My name is Brandi. I am best friends with a woman named Lisa. We have known each other for several years. Lisa is into bdsm, at least she has tried to become involved in it. She first became aware of her submissive nature when very young. She said she had submissive fantasies about being turned over the principal's knee, skirt up and panties down. Lisa even imagined a spanking machine in a punishment room at her school, where she would be taken, tied down and her bare bottom worked over endlessly. She did not understand the strange sensations that caused her belly and little pussy to twitch when she had these fantasies. Lisa’s fantasies have existed right up to the present. But it wasn’t until a few years ago that she began to put things together and realize that there was nothing wrong with her… that she was just having sexual feelings.

Lisa has tried a few times to entice men she has dated into spanking her, but they never seemed to have their hearts in it. She says they always are afraid of spanking her too hard. I think Lisa is drop dead beautiful. She is just under six feet tall, has blue eyes and brown hair, which she usually wears in a pony tail. She is a bit taller than me, but we both are enough alike in the size department that we can wear each other’s clothes.

Lisa recently saw an ad in a local alternative newspaper about a local company that was looking for models. The ad was very delicately worded, but it was obvious they were looking for women to do bondage modeling. It seemed strange that we would have that sort of thing happen where we live, but when she called to check on it, she was told it was for a website, and that explained it. A website with kinky pictures on it can be located almost anywhere. Lisa met the two men who ran the business, liked what she heard, so she scheduled a meeting at the place where they took their pictures. When she was told she could bring a friend along, she asked me.

Lately, I have been having similar thoughts about being spanked and tied up. I guess all the talking with Lisa brought back some memories I have been trying to ignore. When I was a little girl, I had feelings that were very similar to Lisa’s when I did something wrong, and I knew my Dad was going to spank me for it. Then, when I was about 13, my older brother and I used to wrestle. He always won, and I ended up on the bottom. Sometimes he tickled me. Sometimes he touched me in places he shouldn’t have. He held me from behind, restrained my wrists, letting me squirm while he did things to me. I used to try to suppress the feelings that resulted because I knew what he was doing was wrong. But my body liked the things he was doing to me. I guess I have taken some of these feelings with me to the present.

Anyway, I went with Lisa to the meeting at the place where Robert and Dick took their pictures. If everything worked out, Lisa would begin to model for them right then. I was along as kind of an insurance policy… for safety. As long as she did not object to anything that went on, I did not need to do anything. 

Well, Lisa was satisfied with everything, the guys even put her in a mask, which would keep her identity a secret. She undressed and they began taking videos and digital pictures of her tied with her back to an upright barn beam. She was beautiful and seemed be really getting turned on by what Robert was doing to her. He worked on her nipples a lot, pinching and tweaking them. Then he put clothespins on them, teasing her while putting them on. Her legs had been stretched apart and secured with a spreader bar. She quickly came twice from this kind of treatment. He certainly knew his way around a woman. I was becoming aroused just from watching the two of them. I squeezed my legs together and could feel my clit throb, pulsing between my thighs. My thong was sopping wet from the juices that were weeping from my pussy. At some point, my hand went under my dress and between my thighs.

“Look at this slut, Dick!” Robert had caught me with my hand in my cookie jar. I blushed and jerked my hand away from under my skirt. “I think seeing all of this really excites you.” Talk about stating the obvious. I nodded my head. “We can always use another model, even in this shoot. What do you think? Same pay and conditions.” I sat there, frozen like a deer caught in headlights. Robert moved across the room to the office area, grabbed a paper and pen and dropped it in my lap. “There’s a release. Sign it if you want to be a part of this.” I picked up the pen and signed my name. In a daze, I handed it to Robert. “Good. Now strip, slut!”

I stood and quickly disrobed, letting everything fall at my feet. When I was down to my bra and thong, Robert handed me a pair of wrist restraints. While I put them on with shaky hands, he went to his knees and fastened restraints around my ankles. I could feel his warm breath on my thighs. His hands touched my hips and slowly removed my thong. I unfastened my bra and let my breasts swing free.

“You are also very beautiful. Turn around.” My hands were firmly clipped behind me. I had allowed myself to be captured, with no effort to escape, and Robert had quickly taken advantage, allowing me no time for second thoughts. I was committed. Hot excitement surged me, zeroing in on my cunt. My nipples throbbed as they swelled even more.

Robert led me to the center of the room where a hook hung and positioned me beneath it. He then eased my feet apart with his shoe and fastened a spreader bar between them. My wrists were released and refastened to the hook, which was pulled upward till my arms were above my head. A blindfold was fitted over my eyes. I was truly helpless. My body trembled as I visualized myself posed for what might happen next.

Robert’s hands softly caressed my nipples, then gradually began pinching them. The increased pain was exciting and caused me to shudder a bit and swing from my tied wrists. “Smack!” Robert slapped my right breast with his open palm, catching me by surprise. I gasped and moaned. He slapped my other breast and got the same reaction from me. The next few minutes were spent in the same manner. Robert would smack my breast, and I would moan or whimper. His fingers found both nipples, pinching and twisting them and sending flashed of pleasure and pain along my hot-wired nerves. Then his fingers were inside me, probing and making me even more aroused. Just as I felt like I might cum, he stopped.

I whimpered in frustration as he walked away. I could hear him say something to Lisa, then realized he had untied her from the post. There were noises like her hands were being clipped together, and they must have picked her up because she was suddenly placed up against me. Lisa told me later that Dick and Robert had picked her up and moved her into position against me because her legs were still held apart by the spreader bar. We were standing there with our fronts pressed together. Lisa was then tied to the same hook that held me. Next I felt a rope being tightly wrapped around our waists, binding us so our nude bodies were touching from head to toe. I was not surprised to find it excited me. I had often wondered what Lisa’s body might feel like pressed against mine. I could hear her breathe heavily in my ear and realized she was having a similar reaction.

We were then spanked with a paddle. Robert took turns with each of us, causing us to try to move away from the blows. But this only served to make us press harder against each other, fanning the flames a bit. We then found out why our legs were held apart with spreader bars as Robert began to whip us between our legs with something that felt like it had several laces or tails on it. I was beside my self from the sensation, feeling like the pain was too much to handle, then not wanting it to ever stop. When Robert did stop, I whimpered in frustration.

The rope was unwrapped from our waists, and we were unfastened from our spreader bars and the hook overhead. Still blindfolded, I was led over to the bed and told to stretch out on my back. I spread my arms and legs allowing each of them to be secured. I was again spread-eagled, my legs stretched so far apart that I thrilled at the thought of how slutty I must look. The bed moved as someone moved between my legs and someone else straddled my chest. “Suck, slut.” A mouth pressed against my cunt. Lisa! As I opened my mouth in surprise, a cock was pushed inside. A hand on my forehead held my head in place. A finger tapped my cheek. “Suck it.” I had no choice. The cock gag prevented me from making any kind of protest. The way I was tied down prevented any kind of movement. I tasted its slight saltiness and my mouth began to water. Robert’s smell excited me even more. I took it all in and began moving my tongue against the underside. I have always loved sucking cock, and being made to do it while tied up just magnified things.

I heard the sound of spanking, and when Lisa jumped, I realized she was being encouraged to work harder on me. Her tongue began driving me crazy as it flicked across my clit and down to my cunt, creating a sexual frenzy between my legs. I tried unsuccessfully to thrust my hips toward her oral caresses. My breathing quickened, and I began to moan. It was hard to focus on the meaty marvelous monster in my mouth. Finally, I gave up, and let my orgasm overtake me. Lisa’s tongue flicked across my hot button, sending shivers and shocks through my body. My body was held securely in place as it began a flopping, shuddering motion. My clit burned under her wriggling tongue as I had the most enormous orgasm of my life. The cock in my mouth began to shoot jism down my throat, and this caused me to have another mini-climax. As I finally began to calm down, I nuzzled and suckled it.

After a minute or two, I was untied and helped into a standing position. The blindfold caused me to move slowly and added to my feelings of submission. My hands were again clipped behind me. I heard movements on the bed, and after a moment, I was walked over to the bed, pushed down on it onto my stomach. My nose and mouth came in contact with Lisa’s pubic hair. I could smell her excitement. “Suck, slut.” It was my turn to return the favor. The idea of being tied and made to do it was incredibly exciting. My tongue traced a path downward through her hair as it sought and found her slit. I had never done this before, but had plenty of practice on the receiving end. She was delicious. When I finally located her clit, my mind focused on making my tongue lightly flick and rub across it. I had a boyfriend who used to take care of me that way, trying to torture me with the featherlite caresses. He thought by going slowly and lightly, he would suspend my climax and thus drive me crazy. His technique only served to quickly send me into gut-wrenching fiery orgasms. I wanted to do the same to Lisa. She moaned and tried to move her crotch against my face.

“Smack!” I jumped from the shocking jolt of Robert’s hand on my bottom. Fire blasted across my ass cheeks. My head jerked away from licking Lisa’s clit. “Don’t stop, slut… or there will be hell to pay.” I quickly resumed my lapping at Lisa’s sex. “Smack!” I moaned into her muff. Staying focused was harder than I thought. Fingers entered my cunt. I moaned and wiggled my bottom against them, but continued working on Lisa. The spanking continued as I earnestly worked at pleasing Lisa and at getting myself off again. We finally came together. Lisa’s spread cunt lips bucking against my mouth as I moaned back into her and worked against Robert’s fingers.

We were untied and allowed to catch our breath. The men gave us some ice water to sip as we looked at the video and some of the digital pics. We had to admit they looked pretty good. I found myself getting excited as I watched it. We then took some more pictures of Lisa and me in various kinky poses, allowing Dick and Robert to jump in whenever they had the opportunity. But that story should be told at a different time. Several hours later, Lisa and I drove away later with some extra money, some great memories and a whole world of new possibilities.

