I recently got caught up in the wonderful web that Dick and Robert spun. My name is Lisa, and I am a 35-year-old submissive woman, who enjoys being put in bondage and all of the activities related to it. I responded to an ad that they placed in a local newspaper. They were looking for someone to be a model for their bondage site, someone they could tie up and take pictures of in all sorts of sexually slutty and submissive positions.

I don’t know why the whole idea attracted me so much. I have a good job, and exposure such as this would not be very good for me. Perhaps it was because I was between men and had not had a play session in a long time. I decided to at least hear what they had to say, and see if there was some way that I could model for them without people being able to identify me. I met both men at a local restaurant and we discussed their plans over lunch. 

When I told them I was very attracted to the whole idea, except for the possibility that I might be identified, they suggested that perhaps my fear could be dealt with by the wearing of a hood. I immediately saw the possibilities, but not wanting to commit myself, I asked if I could see the hood before I decided. They readily agreed, in fact, they were very agreeable about everything we discussed. They especially liked the part where I indicated that I was open to just about anything, as long as I would not be permanently injured and could not be identified in the pictures and videos they were going to take. They also mentioned that some models were a bit reluctant to do such a thing alone, so if it made me feel safer, I could I bring along a friend to observe. The idea appealed to me, so when I got home, I called my friend Brandi, and she agreed to go with me.

Brandi and I have been best friends for several years. We have almost no secrets from each other. She even knows about my several unsuccessful attempts to introduce bdsm into relationships I have had with men. Some of these men have tried to please me by tying me up. While these experiences have been good ones for me, my partners have evidently not enjoyed them enough to continue dating me. I found myself wanting even more and needing a man who will take charge of me because he wants to, not just because he knows it is something I like. Brandi is a year younger than I am and about two inches shorter. Aside from that, our body types and sizes are almost identical, except she is a natural red head and two inches shorter than I am. She recently told me all of our talks about how it feels to be tied up and sexually dominated, have made her want to try it, too. This was another reason to bring her along on my possible venture into being a bondage model.

Perhaps I should describe myself. I am just a bit less than 6 feet tall, have blue eyes, and brown hair that I frequently wear in a pony tail, the way I was wearing it that day. I weigh about 140 pounds, and my measurements are 38, 26, 36. My tits fit a 36D bra, and my nipples have very large pinkish-brown aureole.  I have just a slight bit of sag in the boob area, but not so much that a little breast bondage can’t take care of it. All in all, I still look good for my age, which is why the Dick and Robert said they wanted me as a model. They wanted photograph models that looked like real women.

On the day of our appointment, could feel myself becoming aroused as I drove to Brandi’s apartment to pick her up. If everything could be worked out, in just a little while, I would be helplessly tied up and photographed in all sorts of exciting situations. It seemed to be the perfect way to spend an afternoon, and I would get paid for it. I shivered with anticipation as I thought about what they might do to me, and I felt the moisture begin to seep between my legs. Brandi standing at the front door to her building when I arrived. She got in the car, and we were on our way. 

We arrived at their place, and they greeted us warmly. We took a tour of their modest facilities, which were in a barn. They had all sorts of camera and bondage equipment and could change scenes easily by moving different backgrounds around. There was even a woodsy area in back of the barn where they could do outdoor scenes when the weather permitted. There were also no nearby neighbors to upset.

We sat down over soft drinks, and eventually they brought out the leather hood for my approval. They showed me how it fit over my head and fastened in back and under the chin, so it could not be removed. There were eyeslots that could be covered with snap on pieces. There was also a hole through which I could breathe. The lower portion of the mask would leave a sub’s mouth exposed, so it could be fully accessible or fitted with a gag.  When I tried it on, I could feel my level of arousal increase. I as already a bit turned on by being around these two attractive dominant men and by the possibilities of the situation. But I knew Brandi’s presence would help keep things under control unless I wanted something more to happen.

I looked at myself in the mirror and was surprised at how different the hood made me look. When I asked Brandi, she said there was no way I could be identified as long as I was wearing it. As far as I was concerned, it was a no lose situation. I wondered how many women would be tempted to do what I was going to do as long as they had the safety of not being recognized. We discussed arrangements a bit more, and after they assured me they would instantly cease any activity I in which I did not want to be involved, I signed the model release. We were ready to begin.

While Dick found a good place for Brandi to sit and watch, Robert took me to the dressing area and gave me a robe to wear until I was ready to begin. As I took off my clothes and put on the robe, I wondered why they didn’t call it an undressing area. I could feel my pussy begin to twitch. Before I belted the robe, looked at myself in the mirror. I felt like a slut as I caressed my nipples with both hands and pinched them a bit to make them stand out. I knew they would be quite visible to the two men when I joined them. In fact, they tend to perk up a bit at the most inopportune times when I am in public. I often catch men looking at my nipples poking against my bra and tee shirt. Knowing I am being visually undressed only magnifies things. My nipples respond to the attention by standing at attention even more. There is no way I can hide the twin signs of my arousal.

I finally joined everyone on the set. For the first scene, we were going to use the walls of the barn as a backdrop. I was to be tied to a large wood beam with my arms behind me. Robert helped me put the hood on, adjusting it so I was comfortable and so my ponytail fit through a hole in the back. Black leather wrist and ankle restraints were next, then Robert placed a matching collar around my neck. I felt the beginnings of a tingle in my stomach. Dick was ready with his cameras. I took a deep breath and winked at Brandi as she sat off to one side. We were ready to begin. 

I slipped out of the robe, and Robert laid it out of the way. Both of the men complimented me on how sexy I looked. I could feel my nipples become more erect. Robert guided me over to the wooden beam and fastened my arms behind me. He then attached ropes to each ankle and pulled them apart. The ropes were secured to eyebolts in the barn’s wood floor. Dick started the video camera and began taking pictures with a digital camera. After Dick took a few pictures, Robert began caressing and pinching my nipples. I moaned in response. His hands were wonderful. He would caress them, then surprise me by pinching them. His pinches became harder and harder, until he was causing me to breathe between clenched teeth.

After a few more pinches, Robert reached into his back pocket and brought out a pair of clothespins that had been painted red. I was not able to stop a whimper of arousal as he held them close to my nipples, teasing and tormenting me with the potential pain I was about to experience. All my senses came alive as I focused on what was about to happen to my nipples. Robert held one of the clothespins so the open jaws surrounded my right nipple. I tried to twist away, but was tied too securely to the beam. There was no place to go. No escaping what was going to happen. He eased the ruby jaws closed so they gradually gripped me. When he finally allowed it to fully close, the pain made me cry out. “Unhhhh!” He watched me to squirm awhile before repeating the process on my left nipple. I again could not resist reacting. “Unhhh!”

They let me stand there a bit, snapping pictures while I wiggled from the pain. Gradually it settled into a dull throb in the tip of each breast, and I realized that I was feeling my pulse at each pinch point on my nipples. They felt as though they were directly hot-wired to my cunt. Each agonizing beat of my heart created a fiery pleasure that went straight to my sensual center. The heat built in my groin, and the love juices began seeping between my labia and oozing out in tendrils until they dripped onto the barn floor. Brandi told me later that I looked totally consumed by passion.

Robert’s hand gently caressed and cupped a breast, then twisted each clothespin, as I verbally responded… “Ahhhhhhh.” His hand dropped to my hip, slipped behind my back and then across my bottom, then back to my hip. He lightly touched my stomach, circling my navel with fingertips that teased and tantalized before sliding down to my shaved labia, and slipping easily into my sopping cunt. My legs felt weak as the fire built within me. My mind focused on one thing and soundlessly begged him to continue, afraid that he would suddenly stop. Another finger found my clit, flicked it and tormented it with light pressure.

As I felt the avalanche of my orgasm sweep over me, Robert removed the two clothespins. I gasped as the painful pleasure shot through my nipples, then ricocheted between my legs. My head tossed and I began to wail as my whole body became more and more caught up in the pleasure it was experiencing. As it hit me, I remember thinking that I was finally experiencing a mind-blowing cum. My spread legs tightened and struggled against their restraints. My whole body shook with the intensity of it, and my cunt spasmed and clenched around a moving finger. Another finger flicked my clit, causing me to shift my focus to the intense pleasure it was giving me. As it stroked me to another helpless climax, I tossed my head back and forth and babbled my appreciation. I helplessly hung there and savored every quivering moment.

Then it was over. I stood there, still held in position by my bonds and basked in the afterglow. When I finally was able to open my eyes, I saw the clock on the wall across from me and realized Robert had been working on me less than five minutes. I wondered how I would be able to last through a couple of hours of this. And even though we had agreed on it, he there was no way he would have the energy to work on me that long. His fingers entered me again. As my body began to respond, I realized that he didn’t have to last the whole two hours. He could switch off with Dick when he got tired. They could tag team me until I dropped from exhaustion, getting every bit on tape and in bytes to share with their kinky customers. I smiled to myself. I could always use the safeword if it became too much for me to handle. It would be exciting to see how far my body would take me before I begged for mercy. The mountain loomed ahead, then flattened out, and I began to climb it again.

