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Chapter 1

Prelude

I looked up at Philip as I pulled against the straps that held me fast to the bed. The cuffs around my wrists were soft and smooth, but gave me no room to move or try to avoid him. His eyes were dark and hungry as he held the riding crop, slapping it lightly against his hands. Each clap of the popper made me want to close my legs, but cuffs at my ankles held them apart. 

Philip brought the tip of the crop between my legs and touched it lightly against my sex. I gasped and let out a light moan. I was terrified of feeling the sting of its impact there and craved it at the same time. I met his eyes and my lips parted to utter a single word. 

“Please.”

He narrowed his eyes and a thin smile touched his lips. “Please what?”

“Please don’t hurt me.” 

“Mona,” Philip tapped the crop between my legs again lightly. My body ached. I wanted to pull away from it and press forward at once. He tapped me again, just as lightly. “I thought you wanted me to hurt you.”

I let out a small cry, unable to voice the dichotomy in my head. Phillip pulled his wrist back and struck. The popper made a sharp crack against my sex as the impact pushed through, exciting me with pleasure and pain. My mind screamed, but I could only let out a moan. 

“You do want me to hurt you, don’t you?” Philip’s voice touched my ears like hot wax on my skin, warm and dangerous, daring me to ask for more. 

I could not bring myself to answer him. He pulled his wrist back again and snapped the crop forward. The popper snapped louder and I let out a cry as the sting delivered a jolt of pain through my body, culminating in shivers. 

“I can stop if you don’t want me to hurt you.” Philip kept the crop pressed between my legs.

“No.” Panic overtook me. He could not stop now. 

“Oh, you don’t want me to hurt you.” Philip moved the crop back. 

“No!” I called out, louder than I intended. 

He snapped the tip of the crop against me, hard between my legs. I cried out as the pain shot through me, pulling at my pleasure, and building it up into the first waves. I tried to writhe and looked into Philip’s eyes to see how he reveled in my reactions. He snapped again, sending another jolt of pain through my body and building up more of that delicious wave. 

I looked up to the ceiling and let my eyes roll back. As he struck again, sending more pain through my body from that precious place between my legs, I felt my mind begin to calm and soften. A euphoria was slowly building there. 

How did I ever get to this wonderful place of surrender?
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                                                             Chapter 2

A Guide to BDSM

When I decided that I wanted to introduce BDSM into my sex life, the first thing I had to do was figure out just what I as looking at. I’ve been an avid reader for many years, long before I was daring enough to pick up my first erotica book, so I suspected that BDSM was not exactly what I read in so many steamy stories. Between the pages of my own tale of how Philip and I incorporated BDSM into our intimate life, I am going to share with you some of what I learned in my journey.  

What Is BDSM?

Bondage &Discipline, Dominance &Submission, Sadism &Masochism. 

These three sets of ideas and experiences make up the acronym BDSM. Those who enjoy BDSM, whether in the bedroom, on occasion, or as a lifestyle, participate in activities that fit into one or more of these sets. Each of these sets have their own meanings as well. What activities you choose and how they fall under the greater BDSM umbrella depends on what you and your partner decide you are interested in exploring together. 

A Deeper Look at the Acronym

Bondage & Discipline (B&D) refers to activities that on the surface seem very different. Bondage is the physical restraint of a person, typically using ropes or other restraint devices. Other forms of bondage may use situations to keep a person restrained, but we will be looking at physical restraints together. Discipline refers to the rules and protocols that are in place among those who practice BDSM. The reason that Bondage & Discipline are paired is because Discipline is the mental and sometimes emotional restraint that partners participating in BDSM place upon themselves and each other. 

Dominance & Submission (D&S or D/s) can refer to two things. First, it refers to the dynamic that is established when one person gives control, or submits to, another person. The person giving control or power is the submissive while the person accepting power is the Dominant. How much control is given depends on what both partners want and need, but the submissive always has the final say on what he or she will give up. Dominance & submission can also refer, in a philosophical sense, to the power exchange that happens in almost all BDSM related activities. You do not have to be a submissive to enjoy being tied up (I will talk more about that shortly) but you do still give over some control to the person you allow to tie you up. That person has the power to restrain you. 

Sadism & Masochism (S&M) refers to the giving and receiving of consensual pain. The Sadist is someone who enjoys inflicting pain on other people. This can be physical, mental, or even emotional pain. The masochist is someone who enjoys receiving pain, whether physical, mental, or emotional. They key to Sadism & Masochism in BDSM is that the activities that take place between the Sadist and Masochist are consensual activities. 

Blending

Each of these sets interacts depending on the needs of the participants. A Dominant will employ discipline by setting rules for his or her submissive to follow and may use punishments to enforce those rules. If the Dominant is a sadist and his/her partner is a masochist, the two may enjoy any number of activities designed to deliver pain. This may involve bondage or it may not. Partners may enjoy rope play and bondage without the need for S&M at all. 

What Happens If I Do Not Want to Submit or My Partner Does Not Want to Dominate?

Dominance & submission in terms of a power exchange dynamic is not for all people, nor is it for all couples. In my research, I saw several people who enjoyed all kinds of BDSM activities but did not consider themselves Dominants or submissives. They key is being open and honest with your partner about what you want out of your activities. You may enjoy being tied up, but do not want your partner giving you commands in the bedroom. Maybe your partner likes the idea of giving you commands, and you like the idea of following them, but your partner also wants to experience bondage from the bottom. 

As long as your BDSM activities fall within a few guidelines (which I will discuss in the next section), you communicate openly, and you are clear on what takes place and what your roles are, the rest is open for you to experience and personalize. The whole point of bringing BDSM into your bedroom is to accentuate the pleasure that you and your partner give and receive through your intimate time together. Do not think you have to fit into a rigid role if that role does not feel natural to you. 

A Few Key Terms

Safe, Sane, and Consensual

Also known as SSC, Safe, Sane, and Consensual, SSC is the cornerstone of BDSM itself. Think of it as a philosophy, not as a guidebook to your sessions together. You should always ensure that you are Safe when you play. That means that both of you take time to learn about an activity. The one who will be acting on the other partner needs to ensure he or she understands how to perform an activity safely. This means practice – I recommend a feather pillow for practice with impact play – for most activities we will talk about. More advanced activities may mean training, which is something you can obtain through your local BDSM community. 

Sane is a loaded word. Most people who do not know about BDSM would not consider the activities sane. Even some who do practice it understand that they sometimes walk a fine line. In terms of BDSM, Sane means that both partners see to each other’s well-being. This happens all through the relationship, during activities and outside of them. Partners communicate so that they understand each other and what certain activities and roles entail. BDSM can be incredibly intense, and ensuring your partner is able to process the activity that takes place is vital. One important component of a Sane relationship is Aftercare, which I will discuss later. 

Consensual means that both parties are in full agreement about what will take place at all times. Consent is never assumed based on the relationship or a person’s role. If a Top or Dominant wants to try something new, he or she always discusses it first with his/her submissive or bottom before anything happens. Just because a Dominant is given control by a submissive does not mean he or she has the right to demand that a submissive try something never discussed “just because s/he is the Dominant.” Two important aspects of Consent are setting limits when you decide to explore BDSM and having a Safe Word to indicate that a limit has been or is close to being reached. A Safe Word can also pause or stop a session for any reason that a stop or pause is needed. 

RACK

Risk Aware Consensual Kink, RACK refers to the ongoing monitoring that happens through a BDSM scene. This focuses primarily on the role of the Top or Dominant, though the submissive or bottom should also practice RACK as well. Any activity that takes place in BDSM has the potential to become dangerous. It is important that both partners understand the Risks involved with an activity and are always Aware of their own and each other’s safety and well-being. Both parties need to remember that consent is ongoing. If the submissive/bottom is unhappy with what is taking place and needs the scene to stop, he or she is responsible for using the Safe Word and explaining to the Dominant/Top why the scene is being halted. The Dominant/Top is responsible not just for listening for the Safe Word, but for monitoring him/herself to ensure limits are not broken and that the submissive/bottom is engaged and still consenting to the activity taking place. Kink, of course, refers to the activities at hand. 

Other Terms

	Dominant – the person receiving control in a D/s dynamic

	Submissive – the person giving control in a D/s dynamic

	Top – the person acting in a scene – the one tying up someone, flogging someone, etc.

	Bottom – the person receiving an action in the scene – the one being tied up, being flogged, etc.

	Safe Word – a quick, simple word that is out of place in the scene. Colors are common Safe Words. If a submissive/bottom is gagged, then a clear signal should be used, for example a hand-held noise-maker or loud keys that can be dropped.

	Scene/Session – refers to a discreet BDSM activity. The activity in a scene may be referred to as Play.

	The Red-light System – an alternative to the Safe Word (or in addition to the Safe Word). This is used when a bottom/submissive is unsure of his or her limits concerning an activity he or she wants to try. Green means all is good. Yellow means a limit is close and play should proceed carefully. Red means the submissive/bottom has reached or is almost to his/her limit. The Dominant/Top checks in regularly through the activity to see where the submissive/bottom is, but the submissive/bottom should call “Yellow” or “Red” any time play has reached that point. 
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Chapter 3

Negotiation

At thirty-nine, I had the ideal life. I lived in a beautiful two-story house in the suburbs. My husband Philip was a successful businessman, managing the sales department for his company. We had two lovely children, a sixteen-year-old daughter who was beginning to experience her first tastes of freedom, and an eleven-year-old son who was just starting to wonder what freedoms truly waited for him. Even my dog was perfectly behaved, never barking, except at the neighbor’s cat. 

My life was perfect, but I was less than perfectly happy. I loved my husband and my children. I knew they loved me in return. I never doubted the fidelity of my marriage. Something, though, was missing. I came to understand as I closed the book I had been reading and looking around my quiet house – the dog was outside and the kids would be away at their grandparents for another three weeks for the summer – that the feeling was a gradual build. I could no longer pinpoint when it had started, but as I looked back over my two-decade marriage, I could trace its steady progression. 

Philip and I married out of high school. A pregnancy scare had spurred his proposal, but when my period started, albeit two weeks late, he did not retract the offer. We had dated throughout high school, and both of us knew where we wanted to be. I talked to my parents about our decision and to my doctor about effective birth control. We married the summer after we graduated and both worked part-time while he attended college to make ends meet. After he finished his Bachelor’s degree, I stopped taking the pill and conceived our daughter two months later. I stopped working and he took an entry-level sales job in the department he now managed. 

I knew that what we had was precious, but the ache of knowing something was missing had plagued me for a long time. I tried to ignore it, but I realized now that I could not do that any longer. I was not sure if I had been afraid to face the truth or if it was just that, I could not name what was missing. Now, I finally understood what had happened. It was not that we missed a thing at all. It was that we had missed an opportunity. At some point in our marriage, Philip and I reached a bridge. I did not know if it was consciously or not, but I realized we had decided not to cross it, and our relationship hurt for it. 

We each had a part of ourselves that we were not sharing with the other person. This realization was hard for me to take, but enlightening at the same time. I hated the idea that I was hiding part of myself from Philip. We had known each other since we were children. At the same time, understanding that simple fact gave me a solution. I could fix what was wrong – or rather, we could fix it together. 

The book that I read was a steamy romance full of unrealistic people and locations. Even though, I found the questionable romance to be lackluster, the sex was tantalizing. Through the words on a page, I watched two people explore the inner depths of each other’s psyche, opening themselves up to each other in ways that were sensual, dark, and tantalizing. Within those scenes was no judgement, only acceptance of a part of each other they could share with no one else. 

That interplay was the thing that Philip and I had missed as we moved through the motions of our marriage and intimate life. I could not say what thing we had not dared to try or ask for. I did not think it even mattered. We came to that moment and we let it pass us by. 

I spent my afternoon thinking about what I had read, and my own desires. Reading the book was not the first time I had thought about BDSM, but it was the first time that I had a name for what I was thinking. My whole life, I had a strange relationship with pain. I hated to be ill or to be truly hurt. I broke my leg when I was ten, and it was the most miserable experience of my life. 

Other times, pain was a strange thing to me. When I gave birth to both of our children, I bore through the pain of labor, taking it as a mark of pride that I could make it through. Minor pain from things like receiving a paper cut when folding up a piece of paper or stubbing my toe when I walked fascinated me. I would always take care of the pain of course. Who wants to deal with a sting or throb all day? Still, that something so small could cause so much pain and essentially be nothing at all was strange and mysterious. 

I had fantasized before about Philip doing something to hurt me. It was never in a bad way, not really. In my fantasies, I might struggle against whatever he was doing, but I always enjoyed the outcome. He might pinch my nipples in a vice grip and pull down until, until I was unable to bear it. Then I fell to my knees to pleasure him. Some fantasies grew a little darker, sometimes involving him using items far too large for the holes he intended them to go into. 

I was not sure how much of those fantasies I actually wanted to explore with him. I knew, however, that I wanted to find a place to begin. The idea of giving myself over to Philip in such a deep way, seemed like the culmination of everything we had in our lives. I was already the person who kept his home for him and nurtured his children. I made him dinner and prepared his drink in the evenings. It seemed that this was a natural progression of all of those things, a way to deepen the role that I had taken on, one part by choice, one part by nurture and societal expectations. To explore my fascination with pain at the same time, made the skin tingle between my legs. 

The only thing I was unsure about was how Philip would react to the idea. I knew that he had it in him to be a good Dominant. He took to his role as the head of our household so easily. We always made major decisions together, but there was never any doubt who was taking the lead. That part, I thought, he would be able to handle and understand. Like me, I was sure he would just see Dominance and submission as an extension of what we already had together. 

How would he react to the prospect of bringing me pain? Philip had a playful sense of humor, one that bordered on cruel sometimes. He was never malicious, but he did delight in how people could sometimes be uncomfortable while in the midst of whatever his sense of humor imagined. That could, I thought, be an indicator to sadism, or at least a willingness to explore it. It was all I had to hold onto. I knew that I needed to try this thing. I at least needed to broach the subject with him. 

By the time I had dinner ready, I resolved that I would talk to him about it tonight. I had to cast aside any doubts and worries and just be open about what I wanted. The two of us had decided, long before we ever got married, that we would come to each other when we were worried or we wanted something. That promise was what had prompted me to go to him when I missed my period in the middle of our senior year and was afraid I might be pregnant. Nothing about our lives had changed that. 

I made Philip his favorite meal and had everything set out on the table when he came in the door. One thing about two decades of marriage; I could predict when he would be home. Everything was set. As he came into the dining room, I kissed him lightly on the cheek and set his drink down on the table. We sat down to a nice dinner and I watched him watching me the entire time. 

After two decades, I supposed it was reasonable for Philip to find me as predictable as I found him. I waited until we were finished eating and we cleared dishes away. We sat in the kitchen together. He finished his drink while I sipped a cup of decaf coffee. I searched for the words to say to open our talk, but nothing seemed to work in my head. When I saw worry begin to furrow his brow, I decided to just go for it. I could always back up and explain myself if I needed to.

“What do you know about BDSM?” I asked.

A guilty look crossed Philip’s face and I smiled. He watched porn from time to time. I knew he did. He knew that I knew he did. It was not something that we talked about. Adult videos were not something that I could get into. I wondered if he thought I found something offensive on his computer. 

“I’ve seen some videos,” he finally replied. He measured my smile carefully. “Why?”

I took in a deep breath and let it out slowly. “I would like to try some things.”

Philip set is drink down and looked at me. He said nothing as he studied my face. I knew that he was measuring my posture and my expressions. He was a natural salesman, and when he needed to evaluate a client, he looked for those silent cues to know how to approach them. Those cues told him their moods and whether they were serious about the conversation he was engaging them in. 

“I’m not sure about it. Some of the things that I see are pretty,” he paused and seemed to look for his words around him, “extreme.”

“Are you turned off by the idea?” I was afraid of the answer now. I did not watch BDSM porn videos, but I had a feeling if they were anything like any of the other porn Philip watched, they were highly unrealistic.

“I’m not turned off by it. It’s interesting. I didn’t think it was something that you would want to talk about, though.”

I sipped my coffee and tried to collect my thoughts together. He was not turned off by the idea. That was a place to start. Before I could say anything to him, he spoke again. 

“I wouldn’t want to do something to hurt you. That would be more than I could handle, I think.”

I nodded as I set down my cup. “I understand. But what if I want you to hurt me?”

Philip took a deep breath. As he pushed it out, he scratched the back of his head. “You’re talking about some pretty serious stuff. What are you thinking about trying?”

My heart leapt up and I felt elated. Philip was really considering this with me. “I don’t really know just how far I want to go with things yet. I thought we could talk about it and find a place to start. If we enjoy it, we can decide together what we want to explore from there.”

Philip sipped his drink and set the glass down gently. “We could do that. I suppose it’s not much different than trying out a new vacation spot. This one just has whips and nipple clamps and rope.”

Hearing Philip list off the things that I had read about in my book sent shivers down my spine. I wondered how often he watched videos about BDSM. I was glimpsing another part of Philip, a part of himself that he rarely showed. It was exciting and mysterious.

“I was thinking that we could start with light bondage. You could tie my hands to the bed while we make love. If we both like the experience of it, maybe we could try cuffs and rope or something like that. We could add a flogger or a riding crop.”

Philip’s eyes darkened and my legs tightened. “You would be okay with me hitting you?”

“Well, I am asking you to.” I studied his face carefully. His expression did not change, but I could tell he was digesting the information. “I don’t want to just try the physical stuff. There’s another part to it all as well. I would like to be your submissive.”

Now his expression did change. Curiosity moved into his eyes. I could see that he had questions and felt more confident when I saw that he could not formulate them. I was not the only one nervous about this either. 

“I already do so many things for you. Really, we would just be adding some extra rules and things. Maybe I could call you Sir when I’m giving you your drink as a quiet way to do it.”

Philip took another deep breath. He was silent as he sipped his drink. His eyes stirred with darkness, curiosity, and insecurity over the idea. “It’s something we can discuss more. Let’s see how we enjoy tying your hands up first.”

That made me happy. He was open to this; he was willing to try this new thing with me. Even if it only lasted for a few nights and we put the idea away, it would be something we shared together. I moved our conversation to Philip’s day. I wanted him to be nice and relaxed before we retired for the evening. I thought that would make the transition to something kinky in the bedroom a little easier. As we moved into the living room to sit down, another thought occurred to me. I could do something that would help ease his mind about my submission to him as well. 

I rarely massaged Philip’s feet. I found nothing wrong with the activity, and the occasions that I did do it, I knew, were nice for him. His job did not require too much walking around, so it was simply something that he never asked for often. It was also nothing I ever thought to simply offer. 

As he turned on the television to watch his evening news shows, I sat on the floor in front of him and brought his foot into my lap. I began to work my fingers along the top and bottom, being careful with his high arches and working my thumbs into the ball of his foot. He looked down at me and I smiled up to him. He returned the smile, and I could tell that he appreciated the gesture. I did not know if he guessed that what inspired it. I decided, however, that I would make this part of my evening treatment of him. 

As I finished with one foot and moved to the other, I found myself enjoying this in a way that I never had before. I was not simply doing a chore or something nice for Philip. I was serving him in my own quiet way. I realized that it did not matter if he guessed why I was doing it. It mattered only that I was, and that my doing it pleased him. When I finished, I took my place on the couch beside him. He put his arm around me and pulled me closer to him, his hand gently brushing my breast as we watched the news together. 

Philip turned the television off early tonight, halfway through his second show, and we retired upstairs. We each went through our normal routines to get ready for bed, taking our showers to freshen up. I hated the idea of going to bed with the work of my day on me. When I stepped out of the shower, Philip stood naked in the bathroom, having already taken his shower before me tonight. He held two of his silk ties in his hands. I recognized them as ties that I liked, but he rarely wore. 

“Can I lead you into the bedroom?” he asked. 

My breath caught at the request and I grew warm between my legs. “Yes.”

He waited for me to dry myself. When I was done, he brought the ties over. Gently, he wrapped one of them around my wrists, fastening it in a loose knot. I realized that I could slip out of it if I needed to, and decided to be careful. He tied the other tie to the one around my wrists and using it as a leash led me from the bathroom into our bedroom. 

As I followed him to the bed, I felt self-conscious and strange. I was elated to do something so simple and strange with Philip. At the same time, I felt like our dog, led by a leash. I found the idea strangely arousing and let that feeling make its way through my body and mind. 

Philip laid me down on the bed and brought the end of the tie up to the iron headboard. He tied it carefully and brought his hand down my body, caressing my cheek, my neck, and my side. I loved the feeling of the silk against my skin and the touch of his hand along my body. I realized that he could do anything right now, and I would have to struggle to stop him. The tie, I realized, was not as easy to get out of as I thought. I could, and I suspected that he could remove it easily if I needed him to. 

The thought that he could do anything, and I would be near powerless to stop him struck me with a cold feeling. It was a frightening thought. As his hand moved across my stomach and between my legs, I gasped. His touch felt electric now. My bondage and fear seemed to heighten my senses. He slipped his fingers into my sex and wiggled them carefully across my gentle nub. My arousal grew and poured out of me me as an orgasm, flushing across my body in a wave that was at once warm and cool. I had never come so quickly, and Philip’s moan told me he was delighted. 

Gently he parted my legs and moved between them. When he slipped inside of me, I could feel every inch of him. My body was sensitive from my orgasm and alive in a completely new way from my bondage. As he thrust into me, he held himself up with one hand. With the other, he gripped my breast, squeezing it gently and teasing the nipple with his fingers. I wanted to feel him pinch, but he did not. By the look in his eyes, I could tell he would not if I asked. He was enjoying my bondage as much as I was. I was at his mercy, and I knew that if he wanted to indulge me by pinching the nipple, he would have already. 

The feeling of him inside me as I lay nearly powerless beneath him brought my arousal back, deep and eager. I pushed my hips up to meet his thrust as the waves of another orgasm began to swell up and push through my body. This one was slow and long, carrying me through each thrust of his body until I felt him pulse and spill his pleasure into me. 

When we finished, he gently removed the tie from around my wrist and tossed it aside. He rolled onto his back and pulled me to him, holding me close and stroking my hair. I listened to the sound of his breathing and delighted in it. Every once in a while I would whisper how much I loved him and how wonderful this had been. He would whisper, “I love you, too” and kiss my forehead. We fell asleep like that, basking in our shared passion. 
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Chapter 4

How to Introduce BDSM into Your Relationship

Communication is Key

I struggled with how to approach Philip with my desire to explore BDSM, especially since I knew I wanted to explore masochism. Philip has always been a gentle man, and though I knew he had his moments of playful sadism, that was not the same as being able to just pick up a flogger and strike me. I never knew Philip to get into a physical fight with another person, so I knew that introducing him to the idea of hurting me, even consensually, would be something I would have to approach slowly and carefully. 

When you are introducing BDSM into your relationship, it is important to remember two things:

	Communication

	Understanding



Communicate your desires carefully. Before you bring up BDSM with your partner, have an understanding of what it is about BDSM that you desire. You do not have to know the full psychological reasons behind why you want to inflict pain on a willing partner, or why you want your partner to cause pain to you. You do not have to understand why you want to offer submission or why you would like to have your partner submit to you. You do have to understand that you gain some kind of fulfillment from it, and doing your research to understand what other people gain will help you understand those desires. You will come to understand more about what you enjoy about BDSM, as time passes and as you gain more experience with your partner. 

Understand that your partner may not be open to BDSM right away. He or she can have many reasons for this, and you should ask and understand those reasons. If you talk to each other about what you want, and what he or she wants, you will be able to reach a happy medium, where the two of you can find some aspect to introduce into your relationship. As the two of you explore together, you can always decide to add more of BDSM to what you have together, so long as you communicate openly and with understanding. 

I cannot stress this enough. Do not try to introduce BDSM unexpectedly in the bedroom. You may think that it is sexy to suddenly pull out a flogger on your partner, but think about the scene from his or her point of view. What do you think he or she is going to think if you suddenly, without conversation and without his or her explicit consent, try to use an implement designed to induce pain? You will not have a pleased partner. You will have a fight, and possibly worse. I cannot imagine what would have happened if I tried to hand Philip a paddle and told him to spank me without talking to him first. 

When you decide to talk to your partner, borrow a tip from sales. In sales, you always limit your “closed-ended” questions – that is questions with yes or no answers. If you have to ask a closed ended question, you immediately follow it up with an open-ended question that requires the other person to think about the answer. 

Good open-ended questions begin with things like:

	What if …

	How do you feel about …

	What would say if …

	What do you think about …

	Why … 



Signals and Flips

When you are considering introducing BDSM, look for signals that your partner may find a role attractive. I held onto how Philip took pride in his role as the provider for our home and his sense of humor that could sometimes border on cruel, even if it was always well meaning. Your partner is going to have personality traits that will clue you into the role that will compliment your desires in BDSM. Accentuate them with positive language and show your appreciation for those traits. 

Be ready, however, for your partner to throw you for a loop. Not everyone who is exhibits an aggressive and outgoing personality wants to dominate other people, especially their significant other. Sometimes people who have to take on a great deal of responsibility outside of the home find the idea of submission to someone they are close to very attractive. Similarly, someone who seems docile and submissive in everyday life may be fascinated with the idea of someone giving him or her control. 

This is why open, honest communication is important when you are talking about introducing BDSM. You have to understand more than just your partner’s personality traits. You have to understand the inner workings of your partner’s mental, emotional, and fantasy life in a way that you may never have explored before. 

Limits and Safe Words

When you talk about BDSM activities, it is vital that you discuss not just what you want to do, but how far each of you is willing to let the activity progress. The line that you draw is your Limit, and it is an important part of having a Safe, Sane, and Consensual relationship. Both partners will have limits. It is vital that the Top/Dominant partner does not cross the limits that the bottom/submissive partner sets in place. As the bottom/submissive, if you are not sure what your limits are, that is fine. Take time to study the activity. If you still are unsure of your limit that is okay, as long as you communicate it to your partner. Never assume that you have no limits. Instead, admit that you simply do not know what the limit is. You can explore and find limits together using the Red-Light System that I described briefly in the last section. It is a good idea to set what are known as soft-limits that you both agree can be pushed as you seek out your real limits. 

The Safe Word is vital because it is the signal that the scene must stop. That stop can simply be to pause and just. That stop can also end the scene. The Dominant/Top should never ignore the Safe Word and should always heed it. Determine why the Safe Word was used and fix whatever went wrong. If the scene has to end, discuss what happened so that you ensure the scene next time can progress through. The Safe Word is most commonly used to indicate that a limit is close to being reached. It can also be used any time the bottom/submissive needs to stop the scene. It is a good idea to use it because it is a clear signal to bring the Top/Dominant out of the scene to address what is wrong. It can be as simple as a very real need for a bathroom break, to adjust ropes, or to allow the submissive/bottom a moment if he or she is feeling overwhelmed. Again, discuss any reason the scene pauses or stops, no matter how simple the cause may seem. Often we can plan for simple interruptions to keep them from happening in the future.

It is important to remember one thing about Limits and Safe Words. They are not about not trusting your partner. They are communication tools. You should never assume your partner just knows your limits or to just automatically know he is close to reaching your limit during your scene. You should never feel bad about setting a limit or using your Safe Word. Both are there for you and your partner’s safety. If you are seriously injured because you did not express a limit or use your Safe Word, the results can be harmful for both of you. You will need medical attention and your partner could face serious legal ramifications that could affect your lives and family. 

Limits and Safe Words are a way for you to strengthen trust, not avoid it. You should never engage in BDSM activity, no matter how long you have known the person, if you do not have trust in that person. Someone you cannot trust will not heed limits or Safe Words.

You will find that no amount of trust you have for your partner will adequately prepare you for the experiences of BDSM. As you watch your partner heed your limits and Safe Word, however, you will gain a deeper trust. As your partner sees you accurately applying limits and responsibly using your Safe Word, he or she will have more trust in you as a responsible BDSM partner and more confidence in his/her own abilities. 

Take It Easy

Allow yourself to ease into BDSM. You do not have to be Super-Dom or Super-sub the first night you are together. Start slow, with one or two discreet activities. This will allow each of you to understand the enjoyment that you receive. For the submissive/bottom, this allow allows him or her to learn to trust and give in the scene. The first time that you are tied up, it can be intimidating. No matter how long you have been with your partner, your mind will spin all sorts of frightening scenarios. Easing into BDSM activities together will allow you to catch up, trust each other, and explore what you enjoy together.
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Chapter 5

Exploration

Our first night experiencing BDSM was incredible. In the days that followed, I scoured the internet looking for reliable information. There was a lot to find, but I wanted to be sure that I was comfortable with what I was reading. Philip and I found a nice, comfortable pace to begin our exploration, and I did not want to feel the need to rush that. 

We talked about the experience together, discussing the things that we enjoyed most about what took place. For me, it was how my body responded to the loss of power. I thought about how I enjoyed massaging his feet in a new way – and as I had resolved to do; I continued it each night. Philip did not stop me, but he did finally question me about it. 

Explaining it was difficult. I did not want him to think I was trying to manipulate him into accepting my submission. I read about things like “topping from the bottom” and did not want that to be our relationship at all. Somehow, I managed to explain to him how just doing something because I knew he would enjoy it made me feel. Through that simple act of service, I was unique and special. I was doing something that no one else would do. He thanked me and told me that he liked that I decided to do it, and that if I found other things like that, things that I wanted to do, he would not mind if I started them. 

As I considered that idea, it made sense to me. As I researched what we were getting ourselves into, I found talk about Limits and Safe Words. I felt foolish that we had not talked about a safe word, but I realized that we had already discussed limits in a sense. Before we tried anything new, I decided I would choose a safe word and tell Philip what it was. 

I also realized that what Philip was allowing me to do, to find ways I wanted to serve him and do them was another way we were setting limits. Rather than waiting for him to find something and ask me to do it, he was allowing me to explore that desire within myself and act on it. Even though everything I would be doing was for his benefit, I found that to be empowering. I was taking hold of my submission and giving it to him as I discovered it. 

As the week went on, we explored bondage more as we made love. He used his ties again to bind my hands and feet to the bed, further restricting my movements. As with our first night, I found all of my senses hyper-alive and aware. Each thrust as he moved in me was something new and sensual. The feeling was incredible, and my orgasms were long and powerful. Giving me over to him and feeling helpless to act brought out everything that I loved about making love to him, things that for a long time I simply took for granted or became accustomed to. 

We discussed what we might want to try next over dinner on Friday. He liked the idea of using a flogger and a riding crop. The flogger I liked. I had started looking at different ones online, and the idea of all of those tails striking my skin gave me goosebumps. The riding crop I was more nervous about. I grew up around horses, and I remembered the sharp, biting sound of the popper when the rider struck a horse’s flank. Part of me was curious about the pain; another was scared of it. What if I did not like it?

We talked about how we would bring those items into the bedroom. Philip said I could pick them out myself if I wanted, so that he would be using something I was comfortable with. I thought about going shopping for adult toys on Saturday, and felt excited and nervous at the same time. Fortunately, I had found a local store that was run by a woman. She carried all kinds of fetish items, and I thought I might be more comfortable visiting her store. 

I also told Philip about my safe word. I was afraid that he would think I did not trust him, but so many things I read emphasized the importance of the word. I knew that it was important to have one. To my surprise, he seemed to relax when I mentioned it. 

“I’m glad you picked one out. I was going to mention it to you.” A shy look passed over Philip’s face and he looked away from me. “I wanted to do something, but I’m not sure what you’ll think.”

My heartbeat sped up and I sat forward in my chair. “What is it?”

“I want to play with the word ‘no.’ I want to tease you with it, to maybe stop if you say it, maybe not. I wasn’t sure if you would be comfortable with that and using a different word if you really do mean no.”

My stomach tensed and I grew warm between my legs thinking of Philip continuing if I said no, or teasing me if he misinterpreted the no. It was so unlike his usual, considerate self in one way, so like his playful side in another. “I would like to try that sometime, but slowly until I get used to it.” I was not afraid of reacting badly to it. I was afraid of falling completely into it, like a deep well I would not be able to get out of. “I’ll remember to use my safe word if I really need it.”

Philip placed his hand on mine and squeezed it gently. I was overcome with the intimacy of our talk, and with how quickly and easily he agreed to help me explore this. I wanted to do something special for him, in that moment. I got out of my chair and to my knees. He turned and moved his feet, expecting that I would go ahead and give him his foot-rub now. When I moved my hands to his waist to unbutton his pants, his eyes grew wide. He hesitated only briefly and shifted in his seat so that it was easier for me to open his pants and pull out his cock. 

He was already partially hard and I smiled. I brought my lips to the tip and kissed it softly before taking it into my mouth and sucking on him gently. He moaned softly as he grew hard in my mouth. I thought about how I would finish this. It was not something that I did often. Giving oral sex had never been something I considered myself good at, and was not something that played a part in our sex life on a regular basis. At most, I would do it a little to help him grow hard for lovemaking. 

I did not want that now. I moved my tongue along his shaft as I sucked. I wanted to pull him deeper into my mouth, but I could feel my gag reflex trying to tickle my throat. I continued as I was, using my hand to cover the rest of his shaft. 

“I’m going to come if you keep doing that.” He moaned louder and his cock twitched in my mouth. 

His warning was for my benefit. I tried to remember if I had ever swallowed for him in twenty years. This is as good a time as any to try, I thought. I sucked harder on him, trying to urge him to come. If he accepted a dominance and submission dynamic with me, this would be a perfect thing to do for him. I could do the foot massage early in the evening and this at night as we went to bed, whether or not we did anything else that night. It would be a nice way to help him relax for sleep. 

“Oh, Mona,” he breathed and let out a deep groan as his cock started to pulse, spurting his cum into my mouth. It tasted rich, salty, and thick. I swallowed quickly and above me, he arched his back, taking hold of my hair in his hands and gripping. I did not stop sucking and swallowing until he stopped pulsing. Then I slowly pulled away, kissing the tip gently. He stroked my hair as I looked up at him. The smile on his lips told me that he was happy. I carefully fastened his pants, but I did not want to move from that spot. Being there on my knees, as he looked down at me, pleased, made me feel warm inside. 

******

I was still nervous as I walked into the adult store. The woman who greeted me was middle aged, with light streaks of grey through her auburn hair. She was friendly and warm when she said “hello”, offering me her hand and a small glass of white wine. 

“I find it helps people relax a little when they come in for the first time,” she said. 

I thought the gesture was nice, and sipped a little of the wine. It was cool and sweet. She was right; it also helped me to relax. 

I browsed the store before moving to the fetish section. She had quite the selection of items, different types of clips and gags. She had a display with a small metal cage on it. It took me a few minutes of wondering at its shape before I realized that it was for a man’s penis. I could not even imagine asking Philip to put something like that on, but I supposed that for some couples, it must work. 

She had a nice selection of floggers.Some were braided and long; others were short and thin. I touched them all, feeling the cool, supple leather. I decided to go with a faux leather one that had light, thin tails. It was not too long, so I thought Philip would be able to manage it easily. I tested it on my hand. The impact was not too hard, but the sting had a bite to it that I found tantalizing. I thought that he would be able to get playful, trying for harder strikes, without doing any harm. 

She had some very attractive riding crops as well. Some looked to be more for show than actual use, with wide, heart-shaped poppers. I picked one that looked more traditional, with a narrow, looped band of leather at its tip. When I tested it on my hand, I was surprised at the feeling. The impact was not as terrible as the loud crack made it sound, and it had a sting that I found as pleasing as the flogger. It might be a different sensation when Philip was holding it, but I thought that I could handle the crop being used. 

I continued to look for other things to help us with our intimate time as well. I liked the feel of his ties, but I did not like the idea of having to use them all the time. They were to wear, not to tie up after all. I found a restraint kit with satin-lined cuffs and wide, adjustable straps. That, I thought, would be perfect. Philip could set it up and tuck the cuffs and straps into the box spring of the bed. Our son had decided when he was five that the lining under the box spring did not need to be there and tore away most of it. What had been an annoyance that resulted in a fifteen-minute time-out then seemed fortuitous now. The kit came with a blindfold and a feather tickler as well. I thought that would probably round out everything that we would want to explore for a while. 

I paid for my items and thanked her again for the little bit of wine. As she bagged up my items, she slipped some flyers and brochures in as well. When I took everything out at home, I noticed the flyers advertised local fetish events. I set those aside. They could be fun if Philip as up for socializing. The brochures were discreet mini-guides, offering advice on starting out with bondage and other activities. They included color-coded charts of safe places to strike and safety tips to manage bondage. I read over them and left them for Philip to read as well. They were informative and quick to read. 

That evening after dinner, I gave Philip his foot massage while he read over the brochures. He studied the flogger carefully, holding it in hand to get used to the feel of it. I imagined what it would be like to feel it against my skin and my arousal grew as I massaged his feet. I could not wait for us to go upstairs and try out the new toys that I had bought. 

Once again, we went through our normal, evening routine to get ready, complete with showers. I helped Philip set up the restraint system and we discussed what we would try tonight. Philip did not want to bring out the riding crop yet. He thought the flogger would be gentle enough for him to get comfortable striking me. We agreed on that. If something was too hard, I would use my safe word, and he would only stick to the green areas on the brochure’s chart tonight. 

Philip bound me to the bed, face down so that he had free access to my ass, checking that my head and neck were comfortable. I lay with my arms and legs spread wide in the soft, silky cuffs. They were Velcro, and I worried that I would be able to wriggle out of them easily. I found instead that the straps held fast. I felt powerless and pleased. 

When he brought the flogger across my upper thighs, I cried out much louder than I meant to. The sting was not severe, but the new sensation of receiving impact from my husband surprised me, even though I was expecting it. He knelt down to check on me, and I apologized for the outburst. 

“Use your safe word if you need me to stop,” Philip said, and kissed me gently on the forehead. 

I did not want him to stop. He brought the flogger across my upper thighs again, delivering a light, sharp sting. I realized I never wanted him to stop. Each strike flashed colors across my vision, red, yellow, and orange, as the impact and sting worked its way through my system. The sound of the faux leather striking my skin was music, picking up the pain of each sting and rushing it to my brain. 

He tested strikes along my thighs and buttocks, gauging my reactions carefully. I wanted him to go harder, but held back my requests for it. I remembered his concern that he did not want to hurt me, and I did not want to rush him. If he became uncomfortable, he would stop, and I loved this too much. 

I loved him too much. 

He stopped the strikes and something danced along the raw skin. It was soft and light and I realized he had pulled out the feather tickler. As he moved it along the area he had been striking, the tickling sensation moved through my body and I laughed in spite of myself. 

“Is bondage funny?” he teased. 

“No.” I pushed out through my giggles as he danced the tickler along my ass and up to the small of my back. There, the tickling sensation was deep, and I could not help but blurt out my laughter. 

“I can stop if you think this is a joke,” he said. 

I could hear the taunting in his voice. I tried to control my laughter, but it only made it worse. “Please, no.”

He removed the tickler and I was afraid that he was going to make good on his promise to release me. 

I heard the crack of the flogger’s tails before my mind registered the sting they delivered. The pain moved from my buttocks and up my body. I moaned as he struck me again. Each sting was intensified after the tickling of my skin. He delivered several more strikes before stopping. My skin ached lightly from the stings, and my mind hummed softly. 

He gently released me from the cuffs, letting them fall loosely beside the bed. Then Philip rolled me over gently, parting my legs and moving between them. I welcomed him inside me, surprised to find my body as responsive with my hands and feet released, as it had been when I was bound. I brought my hips up to meet him, feeling him glide along that spot, sending shivers through my body. 

I brought my hands up to Philip’s shoulders and held them there, looking up into his eyes as my orgasm came on. It was deep and satisfying, and I continued to shiver after it passed, feeling every inch of him move into me, pull back, and thrust again. I moved with him until he pushed deep and pulsed in my body. 

When he pulled out, he lay beside me and rolled be over so that I could cling to him. With one hand, he gently rubbed my buttock and thigh where he had struck me. The ache was almost gone and the sting had faded. The feeling it left me with did not. 

“That was so wonderful,” I said as I kissed along Philip’s lower jawbone. “Thank you.”

Philip looked at me, and I could see so much there in his eyes. He enjoyed using the flogger on me, and I could see the conflict playing through his mind. I wanted him to know it was okay to like it. I wanted him to like it. 

I needed him to like it. 

We were sitting at a crossroad in this moment. Looking into his eyes, I could see that. This would be when we decided to continue, or move on.
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Chapter 6

The Tools of the Trade   A Guide to BDSM

Now that we have looked at some of the philosophy behind BDSM and how to communicate with your partner during a session,, I want to look at a few of the most common tools people begin to explore BDSM with. While a lot of activities fall under the BDSM umbrella, two tend to be practiced most often by those just starting out. This is because these activities are the most prolific – they are featured most commonly in media that introduce most people to BDSM. While they do have advanced techniques, the basics of both are relatively easy and quick to learn. Those activities are Bondage and Impact Play.

Bondage

The act of restraining someone can be powerful, and the act of being restrained can be both frightening and releasing. The first time Philip tied my hands to our bed, I felt excited and a little frightened. Even though I knew that Philip would never harm me, I also knew that I had little way to stop him if he suddenly decided to. Those conflicting thoughts were powerful and erotic. As I gave myself over to the sensation of being bound, I found a strange sort of freedom too. Being without control allowed me to open up and enjoy the experience of our lovemaking in a way I had never done before. 

Two of the most common tools for those starting out with bondage are restraint kits and rope.

Restraint Kits are available in almost any adult toy store. These kits typically fit under the bed and are ideal if you do not have a headboard that will allow you to tie someone up. They come with cuffs – typically Velcro – and fully adjustable straps. They are wonderful for starting out because they are comfortable for the bottom. 

Rope can be purchased through adult toy stores, online, or just at your local hardware or home improvement store. When purchasing rope, it is important that you pay attention to texture and width of the rope. A natural fiber rope will stay in place without slipping. Cotton rope is an excellent choice because it is gentle on the skin and machine washable. Synthetic rope is less expensive and very smooth on the skin. If you go with a synthetic rope, you want one that will have minimal slippage and is machine washable as well. Avoid rope that is too stiff, as it will be difficult to work with safely, and avoid rope that is too coarse, as it will be uncomfortable for your bottom.

Your rope should not be too thick for basic bondage. ¼ inch or 6mm rope is very versatile. It will see you through most of your starting bondage activities. If you decide to explore more advanced techniques like Shibari or suspension later, you will want to change the thickness of the rope that you use. 

Pay attention to the length of rope that you purchase. For most bondage activities, 10 to 18 feet is a good length. As with thickness, you will explore longer and shorter lengths if you venture into advanced techniques later. 

When you engage in bondage activity, it is important to remember a few key safety tips.

	Keep safety shears on hand that can cut through rope or restraint cords. 

	When binding your partner, make sure you can slip 2 fingers between the skin and the rope/cuff.

	Avoid areas of the body that are nerve clusters or important to circulation. Do not place rope at or around these areas:

	The Radial Nerve

	The Brachial Plexus

	The Neck


	Use caution when placing rope around the wrists so that you do not pinch the nerve. Also, use caution when placing rope around the Femoral Artery (about 4 inches below the groin) as this can restrict blood flow.

	Watch for signs of circulation problems such as tingling fingers, coolness, or changing colors.

	Limit bondage time to 15 – 30 minutes when you first begin. 

	Never bind your partner in a manner that restricts breathing

	Control the ends of the rope as you work so that you do not pop yourself or your partner in the eye

	Discuss any health conditions that can affect bondage, especially any breathing-related conditions or circulatory conditions. 



Impact Play

Impact play is exactly what it sounds like – it is the striking of one object (your bottom’s skin) by another object (your hand or a tool). Aside from the palm of your hand, three tools make up most beginners’ BDSM toy box, the flogger, the riding crop, and the paddle. These are ideal beginning tools because they are relatively easy to purchase – most adult toy stores carry them – and they are easy to learn and quick to master. 

The Flogger

The flogger is often the go-to toy for both beginners and experts. The flogger has many variations, so it is important to pick out one that is appropriate for beginners (some can break skin easily). The ideal First Flogger will have thin tails that are about 1 to 1 ½ feet long and between ¼ and ½ inch wide. The flogger can be leather, faux leather, or suede. Suede will have a softer touch on impact, and is very nice if you enjoy sensual touches. Do not be fooled, however. A suede flogger can deliver an effective sting. 
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The Riding Crop

The riding crop is most commonly used in horse training and horseback riding. A typical crop will have a shaft with a short leather strap on the end. This is called the lash or popper. When striking with the crop, it is vital that you only strike with the popper. Striking with the shaft can be dangerous. You can potentially harm your bottom. You can also break your crop, which can lead to further injury. 
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The Paddle

Paddles come in all shapes and sizes. You can use wooden spoons, the back of hairbrushes, and rulers as effective paddles. You can also shop around to find the idea paddle for you. Starting out, you can choose virtually any paddle to begin your exploration into impact play. It is important to remember this about paddles, however. The wideness of the paddle will spread out the impact of your strike across a wider area while a narrower paddle will concentrate it for a sharper strike. A thin paddle will deliver a sharp sting but will not take hard strikes. Thicker paddles will hold up under hard strikes, but at the risk of injuring your partner if you strike too hard with it. Additions like holes or studs will also affect how your partner feels impact and how hard you can safely strike with the paddle. A plain paddle is best to start out with, however its thickness and width will depend on what both of you prefer. 
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Know How to Strike

When you strike with a flogger, a paddle, or a crop, it is important that you be able to manage the accuracy of your strike. You do not want to strike in a dangerous area by accident (more on locations later). When you hold a flogger, use your off-hand to gather the tails so that they do not hang loosely. This will help you control your strike. 

For all three implements, you will typically use your wrist or elbow to pivot your strike. Never use your shoulder to strike, as this will give you less control. You always want to angle your body in a way that is comfortable and gives you full view of the area you are striking. You can use your waist as an additional pivot when you strike. This will add to the force you strike your partner with, so measure it carefully. 

You should always practice strikes on an inanimate object. A dense feather pillow is a good choice. It will have some give, but the stiffness of the pillow will reverberate back through the tool, giving you a sensation closer to striking a living body. Practice striking in the same area until you have measured your hand-eye coordination and the tool in your hand feels like an extension.

Know Where to Strike

When you are starting out with impact play, it is very important to be careful where you strike your partner. You want to avoid areas that will cause real and possibly life-threatening harm. Over time, you will learn where you can safely strike your partner and how hard he or she can be struck there. When you start out, however, this list will give you a basic guideline. I like using color codes, since we associate colors with cautions. 

Green – the “Safe” zones

These areas can typically handle harder impact. Remember to still use care and determine what your partner’s actual limits are for striking, however. 

	Front, back, and lower side of Thighs

	Buttocks

	Forearms



Yellow – the “Careful” zones

These areas can be struck, but you should use care, as it is easier to injure your partner in these areas. 

	Breasts

	Upper Arms (Front and back but never on the sides where you would typically receive a shot)

	The back along the shoulder blades

	Front and back of hands

	Outer/back of wrists

	Inner thighs

	Genitals (if striking a man, be very careful of his testicles)

	Calves (back of lower leg)



Red – the “Danger” zones.

These areas should always be avoided when you are beginning or when you are starting with a new partner, no matter how experienced you are. You may find over time that some Red areas are okay for light impact, but that exploration should only be conducted when you and your partner have experience together and both of you are ready to test.

	The head and face

	Upper shoulders and upper chest above the breasts

	Ribcage below the breasts

	Front and back of the mid and lower torso

	Hips over the hip bones

	Front of the knees

	Shins

	Ankles

	Feet

	The spine

	The Breastbone



Purple – the “Never Strike” zones

A few areas of the body should always be avoided during impact play. Striking these areas even with moderate strikes can result in serious injury and a call to 911. 

	The neck

	The armpit

	The upper arm along the side (where you receive shots)

	The elbow

	The inner wrist (where you normally see veins)

	The inner thigh where the thigh and pelvic bone meet

	The back of the knees

	The back of the ankle (the Achilles’ tendon)
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Chapter 7

Discovery

“I was surprised by just how much I liked the sting from the flogger,” I said as I lay against Philip. “You could have kept doing it to me all night, I would not have complained at all.”

I kept my eyes focused on his. I watched for the conflict to resolve, but I could still see it there, deep in his eyes.

“I liked doing it to you,” he said at last. In his eyes, something else swelled up. I knew the look well. It was the look he had any time he did something wrong and needed to apologize to me. “I really liked causing you pain.”

“It’s okay, because I wanted it. We,” I paused and struggled for the right words. I needed to express this to him. 

“It feels like I’m taking something from you, though. You’re giving up your body to me, and all I’m doing is taking it, taking out this sadistic pleasure on you. Is that right for me to do to you?” Philip asked. 

I pushed myself up and kissed him. I loved hearing this from him, and I needed him to know that I did not just accept it. I wanted it. When I broke the kiss, I studied his eyes carefully, trying to understand the balance of emotions and conflict there. I did not want to get this wrong. The thought that he would never do this again because he was afraid of that part of himself, made me want to cry. 

“It feels like you’re giving me something,” I said. “I’m just lying there and you’re doing this for me, giving me these wonderful sensations. It is the most beautiful thing in the world. I wish I could explain it better.”

Philip kissed me again and rolled me off him and onto my side. He moved onto his side, so that he could look at me level and even. “I love you so much. I don’t want you to think anything less of that because I like,” he paused, “because I like hurting you.”

“I don’t.” I brought my hand up to his cheek. “Would you even entertain the thought of hurting me if you did not know it was something I wanted?”

Revulsion moved into Philip’s eyes. I already knew the answer, but I needed him to say it. “Never.”

“I know,” I said. “You still have this little part of you that delights in pain, though. So do I. My part delights in my own pain. Yours delights in giving pain. It’s as though, in doing this physical thing, we’re sharing some deeper, darker part of ourselves.”

Philip still did not look completely convinced. 

“When we said our wedding vows,” I said, “we included the words ‘for better or worse’ right?”

He nodded. I saw the light turn on in those eyes. Philip was a brilliant man. It was part of why I loved him so. “I suppose it’s like we’re opening up that worse to each other, and accepting it.”

“With every fiber of my being, I accept it.”

We lay quietly together, just looking into each other’s eyes. I don’t know when I fell asleep. I was only aware of his eyes, his love, and our acceptance of each other. I felt content and happy, happier than I had felt in a long time. It was more than just the activities. It was how we opened up and shared with each other. Maybe this was some dark aspect of ourselves, tThat did not matter. What mattered was that we had a way to express it to each other in a way that we could each understand and accept. 

I had never felt closer to him before in my life. 

The next morning I woke early. I kissed Philip’s cheek until he woke up. He went to answer his morning urgings, and tired, he lay back down. I knew what I wanted to do, but the thought of doing it after he had been in the bathroom seemed – well, a bit icky to me. I thought about how I wanted to serve him, though, and remembered a scene from a book he had read in high school. I had found the scene distasteful back then, but now it seemed tantalizing. I remembered that I had mocked the book once. Now, I could understand why he enjoyed it. 

In the scene, a slave girl was made to wash her master carefully, going over every part of his sex in careful detail. The scene was sensual, but it was also humiliating. I thought about how I had felt the night he led me out of the bathroom, my hands tied, as though I were leashed. I enjoyed that feeling, and thought I would enjoy this too.

I slipped out of bed and into the bathroom. I took a washcloth and wet it with warm water, so that it was damp but not dripping. When I returned, I thought Philip was asleep. I hoped that he would not mind me taking liberties. 

When I lifted the covers, he opened his eyes, and I smiled at him. I lifted his cock and testicles and carefully applied the warm cloth, washing him from scrotum to tip. He sighed as I did so and closed his eyes. When I was satisfied that he was clean enough, I set the cloth on the nightstand and brought my mouth down to him. He gasped and brought his hand down to my head, wrapping my hair in his fingers. 

He grew hard in my mouth, and I continued to suck, eager to taste him again. No, I was eager to please him again. The taste of him did not matter. He could be sweet or bitter. What had made me so happy was his reaction when I did this in the dining room for him. Now I wanted him to be as pleased that I did this in the morning. 

He tasted clean and felt warm from the cloth. I sucked harder as Philip moaned and swallowed as he pulsed and came into my mouth. When he finished, I pulled back, licking him, carefully so that he would be as clean as I left him when I started. 

“You are a beautiful woman,” Philip said.

I looked up at him. I could see that he wanted to talk to me about something important. I decided it would not be in bed. I got up and slipped on my robe. “I’m going to make breakfast. How do you want your eggs?”

He smiled at me and sat up. “Over medium.”

He wanted to say more, but I left the room quickly. I was not afraid of the words. I simply wanted to do for him, and the words would halt that. Part of it was feeling playful as well. I felt a live and powerful in that moment and I wanted to hold onto it and use it. 

I hummed our song as I made breakfast. When Philip came downstairs in his own robe, I served him at our breakfast table. Over our bacon and eggs, we talked about dominance and submission. Philip could see that it was something that I truly wanted to explore with him, and he was willing to do it. We discussed the things I would do. 

He enjoyed the foot massages in the evenings, so that would have to take place. None of the other things I already did would change. As he recounted all of the little things, I felt amazed and elated. Some days I wondered if he knew how much I did at home to prepare and make it an inviting place for him after work. That he did, that he knew how much work went into keeping his house warm for him, I felt so deeply loved. 

In front of the children, of course, everything would be muted. If the kids asked about the foot massages, I told him I would just mention that it was in an article I read in a magazine. That would be enough to get our son to wrinkle his nose and our daughter to roll her eyes. They were good kids, but they always saw our attempts to be romantic as silly and overly dramatic. Everything else would be things they would not be able to see or would be out of their sight. 

We decided we would start simple, and talk, as we wanted to add things. I was enamored by the idea, and so very happy. Something had been missing – or was missed by us. We managed to find it together in a very beautiful way. We finished our breakfast, and Philip helped me with the dishes. He always did on Sunday mornings. I thought about the ways that I might show my appreciation to him, but when we finished, he took my hands and led me back upstairs. He brought up the cuffs and laid me down on my back. 

Phillip had his own ideas about how I might show my appreciation, and I liked that very much. 
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Chapter 8

After the Scene   A Guide to BDSM

Aftercare

Aftercare is what you do after your BDSM scene. It is as important as any other aspect of your BDSM activity, and if you overlook it, both you and your partner will find things lacking in the dynamic the two of you create together. What takes place in aftercare depends on two factors:

	Your personal needs

	The intensity of physical activity



Some people find that they need to be cuddled and reassured after a session. Others simple need to talk about what happened. For some couples, the sex that follows BDSM activity followed by pillow talk is all the aftercare both partners need. If you are engaging in intense physical play, such as heavy flogging, a soothing lotion can go a long way to helping to ease the redness and sting that impact play leaves behind. 

Communicating before your scene and after is the best way to determine what you and your partner need. Aftercare is the time when you process the scene and address physical needs. Soothe reddened skin, apply ointment to any abrasions that may have happened – which can take place even with care during the scene – and reinforce your appreciation for each other’s participation in the scene. While we typically think of aftercare as helping the submissive/bottom process what takes place, I found very quickly that Philip needed my assurances as well. He needed to know that what he was experiencing was okay. Over time, I learned that he sometimes needed to know that he was being a good Dominant, and that he had not carried a scene too far. 

Talking Later

Later, after the scene and the aftercare have taken place, it is a good idea to communicate with each other about your scene. Talk about what took place and discuss it openly and frankly. This is your time to learn how each of you processed the scene. Talk about what aspects you enjoyed, and what left you feeling strange or unhappy with the scene. Not everything about a scene will necessarily be enjoyable to both of you, and that is okay. 

Communication is ongoing when it comes to BDSM. It is important to remember, always be understanding. If your partner does not enjoy a BDSM activity, that is not his or her rejection of you. Ask probing, open-ended questions to learn why your partner did not enjoy the activity. This will help the two of you choose new activities to try later. 

Now that you know some of the basics about the tools, communication, and safety, you are ready to begin exploring BDSM together. The experiences that you have exploring BDSM will help you and your partner do more than just spice up your sex life; your experience together will also strengthen and deepen your intimacy. You will learn new things about each other and see a side of yourself, and each other, that you have never experienced before. As I discovered, it is an enlightening experience, and one I would never trade for anything else in this world. 
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Chapter 9

Epilogue

Philip snapped the riding crop harder between my legs, and I cried out. My safe word was on the tip of my lips and the waves of my orgasm swelled over my body. It was strange to come this way, but so delicious and satisfying at the same time. He pulled his wrist back and brought it forward again, not as hard against my sex, though the popper was loud all the same. I cried out and writhed in my bonds again. The satin lining of the cuffs brushed my skin, teasing me with how tightly it held in place. 

“That was very good,” Philip said. 

I looked up into his eyes and could them filled with lust and pleasure. 

Tomorrow the kids would be back from their vacation. Philip had told me that he wanted to do something special with this session. As I came down from my pain and my orgasm, I understood this was it. He looked happy, content, and alive as he looked down at me. I wondered what thoughts must be in his mind, to know that he used something so cruel and painful to bring me to orgasm. 

He touched the crop to my thigh and struck quickly and lightly. I gasped and let out a low moan as he struck again in the same place. He struck the upper thigh of one leg and then the inner thigh of the other, alternating between them with the crop. The sting was light and delicious. I thought that I loved the flogger. Over the past two weeks, we had explored with it quite a bit, testing the limits of what I could take from it together. 

I had no idea that I would love the crop more. 

He laid one last strike along my inner thigh and laid the crop down onto the bed. He moved between my legs and I could see him, hard and ready for me. He entered me and I cried out at the sensation. I was raw and alive from my orgasm and the strike of the crop. It felt so close to pain that I felt myself drift further into the dreamy haze that had overcome my senses. 

I pulled at my bonds, wanting to put my arms around my husband. He let out a small laugh at my struggles and I whimpered. He thrust harder into me and I pulled, trying to gain control of my arms again. 

“You never struggle this much.” Philip brought his hand to my head and brushed his fingers through my hair. 

“I want to hold you.” My voice was small and as weak as my arms felt, trying to pull free. 

“I know you do.” His voice was gentle as he thrust harder into me. I gasped and raised my hips, savoring the feeling of him there. “You will get to hold me soon.”

I moaned as he pulled up, thrusting along that delicious spot. Another orgasm swelled through my body and overcame my senses. I was no longer aware of anything except the pleasure of our bodies and the binding of my hands and feet. We could have been anywhere. I could only see Philip’s eyes. 

He thrust harder and held himself deep inside me, pulsing his pleasure into me. Spent, he pulled out of me and lay beside me, brushing my hair back as I relaxed in my bonds. Slowly he released my hands, and I wrapped my arms around his shoulders, pulling his body onto mine. We rested that way, breathing in each other’s sweat and scent. 

I was in no hurry for him to release my feet. I had everything I needed right there. 
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