. You need to get it all out, for me.”
And now Belinda was calling me ’slut’ as a matter of course. When she’d used that word first, to label me, it wasn’t right. But now I wasn’t so sure. It seemed to be fitting - it seemed to be right and ‘true’.
“I’m sorry, I’ve never cried so much.”
I was dripping tears and snot.
“It’s perfectly fine. It’s perfectly ok and normal for a girl like you to be upset with how you’ve turned out in life. Admittedly, usually it’s later in life that a girl like you shows her true colours - but you’re advanced it must be said. You’ve shown yourself for what you are, very young and so I guess the hit is harder. But it’s ok, it’s out now and you can at least know that I will look after you.”
There it was again, ‘a girl like me’. Somehow, things had been twisted and turned around. Now it was like this was all my fault for being one of those girls, who had this affliction, or something wrong with them. I still wasn’t sure what a girl like me even was.
It wasn’t at the top of my to do list to find out. I was rocking gently on the stool like I was mad or something. I just ‘needed’ that orgasm to be back. I needed it. I can’t put it any other way than ‘need’. And I didn’t think that it would end well if I didn’t get it - in terms of my well-being in my head.
“There are people who’ll pay to see you, who will want to use you Natalie. Do you understand what I mean when I say they will want ‘use you’?”
It didn’t need to be spelt out to me. I sniffed and sobbed some more.
“Yes, yes I know what you mean.”
I didn’t care anymore, I just didn’t. My dignity and pride were already gone, courtesy of that endless orgasm. I was having trouble thinking or remembering what else I had left. But then the draw of that orgasm was back again.
“What I have to do immediately, is place you back into bondage - tight inescapable bondage. I have to dehumanise you in such a way that all you are is a collection of ‘holes’ for clients to use at will, and where you are completely unable to do anything about it.”
She was using that tone again - the seductive one. Or maybe that was just me and my fucked up mind seeing things that weren’t there. Or maybe she just knew what she was doing with my head. What she was saying should have horrified me but it didn’t - it turned me on. It turned me on a lot. So much so that I let her know.
“Ok, ok. Can we do it now? Please?”
My eagerness would have been in my own tone of voice.
“We can but I need to know that you know what it means first of all. It will mean you being in bondage as men queue up, to deposit live semen in which every hole they want to - whichever they have paid for. Some will want all of your holes. Your mouth, your cunt and your ass. Do you understand? There are others who will want to know that they are inside your mind as well as your body. And they will do whatever they feel the need to do, in order to achieve that.”
The explicit obscenity was deliberate from her, as another test. Right at this point I wished my holes, all of them were filled with hard, dripping, slippery cock. She was making me horny for what she was describing. Yes it was another test so that she could see how far gone I was. But maybe not, she already knew what she’d done. That what she had done to me wasn’t an accident.
It was something that was micro delivered over time with her knowing exactly what she was doing and what the result would be. But I didn’t blame her. I wanted to thank her for showing me the kind of orgasms she could give me. And I would at some point in the future, when it was appropriate.
“Yes. Yes I understand. I want that, all of it, now, please Belinda.”
My words were wet and drooling - just like my hungry cunt. And I meant every one of them.
“It’s a process honey. I will bondage you, disable you so that you have no defences. And then you will be teased, edged until you’re on the point of insanity. When the clients come they want to see you already on the extreme edge of desperate. Already turned on and cooked for them. They want to see a broken twenty year old reduced to ‘holes’ for them to use in any way they see fit. Do you understand.”
I wanted to scream. She was ‘cooking’ me with her words let alone her deeds. I should have been shocked at the severity of what she was describing, I would have been a few days ago. But not now. Now I wanted what she was describing. I wanted it and craved it.
“Yes, yes I understand yes. Please Belinda, can we start now, please?”
I wasn’t just desperate to be in bondage again, I was desperate to be those holes for the clients. The thought excited me, thrilled me and made me leak my juice like a tap had been turned on inside of me. I tried to make the best of it in my head. I was already ‘broken’ according to how I felt and what Belinda said to me. So it couldn’t get any worse right?
Deep down I knew the answer to that. At any other time, before this encounter I would have known that I needed to get away, walk away and never look back. I knew it now but the addiction to orgasm that was or had formed in my body and mind wouldn’t let me do the logical thing. It never would. As for how much worse things could get for me, I didn’t know. All I did know for sure, was that I needed to go deeper. And I knew there was a ‘deeper’ to go to.
“I wanted to take the opportunity of sharing some news with you Natalie, I hope that’s ok.”
It did things with my mind when she reverted to using my real name instead of slut. It was like she was reminding me of the reality of my situation. Reminding me of who I really was - or who I had really been. And what I was now. But I was curious as to what the news was. In amongst everything, what I was going through, I was curious about this woman’s news she wanted to share with me. I didn’t know what the actual fuck my world was coming to.
“Y-yes, yes it’s ok. Please yes share with me.”
In truth I wanted her to get it the fuck over with so that she could take me wherever in this place, bondage me and get my sex on fire again. That was what I needed. I just needed that. That was all.
“I wanted you to know, your student loan has been paid back in full. So you don’t owe them anything. But you do owe us.”
And she let her words hang right there. And I was trying to comprehend what it meant. I understood, but I couldn’t quite get my head round what ‘owing them’ instead of owing my student loan meant. There had to be a reason Belinda had done that. There had to have been something in it for her. Of course there was.
 









CHAPTER FOURTEEN

 
“But you do owe us….”
 
Those words. Fuck those words. And if my mind hadn’t been so screwed up I’d know what was wrong with that. Of course there was something in it for her. She’d already told me that. I didn’t owe a student loan any more. I just owed them, or her. I sobbed a little bit more but then I sniffed it back. Thinking straight was harder than ever at this point.
“But why would you do that, for me?”
I had to make it sound like I was grateful by making out I didn’t get why she’d done that for me. But in the back of my mind, financially I was no better off, and now I was indebted to work for these people and not just work for the student loan company. In effect I was tied to them, literally, until the loan was cleared. I tried to work out what that meant, convinced that potentially it was a bad thing.
The more I tried the more I came around to thinking that it was a good thing in the longer run, for my orgasmic status. And that it would put pay to Belinda letting me go, or cutting me loose. It proved what I thought, that she’d just been testing me. It was almost like this was a battle between us. Not a battle that I wanted but one that had just manifested itself in this way.
“You want to be in this long term right? It’s what you’ve been begging for, and now it’s fact. We will split your repayments between cash to you, and cash to us. it will mean a longer term paying it off, but I promise you, you will be well taken care of. You will be well rewarded in more ways than one. And those orgasms you are now craving, will become an even bigger part of your life.”
She was spelling it out to me when I was at my weakest. In fairness to Belinda she was telling the truth of it. She’d tied me to her, and these people, but it wasn’t like something I didn’t want. She’d been right, I’d begged for it. And when the slightest thought was fed into my head that she was thinking of letting me go, it had been like some kind of cruel torture to my already fucked up mind. I pondered her words - and then she took me to a place that was nearer to hell than I’d been up to now.
 
Later - though I don’t know how much later….
 
My eyes were bulging open, I could feel them. And I was mumbling, drooling and lolling my tongue out. Belinda had teased me to the edge of one of those tsunami like orgasms time and time again and it was affecting my mental health because she wasn’t finishing me off. I couldn’t move. I couldn’t avoid the teasing and the edging and I felt like I truly was just a collection of holes for whoever was coming later. How could I think of myself like this, in those terms?
“There will be times when you won’t like this. And times when you will beg for it, for this teasing. But there is no avoiding it - this is something you have to go through, to be where I need you to be. To be where the clients need you to be. They want you like a vacant, dumb bondage slut - just holes for them to relieve themselves inside of.”
Belinda was in close to me and she was letting her voice drizzle into my psyche. I couldn’t stop it. I didn’t want to stop it. That voice fed my craving for her and what she was doing to me. But I could feel myself on the edge of some kind of madness and I knew that wasn’t good for me - not in the long run.
“I want it…….”
It was all I could say in response to her. I felt I was thinking right but couldn’t have been or I would have got more out in terms of words. It was like there was nothing wrong with my mind even though I knew there was. It was like my mind was clear, crystal clear. And yet there was this inability in me to function as I should.
I was forward over some kind of narrow padded bench. My arms were down, secured to the sides of this bench. I was on my knees, which were spread crudely. And I was back in latex, my sex lips pulled out grotesquely, along with my nipples which were harnessed again and stretched down the side of the padded sides of the bench. It didn’t seem right that my tits be like this. But I didn’t get a say in this. Belinda had told me,
“Remember, you are just ‘holes’. Holes with no rights. Oh, yes and holes don’t speak, ok sweetheart? Unless of course you are spoken to.”
That had been a rhetorical question of course. No gag this time because my mouth hole had to be available. It needed to be available to complete the ‘hole collection’. My hair was twisted into a tight pony tail and then braided into a hook and hoisted above my head - like its own form of hair bondage. And that had been adjusted and raised so that all I could do was look ahead of me and not drop my head or my eyes at all. My mouth was the right height for a cock to be slipped in.
My pussy and my ass were thrust back - a stopper in the small of my back forced that thrust back of my holes. This time there was no give in the bondage. It was compete and unforgiving. I was set at a height, adjustable, for all comers to use as they saw fit. And it was as THEY saw fit. I didn’t get a say in how or who used me. It was a kind of tone, like a vibe that was set early on. And now on top of all that, I owed them. And what they said went. There was this strange kind of relief, like a weight being taken off me, not to have to make decisions. Or to have the decisions taken off me by Belinda, as to how I was used, and by whom.
The tremble in me was a sign of my agitated mental state as I was relentlessly teased to the edge of orgasm. But never allowed to spill over into it. I could feel the juices oozing from me in little waves. I couldn’t see, but I knew I was producing a lot of sexual fluids.
Then when the giant screen in front of me flickered to life, its brightness almost blinded me. It kind of came out of the darkness, out of nowhere. I’d not noticed this screen before. But as my eyes adjusted to the light I could see that this huge screen was divided into four smaller screen. Four different views of me, from different directions. It was like I was being given a chance to be outraged at myself for looking like I looked. The shame and the degradation was instant. But so to was the drool from my cunt.
I didn’t recognise myself. Not like this anyways. There was this awfulness in how I looked on that screen. Layered in latex and debilitated. I argued with myself that it wasn’t my fault I looked like this. This was the bondage. But then from the full face camera I could see that I was in some kind of psychological zone - some kind of sexual zone. And it was that, that disgusted me about myself. The need and want in my eyes, and then the sight of my sexuality all red, swollen, and dripping like it was.
It was an invite for a pervert to just dip in and I disgusted myself more with wanting that. Wanting a pervert to dip his cock inside of me and empty his balls. I would have paid a hefty price for that right at this point. I didn’t know, not really that I was already paying a hefty price and that this would be on going.
“Look at yourself slut. This is what you wanted. This is what you’ve got. You’re a fully-fledged ‘bondage slut’ now. Congratulations!”
And there was this tone to her voice that was as sharp as a knife. A tone that cut into my psyche. She’d dropped the Natalie now - it was slut again now. That hurt me a little if I’m honest. And yet at the same time it didn’t - slut suited my state of sexual need and greed right now and I watched myself licking my lips hungrily on that giant screen in front of me.
Belinda’d said what she said, ‘a fully-fledged bondage slut’ in a way that was strange to me. Somehow bondage slut didn’t quite cut it - didn’t quite come up to the level that I felt. I felt it was understating what I actually was. Surely this way I was debilitated and teased, and reduced in status was more than a ‘bondage model’? The way I was in debt to these peoples and would be for a long time - the almost vile way I was aroused and needy. Even aroused and needy didn’t really describe how I felt, or this zone I was in.
“Orgasm, please Belinda?”
I don’t know how I managed to get the words out, but I did. Wet words - drooling words that conveyed my state of mind and the state of my sexual urgency.
“Not yet honey. At the end of your ‘shift’ tonight, when you have sated the clients coming to use you. Then, IF you have performed well and pleased everyone - then you might get an orgasm. But that isn’t a given. It’s the one thing we can use, to ensure you give your best each and every time. We can deny orgasm unless you DO give your very best each and every time.”
I got it - the carrot and stick approach to training a dog. In my case a bitch dog. It seemed fitting - it seemed appropriate. It fitted how I felt, and how I looked on that screen. It was even something that turned me on more. Being trained by being denied what I wanted the most in the whole wide world - a filthy dirty orgasm.
And yet at the same time there was this sense in me that I wouldn’t need to give my best at all times. Not consciously, because of the state I was in. Because of the zone I was in I would always give my best naturally, effortlessly, aided by the bondage - that it would be like my second nature to give my all, each and every time. It would be natural and it would impossible for me to not be what these people wanted me to be, at all times. My new addictions would see to all of that.
“We have an hour before the clients start to arrive. A rough itinerary is that they will start to arrive at around seven, and there will be a steady stream right through until the early hours of tomorrow morning - or until everyone has been gratified with your holes. THEN when we are alone again, we’ll see about that orgasm you so desperately need.”
I was hanging on to her every word. I didn’t have a choice. Belinda had become an integral part of my life now. I couldn’t believe I was thinking that I needed her. There was this need in me for her as much as there was for the orgasms. I mean, if she weren’t here now, if she wasn’t doing this to me, who would be? Would anyone be? I needed her so, so badly. The orgasm, and this incessant edging went hand in hand together - and now Belinda had joined hands as well.
“Anything Belinda anything…”
Again, three words were all I could manage before the slippery drool took over. I could feel my eyes blinking - and they blinked tears now as the edging started again.
“Let’s get you nice and ‘accommodating’ for our paying guests. You know that men will primarily use you for relief, but their partners and wives will be here as well - to watch you. And to see what you have become.”
That sent another thread through me. Not of fear, but of self-loathing. Just the thought that there would be other women who would see me at my ‘worse’ that purported to be my ‘best’. I’d always been able to handle men and boys. It was the girls I’d not been able to get my head around - not properly. It was the fact that they’d always had that ‘who does she think she is’ look on their faces when they saw how immaculate I was always turned out. And I didn’t mind that. I smiled at that. To think that they thought I was better than them.
But this was a total changing of the circumstances. Women, older women, even women not much older than me, seeing me in this state. That was like a cut that run deep in my psyche. It didn’t overpower the arousal, it might even add to it, the more I was edged, but it did leave something there, in the back of my mind, that was toxic. Belinda was using my arousal to break things to me, to bring me up to speed. She was using my need and greed to control how much arousal and how much self-loathing I experienced. I began to moan, deep guttural moans as Belinda remotely operated the thing clinging and suckling to my clitoris.
 









CHAPTER FIFTEEN

 
Bondage Model And Beyond
 
By the time the first couple arrived I was in a whole state of tremble. All of me was trembling and shaking in the bondage. One look at my sexuality, pulsating as though with a swamp like life of its own, would tell anyone what was wrong with me. Was it wrong though?
I couldn’t think straight. Belinda had really gone to town on me and I was on the verge of madness. No really, I was on the verge of a madness that didn’t exist in me before - that I didn’t know existed.
“This is the creature then? How, ‘sweet’.”
The woman, in her thirties had come straight round to the front of me to look me in the eye as she spoke as though I wasn’t even one of her species, let alone on her level. Her eyes drilled me. She wasn’t talking to me - she was talking about me and this was just as well as I couldn’t think straight and I couldn’t function. All I kept thinking was that I wanted cock inside of me. I wanted it and I needed it.
I must have looked at the man with hunger and greed in my eyes because the woman smiled when she recognised that look. She came right down to my level, and took a chair with her. It was like she was planning to stay with me for some time.
“You’re going to get my husband’s cock inside you. And I want you to thank me before and after you’ve drained him of his testicle contents. Do you understand?”
She’d placed a finger under my chin, as though she was holding my head up to look at her. But she wasn’t because my hair bondage was taking care of that. I tried to wonder, tried to fathom what sort of a woman she was. She was attractive, well spoken, well-heeled and yet she was speaking like this to another woman. I somehow came to the conclusion she was as much of a pervert as her husband had to have been.
“Y-yes. Yes I understand.”
In my head I said the words clear enough. But the way she smiled and tilted her head all sorry for me, told me that I’d struggled to get even the worse version of those words out.
“Thank you. Thank you for your husband’s cock.”
Again it sounded clear enough to me. But the look on her face said otherwise.
“She really is in a state isn’t she? I like that. A young slut so far gone she can’t even converse on our level.”
Yes, she had to be as much a pervert as the man who said nothing, literally. He just watched and listened as his wife took her time to tear me apart psychologically. For me this was torture. A string of men forming a queue to use me, I could have coped with, maybe. But the wives watching, commenting and talking about me and to me, as though I was just this sex addled creature was almost too much for me. If it hadn’t been for the need and greed I would never have got through this part. And this was only the first part - the first clients of the night.
When he used my holes, all of them, sometimes more than once, I tried to think of other things in the ‘lie back and think of England’ mode. But it didn’t work. I was needing what he was giving me too much. It didn’t work for me to pretend or act otherwise. I know I was what they wanted to see, a wanton creature gagging for it - and not some stuck up little bitch here against all of her wishes. I was ideal for them, ideal for this purpose. It was like all my layers had been peeled back.
He slid his thick cock into my cunt first, using my natural lubrication - all the way up to his balls. He really was balls deep and I squeezed on his cock with my sexual muscles to the point that I grunted in this crude way - that was for me, not for him - that was my greed. And that was something else for this woman to smile about as she sat, literally inches from my face. It was like she was getting the essence of me, at the precise time of penetration. Like she was trying to taste my breath of despair as this man, a much older man shoved the full length of his, ‘her cock’ into me.
Then, before he came, he took it out and directed his phallus to my anus. And I gritted my teeth for this. She was watching me close. I wanted that cock inside my ass but at the same time I didn’t want this woman to see me wanting it. In the event I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t help but show my craving and my need. I grunted again and then relaxed my anal muscles as his huge bell end nudged past my sphincter and then the bend in my colon and that kind of took my breath away. But I squeezed my ass around his cock anyway because I needed to feel it slam into my colon and not just nudge it.
He didn’t cum inside my ass either. It was my lucky day in that he was saving his load for my mouth ‘hole’. His wife just moved slightly to the side so that she could see it, unhindered. I didn’t want her to see her husband’s cock sliding into my mouth but I did at the same time. I couldn’t hide the fact that I wanted to taste that cock and I wanted to taste ‘me’ as well, at the same time.
He reamed my jaws open and clicked the bell end past my teeth. And then in one firm movement his shoved his cock into my throat and down making my eyes water and pop open. He held my head, not in a loving way but in a way that told of his possession of me for this time. What he was doing was simply fucking my face, with little or no regard for my pleasure at all.
And he came pretty quickly. The time in my cunt and ass had readied him for the orgasm. Lucky him that he was having an orgasm. All I had was edge after edge after edge. And that was making me delve deeper into the rabbit hole that I was in. That really was a dark place that I was in.
He came copiously. I drank his cum like a good bondage slut should do. And his wife didn’t take her eyes off me, not even for a second. It was like she didn’t even blink in case she missed some of my despair. It was weird, the presence of this woman as I went through this added to my degradation which in turn added to my cravings. I drank all his cum, all of it and then remembered what I had to do. I looked at her and spoke,
“Thank you for your husband’s cock being inside of me. All of me. Thank you for his delicious semen.”
At least those were the words I thought but I could tell from the tilt of her head that they hadn’t come out of my mouth quite so clear as they sounded to me. The edging now was on another level.
 
It was 4am when the last man relieved himself up inside my reproductive tract, flooding my cervix with his cum. I bubbled and groaned for more even though I’d had enough. Seventeen men had relieved themselves inside of me - and it felt like it. It didn’t just feel like it physically, it felt like it in my head. More cocks had been inside my holes over these few hours than I’d probably have over the course of my life, had it remained normal. The leather clad wife of that last man had issued a parting shot to Belinda.
“She’s delicious. Get her clit pierced. And her nipples. A tattoo or two as well. Make her look the part as well as be the part. She’s perfect. Just perfect for us.”
Being used and talked about like this did something to a girl. It did something to me, I know that. There was this numbness inside my head to what had happened and yet also a deep sorrow. Though I don’t know who the sorrow was for. Was I sorry for myself? I don’t know. What did I have to be sorry for myself for?
I just know that after ‘this’ session, I wasn’t the same Natalie. I just knew that the certain naivety and innocence of that Natalie was gone and wouldn’t be back any time soon.
“I know, I know how you feel, slut. But I told you, there will be no going back. And there won’t be. It’ll be just deeper for you from now on. But you deserve orgasm, yes, or no?”
Belinda was asking me if I thought I deserved orgasm. That was unbelievable. It wasn’t so much that I deserved it, as needed it. And she knew that. For me at this precise moment in time, I was so devastated by what I had been through, and what I had been hungry for that the thought of an orgasm was beautiful to me. That’s because it was a way for me to go past this post session despair, shame and guilt that I felt. I knew that once the orgasm was there, that I would be past it. That orgasm was enough to lift me out of anything, any mood, anything.
“Please, please Belinda, please orgasm.”
There was semen dripping out of my two most private holes. And it wasn’t like I could ignore that, because I could see it on the screen from up close and personal. It hit me like a sledgehammer when I’d watched myself time after time, being used like that. And now when it was all over I could still see the dregs dripping from me.
“Yes, I think you deserve an orgasm darling. For your first time you have performed admirably.”
I never thought I’d be so delighted to hear Belinda say those words - that I deserved an orgasm. I wonder what the old me would have said, had she known where this little adventure was going to lead?
Surely she, ‘I’ would have run a mile. There was no way that I had anything like this in mind when I was drawn to that ‘Bondage Model Wanted’ advert. There was just no way that I would have gone down this road. But now ‘I’ had been given a taster of those pleasures of the dark arts.
Belinda had simply stood back casually and watched every single man sate himself on and in my flesh. And I had been so hungry, so needy for it, I assisted. I felt used in more ways than one. I could taste stale semen in my mouth and god knows, I’d tasted and swallowed enough of it. It was like cock and semen were now on my list of addictions and cravings. Belinda tipped the orgasm on and immediately it had been there. For eight or nine hours I’d been on the edge, nor permitted and now it was forced on me.
“Uhhhhhhhhh uhhhhhhhhh uhhhhhhhhhh.”
They weren’t words I said. It was just noise of deep, unmitigated gratitude that the orgasm was there. It was a deep seated grunt as the peak of orgasm was reached and held there. It was a noise of distress yes but also a noise of pure gratitude and pleasure.
It wasn’t like I didn’t know that this woman, these people were controlling me now because I did. I was in their debt and they controlled my addictions. But then who were ‘they’? It had only been Belinda, and then these people that came. These men and women, perverts and deviants who looked at me, talked about me and then used me. There was no ‘they’. It was like Belinda held all the cards here despite what she’d told me.
I was still in that same bondage. I’d always be in bondage for orgasms. It would make me as addicted to the bondage as I was to the orgasms. Everything from this point on would be designed to deepen my addictions. Belinda said as much.
“I want your mind washed slut. Washed free of the normal. I want your mind just focussed through addiction to gratify all other people. Just focussed on your need to be in bondage and your need to be used in every conceivable way, sexually. Think you can do that for me honey?”
There was this knowledge in Belinda’s tone, of what she’d done to me. And where she was taking me.
“My m-mum. What about my mum? She’ll know something is wrong.”
That was as many words as I’d got out for a long long time. But they were words that needed to be said - to be spoken. I’d thought about mum all of a sudden and what she might think of me, if she saw me now.
“You don’t need to worry about your mum. We’re taking care of her as well.”
And as I rode the peak of that orgasm into some kind of oblivion, those words shocked me to the core. Belinda reverting to the plural again ‘we’. And yet the notion that she was close to my mother as well as me was something that didn’t wash away in my mind. It stuck there. And I’m ashamed to admit that it fed the need in me - the arousal. That was the thing, Belinda would know how to feed the needs in me with extreme fantasy visions and extreme addictions.
I undulated through that orgasm. I broke out into a thin film of sweat, not for the first time. And I made noises like I was in sexual heaven. And Belinda simply watched. I was entering the first day of the rest of my life, as a Bondage Model. Except it wasn’t just a bondage model, was it? There would be another six hours of orgasm before it was switched off. Then it would be simply edging until the next one.

 

THE END
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