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"Is that rope?" I asked.

"Indeed," said Vincent. "You're paying for my time, so I aim to make sure you get your money's worth. If a simple pair of handcuffs was enough, you wouldn't need me. Colin, pay close attention. I guarantee you're going to enjoy this."

Vincent continued tying my hands behind my back, making the bonds incredibly tight. When he was finished, he pulled me up to my feet, gathered up my hair in one hand and pulled my head back. Clutching my breast with his other hand, he leaned in and whispered in my ear, "Look at your husband."

Panting heavily, I looked down to Colin. He was transfixed on me and Vincent, jaw hanging open. His khakis were tented at the crotch with what had to be the stiffest erection I'd ever seen.

"I can't believe you've been married for years and never knew how much you both wanted this. A crying shame, it is."

When Vincent let go of my hair, I let out a frustrated moan. I didn't want him to let go
, I realized. I couldn't believe I'd enjoyed being manhandled in such a demeaning way, but Vincent's warm breath against my ear, his lustful touch of my chest... I had never felt such a powerful form of eroticism.

I looked over to Colin while Vincent added more rope, this time around my upper arms, near my elbows. Colin's look reminded me of our wedding photos, his boyish good looks captured at their most excited and content. He wore the same expression now. I matched his enthusiasm when possible, but the strain of having my arms tied so stringently made things difficult.

"See, Colin? This is what bondage does: makes your woman a plaything, a toy. She wants to be used. She wants to submit to your will, whatever that may be. Now, come over here and put your hands on her shoulders."

My husband sauntered over and did as Vincent requested. Vincent whispered something in his ear. "Got it?"

"Sure," said Colin. He looked at me and smiled and felt my breasts through my shirt. My nipples were painfully erect; I wanted his soothing touch so badly. Instead, he gathered fistfuls of my shirt's fabric in each palm, and in one quick motion he tore my top apart. I gasped as the garment shredded like a sheet of tissue paper, feeling the room's cool air against my skin...
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Teach My Man To Dominate

As I lay on the bed I listened to my own breathing and felt my heartbeat's steady pounding in my chest. It was all I could do. My arms and legs were bound to the bed frames, ropes wrapped against my skin so pleasantly. Not that they were necessary; I wasn't going anywhere. I lingered in a trance brought on by ecstasy unlike anything I'd ever felt. I couldn't let it go.

Inside I felt free. Weightless. Unburdened. I hurt in so many ways, but I didn't mind. My skin felt like it was on fire and the slightest movement sent ripples of agony through me, but I didn't care. This kind of catharsis was worth the trouble.

How did I get here? I can't believe how simple it was. He made it so easy.

It only just started this morning...

---

Colin wasn't stupid. He knew he wasn't happy right now and he knew the source: me. We've been married for three years, and everything started off just fine. "Colin and Maggie are soul mates, and now they've found each other," said Stacy, my maid of honor, at our wedding. She was right, but now something was wrong. Our time in the bedroom just isn't fulfilling for him, and I didn't know why.

I know he loves me. That's not the problem. He's affectionate, caring and always smiles when he sees me first thing in the morning. He's always been a good listener, and since we met he's been my best friend.

I also know he still finds me attractive. Why shouldn't he? I'm 25 and I have a fit, tight body, with nice, natural breasts and a firm backside. I've noticed the way he stares at me when I'm dressed for my daily jog; he doesn't try to hide it. He loves my luscious, long blonde hair, whether it's wet from the shower or tossed by the wind while cruising in his speed boat.

At the same time, my attraction to him has never been in question. My family wasn't thrilled at his being twenty years my senior, but even at 45, I was still powerfully drawn by his classical good looks. The salt and pepper in his hair made him look distinguished, not old, thanks to his strong, chiseled jaw and bright blue eyes. He kept himself in phenomenal shape, exercising almost as much as me. He lifted weights, he ran. He had a better physique in his forties than anyone I knew back in college. He possessed all the stamina and virility I could handle, and had decades more experience; that's the kind of thing that came in handy in bed.

Attraction isn't the problem. So what is it? I watched Colin as he tried to read the paper while eating his toast for breakfast, but his distraction was clear.

"Honey," I said. "Talk to me." We'd always been strong believers in good communication, so I didn't understand why he'd been so hesitant to talk about whatever was bothering him.

Colin sighed and put down the paper. "I guess I owe you the truth," he said.


No
, I thought. He is not having an affair.
 I trusted him, but a sentence like that always makes you fear the worst. "Please," I said. "Whatever it is, we'll figure it out."

He smiled sympathetically. "I think you know the answer. For me, things in the bedroom have been... you know..."

He wasn't the type to stammer. He always said what he believed, except sometimes his need to be polite clashed with his sense of honesty.

"Stale," I said. I knew it. He knew it. We both knew the other knew too. There was little sense in denying it. Although he could satisfy me just fine, and was a generous, giving lover, his enthusiasm had waned. The last thing I wanted was to be less than pleasing to my man - making him happy made me
 happy - so, this was a problem I had to fix as soon as possible.

"Yes, stale," he muttered. He hated having to admit it; the truth wasn't always easy. "It's my fault though. I haven't been forthcoming with some of my... more uncommon desires."

My heart began to race. What does "uncommon" mean? What if it was bad? "Tell me," I said.

"I... I want to do some kinky things," he said at last. "With you."


Thank god
, I thought. "Like what?" I asked, grinning uncontrollably. I've always been curious about a few things myself.

Sensing my eagerness, Colin seemed to reclaim the youthful charm and energy he used to display all the time. "How do you think you'd feel if I tied you up during sex?" he asked. No hesitation.

Heat radiated from my rosy cheeks as I blushed, and a wetness in my panties began to spread. "I'd be into that." Oh god would I be into that.


"What if I wanted to spank you when you'd been bad?"

I shivered, and my skin seemed to tingle. "Then I'd be bad sometimes."

The answer seemed to be the right one: looking through the glass kitchen table I saw a tell-tale bulge rising in his slacks. "Oof," he said. "Good answer. And would you object if I wanted to use dirty toys to make you orgasm over and over?"

"Is that a serious question?"

Colin laughed. "All right. There's just one problem."

"Oh?"

"Yeah. See, I want to do all those things, and I want to do them well. But I have no experience. You don't start tying people up and hitting them without knowing what you're doing," he explained. "I'd be ashamed of myself if I accidentally hurt you. And what would people think?"

I nodded. His concerns sounded legitimate. A younger wife sporting unusual bruises... "Couldn't we look it all up on the Internet?"

Colin rolled his eyes. "I don't think so. This is a little too important to trust the Internet. I want to learn from an expert. Somebody who will show me everything, not leave anything out, and not provide misinformation. And you know I learn best by seeing something in person."

This was true: he had always been a visual learner, from dancing to sailing. But this was a little different. "So wait, you want to learn how to..."

"Dominate."

"To dominate, by... watching somebody do it?"

"Ideally. Yes."

I didn't know what to make of it. Had he thought this through? Did he know what that would entail?

"But who would this expert be doing these things to? Me?"

He nodded. "I understand your concerns. But don't think of it as doing things to you, or doing things with us. It's more like when you take... golf lessons, for example. You're not golfing with the instructor; you're golfing with your friend. The instructor is just there to help."

One thing I didn't always like about Colin was his overly logical reasoning; sometimes he completely refused to consider the validity of a purely emotional response. Regardless of whether or not the "golf instructor" was a part of our game, he would still be there. "I don't think that's a great analogy, dear," I said darkly.

"You're probably right. Maybe this is better: we'd be hiring a tutor to make us better at something we like. We'd be doing this together, and when it's done, the tutor will leave and we'll get to enjoy what we've learned."

Admittedly, he had a point. A little outside tutelage could spark the passion we seemed to have lost.

Colin continued, "Maggie if we do this, believe me: we're not hiring somebody random. They will be fully vetted. And you will have final say over who we hire."


All right, now we're getting somewhere.
 "And what if I find a breathtakingly gorgeous muscle-god?" I asked. "You won't get jealous?"

"Nah," he replied. "I trust you. Besides, once he's gone I'll know the best ways to tie you down and punish you." He winked, and though I wanted to laugh, I could feel that ache growing within me. The one that told me I wanted him badly. If just talking about it was enough to get me going, what would it be like to do the real thing?

"Let me call Stacy," I said. "She might know a guy."

---

His name was Vincent, and Stacy had him on speed dial. "He'll be perfect," she told me. "He's hot as hell, but a total professional. He knows when to stop, and when to keep going. He'll be cruel to you, but you'll love it."

"How did you meet him?" I asked her.

She just laughed and said, "Please. I can't believe you didn't know this about me! I know every guy who can tie a decent knot in this zip code. I've been into S&M for years."

Hearing Stacy say "S&M" out loud sent chills down my spine. It sounded... sinister? Was that the word? Forbidden, more like; a secret among those in the know. Except, it wasn't like that at all. It took all of ten seconds for Stacy to suss out what I was trying to imply, and she said it without hesitation. Clearly, I had a lot to learn.

"I can't believe I never knew," I said. "You could have told me."

"Eh. I knew you'd get it eventually," she replied.

It took less than half an hour for Vincent to call me. His voice was soft and he spoke in a devastatingly beautiful Irish brogue. "What can I do for ya, love?"

"Well, did Stacy mention why-"

"Aye," he said, cutting me off. "I can clear my schedule for tonight. Always do for beginners. Nothing I love more than seeing a woman get tied for the first time."

"Oh," I said. My hand was drawn toward my crotch like a moth to a flame. And I was definitely on fire. But was I burning for Vincent, or what he wanted to do? "Good, but this is for me and my husband-"

"Yes, yes. Don't worry, lass. You and your husband will be in excellent hands, I promise."

"Okay," I said. I remembered that he came recommended by Stacy, and my best friend wouldn't steer me wrong. "Tonight then?"

"Tonight," he confirmed. "Just text me your address. Can't wait."

"Yes," I said, the phone shaking in my hand. "Me too."

---

When I told him I'd set the appointment, Colin wrapped his arms around me and hugged me tight. I couldn't remember the last time he seemed so excited. He spent the rest of the day pacing around the house, making sure he had every preparation he could think of. His work ranged from sensual (strawberries and whipped cream) to cautious (a fresh First Aid kit), and everything in between. He had notebooks, in case he wanted to write down lists of sex toys to buy. He had a digital camera, in case Vincent didn't mind videotaping the session. Did he ask if I minded? No. But I didn't.

When Colin did everything else he could think of, he showered and shaved, grooming himself like he was preparing for a first date. I suppose the truth wasn't all that far away.

I suggested we take a bath together, instead of separate showers, but he had nothing of it. "No way, Maggie. That would be like having a candy bar before going to a steakhouse."

"Yeah, but I'm hungry now."

"Save your appetite," he said, pulling me into the shower and himself out. I wanted to scream at him, but the water was perfect and I was laughing. I could see his package growing thick. Maybe he needs less teaching than he thinks
, I realized. Regardless, he was as ready for this as anyone could ever be.

The one thing Colin spent almost no time preparing - his outfit, a pair of khakis and a navy blue button down shirt - took me forever. What was I supposed to do? Dress like this was a date, like I wanted Vincent to be checking me out, and put on my hottest, tightest, little black number? Or should I go casual? I didn't want to give the wrong impression, but I didn't want this Vincent to see me and think, Ugh, what have I gotten myself into?
 Did Stacy send him my picture? Did he ask for it? I should have gotten more answers from her
, I realized. In the end, I went with leggings and a cute, pink tank top.

Of course, when the doorbell rang, Colin played it cool, like it was nothing out of the ordinary. Just having a friend over. You remember Vincent, right honey? We could watch a movie, or play a game, or maybe he'll do a bunch of kinky things to you while I watch. We'll see!


I don't think either my husband or I were ready for the sight we saw when he opened the door. Vincent. I mean, oh my fucking god, Vincent. Even while smirking in bemused anticipation he smoldered. His wavy brown hair matched his hungry eyes. His high cheekbones, thin lips and square jaw screamed classic masculinity. He wore a short-sleeved, tight, white muscle shirt that flattered his built physique. In a pair of tight blue jeans, he looked every bit as dreamy as he sounded over the phone. In his hand he carried a black, leather briefcase, and I had some idea of what was inside.

"You must be Colin," he said.

My husband extended his hand to shake with our guest. "Yes. Good to meet you, Vincent. Please, come in."


Holy hell, Stacy
, I thought. I am going to
 murder you! How do you not tell me about a guy like this?


"It's a nice home," Vincent said, looking around the foyer.

"Thanks," I said, finding my voice. "We'd be happy to give you a tour."

"No offense, but I'll pass. I'd like to get right down to business, if that's OK with you."

"Of course," said Colin. "Should we go to the bedroom? I have things all set up."

"Lead the way. And what kind of things do you mean?"

"You'll see," I said. "It's too much to list."

"I set up a video recorder, if that's all right," Colin added.

"Oh, it's fine by me. It's your lady you might have to convince."

"Nothing we haven't done before," I said.

"Is that right?" Vincent replied, amused. "But you don't need to tape this, love. Believe me, you're not soon gonna forget it."

I looked to Colin to see how he'd react to Vincent's flirtation, but he was smiling. I suppose it would be silly for him to get bent out of shape by a some suggestive wordplay: Vincent was getting paid to do far more than that.

He whistled when he saw the bedroom and everything Colin had set out. All of our sex toys, my skimpiest lingerie, a stack of smooth jazz CDs and more. "I appreciate the effort," he said. "But everything you need is in this case here, and it's all yours to keep."

"What exactly is in there?" I asked, looking at the briefcase.

"You'll see. First things first. Why don't you tell me what you're after. That way I know how I can help."

Colin jumped in and gave him a brief background on our marriage and our stagnant love life. "I've been curious about domination, and I think we'd both like it. I just don't know what I should do."

"Domination. Aye. The truth is, mate, there's a lot of ground to cover. I'll get you started though. There's no reason this has to be a one-time special. Now, I got the impression from Maggie that you'd like me to show you, rather than tell you, what to do. Is that right?"

"It is," Colin said immediately. "Just jump right in, I'll ask you questions if I have any."

"Very well. Maggie, this is all right with you?"

I nodded. I trusted Colin and Stacy, and if they trusted Vincent, that was good enough for me. "Yes."

"Good. Now, are you especially fond of those clothes you're wearing?"


Huh?
 "Are you asking me to take them off?"

Vincent laughed, a rich, throaty chuckle that lifted his lips into a smile that could make a woman pass out. "No, love. Just, if you're overly attached to them, you may want to change."


Interesting.
 "It's fine."

"Good. Then turn around and put your hands behind your back."

I did as he asked, my heart racing, cheeks blushing and my nethers starting to ache. This is it
, I thought. We're really doing this.


"Colin, you see that? She's already excited. She likes taking orders. You want to give her that feeling," Vincent explained. I heard the snap of his briefcase opening, and the next thing I felt was his hand gripping my wrists. He was so strong, he held them both without difficulty. Instinctively I jerked around trying to break free, but it was no use.

The feeling of helplessness surged through me like a shot of adrenaline, as if thousands of dormant, unused pleasure centers in my mind had been awakened en masse. My panties were sopping wet, and we'd barely even begun.

But Vincent wasn't just holding me for fun: after a moment I felt something being wrapped around my wrists and being pulled tightly. "Is that rope?" I asked.

"Indeed," said Vincent. "You're paying for my time, so I aim to make sure you get your money's worth. If a simple pair of handcuffs was enough, you wouldn't need me. Colin, pay close attention. I guarantee you're going to enjoy this."

Vincent continued tying my hands behind my back, making the bonds incredibly tight. When he was finished, he pulled me up to my feet, gathered up my hair in one hand and pulled my head back. Clutching my breast with his other hand, he leaned in and whispered in my ear, "Look at your husband."

Panting heavily, I looked down to Colin. He was transfixed on me and Vincent, jaw hanging open. His khakis were tented at the crotch with what had to be the stiffest erection I'd ever seen.

"I can't believe you've been married for years and never knew how much you both wanted this. A crying shame, it is."

When Vincent let go of my hair, I let out a frustrated moan. I didn't want him to let go
, I realized. I couldn't believe I'd enjoyed being manhandled in such a demeaning way, but Vincent's warm breath against my ear, his lustful touch of my chest... I had never felt such a powerful form of eroticism.

I looked over to Colin while Vincent added more rope, this time around my upper arms, near my elbows. Colin's look reminded me of our wedding photos, his boyish good looks captured at their most excited and content. He wore the same expression now. I matched his enthusiasm when possible, but the strain of having my arms tied so stringently made things difficult.

"See, Colin? This is what bondage does: makes your woman a plaything, a toy. She wants to be used. She wants to submit to your will, whatever that may be. Now, come over here and put your hands on her shoulders."

My husband sauntered over and did as Vincent requested. Vincent whispered something in his ear. "Got it?"

"Sure," said Colin. He looked at me and smiled and felt my breasts through my shirt. My nipples were painfully erect; I wanted his soothing touch so badly. Instead, he gathered fistfuls of my shirt's fabric in each palm, and in one quick motion he tore my top apart. I gasped as the garment shredded like a sheet of tissue paper, feeling the room's cool air against my skin. Being exposed so rapidly sent shivers throughout my body, and I laughed salaciously.

"Nicely done," said Vincent. "Now use these to remove the rest," he added, handing Colin a pair of scissors.

Colin took them and said nothing. He donned a mask of intense concentration on his face, the way he always does whenever he's determined to bring me to orgasm. Deftly and quickly he sliced through the remains of my tank top and pulled the tattered pieces out from between my bound arms. I was reminded of his gardening hobby and how he pruned the shrubs and trees; I've always found it stimulating, watching him work. He'd get sweaty and covered in soil, and sometimes I would join him in the shower. Now I was the one starting to sweat.

"Stand up," said Vincent. "Take off your pants."

"Me?" I asked. How was I supposed to do that?

"Your hands are tied but you still have 'em. Just try, love."

Colin nodded, so I reached down with my bound hands and slipped them into the waistband of my leggings. I pulled them down as far as I could, bending my knees to get a better angle. It didn't work very well, so I tried bending over, but I could still barely move them past the top of my thighs. Colin stared at my exposed thong as if he'd never seen one before. He watched my struggle to do something so simple with total fascination. Vincent looked amused, but also analytical, as if judging my skill.

"Lie down. It'll help," he said at last. I did as he said and saw what he meant: bending my knees brought my legs close enough to my hands to pull on the fabric. I wriggled on the bed as I drew the leggings down my body a few inches at a time.

When they finally fell free I looked to Vincent. He seemed pleased. I'd never gained such satisfaction from doing something so mundane. Or was it Vincent's approval that made me happy? Don't go there
, I thought to myself. I refused to let myself start to fall for Vincent. You're married. You just met him.


I shut my eyes while Vincent took another bundle of rope from his briefcase. He sat down on the bed next to me and started winding the cords around my ankles, binding them together. Every time his hand brushed against my skin I fidgeted, my body screaming for more contact, though I didn't want Colin to see.

"Colin," said Vincent. "We're at a point right now where if you're having any second thoughts, speak them soon."

"It's okay," my husband said. "This is why you're here. As long as Maggie's still in."

I couldn't believe he wanted to go through with this. Couldn't he see how attracted I was to Vincent, despite all my mental gymnastics? Or did he think I was turned on by being bound? In truth, that was probably the case. Maybe I just didn't want to admit it yet. Regardless, I didn't have a difficult decision to make. "I'm in," I said.

"That's nice, but I wasn't asking you," said Vincent. He took something out of his briefcase that looked familiar, but I couldn't place it: a red rubber ball with some kind of belt attached to it. Before I could recall where I'd seen one, he forced the ball into my mouth and fastened the straps behind my neck. A gag?


I hollered in fury, but the sound came out whiny and pathetic, and the smiles that Colin and Vincent broke into quickly brought reality to the surface: this was awesome
. I felt so degraded and humiliated, not having the basic human capacity to speak properly. Drool was starting to escape my lip and roll down my chin, and I couldn't follow my instinct to try and wipe it away, yet somehow I loved it.

"That's so damn hot," said Colin.

"Sure is," Vincent agreed. He put his hand under my chin and lifted it so I could look up at him. "Quite the new sensation, isn't it?"

"Mmm," I moaned, feeling the way the gag forced apart my teeth. The rubbery flavor in my mouth was strange at first, but I was quickly acquiring a taste for it.

"Got plenty more for you. This is going to be a long night, dear."

---

Vincent went back to his briefcase and took out something new. "Pay attention, you two. This is a flogger, and I expect you're going to use it a lot."

He climbed onto the bed, got onto his knees and moved into position above my legs, straddling them. "Up with your hands, dear, and keep 'em up."

I raised my arms, but maintaining the position was harder than I would have guessed. Vincent put a hand in mine to help, then he swung the flogger, connecting with my ass cheek and making a loud slapping sound. I screamed and squirmed on the bed, but with the hunky Irishman above me, I wasn't going anywhere. The hit wasn't really very painful; my reaction had been from shock. I'd never felt a smack on my bottom with such force; Colin had given it occasional slaps, but never like this, and never using a flogger.

"Calm down, I barely touched you," said Vincent. "It's very important you start off lightly, Colin. This sort of thing takes some getting used to. Hit her harder than she can take, and it won't be fun. And this was fun, wasn't it?"

I closed my eyes and felt a tear roll down my cheek. I nodded, ashamedly. It was more than fun. It was intoxicating.


"Oh, good. Let's do it some more then." Vincent whipped the flogger across my bare skin again, aiming for the same spot he hit before. I trembled and tried to pull my hands out of his grip, but he held the ropes tightly.

"Aye, I know, I know. See that, Colin? I hit the exact same mark, which was mean of me. You're going to have to practice your aim so that you only hit the same target when you mean to."

"Got it," said Colin. "Let me try."

"You sure?"

"Damn right," he replied, extending his hand to take the flogger.


This is the man I married
, I thought. Ready to take charge, jump in head first. He saw Vincent flog me twice, and now he thinks he knows what he's doing. Or maybe he just didn't want Vincent to have too much fun?

Obligingly, Vincent dropped the flogger and lifted himself off the bed. "Make sure to hold her hands out of the way. Don't want them getting clipped."

"Thanks." Colin moved in and took the flogger. He swung it in the air a few times, making a frightening swooshing sound. He wasn't going to swing that hard, was he?


His first tag landed softly, like a caress. Overly cautious
, I thought, then recognized the absurdity: I was disappointed at not getting hit harder. I could hardly believe myself. I was thank when Colin's next swing was harder, and I moaned as pain shot through my backside. Growing in confidence, Colin landed two strikes in succession, hitting each cheek. I writhed as tendrils of agony raced through me, yet as the sensation subsided, I was left with a pleasant soreness. Sensing the enjoyment in my reactions, he continued to flog my ass at the same level of intensity, alternating between the cheeks, making sure every inch of skin got some attention. By the end I was bucking and groaning, but at no point did I think about asking him to stop.

"Good technique," said Vincent. "You learn fast, Colin."

"Thanks. That was fun."

"Indeed," he said, pointing at the prominent bulge in Colin's khakis. He made no mention of the massive peak rising in his own pants. Instead, he came over to me and pulled the ball gag from between my lips. He let it fall around my neck as I gasped and worked my jaw. He then lifted me up by my shoulders, pulled my legs underneath me and sat me down on the bed. "Come here man, let your wife take care of that for you."

Oh god. Did he mean that the way it sounded?

Colin seemed to think so. He stepped in front of me, unzipped his pants and let them fall to the floor. He lowered his boxers to reveal his rock hard cock. I'd marveled at its size before - especially during our first, tender night of lovemaking - but I'd never seen it so thick and long. "Open up," he said in a commanding tone.

I did as he asked, wincing from the ache in my jaw. I'd only been afforded a few seconds to recover from the gag, and now I had to open even wider to accommodate my husband's engorged rod. My lips sealed around his shaft, and I remembered how I used to perform oral on him. It had been too long, I could see that now. I'd always enjoyed doing it, and he never complained; yet, the idea to use my mouth always came spontaneously, and lately neither of us had been inspired to go there. Maybe that was why Colin began groaning immediately, the pleasure taking him as he rhythmically moved his cock back and forth in my mouth.

When he reached his climax he shot his load into my throat, and I swallowed it hungrily. By now my pussy and panties were beyond soaked; serving my husband's needs inspired an arousal I hadn't felt in months.

"That was great," said Colin. He knelt down and kissed me on the cheek.

"Yes, well done," added Vincent. "But I think you could do better."

"What? He came, didn't he?" I protested.

"Aye, but how long had it been since you last went down on him? You're going to have to try a lot harder to get half the reaction from me." Vincent unzipped his jeans and pulled them off. He tossed them aside and dropped his boxers.

I'd be lying if I said I expected his cock to be anything but massive. Even a man as hot as Vincent doesn't get very far with the ladies if he can't back up his machismo with the right anatomy. As I'm sure Stacy knew, Vincent was in no danger there.

"Last chance, man," he said to my husband. "If you don't want your wife taking another man's cock, speak up now."

"It's all right," Colin said quickly. He was still catching his breath from the job I'd done on him. "I want her to learn. But she has the final say."

All I could do was stare at the mammoth package rising in front of my face. I felt what I imagined mountain climbers experienced while at base camp, looking toward the challenge ahead and wondering if they would even survive. There's no way it will fit!
 I thought.

"Very well." Vincent grabbed the back of my head by the hair and forced my mouth toward his hammer. I barely parted my lips in time to take it in, and I had never felt such fullness in my mouth.

"Tight fit, eh?" he said. He pulled my head back a little, then pushed it back inward until I took the hint and started working the shaft on my own. I glanced over to Colin, who watched excitedly. I hardly believed it, but he didn't seem jealous at all. He's that confident
, I realized with a shiver. Here he was outclassed in looks, age and equipment, but he was totally unphased. But what if he was just blind?

As I sucked on Vincent's gigantic member, tasting his saltiness, I thought about how it would feel, separating my tender folds, entering my tight crevice and spreading me wider than anyone ever has. I jostled on the bed, no doubt leaving a growing wet spot on the blanket, and struggled to take in more and more of Vincent's staff. I could feel him delving into my throat and I knew I might choke and gag at any second. I whined as loudly as I could and drove my head backward, and then I was free.

I inhaled deeply, trying to catch my breath. I looked at Vincent's cock and noticed only a little pre-cum had issued forth from the tip.

"Not even close," he said. "Don't forget to breathe. Use your tongue more. Now try again."

Once again he inserted himself into my open mouth and prompted me to begin. I worked with renewed fervor, knowing I could get him off. My motion was rapid and full, taking in his entire length and sucking hard. My tongue ran down the shaft from tip to base, causing him to bellow in bliss. I could hear him gasping in pleasure as froth started escaped from his cock. He quickly withdrew it from my mouth so that his seed could spray across my face.

I let my jaw hang open and took everything Vincent gave. Colin had never dared to deposit his load on my face, but now I wish he had: the hot fluid on my face inflamed my desire like gasoline poured on a campfire. I needed release, and I needed it now.

Fully aware of my condition, Vincent lowered me back onto the bed, on my back. Having my bound arms underneath me was uncomfortable, but I didn't care. He put his hand on my crotch and began massaging it through my panties.

I moaned and shook as waves of pleasure surged through me. It was like the pistol had gone off and all the horses shot out of the gate at once. I pressed myself against his touch as hard as I could, gyrating my hips and squeezing my legs, but before I could get too close to an orgasm, Vincent pulled back his hand and got up off the bed.

"Not yet, sweetheart. You haven't earned it yet," he chided.

"Like hell I haven't!" Seeing red, I stood up and hopped over to Vincent. "This is bullshit. You can't just do that and not fin-" I didn't get to complete the sentence, as Vincent put the ball gag back in my mouth and tightened it hard.

"Colin, get the flogger and punish your wife for speaking out of turn."


What?
 I thought. Speaking out of turn? Are you fucking kidding?


With a devilish grin on his face, Colin stepped behind me, testing out his swing again.

"No," said Vincent. "Her ass has had enough for now." He cupped my breasts in his hands, then gripped my bra and pulled it apart. "Do what you did before, but remember: she is submissive to you. She doesn't decide when she is due for a reward. You decide. You're the dom."

Colin nodded, then began to flog my breasts using the same technique he learned before. His skill was growing, and soon his blows were landing in one fluid sequence. Right, left, right left. Then consecutive swings on the same breast, followed by the same number on the other. It kept me guessing, and by the time he finished tears were rolling down my cheeks. Again, I didn't want him to stop. "Talking out of turn" seemed so innocuous, yet something about suffering for my misstep felt rewarding. Accepting my treatment was freeing; I loved submitting to the will of... my master. That's the term
, I realized. Not my husband. My master.

Quickly, Vincent removed my gag, this time taking it off completely, and asked, "Tell Colin how you feel right now."

"I don't know," I said, barely able to process everything that had happened.

"There's no wrong answer, love. Are you in pain, are you having fun? Anything."

"Yes," I said. "Both. It hurts but I like it."

"Good!" Vincent massaged my abused breasts. "Now specifically, how did you feel about being punished?"

"Huh?"

"The idea," Vincent explained. "That you did something wrong and were being punished for it."

"It was liberating," I said. "I hate being paranoid, wondering if I did something wrong. I liked knowing that I would find out and pay for my mistakes right away."

"Interesting," said Vincent. "Your wife is developing an acute self-awareness. You both are."

"Thanks," Colin and I said in unison. We smiled at each other.

"I think we should take a break," Vincent said to me. "Colin and I need to recuperate, and there are a few things I'd like to explain to him."

"All right," I replied. "But what am I going to do?"

"You're staying here."

Before I could argue, Vincent put his hands on my hips, then yanked my panties down to my feet. He lifted each leg by my ankle to get the undergarment loose. I was now fully exposed. I shivered, feeling the excitement start to rise within me again.

"Good lord these are soaked. Feel this, Colin."

Colin rubbed the fabric between his fingers and nodded.

"Open, love," said Vincent. I squirmed in what I wanted to pretend was revulsion, and gave way to the insertion of my panties into my mouth. Vincent took a roll of tape out of his briefcase and tied it around my mouth, going around and around my head until my mouth was packed tightly shut.

Immediately I felt dripping from my aching pussy. The taste of my own juices, sealed inside my mouth for an undetermined amount of time, sent me into a state of unfulfilled craving that I couldn't stand. Yet I knew neither Vincent nor Colin would let me cum before they left; being denied was frustrating, but ultimately exceedingly arousing.


The longer they draw this out, the more intense it will be
, I reminded myself, but it didn't matter: I needed it now, but wouldn't get it.

"Definitely watch this, Colin. It's a rope technique that can bring you and your lady hours and hours of both pain and pleasure."

While Colin observed, Vincent looped a length of rope around my waist, then pulled the rope back through the loop, down through my tender slit and back up through my ass cheeks like a thong. He tied the rope to my wrists very tightly so that I could not move my hands without tugging on the cruel cord, pulling it deeper into me. I squealed as the rope burned against my sensitive skin, but the look on Colin's face was pure wonder and elation.

"This will keep the tension going for as long as you like," explained Vincent. "Very punishing. It will drive her absolutely mad."

With the crotch rope tied, Vincent moved on to my chest. He removed the ripped up bra completely, then tied bands of rope around my chest, squeezing my breasts through the portals of rope. He called it a harness, and it felt incredible. It seemed to serve little purpose, but Colin took a photo with his phone and showed it to me: even if mainly decorative, the ropes added a potent sensuality to the bondage. Their design and implementation offered more than just their obvious function.

Vincent then lifted me up like a sack of flour and put me down on the bed. I moaned as the brief movement caused the ropes to jostle and pull. Like Vincent said, I was already losing my self-control. I felt as though at any second I would break down and mumble frantically, begging for sex. I didn't want to lose my composure, but this was a torment I never envisioned when Colin and I had talked over our hopes for tonight. The eroticism staggered me, and as much as I hated it, I knew the payoff would be worth the wait.

Vincent continued his work by tying my legs together above and below the knees. He then bent my knees to bring my feet against my backside, then used more rope to tie them there. To complete my binding, he wrapped additional coils around my arms, above and below the elbows. Soon I felt completely helpless: hogtied and bound from head to toe, I was totally at the mercy of these two men, and I loved it. I shut my eyes and wept, I was so happy. Every part of me felt alive.

Colin may have been the one who recognized the problem in our sex life, but he wasn't the only one experiencing it. This understanding crystallized in my mind at that moment, and the pain and pleasure I felt became enveloped in gratitude too.

"Is she OK?" Vincent asked, listening to my joyous sobbing.

Colin nodded. "For sure." He was right, and I knew how he could tell: the last time I cried like this, it was in bed on our wedding night. I was as content now as I was then, and my husband knew because he's the one who knows me best.

"Good. Let's go have a drink then," said Vincent. He put his hand on my ass cheek and gave it a squeeze. "See you later, doll," he added as he shut the door.

---

I don't know how long I wept. It could have been an hour or ten minutes. Time is hard to tell when left in bondage with nothing but your own thoughts. I struggled instinctively, but the only reward was a stung clit, as the ropes brushed against it. When I quieted down I could hear the two deep voices in the other room, though their exact words were impossible to decipher. Occasionally laughter rose during their conversation, and their tone sounded excited and energetic.

I waited impatiently, wanting the two of them to wrap it up, even though I had a feeling Vincent was purposely killing a set amount of time. Every minute that went by represented a little more desperation from me, a little more pain and more aching for my reward.

Was it a ploy to make me compliant? If they promised to give me my release, I would probably do anything they asked. If that was what Vincent was training me for, it was working perfectly. If I could extricate my saliva-soaked panties from my mouth, I could call out and announce my total, unconditional surrender. The war was over; they won.

When at long last Colin and Vincent returned, I was too wrapped up in my own thoughts to notice.

"Earth to Maggie," Vincent taunted. "Snap out of it." I opened my eyes and looked up to him. "Enjoying yourself?"

"Mmm hmm," I hummed.

"Good. You've behaved yourself, you've been a good pet, so you're going to have a reward. Colin and I have talked out what we're going to do, so all you have to do is relax and enjoy."

Joy and relief blossomed in my heart. Finally
, I thought as Vincent and Colin worked in tandem to untie my arms and legs. Once they were free, Colin flipped me over, onto my back. He then spread my legs, opening me wide, while Vincent did the same with my arms. They used the ropes still around my wrists and ankles to tie my limbs to the frame underneath the bed, forcing me into a spread eagle position. I tested the restraints and found I was utterly bound: my limbs were pulled apart as far as they could go. There was no escaping the position, not that I had any intention of trying.

Blissfully, Colin removed the rope in my crotch while Vincent carefully cut the tape from my face and pulled out my poor, drenched panties. I had become so adjusted to my own flavor and scent that the return of fresh air was almost alien; however, now I could detect Colin's cologne and Vincent's musk, and the scents fueled my wanting.

"Almost ready," said Vincent. He lightly massaged my tender folds with one hand, careful not to apply too much pressure. He didn't want to spoil the main course with a paltry hors d'oeuvre. Colin handed Vincent his briefcase, which he set down on the bed and popped open.

He took something out of the case and asked, "Do you know what this is?" He held up a black, phallic-shaped object.

"No," I said.

"This is going in your arse, love, so when we fuck your brains out, you'll have double the pleasure."

I'd never had anything bigger than a finger in my ass, and I was scared, but I didn't object. Unconditional surrender
, I'd thought. I meant it.

Colin gave Vincent my bottle of lube. Our teacher poured it all over the butt plug and spread it out until the toy was fully coated. Then he poured the lube on my tight bud and spread it around with his fingers, tickling me and eliciting deep moans.

"You do the honors," Vincent said at last, handing Colin the plug. "Go on."

Colin climbed in bed and on top of me, then lowered his lips onto mine so we could kiss. He tasted of red wine and I drank him in, burning for the release I knew was so close. Finally, he broke away from me and pressed the plug against my back entrance. I whimpered as its tip started to spread my tender bud, and cried as it penetrated fully. Its flared base stopped it from going in any further, but the fullness I felt was intensely uncomfortable. However large something looks, it feels twice as big when it's inside.

I gasped and shook for a moment, but then I felt something press against my folds, and immediately it started vibrating. I opened my eyes to see Colin holding what looked like some kind of white wand. He smiled at me when we made eye contact, but I couldn't smile back: my synapses were being fried and my brain was being scrambled by the feeling the vibrator created. I'd used vibrators and dildos before, but this one was intensely powerful.

Just as I started to build an orgasm I felt the sting of the flogger across my breasts. Vincent looked down at me and swung it again, this time moving downward to my stomach. I writhed, never having been hit there before. However, the pain fed into the orgasm that was growing and I enjoyed its lingering presence.

Colin kept the vibrator firmly planted and Vincent kept flogging me, gradually working his way toward my tender pussy, and when he got there Colin pulled the vibrator away. I heaved against the ropes, furious as the swats landed on my lower lips. I had to have the vibrator back, but instead I felt one impact after another at the entrance to my tender orifice.

"Don't fight it, love. Remember, the pain is the pleasure," said Vincent.

He was right: as soon as I stopped thinking about the missing vibrator, each slap of the flogger became a source of stimulation and satisfaction. I relished each one, and the orgasm I was working toward grew in immensity.

Then, just like that, the flogging ceased and I felt Colin's rigid cock drive deep inside my inviting chasm. My inner walls squeezed greedily and Colin groaned in bliss, but he continued to pound hard, his rod solid as steel. I could feel it meet the plug in my ass inside me, and the ecstasy of the new experience shattered my remaining fears.

Immediately the orgasm began to coalesce. I shuddered and began to weep anew as all of the tension and desire that had built up burst, and the pleasure I'd been denied for hours arrived like the break of day after a long, cold night. By the time Colin reached his peak and let his fluids pour onto my breasts and stomach, two orgasms had passed through me like a hurricane, their raw power devastating and awesome at the same time. Even when he was spent, Colin lingered atop me, kissing me, massaging my breasts and stroking my clit until I came for a third time.

When he was done, he stepped aside: it was Vincent's turn. He was surprisingly gentle with his monstrous driver, pressing it into me slowly and carefully. I expected him to jam it in, but his consideration was a welcome twist. Of course, once he gained full entry I couldn't believe how enormous it felt. His slow but steady motion brought on wave after wave of bliss.

However, this bliss did not build up toward a bone-rattling explosion of orgasmic euphoria. It felt amazing, but I wasn't driven to the same level as I had been during Colin's turn. Maybe it was because I had already enjoyed three of the greatest orgasms I'd ever experienced, and I was already riding too high to notice a huge difference, but I liked to think there was a better answer: simply, Vincent was not my husband. I liked Vincent's spectacular organ, but I loved the man I married.

Vincent must have realized he wasn't getting the same reaction out of me because he accelerated his thrusting faster and faster. I moaned and bucked against my bonds, clearly enjoying his work, but if he expected me to scream and sob for him too, he was left bitterly disappointed.

Undaunted, he pulled out of my crevice, climbed across the bed and let his cock, slick with my juices, drag across my face. I opened my mouth to let him in, happy to service him. I felt truly thankful to Vincent: without his tutelage, Colin would never have been able to give me such pleasure. He never would have thought to stuff my own panties into my mouth, or would have had the gall to introduce such a large toy into my most sensitive orifice. Was Vincent surprised he couldn't have the same effect on me as my husband? I didn't mean to wound his pride, but it's not my fault if he assumed he would always be the best anyone had ever had, every time.

While Vincent drove his cock into my throat, Colin found himself ready to go again and planted himself back into my inviting chamber. I felt all of my holes stuffed and lost control of my senses. It felt like I was lifting into subspace, floating away on a tide of euphoria. I couldn't say how long it lasted, or how many times an orgasm reached a crescendo and lift me even further away from comprehension. At some point both Vincent and Colin spilled their last loads, coating my face and body with even more sticky juices. I remained in my trance for an unfathomable amount of time afterward. If I could have stayed in it forever, I would have.

---

When I regained some semblance of perception, I saw Vincent zipping up his fly.

"You don't have to go," Colin said, his voice sounding far away. "We have a guest room."

"Thanks, mate, but I'm not really a guest, I'm a contractor. It would be unprofessional," Vincent explained while lacing up his shoes.

"Nonsense. You're tired, there's a room ready. You're more than welcome," Colin argued.

"Again, it's a lovely gesture but I have to go. Stay with your wife and attend to her every need when she comes 'round. You've got a really special lady." Vincent picked up his briefcase and emptied the rest of its contents on the bed next to me. "If you have any questions about any of these, just send me an e-mail."

"Thanks, Vincent. I can't thank you enough for everything. If there's more you can teach us, we'd be happy to have you back."

"Actually, there's lots. We've barely scratched the surface."

Colin put a hand on my knee and shook it. "Maggie, how would you feel about having Vincent come back sometime to teach us more?"

"Sure," I whispered. I could barely think straight, but that was an easy question. I smiled and thought of his powerful cock entering me for round two. Vincent would relish the competition, and apply his A-game, trying to get me off as thoroughly as Colin. You're welcome to try
, I thought, but good luck
.

"Sounds great," said Vincent. "Just call me, we'll work it out."

"Excellent. Come, I'll show you out," said Colin.

The two men left the room, leaving me still tied to the bed. I was convinced I was weightless, and the ropes were tethering me to the ground. Floating away would have been nice, but tonight I learned I'd much rather be tied down, and that Colin was the man to do it. My man, my husband, my master: I was his to control, to deny or to reward, and now he knew how to do it all.
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Amy reached behind her back and unclasped her bra. She let it fall to her feet, revealing her breasts. Her nipples were hard, eager to be touched, and Tag didn't disappoint. He took them in his hands and massaged them, eliciting a groan of pleasure from her.

"Ask," he said.

"I know it's been a long time, but do you still want me?" she asked. "I'll do whatever you want."

"Is that so?" Tag pinched her nipples, sending arcs of intense pain through them, yet the last thing Amy wanted to do was push him aside and break his grip. Instead, she threw her head back and savored the sensation. What was it about agony that was driving her mad? Maybe I deserve it
, she thought. Maybe that's why I like it so much.


She shut her eyes, focusing on the pain, but as soon as she did, Tag let go. "I won't pretend I haven't thought about this moment," he said. "The triumphant homecoming, the one who got away... I've wondered about whether I would want to humiliate you in front of everyone, or act as though I didn't care. Then I thought, maybe I want to do both. When you get to be in a position like mine, you stop thinking in terms of 'one or the other.'"

"How would-" Amy started to say.

"You know the first rule. Do you really want to ask your last question?"

Something inside Amy was begging her to give in. I have to know!
 it said.

Slowly, she lowered her panties to the ground as Tag watched. He looked pleased by her willingness to bare herself. "Ask."

"What do you mean by 'humiliate me?'"

He smiled, nodding as though debating her question. "What do I mean? Good question. Amy, I'm going to punish you for our mistakes. You're going to serve my every desire until I am fully satisfied, and then we're going back out to the party, and everyone here is going to know that we weren't in here just talking. Got it?"

"Yes. I... I have one more question."

"You've used your last question," he said curtly.

She trembled, her body aching for Tag to do everything he'd said. "Please."

"Ask. I'll decide to answer, or not."

Grateful for his mercy, she inquired, "Are there any other rules?"

Tag stepped behind her. "Yes, two. The third rule is, address me as 'sir.' The last is, enjoy yourself. This is the night we were always meant to have, and it's going to be worth the wait."

She heard the clicking of metal and felt something cool being placed around her wrists. Handcuffs!


Tag spun her around and embraced her, bringing her lips to his. They kissed passionately, their tongues twisting against each other. Amy found not wrapping her arms around his to be odd, but also tremendously exciting. She was his to control. His to use. She wanted him to use this power, to command her. Until I am fully satisfied
, he'd said.

As they kissed her desire grew deeper, as did his: she could feel the bulge in his pants against her skin. She felt it rising, and when it stopped, Tag tore her away from him. "On your knees," he said.
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If you enjoyed this story and are interested in something a little more exotic, check out the "The Kinky Inventor"
 series! Read on for a preview. These and other stories are also available from Sasha Rich's Amazon page
.

"So, tell me about this special project of yours." said Rebecca.

"No. It's a surprise. First, your up front payment."

"Fine," she said, despite being annoyed at having to wait longer for the big reveal.

"Your usual?" he asked.

"I think so," Rebecca replied, knowing it would please him. After all, he enjoyed it as much as she did.

"Good. Let's get started," he said, unbuttoning his shirt. She waited until it was off, taking in the sight of his gorgeous chest. When she saw it, her crevice, which was already wet, began dripping. She'd taken enough psychology classes to recognize the effect of classical conditioning. Seeing him meant one thing for sure: the stage was set for a series of orgasms. If they only knew
, Rebecca thought, thinking of her friends. How jealous they'd be
. They were always complaining about their lovers, who were either selfish or incompetent. Harry was neither. He had his fun on nights like these, but she left each time with the afterglow of ecstasy still burning inside her.

When he was mostly undressed, she slipped off the straps of her dress and let it fall to the floor. She wasn't wearing anything underneath. Harry took her in his arms and planted his lips against hers. She shut her eyes and let herself be taken by the moment. He ran a hand through her long, brown hair, then brought it down to her breast. She traced her hand up and down his thick, powerful thighs.

"Let's move this to the bedroom," he said, after they'd made out for a while.

Rebecca giggled. "Bedroom," he'd called it. The term was relative. "Okay," she said.

In one swift move, Harry reached under her and picked her up. She let out a surprised whoop
 and then cackled with glee. She was thin and short - petite - but he picked her up like she weighed no more than a pillow. She should have known he was even stronger than he looked.

She looked into his steely eyes as he carried her effortlessly through his workshop to the so-called bedroom. Indeed there was a queen-sized bed, and he gently set her down upon it. Next to the bed was a nightstand, but the resemblance to a real bedroom ended there. No walls separated the area from the rest of the workshop, and there were no lamps or alarm clocks or wardrobes. The bed didn't have a blanket or comforter, just a mattress, fitted sheet and pillows, all white.

Harry opened the drawer of the nightstand and retrieved a few bundles of rope and a thick, red ball gag. "I have a hard time believing that of all the things at my disposal, this is your favorite," he said.

"Ropes are like chocolate," Rebecca replied. "They're cheap and simple, but they always satisfy."

"Yes, but then that makes me a master confectioner, and you're asking for Milk Duds."

"I like Milk Duds," Rebecca argued.

"Quiet," Harry ordered. "Spread your legs."

Just like that, he was in the zone. He knew what she wanted: dominance. His tone changed from playful and loving to demanding and cruel. There would be no more tender kisses or smooth caresses, not for a while.

With her legs spread and her wet chasm exposed, Harry spooled out a length of rope and tied it around her ankle. He then drew the rope through the bed's lower headboard and tied it off. Unlike the head and headboards on most beds, this one was custom made by Harry, and it was not a decorate piece of wood with posts on each end. Instead, it consisted of a series of inch-thick metal pipes that formed a grid of hollow squares. This allowed ropes and other binding tools to be fed through the board in a nearly infinite number of ways. Additionally, the contraption was adjustable, and could be lifted up or down, or detached altogether. Harry had also made three more of these boards, and they could be used on any side of the bed, in whatever number necessary. Normally only two were in use.

Harry finished with one ankle and then secured the other. "Hold out your arms," he said. She did as asked, Harry repeated his bondage work on her wrists, spreading them wide and fastening them to the bed. Each time he tied a wrist, he pulled her forward as far as she could stretch, and he made sure there was no slack in any of the ropes.

Just as Harry described, the technique was simplistic, but as Rebecca pointed out, it was effective. The stringent ropes immobilized her completely, and exposed her sex to whatever pain or pleasure was in store.

Rebecca didn't know why, but this was what she craved. Being made helpless aroused her like nothing else could. Submitting to the sexual whims of a man like Harry satisfied her on a level some women couldn't even contemplate.

Harry picked up the ball gag. "Open," he said. Eyes shut, she opened her mouth and let him put it in. He lifted her head and fastened the gag's buckle, pulling it tight. Rebecca tested his work, attempting to spit out the gag, but of course this would have been impossible. She tested his rope work, but his expert ties were inescapable, as she expected.

His prep work finished, Harry climbed onto the bed and positioned himself on top of Rebecca. "Are you ready for your payment?" he asked.
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