I hired Jill as a favor to a friend. We needed someone to help out around the office, to answer phones, act as a receptionist, and the like. My friend suggested I hire Jill, a 25 year old, who had been recently divorced and moved here to get away from her past. The favor turned out to be one of the best things I had ever done. Jill has excellent computer and organizational skills, and whipped our office into shape in no time. She is something to look at, too. She has long brown hair, which she braids so it hangs halfway down her back. Her eyes are a bright blue, and they stare out at you from a girl-next-door kind of face.  Jill is 5’ 8” tall, weighs about 135 lbs., and has long sexy legs and a gorgeous ass, which she shows off in tight, hip hugger jeans that she wears all the time. 

My mouth watered every time I was near her, which I arranged to do as often as I could. We got along very well, right from the beginning, developing a light-hearted and teasing give and take. She always held her own in our little verbal matches, always having some sort of snappy comeback. Jill knew what we did, having been told from the beginning and having access to all areas of our operation. She had even watched some of our shoots, and I had kidded her several times when she got bratty about taking her into the studio and spanking and doing other nice and nasty things to her. Her standard reply was I was welcome to try any time I thought I could handle her. That comment always caused me some amusement, because if she were helplessly tied, there would be no difficulty in the handling department. Then I would picture her naked and bound body tied in various positions in our studio.

Things came to a head the day we had a cancellation of one of the shoots we were going to do of me topping a new female sub for the first time. At the last minute, the young lady got sick with the flu. I came in to the office, and saw Jill standing tiptoe at her desk, trying to get a book from the shelf above. The top of her ass was exposed above her low cut jeans. The view almost stopped me in my tracks. My cock stirred in my shorts. Jill looked over her shoulder, noted where I was staring, and asked me if I liked what I saw. I responded by saying she might want to consider saying no to crack. Jill laughed and asked me if we had a backup plan for the cancelled shoot.

I responded by saying the only back up plan I could think of was making her the star of our planned session. She looked at me with those penetrating blue eyes and asked if I was serious. When I hesitated, she said she had been thinking about trying to talk me into using her in a scene. I took a deep breath and told her I would like nothing better. She said early in their marriage, her ex-husband had tied her up a number of times, and she had enjoyed the experience of submitting to him. She had even tried to encourage him to increase the level of their play, but after a while, he had become less and less interested in her, preferring alcohol instead of kinky sex, or for that matter, any sex. 

I told her he must have been crazy to give up sex with someone as attractive as her. When I said it, I felt like a dirty old man, and I wondered if she would see right through me, because at that moment, I wanted her more than anything I could think of. She blushed and looked at the floor. To keep things going where I hoped they were going, I told Jill if she did the session, she would be paid at our standard model rate in addition to her regular pay. Since the shoot had not yet been cancelled, we could go ahead with it that afternoon. When I asked her what she wanted to do, she opened her desk drawer, and handed me a copy of our standard modeling contract. It was already filled out, and she had signed it.

For a moment, I was speechless, but quickly recovered, and laughed with delight. I put my arm around Jill’s shoulder and led her out to the studio. I shared with her what I had planned for the afternoon session, asking if she was comfortable with the session scenario.  She was OK with everything I suggested and even made a few suggestions that involved increasing the level of tolerance higher than I had planned. It became more and more obvious that she was really getting into it. 

At one point, she picked up a pair of wrist restraints and put them on. I watched her body language change as she looked at the leather encircling her wrists. Taking a chance, I spun her around and clipped them behind her back. Her breath caught in her throat, and when I turned her back to face me, she was breathing heavily. I reached under her chin, tipped her head back, and kissed her lightly. My hands slipped under her blouse and squeezed her breasts. She moaned into my mouth and forced her tongue between my lips. My cock throbbed to full stiffness. I pulled away from the kiss and told her to kneel. She immediately complied, and with my help, was quickly facing my clothed erection. I unzipped my shorts and worked my cock free. Jill quickly pounced on it, sucking like she was starved. I squeezed her breasts through her blouse as she suckled me. She was good—so good, I almost popped my cork before I knew it. Just in time, I came to my senses, and pulled away, telling her we needed to save it for the session, which was only an hour away.  Pulling her to her feet, I kissed her and tasted myself on her lips. Unfastening her bound wrists, I patted her ample behind, and sent her back to her office to put on some makeup and cool down a bit. She seemed very submissive and ready to do just about anything I wanted her to do.

Dick arrived a few minutes later, and grinned when I informed him of the new plan and Jill’s involvement in it. He surprised me by saying he had been wondering how much longer it would take Jill to convince me to use her in a session. For several weeks, he had been watching her as she observed our sessions being taped. She had also watched Dick as he had put together the final tape of each session. Dick chuckled as he told me it was just a matter of time. I shook my head and wondered if my powers of observation had gone to pot. Jill had provided me with a number of signs that she was ripe for the picking, and I had not paid any attention.

Recently, we had hired several people to help with the digital taping of our sessions. We had made enough money to purchase digital cameras and other equipment. This allowed us to record and produce a viewable bdsm-D/s product in minimal time. From recording to uploading on the website, it was often only a matter of hours instead of the days it often took when we first got started.

Our small staff had all arrived and their areas were ready. And I was ready to start on Jill. She had gone to the dressing area, completed her makeup, undressed, put on a robe and restraints on ankles and wrists, and then come out to the studio where the session would take place. Dick signaled for the recording to start. I turned to Jill, helped her off with her robe and guided her onto the set. Her body was beautiful. She was active in sports and worked out on a regular basis, so all of her places were well toned. Her breasts were ample, bigger than I had guessed they would be and tipped with dark brown nipples. She was tan all over, indicating she sunbathed in the nude. Her pubic area was completely shaved, something I like on a sub.  It the visibility and the sub’s sensitivity in that area. Her hipbones were slightly visible on her lower belly, and her bottom looked firm and chewable.

I stood her in the center of the set, grabbed her wrists and clipped both of them to quick release snaps that were hanging from either end of a trapeze-like spreader bar. The bar hung from wires that connected to an electric winch. I got the remote for the winch and thumbed the button that raised Jill’s arms. As I did, I talked to her and introduced her to the audience that would later view the tape. I asked her to tell us about her job with us and how she became the submissive subject of the session. Jill’s arms were raised just enough to show off her healthy breasts and to prevent her from releasing the quick snaps which secured her. I then fastened a three-foot long spreaderbar between her ankles. I ran the winch up a few more inches, so Jill stood on tiptoes. She was helpless and available to me.

I kissed her full on the lips, tasting her, taking possession of her mouth. “Jill, as you know, our studio is soundproof, so feel free to scream or make any other noise you wish. Your safeword is butterfly. Understand?” Jill nodded, and we were off. With one hand, I held her wrists behind her back. My fingers began flicking, rolling and pinching both nipples, and Jill moaned and wiggled in her bonds. Her nipples wrinkled and became hard as I worked on them. I moved one hand lower and slipped my fingers into her steaming depths. She was practically gushing fluids, which gave off the smell of excited woman! Jill tried to work her clit against my fingers, but her bonds kept her from making all but the most minimal contact. “Not yet, slut.”

I caressed her back, her ass and shoulders, then moved my hands to cup her hips. When I gently blew warm air across her swollen lips, she moaned and sucked a deep breath into her lungs. My hands ran teasingly across her breasts. My fingers circled her nipples, but never quite touched the targets. Over and over they circled the erect buds until she was quivering with arousal. When I finally pinched them, she jumped with excitement. They were exquisitely beautiful and rock hard. I gently bit both of them, and Jill cried out with delight. I took two clothespins out of my pocket and held them in front of Jill’s face. Her eyes widened in fear, and she took a quivering breath. I let her anticipate the first one by holding it open around her right nipple for a moment, then eased it closed. Jill gasped as it bit into her nippleflesh, then surprised me by thrusting her breasts out for the second one. I fastened it more quickly, letting it snap shut on her left nipple, and she whimpered and shook. Her eyes were closed, and she licked her lips. I caressed the inside of her legs with both hands, then let my finger slip through her sex, which was now partially exposed. She moaned and struggled against her bonds.

I moved behind her and spanked her hard across both cheeks. She screamed in surprise. With the fingers of my left hand, I caressed her clit while I spanked her with my right hand. Jill tried to hump my fingers. She was ready for more.

I went to my cart and picked up the flogger I made from long rubber bands. I returned to Jill and began to twirl the flogger overhand. I twirled it close to her breasts and let it strike them. The feeling is like being stung by dozens of bees, and as Jill’s breasts turned pink, she began to whimper and shake. I reversed the direction of the flogger and lowered it so it spun close to her pussy. Jill threw her head back and pushed her sex toward the tips of the spinning flogger. When they finally began striking her cunt, her body tensed and she had an intense cum, screaming and shuddering through it. As I watch and heard it, I was moved. She was truly a gifted submissive.

Not letting Jill rest, I moved behind her and used the twirling motion of the flogger to strike the cheeks of her sexy bottom. She jumped in surprise, but began to immediately respond by attempting to arch her bottom toward the blows. She was secured too tightly to move much, but I approved of her effort. I went to the cart and got a leather flogger, using it to whip her backs and thighs, then began to swing the flogger up between her legs, striking harder at her dripping sex. She cried out with each stroke. Suddenly she tensed and had another strong climax. I kept flogging her cunt, and with just a few strokes, made her have another cum. I continued to flog her sex, but stopped a moment to remove the clothespins from her nipples. She screamed with the pain. I resumed flogging her cunt, and she had still another intense climax. I stopped the flogger’s caressing blows when her climax stopped. Jill hung exhausted from her wrists. We unfastened her and tied her spreadeagle to the bed on her back. When we placed her in position, she looked like a rag doll. Tears leaked from the corners of both eyes, and she sobbed silently, then hiccuped. 

As Jill lay there spent, I looked at her beautifully bound body and listened to her heavy breathing. My prick responded. She was ripe for fucking, and I was more than ready to take her. I love getting a sub to the point where she is spent, and perhaps thinks we are finished. A submissive is at her most vulnerable at that moment, and it is often a wonderful time to crash through sexual barriers and limits. Placing my cock at the entrance to her cunt, I took her with one long, hard thrust, burying my rod to the hilt in her hot, steamy depths. I raped her helpless body, taking her as hard and fast as my hips could move. Shocked, Jill wailed at the intensity of my attack. As I took her, I began biting her nipples. Her aroused body betrayed her and she responded with an almost animalistic mantra of sounds. Jill shuddered through one climax, climbed to a second, then jumped into a series of interconnected climaxes, which seemed to be out of control. My body responded to her excitement, and I felt my balls tighten. My climax was signaled by a series of guttural sounds, which triggered Jill’s final tsunami. She wailed one long “Ahhhhhhhhh”, as she shuddered through it. Her cunt walls contracted around my cock, milking it and freezing me in the middle of several delightful spasms.

When we watched our scene later, I was taken with the way we had both responded to each other. We seemed to be very much in tune the whole time. Dick’s crew did an excellent job of showing Jill off, and I watched what I thought was one of my best performances. It was shorter than I had planned, but then, I had not planned on blowing my wad with such force. As the camera pulled away from that final moment, I had collapsed on Jill’s helpless body. The scene faded on two totally exhausted people.

Jill moved in with me the next day. We are still together, and she has become one of our top submissive models. She surprised me recently by saying she might be interesting in switching sometime. What a thought! 

