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About The Photographer who Bound Me:

Camille: The recent graduate, obsessed with bondage, who on a whim asks to model for her favorite fetish site.

Wes: The photographer, a brilliant and domineering creative mind who can't wait to make her every fantasy a reality.

When a pressing need for income drives Camille to contact the proprietor of her favorite bondage site and apply for a position as a model, she has no idea what she's in for. Luckily for us, she's about to find out.

This scorching erotic short features plenty of bondage, BDSM, male domination, female submission, teasing, and a whole lot more! Enjoy!

–

An Excerpt:

We spent the next few minutes getting my arms situated into their own sleeves, which worked very much like the ones around my legs. It didn't take long, and soon I was on my back, each limb encased and immobile.

"We're going to do the same thing with the arm sleeves that we did with the legs," Wes told me as he grabbed the wooden blocks and set about placing them on the ground a few feet over my head, one on either side of me. He picked up the drill and screwed the blocks into the ground.

I did what I could to follow him with my line of sight, but it was difficult once he got above my head. You'd be amazed at how little you can really move your head and neck if your arms are completely taken out of the equation. It certainly surprised me, anyway.

Of course, when he bolted the sleeves into place -- one for each board -- is when I truly understood how little movement I had to work with.

He backed up and wiped some sweat off his forehead, then stared down at me.

What a sight I must be. Topless, in tiny pink panties, my torso the only part of me that's truly exposed. I can't move my limbs. They're stuck in place, and no amount of struggling's going to change that. I'm spread out in a big X on the ground, absolutely incapable of moving, and now he gets to play with my tight young body all he wants.

Somewhere in the back of my brain, I panicked a little. What was I thinking? How could I just wander into a stranger's home, get nearly naked, and let myself get bound so thoroughly? What if he wasn't who he said he was? What if he tried something I didn't want him to try? What if there was an emergency?

Calm down, Camille. Those are the questions a helpless person asks. You wanted to be helpless. Well, here you are.

There I was.
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Unlike a lot of other girls I've met, I've never been shy about what I like in the bedroom. I've never had a problem talking about my fetish for being tied up, never had any issues discussing my fascination with it, and never worried about what people think of me when I tell them it's basically the only kind of porn I'll watch.

There's just something incredible about it, something endlessly arousing and intriguing about being bound and helpless, giving yourself over completely to someone else's whims and trusting they won't take heinous advantage of their position of power. I love that feeling, and whenever I can't drag a boy home to make me feel that way I'm always more than happy to load a few videos up online and enjoy some alone time in the tub or underneath the sheets.

It was while enjoying some of that alone time that I first stumbled across Controlling Interests.

Right off the bat, the site was completely unlike anything I'd ever seen before. The models weren't the typical dolled-up sex bombs I'd see on a bunch of other sites, for one thing. They were girl-next-door types, the sort you'd notice while out at a bar one night, or hanging around the dorms. Many of them were modeling for the first time, or had only modeled in one or two other things before. Shoots took place only about an hour and a half away, in Philadelphia, so the girls had a particularly local look to them that made it even easier to put myself in their positions.

The "studio" itself wasn't a huge, rented space or warehouse with no decoration; it was a home, a small, cozy kind of place where a room or two had been set aside specifically for the purpose of filming and photography. It made things feel more personal, more realistic. Something about the assembly line approach I'd find at a lot of the other, larger sites turned me off sometimes, and it was nice to see a girl in an interesting, unique bondage predicament on the carpet in what was clearly a guest room. I liked the accessibility of it, the down-to-earth nature of it.

Most interesting to me, though, was that in the pre-shoot interviews I could find, they all expressed an interest in bondage and what they were getting themselves into. They were fascinated by helplessness, wanted nothing more than to subject themselves to something new and disarming, were pleased to be in front of the camera and exposed to a wide audience of viewers in the most vulnerable of positions.

All of these things made it much easier for me to put myself in their shoes, to imagine what it might be like for them and fantasize about putting myself in their place for each shoot. I'd look at a young woman, tightly hogtied and gagged with socks, rolling around on a carpeted floor, and picture myself in her place -- my breasts heaving and thong peeking up over my jeans as I struggled and writhed in the ropes, knowing the photographer hovering over me and taking shots could do pretty much whatever he wanted and I wouldn't be able to stop him. I imagined what it would be like if he decided to take advantage of that power, to cast aside the professionalism of his post and take me the way I've longed to be taken since I first saw a damsel in distress on television in my teens and slipped a hand down my panties in response.

For all the time I'd spent watching videos on Controlling Interests and thinking about what it might be like to be in one, however, I'd hardly given any thought about actually going about it. It seemed too bizarre a prospect, too great a risk for a woman just out of college trying to land a solid job.

But as prospect after prospect failed to work out and I found myself more and more desperate for some kind of paying employment beyond the freelance writing I was doing, I began to look harder at the idea of modeling. I had the build for it, after all -- running and yoga saw to that -- and while my face wasn't quite up to the standard of the sexpot created-in-the-operating-room models I found on a bunch of the bigger sites, I was every bit as pretty as a bunch of the models I saw on Controlling Interests.

The final straw -- I held out even as I watched my checking account dwindle into the double figures -- was browsing around various forums to figure out what a model on a site like Controlling Interests might hope to make, and finding out that they could make upwards of one hundred or two hundred dollars an hour.

One weekend of work -- work I enjoyed, work I could truly get into and go nuts with -- for two thousand bucks? Or more?

It was a slam dunk.

I don't know how long it took me after seeing that information to e-mail the guy behind Controlling Interests -- someone by the name of Wes -- but I'd wager it was less than five minutes.

"Wes," I wrote, "My name's Camille, and I'm contacting you because I'd like to be a model for Controlling Interests."

I went on to explain how I'd been a fan of the site and its gentler, more pleasant approach to bondage and bondage photography; how I'd been a member of the site for quite some time and was deeply into everything I saw on it.

"I don't know how the process works or what else you'd want to know, so for now I'm just including a few shots of myself and will await your reply. Thank you for your time."

It felt weird, writing so formally to someone who produced and sold bondage materials for a living. It felt like I should be meeting Wes in a back alley somewhere, or hearing about him from a friend of a friend of a friend and coming by on a shoot because I was "just curious."

The shots I included in the e-mail were pretty basic: a relatively professional headshot I'd had taken for my LinkedIn profile, and two shots of me from the beach, the summer after graduation, proudly wearing a bikini and -- I don't mind saying -- rocking the hell out of it. Everything I'd read said those were the sorts of shots I'd be asked for anyway, so I thought maybe sending them without being prompted would give me more of a chance to get a response.

I guess I was still in the mindset of the typical job application process, because when I closed my laptop and went about cleaning the apartment I assumed I wouldn't hear back for a few weeks.

It was maybe an hour later that my phone notified me I'd received a response from Wes.
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The silliness of my formality was made apparently pretty quickly.

"Hey there, Camille!" it read. "Glad to see you're interesting in modeling for us. Especially glad to see you're interested in bondage. Always great to have someone on board who's in it for more than just the cash."

"We typically pay around $150 per hour, and you'll work roughly eight-hour days," it continued. "Think 'typical work day,' only you'll be crammed into ropes and straps instead of a cubicle."

My heartbeat kicked up a notch and I felt my body's temperature rise as I quickly read through the response, realizing it sounded more and more like I already had the gig rather than that I still had more of an application process to go through.

"You have a fantastic look," Wes's e-mail concluded, "and I'd love to hammer out some of the finer details with you over a phone call. Don't know if you'll get this tonight, but in case you do, feel free to give me a call anytime before ten. Number's below. If you don't get this until after that (or you can't call tonight), anytime over the next few days should be just fine. Thanks!"

I stared at the message, then looked up at the time at the top of my phone's screen. It was around eight-thirty. Would it be weird to call him back immediately? Or would that just be showing enthusiasm? That's what he wanted out of a model, right?

No matter how you respond to this, as long as you keep a decent head on your shoulders there's no way you're even close to the craziest bird he's dealt with. Quit your worrying and give him a ring.

The rational side of my brain had a way of putting things into perspective quickly, and it had saved me quite a bit of trouble over the years. I decided it wasn't leading me astray here, either, and clicked on the number in the e-mail. It immediately brought up the phone, and I hit the dial button.

It only rang a few times, but those few times felt like a bit of an eternity. I thought about all of the craziness that could ensue from this one decision I'd made fairly quickly. I thought about how dangerous it could potentially be, how careful I'd have to be about making sure not to get in too deep with a guy who was planning on tying me up for extended periods of time in what was, ostensibly, his own home. But even as those worries befell me, I couldn't help but think about how exciting it could all be. I couldn't help but think about how wonderful it would be to be tied up securely and professionally by someone who knows precisely what they're doing, how wonderful and helpless it might feel, how constricting the ropes would be on my skin. The thought of being immobilized and photographed by this man, even if I'd never met him before, was alluring beyond the telling of it -- and knowing I'd be paid for my efforts, if you could call them that, was just the icing on the cake.

The phone picked up, and I sat bolt upright on my bed, where I'd planted myself to avoid pacing all over the room.

"This is Wes," the voice on the other end said. It was pleasant, cheerful -- light, even, which was surprising given the dominant streak he had to possess to work in the field he worked in.

"Hey, Wes," I said, struggling to get the words out at first and then deciding to let my mouth just run while my brain caught up, "this is Camille. I hope it's okay I'm calling so soon, I didn't know how it might come off."

Internally, I kicked myself a little for not just saying hello and telling him my name. Externally, I was shaking. I didn't know if it was nervousness or anticipation. Maybe it was both.

"Oh, hey Camille!" he said, sounding genuinely surprised. "Great to be hearing from you so soon."

My brain worked overtime, trying to analyze whether or not he was being sarcastic. If he was, he was hiding it well. He sounded about as friendly and harmless as anybody I'd ever heard, and I wondered if maybe I was speaking to a secretary or something.

Surely this isn't the guy who ties all of those pretty women in such strict, uncompromising positions. Surely, this isn't the guy who once fixed a vibrator in place on a woman and hung her, spread eagle, in a frame from the ceiling, teasing her with near-orgasms until she almost cried. No way.

"Well, I'm just eager to really get going," I said. "Like I told you in the e-mail, I've been a fan of the site for a long time and a fan of bondage for way longer than that. I'd love to work with you."

Okay, okay, nothing too bad there.

"Definitely," he said. "Tell me, what's your availability next weekend? The twenty-fifth and twenty-sixth?"

I didn't have to think about that one at all. I didn't have a boyfriend and what family I might have visited was out of town on vacation, so I didn't have anything pressing on my schedule. I told him as much.

"Wonderful," he said. "Why don't you plan on coming in either that Friday night or that Saturday morning? You can crash here. I've got a few guest rooms, and you'll have plenty of privacy when we're not shooting. We can take some time to go over the basics, and then we can get you into something a little more uncomfortable."

He giggled at his own joke, and I giggled at it as well -- though, mine was a giggle rooted in that same mix of nervousness and anticipation I mentioned earlier.

"That sounds wonderful," I said. "What should I put into my GPS?"

He gave me his address, we both confirmed that I'd be coming in at eight o'clock next Friday night, and after a few more small details -- what kind of clothing I should bring, what kind of clothing was provided, safety procedures -- we both hung up. I sat on my bed and stared at nothing in particular, almost in complete disbelief that I'd just signed up to become a bondage model.

I'm going to be a bondage model. I'm going to be paid to get tied up. Someone I don't know is going to sweep in, bind me, make me helpless and vulnerable, then take pictures of me. And all of that is happening in about a week.

For the first time since the phone conversation started, I was really able to take stock of how I was doing physically. That's when I noticed I wet -- so wet my panties were warm with it. I was breathing a little heavier, and could feel my skin's prickly heat radiate with every movement. I sank back onto the bed and rubbed myself along the outside of my shorts, feeling the smoothness of my thighs, the heat from my pussy. I put one arm up behind my head and began to make lazy circles under my shorts, my finger tracing small, light paths across the smoothness of my underwear and shaved lips, feeling the wetness seeping through.

I bit my lip and moved my finger just under the fabric, onto the naked skin of my folds, and gasped at how sensitive I was. It hadn't been like this in a long, long time, and that realization had me even more enthusiastic to get moving.

But you're not going to push yourself too far just yet. You're going to savor this, going to take your time. You're going to imagine what it's going to be like in a little over a week, when you're bound and helpless, struggling for the camera. That's what you're going to think about while you tease yourself, Camille.

And I did. I wondered what positions Wes might put me in, wondered about what situations he might find appropriate for me. I was a pretty tiny girl, so I wasn't sure I could fit on some of the larger contraptions and bondage furniture I'd seen in a bunch of the other videos, but I knew he'd find plenty to do with me anyway. I thought about that girl who'd been suspended from the ceiling and vibrated to the point of near incoherence. I wondered if I could convince him to do that to me.

Or maybe he'd really want to start slow, just to make sure I meant what I said when I told him I was really into bondage. How many times had he heard something like that, after all, only to find he was dealing with someone who'd just told him what he wanted to hear?

There's none of that here, I thought to myself as I wet my finger with my own juices and ran it along my folds again. Not at all. I want you to tie me up. I'm craving it. I've wanted it from every man I've ever been with, and now I want it from you. I want to feel vulnerable, to know you're in control. I want you to take over, to leave me with nothing and force me to writhe for your pleasure. That's what I want. Can you deliver?

I slipped a finger inside myself and gasped again, breathing heavily now, feeling the beginnings of a layer of sweat forming on my forehead and exposed legs. The air felt cool, even though I knew it wasn't. I was just that overheated with desire and anticipation.

The finger slipped in and out a few times, gathering speed, playing with the sensitive spots it could reach. I started gyrating my hips and moving with my own rhythm, letting it take me over--

And that's when I pulled my hand away, bringing it up over and behind my head with my other arm, feeling the stretch in my torso and armpits, pretending my arms were wrenched there rather than placed their willingly. I stretched a leg out in either direction, spreading myself out as much as I could. I felt every muscle react to the sudden pressure, could feel the tension welling inside me as I closed my eyes and pretended there were ropes and straps doing the heavy work for me, holding everything in place, keeping me from moving.

I struggled and writhed against nothing at all, my imagination running wild, my pussy scorching hot and wet as could be, desperate for any kind of attention, desperate for release.

I bit my lip and struggled for a minute or two like that before finally bringing one arm back down and placing two fingers into my pussy, gathering my own slick juices before letting them run rampant on my clit.

The orgasm was quick and only a little rewarding -- the kind that surged up from within and had rolled out along my extremities within a few seconds. I enjoyed it all the same, though, and told myself it was the last one I was allowed to have until whatever happened next weekend.

A full week without pleasuring myself was going to be difficult when I knew what awaited me in Philadelphia, but I was willing to deal with that for the sheer possibility that my Saturday and Sunday could be explosive.

Just think, Camille: The next time you're that close to orgasm, you're not going to have any control over it whatsoever. You're going to be at the mercy of whatever someone else decides.

The very thought of it was so hot I almost brought my hand down toward my crotch again. I had to actively stop myself.

It was going to be a long week.
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And a long week it was. So long, in fact, that by the Thursday night before I was to make the drive down to Philly I was about ready to explode. I couldn't take it anymore, couldn't handle the tension of it, the anticipation of it, the sheer unyielding temptation to touch myself and picture what it was going to be like to experience a bondage shoot. I almost broke that night, and in fact the only thing that kept me from giving in to my urges was fatigue. My nights were restless, what few dreams I could muster populated by visions of bondage and helplessness. I was, without a doubt, obsessed with what was about to happen. It wouldn't leave my mind, even as I slept.

Friday stretched for what felt like eons, but by the time I climbed into my far that evening and started the drive down toward Philly, my mind was racing in so many different directions that time no longer really meant anything. My heart was pounding. My thighs were hot.

I pulled up to the house at the address I was given, and was amazed to find it very ... ordinary. Just a regular, middle-of-the-road suburban house in a perfectly nice little neighborhood. Nothing suspicious, nothing extravagant, nothing to let the neighbors know what sorts of things happened within. The backyard was bordered by a tall wooden fence, which I suspected might have been to help hide some of the outdoor shoots and videos Wes had put together, but even that fence didn't arouse any sort of suspicion. Some people just like having a fence. No reason to think anything odd or erotic was happening on the other side of it.

I parked all the way up in the driveway, as requested, and noted that trees and bushes hid visitors pretty well from prying eyes. I thought that was a wonderful little touch, especially as someone who was wandering up to this house for the first time. I realized that just about every model I'd seen on the site had probably taken this same exact walk, and my knees suddenly felt a little bit weaker.

I was breathing hard and could feel my rapid-fire pulse in my temples as I knocked on the door. It opened only a few seconds later, and on the other side of it was Wes, a man I only just then realized I'd never actually seen before.

He had a way of staying hidden in his videos. He was creative about it, and never went out of his way -- not wanting to distract from the model and her plight, of course -- with masks or bandanas or any kind of contrived method to hide himself. Frequently, it was just a matter of keeping his head out of frame, with his back turned.

That's our loss, ladies, I thought to myself as I stared at him, Wes, bondage producer and bizarrely pleasant conversationalist. He was tall and thin, with the body of a runner -- but not gangly; more muscular and evenly put together. He was wearing a tight shirt that showed off that build of his, and its color lit up his eyes particularly well. They were a bright blue, the sort of blue you'd suspect were produced by contact lenses if he weren't already wearing thin, fashionable glasses. His hair, dirty blonde and short, stood in messy locks and bunches on his head, matching the mildly unkempt nature of his five o'clock shadow.

Even if I'd had no idea what he was into and what he did for a living, I'd have considered him incredibly handsome. Knowing, however, that he was extremely into bondage and produced materials involving it for a living, I found him nearly irresistible. He was beyond hot -- the sort of attractive I'd only read or fantasized about, the sort of alluring I'd hoped for but never expected to meet in person.

"Camille," he said, that pleasant voice of his sounding somehow even more soothing face to face, "you're right on time. Please, come in."

He stepped to the side and gestured for me to enter, so I did. He offered to take my bag as he led me into the living room area of the house -- a house I felt I'd been in hundreds of times already despite never even stepping foot on the property -- and I politely declined, figuring its weight may be the only thing keeping me pinned to the earth. I was loopy, swimming in a sea of arousal and anxiety that defied description.

"Can I get you anything?" he asked. "Tea? Maybe some water or soda?"

"Just some water would be fine," I said with a smile. He gestured for me to sit down in one of the chairs in the living room, and I did just that, placing my bag beside me.

"I'll go grab that right now," he said. "Make yourself comfortable."

I sank a little deeper into the chair, so pleased with how it felt under my tired frame that it was everything I could do to avoid drifting off right then and there.

Instead, I looked around the room, trying to spot anything I'd seen in the videos. The first thing I noticed was a huge, black bondage frame, which was stacked in the corner leaning against the wall. I'd seen it in that very position before -- watched a girl get bound tightly to it with more straps than could be counted, watched as she was vibrated into incoherence and left a sweaty, heaving mess by the time the video faded to black.

I was replaying that memory in my head when Wes came back, a glass of water in hand.

"Admiring the furniture, I see," he said, a wry smile on his face. "I built that one myself, but now I mostly just buy stuff and have it brought in. Quicker, easier, and way less stressful that way."

I sipped my water and raised my eyebrows. "You built that yourself?" I said. "That's impressive as hell."

"You wouldn't think that if you'd seen how many times I botched it," he said, and had a seat on the sofa about ten feet away from my chair. "That thing's probably the third iteration."

I smiled.

"So, I have some light paperwork for you to sign tonight," he said, jumping right into things. "It's nothing major, just a lot of very basic stuff -- verifying age, consenting to be bound and photographed, that sort of thing. Nothing you haven't already done verbally."

"Not a problem."

"After that, I think I'll show you to the guest room, where you'll be sleeping for the next two nights," he continued. "It has its own bathroom, and you can use that to get ready for bed and rest up for tomorrow."

"Excellent." I wanted to contribute more, but there was just too much going on internally. I was conflicted between being completely and utterly exhausted from several nights with hardly any sleep -- and the surging, heated arousal sweeping through me, dampening my panties, hardening my nipples. I was worried one was going to become more obvious than the other, and in trying to balance them out I think I ended up making them both obvious.

"How was your drive down?" he asked, slight concern on his face. "You seem a little tired."

"I'm fine," I said, forcing my eyelids up, brightening my eyes in a way that couldn't have looked genuine. "Really tired. Really tired and really--"

"Nervous?"

I paused, then smiled and nodded. "Definitely nervous, too."

"Don't worry about that," he said. "I've seen it all. I've had models freak out, I've had models throw up, I've had models go running for their cars and just never come back. It's just kind of the nature of things, especially when you're dealing with people who typically aren't professional models and working with something like bondage, where there's a lot of trust involved."

Told you, my rational side chided me, and I felt comforted.

It wasn't just Wes's words, though: His whole demeanor read very plainly of someone who was going to take care of me, someone unthreatening, someone serene. Knowing I'd watched countless hours of the material he'd produced and seen plenty of models come back for shoot upon shoot was helping, too.

"So you're pretty deep into the whole bondage thing, huh?" he said, leaning back in his seat.

I brought myself back into the conversation, returning from whatever orbit I was in. "Yes," I said, trying not to sound too excited. "Yeah, I've been into it for a long time now. Never done anything like this, though."

Wes smiled. "I get lots of people coming through here just for the money," he said. "They do really great jobs and I'm happy to work with them, don't get me wrong, but it's always great when someone comes in who genuinely enjoys being tied up. There's an enthusiasm there that can't be replicated, you know? And usually they'll have some ideas of their own."

I nodded, in my mind going over the huge list of different scenarios I'd imagined for myself.

"Do you have anything in particular you want to try this weekend?" Wes asked. "Don't be shy, I can accommodate a whole hell of a lot."

"Oh," I said, somehow surprised to be put on the spot like that. I'd never had a problem discussing my fantasies, but now that I was talking to someone who could very easily help me act at least a few of them out, I found myself oddly tongue-tied. "Well, I ..."

"If you'd rather sleep on it, that's totally okay, too," he offered up. "I don't want to keep you up for any longer than I have to, especially since tomorrow's going to be a long day."

Come on, mouth, do some of the work for me. Talk out of turn, talk before the brain gets a chance. You know you love doing that, you rascal, you.

"I want to go zero-to-sixty," I blurted out, the words not even really making sense to me as I said them. I felt like they reached me at the same time they reached Wes, and I think our expressions matched.

"Zero-to-sixty?" he asked, sitting up a bit.

"Yeah," I responded, not giving my brain a chance to catch up. That's what it wanted, after all. "I don't want to do any basic, 'hands behind my back and nothing else' stuff. I want you to throw something challenging or immobilizing my way and I want to take it head-on. I want something I've never been able to get from the guys who have tied me to the headboard. I want something that lets me know I'm a bondage model. Something that lets me know you're in control."

Wes stared at me, and I stared back.

Holy shit, mouth. Job well done. What I'd just said was so hot to me that I could feel my skin get hotter and more flushed as every silent second passed by. If the drowsiness didn't get me tonight, it was going to be particularly difficult to avoid touching myself.

"All right," Wes finally said, his mouth shifting into a wide grin. "Then we'll do just that. I'm really excited about this, and I hope you are, too. It definitely sounds like that's the case. Come on into the kitchen, we'll sit down at the table and you can sign some of that paperwork I was talking about."

We went into the kitchen, and I signed a few small contracts. Nothing he hadn't told me about earlier, nothing we hadn't discussed.

When at last I sank into bed that night, my hand perilously close to my crotch and my eyelids heavier than they'd ever felt before, my only thoughts were of Wes, standing over me, dominant, camera in his hand, enjoying the freedom to do whatever he pleased to my naked, helpless body.
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I woke up hyper, with an anxious energy that bordered on spastic as I thought about all of the possibilities that lay before me. A long week -- and an almost impossibly long Friday -- made all the more long by my self restraint was going to come to an end in a wonderful spree of bondage and excitement more thorough, more fulfilling than anything I'd felt before.

My shower was long and hot, and after dried my hair I pulled it back into a ponytail and wandered down the steps clad only in short shorts and a white tanktop.

My nipples -- hard from the chill of the air on my still-drying skin -- were only made harder by the fact that I was about as horny as I'd ever been. They rubbed against the fabric of the inside of my top and made it almost impossible to take a step without thinking of how much I longed to tweak them, pinch them and roll them between my fingers as I bit my lip.

Wes was already downstairs, getting set up with what looked like four large, leather sleeves and some blocks of wood.

"Oh good," he said. "You're up! How did you sleep?"

He'd clearly been at work for a while, and it didn't look like he'd grabbed a shower just yet. Regardless, he was every bit as sexy as the first time I'd laid eyes on him.

"Wonderfully," I said. "First time in a while, too. Do you need any help getting set up?"

He looked around at the array of stuff he had surrounding him on the floor, then back at me. I noticed the subtle glances he made toward my chest, the nipples poking through my shirt with absolutely no shame, and it made me blush lightly. It felt good, having him leer at me that way. I wanted him to do it more. I wanted to feel his eyes on me, wanted them to be followed by his hands.

"Nah, I'm fine here," he said calmly. "Have you picked out some attire for your first shoot?"

I looked down at what I was wearing, then back up at him with a smile.

"I was thinking about going with this, actually," I said. "Or maybe a little less."

Another glance back down at my chest. He was hiding it less and less, and I didn't mind one bit. He went back to poking around at the materials, messing with some of the buckles on the leather sleeves.

"So," I said, looking around at the materials on the ground, "what do you have in store for me?"

He dropped what he was doing and straightened his back, stretching a little as he spoke.

"Well," he said, "you told me you wanted to go zero-to-sixty. Normally what I do with a new model is give them something easy, something not very restrictive the first time through, just to get them accustomed to the idea of being bound and vulnerable. But I don't think you need any initial exposure to that kind of thing. Am I right?"

"You're absolutely right," I said, kneeling down to pick up one of the big, leather sleeves. Two of them were smaller than the other two. I picked up one of the larger ones. It was much heavier and sturdier than it looked, almost like a hard plastic.

"And you told me you wanted something new, something you couldn't get anywhere else," he continued. "So I figured I'd bust these out and see what we could do."

"What are they?" I asked, turning the sleeve over in my arms.

"They're designed to encompass entire limbs," he said, matter-of-factly, moving around and gesturing as he explained the setup. "Those larger ones -- like the one you're holding -- get strapped around your legs while the smaller ones get strapped around your arms. They hold everything rigid and straight, then they get fastened to something else and it keeps the limb from moving at all. You're going to have one on each limb, and you're going to be spread out right here, on the living room carpet. You're going to be spread eagle, your limbs completely encased in those sleeves, and those sleeves are going to be nailed into place on these small boards, which will be drilled into the floor."

I envisioned all of it as he spoke, and my legs got a little weak as my pussy soaked itself.

"You're going to be in a giant X on the ground, completely and utterly incapable of moving beyond just a few little wiggles of the torso," he said. "I can pretty much guarantee it's as helpless as you'll have ever been."

My mouth was hanging open a bit, and I closed it in a moment of self consciousness. I looked at Wes, my eyes wide and questioning, the arousal reaching peaks I couldn't believe despite there not being a single rope in sight.

Is this man really bringing me this far along without even tying me up yet? After a week of not touching myself, am I really that sensitive? Or is it more that what he just described is everything I've wanted since that first damsel in distress I saw back when I was a developing girl?

"What ... what happens to me after that?" I asked, not even bothering to hide how much this was turning me on.

"Nothing you haven't agreed is okay," he said, "but pretty much whatever I want."

I could have knelt down and sucked his cock right then and there. I was that ready, that raring to go. It was infuriating that I was going to have to wait even the short couple of minutes between now and when I was in that helpless position, spread out before him with no control over the situation.

"I'm going to grab some lighting equipment and get the final bit of setup done before we start shooting," he said. "Go ahead and get into your wardrobe, and we'll get going."

With that, he was up and moving into the next room, off to grab what I assumed was a bunch of those big, white lighting umbrellas. He came back with two -- as well as a bunch of other assorted wires and equipment -- a few minutes later. I was sitting on the floor, looking up expectantly at him. He smiled down at me.

"You're going with that for your wardrobe?" he asked, seemingly a little confused.

"I said I'd be going with this or less," I told him, and quickly removed my tanktop.

My breasts hung freely from my chest, perky and tight. He took more than just a glance at them, and when he looked back up at my face I could see he was impressed. I took that opportunity to slip off the short shorts and reveal the tiny, bright pink panties I was wearing underneath. They did an exceedingly poor job of hiding anything, which was just fine by me because I didn't have anything I wanted to keep hidden.

"This is my 'less' look," I said. "How do you like it?"

Wes placed the equipment on the ground and stared me up and down, my tight, athletic body obviously giving the bulge in his pants a kickstart. 

"You look incredible," he said. "Absolutely incredible."

"Thank you," I replied, my smile bright. "What should I do now?"

He proceeded to walk me through the process of getting into the sleeves. We started with the larger ones, the ones for my legs. I would have thought you slipped your foot into the wider end and pushed it all the way through, but as it turned out when you unbuckled all of the straps around the sleeve it actually came apart in one wide slit -- allowing you to drop your leg in and let it be trapped when the straps are replaced.

Even without the straps being done, I could already feel the constricting nature of the sleeves -- already feel how much fun this was going to be. As Wes buckled each strap, starting down near my ankle, I realized just how helpless this first shoot was going to make me. I had absolutely no movement in my leg. I could tense it, and I could move my foot around because it hung freely out one end of the sleeve, but beyond that, it was as if I'd been placed into a hard cast.

"Holy shit," I muttered, and Wes snickered at me as I tested -- and fell in love with -- the strict and unyielding sleeve.

He placed my other leg into the other sleeve, and within a minute or two I was looking down at two long, black sleeves that kept my legs as straight and immobile as anything I'd ever experienced.

"Now," Wes said, "here comes the fun part."

He took a cordless drill and screwed two of the small wooden blocks into the floor -- I had to imagine he didn't care too much about the carpet -- a little more than four feet apart. He then helped me move so that I was sitting a few feet away from those blocks and able to move a leg toward each one. He then screwed the sleeves in place, one on each block.

When he finally stood up and admired his handiwork, I couldn't believe how little movement I had in the lower half of my body. I was sitting up, resting back on my hands, staring down at my legs. They were spread out, incapable of being closed or opened further, bolted securely to the wooden blocks which were in turn screwed securely to the floor.

I wasn't getting out of this without some kind of assistance, and he hadn't even bound my arms yet.

I worried my increasing wetness was going to show through the panties quickly, then realized that was exactly the sort of thing he'd appreciate anyway. It's not like I could help it, anyhow. My breaths were heavy, my heart was pounding, and my legs -- only minutes into their confinement -- were already sweating profusely within the sleeves. The rest of me was rapidly becoming overheated, as well.

"We're just going to scoot you back a little," Wes said, coming up behind me. I held my arms out for him to hook under them and he did just that. I could feel his muscles -- surprisingly developed for someone who didn't look all that muscular -- shift and move as he hooked his arms under mine and took a step backward. The sleeves pulled tight at my feet and ankles, and just like that, my lower half was stretched taut.

"Now lie back," he commanded, and I obliged.

We spent the next few minutes getting my arms situated into their own sleeves, which worked very much like the ones around my legs. It didn't take long, and soon I was on my back, each limb encased and immobile.

"We're going to do the same thing with the arm sleeves that we did with the legs," Wes told me as he grabbed the wooden blocks and set about placing them on the ground a few feet over my head, one on either side of me. He picked up the drill and screwed the blocks into the ground.

I did what I could to follow him with my line of sight, but it was difficult once he got above my head. You'd be amazed at how little you can really move your head and neck if your arms are completely taken out of the equation. It certainly surprised me, anyway.

Of course, when he bolted the sleeves into place -- one for each board -- is when I truly understood how little movement I had to work with.

He backed up and wiped some sweat off his forehead, then stared down at me.

What a sight I must be. Topless, in tiny pink panties, my torso the only part of me that's truly exposed. I can't move my limbs. They're stuck in place, and no amount of struggling's going to change that. I'm spread out in a big X on the ground, absolutely incapable of moving, and now he gets to play with my tight young body all he wants.

Somewhere in the back of my brain, I panicked a little. What was I thinking? How could I just wander into a stranger's home, get nearly naked, and let myself get bound so thoroughly? What if he wasn't who he said he was? What if he tried something I didn't want him to try? What if there was an emergency?

Calm down, Camille. Those are the questions a helpless person asks. You wanted to be helpless. Well, here you are.

There I was.


~5~

As Wes ran around setting up the lighting and cleaning up so everything was good to go for him to begin taking shots, I closed my eyes and savored my predicament.

I couldn't even begin to say how many times I'd anticipated this moment, how many different ways I thought it might go, how helpless and vulnerable and exposed I might feel. I couldn't even begin to say how many different fantasies ran through my head. In none of them -- not a one -- did I ever think I was going to be quite this exposed, quite this helpless, and quite this restrained. I let it wash over me like a warm, calming wave. My heart raced in my chest, but in the most pleasant of ways. My body was hot, the skin prickly and arm, my exposed nipples hard and upright on my chest. My pussy, begging for any kind of contact, grew wetter and more desperate by the minute.

For a week, I'd shown the willpower and self restraint to avoid touching myself while thinking about how helpless I'd be. Now, in the moment, fully helpless, I wanted to touch myself more than ever -- but it was so far out of the realm of possibility that it only made the concept even more arousing, even more fantastical.

I was sinking into the floor, letting myself be carried away by the tide of my bondage, incapable of doing anything about my situation and completely unwilling to change any of it.

By the time Wes got back, I was shifting my hips and moaning softly. I couldn't bear it anymore. I couldn't take the anticipation. The wait for any kind of release was killing me. I needed something -- anything.

"Holy shit," he said. "You weren't kidding about this being a big turn-on for you."

I opened my eyes for the first time in a few minutes and looked at him. My face must have read pure, animal lust. It must have looked downright ferocious, impossible to placate, insatiable, desperate.

I struggled hard, wanting more than anything in the world to be able to bring my hand down to my crotch and go to town. I wasn't going anywhere. My complete lack of progress only made me hornier, and that only made me struggle more. It was a vicious cycle, and it only ground to a halt when I was physically incapable of continuing the effort. That cycle repeated a few times, Wes watching the entire way, the bulge in his pants huge and no doubt throbbing.

I wanted him to pull his cock out. I wanted him to rub it along my skin, to feel how hot I was as I felt how hot he was. I wanted him to cut my panties off and slip himself inside me. I wanted to feel him invade me, feel him take advantage of the situation he'd put me in. I wanted him to pull out of my pussy and shift upward along my body, cramming his cock into my mouth without any concern for how well it might fit. I wanted to taste myself on his cock, feel it throb and pulse on my tongue, feel every ridge of it as I pleasured him and he thrusted in and out.

I wanted all of that.

But I was only going to get what he gave me. And knowing that only made me want it more.

Wes picked up the camera and began taking photos, clicking away rapidly, grabbing shots from a bunch of different angles. Some had me looking right at the camera, the furor and desire in my eyes no doubt burning holes in the lens. My mouth hung slightly open to accommodate how hard I was breathing, and a thin sheen of sweat developed on the skin of my exposed torso.

Just touch me. Please, touch me. Do anything to me, anything with me, anything you want. I don't care what it is. I don't even care if you end up paying me. I just need you to do something with this body, something with this helpless woman in front of you. You don't understand how much I've been longing for this, you can't possibly understand it.

I was about to turn those thoughts into speech when Wes set the camera down and wandered over to the side to grab a tripod. He set it up to my left, a few feet away and relatively low, then placed the camera on top of it and maneuvered a few switches.

"I'm going to start recording video," he said. "So from here on out, everything's on tape. I'd tell you to struggle and writhe and look like you're enjoying yourself, but I definitely don't need to. Am I right?"

I bit my lip and looked up at him, thrusting my chest out as far as it would go -- which wasn't very far. When I couldn't thrust it any further, it came back down to the carpet with a small thud.

"Thought so," he said, then turned around to look behind him for something. "I've actually got a bit of a surprise for you, since you seem to be enjoying this so much. Give me just a second."

He wandered off into the other room quickly, and I was left to my own devices. I stared up, into the camera, and mouthed "fuck me hard" three or four times, struggling, making myself look more alluring. I wanted him to see that footage later, wanted him to look at it and know exactly how I was feeling right then.

He came bounding back into the room holding what I recognized from the other videos he'd produced as a vibrator -- the huge, white kind that's sold as a personal massager. I'd seen how otherwise well maintained girls became blubbering wrecks when placed at its mercy. I'd seen it reduce women to screaming wrecks of orgasmic glee.

And it was about to be used on me.

Holy shit. Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit.

He knelt down next to me, and I craned my neck to look down toward my groin as he approached with the vibrator. It wasn't on yet, but it was still doing enough just by its presence alone to have me shaking with anticipation. I moaned gently and shut my eyes, letting my head fall back and bracing for the impact upon my absurdly sensitive and almost fully exposed pussy ... but nothing came. He was holding it just over my skin, leaving it to dangle there. I struggled and brushed it once, but he quickly retracted it just enough to keep me from hitting it again.

My moan turned into a groan, and he smiled down at me. 

"Dear," he said, "you're a fucking natural."

He placed a hand on my forehead. It was gentle, soft, and hot to the touch on my forehead, which was beginning to bead with sweat. I closed my eyes again and bit my lip, taking a deep breath as he turned the vibrator on. Just the sound of it made me flinch, and over the sound of the vibrator I heard him chuckle. 

That's when he lowered it onto my pussy. 

I may live my entire life without ever experiencing anything as powerful as that moment again. The buildup, the anticipation, the sheer force of will it took me to keep from pleasuring myself nightly as I waited for this opportunity, and the desperation I felt when I was finally as helpless as I'd longed to be all culminated in one incredible spark of ecstatic physical pleasure. The vibrator was everything the other girls made it out to be, and I pulled as hard as I could on the restraining sleeves. They were going absolutely nowhere. I thrashed my torso, struggled to gain any sort of foothold against the vibrator's immensely powerful buzzing, but it was fruitless. It felt like a thousand tiny electric bolts of pleasure being run through my body starting at the clit, running all the way up my nervous system and down my bound limbs, making me shake, making me moan and groan and scream, making me open my mouth in silent, orgasmic bliss. It was the single most powerful and sexually pleasing thing I'd felt in my life to that point, and as I opened my eyes to look up at Wes and the camera over on its tripod I hoped he and the audience would understand I was doing anything but faking. 

"Very good," he uttered. "Very good. Whisper to me what you want me to do to you."

I looked at him, barely coherent, and uttered an almost inaudible "what?" in return. 

"Tell me what you want me to do to you right now," he said. "Quietly. I don't want the audience to know what you're saying to me."

"I want you to fuck me," I whispered, my eyes shut. "I want you to rip my panties off and stick your hard, huge cock into me. I want to feel every inch of you taking advantage of me over and over and over."

He turned the vibrator up. I nearly passed out. 

"Keep going," he said. I struggled to catch my breath, then continued. 

"I want you inside me," I said. "I want you to run your hands all over me and in me and feel every inch of me. I want you to fuck my pussy and mouth until I can hardly take it anymore, and then I want you to go a little bit further. I want you to come all over me. I want to feel that cum all over my body, I want you to humiliate me and I want everybody to watch it. I want to watch it. I want to touch myself to you touching me."

The vibrator moved gently, massaging smaller and tighter circles around and on my clit. I pulled harder and harder against the restraints, getting closer and closer. 

"Good girl," Wes said. "Would you like to come now?"

I moaned and writhed, almost incapable of thought. I needed this. I needed it so, so badly. 

"Would you like to come now?" he repeated. 

"Yes," I whispered. 

"I couldn't hear you," he said. 

"Yes!" I said, louder this time. 

"Yes what?"

"Yes, please!" I shouted, desperate for release. "Please, please make me come! Please! I'll do anything, just please make me come!"

He didn't say anything. He pushed harder on my forehead, pinning even that in place, removing the tiny bit of control I had from the neck up. 

And that's when he pushed the vibrator a little harder into my clit. 

I exploded. I hit the ceiling, I went through it, I went into the stratosphere, out into the great beyond and well past everything the sky holds. I saw tremendous flashes of red and white and orange, my vision clouded by the immensity of the orgasm that roared through my body like an out of control freight train. I was helpless to it, a gibbering fool in the face of it as it made me tense and release everything in my musculature over and over again, feeling the blood pump every which way, feeling my pussy throb, feeling my breast heave, feeling my nipples turn into tiny pink diamonds on my sweat-soaked chest. 

When it was over, when at last it released me from its grip, the orgasm left in its wake a gasping, depleted young woman. 

Wes stood up, smiling broadly, and turned the vibrator off.

"Just think," he said. "This is only the first shoot. You have another three today."

My eyes went wide and I struggled to say anything, but I was exasperated. 

"Better rest up," he said, walking toward the next room. "I'll go get you a drink of water. Don't go anywhere!"

I was alone in the room, camera still running, arms and legs still expertly bound. I couldn't do anything. Even if I had my limbs, I didn't know if I had the energy to operate them. I was completely and utterly spent. The next shoots, if they were anywhere near as draining, could amount to hell on earth. 

But would you really have it any other way?

I pondered about that as I stared up at the ceiling, waiting for Wes to return, unsure of what the rest of my weekend might bring. 
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