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CHAPTER 1:

"Have you been getting enough lately?"

"Enough what?"

"Sex darling. Cock...or pussy if you prefer."

Madeleine looked genuinely startled by the question. She was relaxing in the hot tub on her hillside patio with her close friend Erica. There was a spectacular view of the city lights below.

"What would make you say something like that?" Madeleine inquired, more intrigued than upset.

"Because darling, you just don't seem to have the glow of the freshly fucked these days."

Erica was an attractive blonde in her mid thirties with a very athletic body that made her look perpetually youthful. Her perfect tan suggested a healthy life full of outdoor activities although a good tan can be acquired so many ways these days.

"I'm doing all right in that department thank you very much."

"Are you really?" Erica prodded.

"Well...I'm not seeing anyone special at the moment," Madeleine replied.

"That wasn't what I meant. It's your body language. You're in a hot tub enjoying a glass of wine with an old friend in what should be a totally relaxed situation but you've been kind of fidgeting and you seem a little tense to me."

"I have not been fidgeting," Madeleine protested. "I'm just trying to get comfortable. Besides, you can't really tell whether someone has had sex recently or not based on their body language...can you?"

"Maybe I can't tell about everyone," Erica laughed, "but I think I can make a pretty good guess about people I know well."

"So maybe it's been a while. I do have other things in my life to keep me occupied you know."

Madeleine was of similar age to Erica but dark haired and more curvaceous. She had a gym club membership but used it infrequently these days and the exercise equipment in her home had become more of an auxiliary towel rack. She still had a fabulous body but just didn't feel like she needed to look like she was training for the next Olympics.

"No need to get defensive, I was only inquiring after your health and well being," said Erica.

"What about you? Are you getting enough?"

"When have you ever known me to get enough of anything? Money, men, shoes...not necessarily in that order."

"True," said Madeleine taking a sip of wine.

Erica was a sparkplug; she made the engine go. She always had been. Madeleine was more shy and reserved but Erica owned any situation she found herself in. If she came on too strong for some people's taste so be it. She couldn't have cared less. She was an organizer who wouldn't take no for an answer. She was the kind of woman who would try anything once and then probably try it again even if she didn't like it all that much just to see if it would get better. If there was something potentially enjoyable in life that she was missing out on she would do her damndest to rectify the situation. 

Madeleine suddenly realized that Erica had slid over in the tub to be next to her and was starting to massage her shoulders.

"What the hell are you doing?"

"Don't worry darling, I'm not going all gay girl on you, I just wanted to see how much tension you had in your neck."

"Well you better at least buy me dinner if you're planning on trying to get in my pants," Madeleine joked.

"Turn around so I can do this properly."

Madeleine obliged and basically sat in Erica's lap.

"Honestly, if I was planning to fuck you don't you think I would have done it by now?" Erica asked as her fingers continued to work their magic.

"So what's stopped you? Don't you think I'm pretty?" Madeleine teased.

"I think you're absolutely gorgeous darling, but for one thing you don't have a cock and for another I've never once gotten the impression you were even remotely interested in the concept."

"How would you possibly have known if I was interested in something like that?" Madeleine asked.

"As I said, I think I know you pretty well," Erica replied. "You're not really the type."

"I don't know whether I should be flattered or offended by that."

"It's not a judgment thing it's an observation. You're not the sexually aggressive type and I'm guessing you're not too adventurous. You meet a guy and you wait for him to make the first move."

"Well now I think I am getting offended," Madeleine protested. "Do I really seem that boring to you?"

"Not boring, darling, just not daring. There's a gigantic world in between you know."

"Not everybody wants to be a sexual thrill seeker."

"Oh, I think everybody secretly wants to be on some level. It's natural curiosity. You fuck one guy and you wonder what it would be like to fuck two, or a guy and girl, or sex with a stranger. I gave a guy I didn't know a hand job in an elevator once just to see what would happen."

"What did happen?" asked Madeleine.

"He came in my hand before we'd even reached his floor," Erica chuckled. "It was probably kind of messy for him wherever he was going but I'm sure it was one of the best days of his life. He probably rides that elevator up and down now just hoping that something like that will happen again."

"Were there other people in the elevator?"

"A few. It wasn't packed or anything but we were in the back and you know how people are in elevators...they just look at the door or what floor the elevator is on. Hell, I never even looked at the guy. I just licked the cum off my fingers and walked away," Erica explained.

"Weren't you afraid of getting in trouble or something?"

"Seriously? Do you really think most guys are going to complain if a hot woman sticks her hand down his pants? Maybe he was a happily married man who loved his family and would never have had an affair if someone asked him but under the circumstances he didn't really have time to make a value judgment," Erica explained.

"Is that a true story?" Madeleine inquired.

"Of course, darling, why would I make something like that up? That's actually pretty tame compared to some of my exploits."

"So...what about...sex with women?"

"Hmm...have I piqued your interest?" Erica asked seductively.

"Well I was just wondering whatever made you think of doing something like that. I mean have you always been into it, do you do it a lot or once in a while or what?"

"Let's see...I first kissed in a girl in junior high when we were practicing for boys. Then in high school I knew this older girl who had a dildo and she dared me to try it so I did and that led to us kind of fooling around. I had a roommate in college who invited me to have a three-way with her and her boyfriend. Since then I've had numerous other encounters and couplings in various combinations and fashions. I don't do it all the time but if the mood is right and the situation presents itself I won't hesitate to be with a woman. I think I can muff dive with the best of them."

"Wow, I never really thought I'd hear another woman say that," said Madeleine with smile.

"You just have to loosen up a little," said Erica as she went from massaging Madeleine's shoulders to slowly working down her back. When she got to the strap on Madeleine's bikini top she gently unfastened it.

"Hey, what are you doing?" exclaimed Madeleine.

"Oh, we don't really need these things on do we?" Erica replied. "Just relax and try to be comfortable. That's what you said you wanted isn't it?"

Madeleine had been holding her top on by cupping her hands to her breasts but she finally just shrugged and tossed the wet bikini off to one side. Erica had already removed her own top and made sure to press her firm breasts into Madeleine's back as she resumed the massage. Madeleine felt surprisingly naughty, like teenagers skinny-dipping at a pond or something but it was a pleasant feeling. There was no particular reason for two grown women who were old friends to be wearing bathing suits in a private hot tub anyway but Madeleine would never have suggested going nude. Some people with good bodies enjoy showing them off any chance they could get but Madeleine wasn't one of them.

The wine probably helped but Madeleine couldn't escape the fact that she was experiencing a remarkable sensual pleasure. The heat from the tub, the pulsating jets of water and the feeling of bare flesh rubbing against her were all adding up to create a tremendous sense of stimulation and relaxation at the same time. The only thing that kept her from being totally relaxed was the fact that she was starting to get slightly aroused, which worried her.

"Now you do me," Erica instructed.

"What?"

"I don't mean do me, I just mean I've been rubbing your back for a long time and now you should return the favor."

Madeleine gently floated away towards the center of the tub and turned around. She didn't want to stare but after feeling those breasts on her back she couldn't help but try and catch a glimpse. Erica's body was just so fit that it looked like it should belong to a much younger woman. Her breasts weren't as big as Madeleine's but they had a lovely, natural shape that kind of scooped down like a ski slope. Her areola was small and kind of dark but her nipples were pert and really sticking out at the moment.

Women are often far more comfortable about addressing another woman's attractiveness than men are with other men. It was normal for girls to admire someone else's hair or dress or even physical attributes. The last thing in the world a guy would ever do was tell some dude he had a nice-looking cock or a cute butt. That was a good way to get punched in the nose.

"God you have nice boobs," Madeleine said without quite realizing that she was speaking her thoughts aloud.

"I do? Goodness darling, do you know how much most women would pay to have breasts like yours?"

"Hey, these are real," Madeleine protested.

"Oh, yeah? Let me see."

Before Madeleine could react Erica was facing her in the center of the tub fondling her breasts. 

"Well I'll be damned...they are real," Erica said with a wicked grin. 

"You didn't really think they were fake did you?"

"No. I just wanted an excuse to play with them."

"Whoa...I think maybe we've had a little too much to drink or something. This is starting to get kind of weird," Madeleine said as she pushed her way backwards to the edge of the tub.

"Don't panic darling I'm not going to rape you," Erica said as she took a seat at the opposite side. "I just thought you might want to take a little walk on the wild side, that's all."

"It's not that I don't think you're attractive, I think you're gorgeous, but I'm just not sure what I'd be getting into. I mean, I wouldn't even know what to do," Madeleine explained.

"Well I think you'd probably figure it out once the ball got rolling but you don't have to explain anything. It's not everybody's cup of tea. I just sensed that you might be a little pent up. You're a beautiful woman with a body to die for and no serious emotional attachments at the moment. You should be having the time of your life."

"Everything doesn't revolve around sex you know?" Madeleine tried to point out.

"Maybe not directly, but it certainly comes into play more times than not. Besides, it's just so much fun. It's liberating to walk into a room full of total strangers buck naked and let nature take its course or stroll down a nude beach and watch the reactions from behind your sunglasses. There's nothing wrong with doing something a little impetuous and crazy and perhaps even a little dangerous every now and then. This is a golden time for a sexual awakening if you want it to be."

"I'm not sure I know what you mean," Madeleine replied.

"I mean if you ever want to explore your fantasies I'm more than willing to be your guide. I know some pretty...interesting places and people. Places you probably never imagined existed."


CHAPTER 2:

It was hard for Madeleine to get that hot tub experience out of her head in the days that followed. She couldn't decide whether she had missed a great opportunity or come to her senses in the nick of time. It felt good having a warm body pressed up against her own even if it was a female body. At the time Erica was playing with her breasts it was more startling and unexpected than anything but when she thought of it now it was kind of a turn on.

She'd never really thought of her sex life as being boring or stagnant or anything like that but on the other hand she'd never really thought about it in any context all that much. Like many women sex was sort of a ritualistic thing to her. She had grown up with at least the general concept that her vagina was something of value not to be shared lightly. It's not something women like to consciously admit because it sounded vaguely like prostitution at worst and game playing at best but it was not unusual at all for girls to still be raised that way. She couldn't recall her mother ever having literally told her anything like that but the consensus of opinion in her upbringing was that you didn't give it away at the drop of a hat. Fortunately the old "save it for marriage" thing was kind of a relic of the past that most modern mothers would have a hard time living up to but Madeleine wasn't exactly raised by free-loving hippies.

She enjoyed sex very much. It was better with some guys than with others but that was the luck of the draw. There wasn't really any way to tell until you hit the sheets. A guy could be hung like a horse but have no stamina or finesse while a smaller man might make for an excellent lover. Yet as much as she enjoyed it she didn't see anything odd about having rules like not going all the way until a certain amount of time had passed or a certain number of dates had been achieved. God, when she thought about it now it did seem sort of like game playing. What difference did it really make if it was the first date or the third date or whatever? That was so arbitrary. Certainly she had seen guys who turned her on just crossing a room or sitting at another table in a restaurant while there were other guys who seemed to grow more attractive the better she got to know them but old ideas are hard to shake. 

There was certainly a direct correlation in her mind between sex and romance, if not love. She didn't need to convince herself that she was madly in love with a man to sleep with him but she needed to feel like they were on a path that might lead to that at least. Anything else was "slutty" wasn't it? Of course, even if that were true, was there something really wrong about being slutty sometimes? It certainly didn't seem to bother Erica in the slightest what people might think. What was her secret? Why was she so bold? Madeleine assumed that some people were just naturally more outgoing than others.

Up until now Madeleine would never have thought of her sex life as being anything other than "normal," which had always been fine with her. There were no tragic or traumatic experiences in her past. She was just a healthy, average woman who had sex when she had a boyfriend and masturbated sometimes when she didn't. So why now did she feel like she needed to do something about it? Was it really all just because of that experience in the hot tub? That didn't make sense. It seemed more likely that the incident had just triggered something that was already stirring in the back of her mind.

Madeleine was the kind of woman who always chose the sexy costume for Halloween but never parlayed it into a one-night-stand no matter how many drinks she had. It was fun to have a legitimate and socially acceptable excuse to dress provocatively but that was about as far as she'd go. She wore bikinis at that beach but never the most revealing type and frequently wrapped a sarong around her waist. She wasn't a prude but she wasn't an exhibitionist. Yes, she was just a very normal woman with a perfectly acceptable sex life...so why was she calling Erica to find out what kind of interesting places she had in mind.

"I suppose that depends on what you're looking for," said Erica.

"I don't know that I am looking for anything in particular," Madeleine replied. "It was probably a dumb idea anyway."

"Nothing that involves broadening your horizons, especially when it comes to sex, is a dumb idea. It's nothing to be shy about or ashamed of. Everybody's intrigued by their own sexuality but too few people ever bother to actually explore it."

"Well I certainly know you have so I guess I've come to the right place," Madeleine joked.

"Just how serious about this are you?"

"I don't know...how serious am I supposed to be?"

"I mean are you slightly curious about things that might seem a bit kinky or are you looking for a life changing experience?"

"God, I don't think I'm looking to jump into anything too crazy right off the bat," was Madeleine's reply. "Can we start slow and work our way up?"

"Of course, darling, that's definitely the best idea. How about I pick you up this Saturday for a private party some friends of mine are throwing?"

"Is it some kind of an orgy?"

"Probably not the way you mean that," Erica assured her. "You don't have to do anything, in fact it won't be out of place for you to just watch. No one will mind or bother you."

"Sounds like a plan."

Erica gave her further instructions and details. She suggested wearing something nice but simple. A black cocktail dress would be perfect. The location was a bit of a drive from Madeleine's place but Erica agreed to pick her up. She knew the way and said that it was easy to get lost in the twisty roads up in the hillside, especially at night. Aside from the basics Erica wasn't revealing too much about the party itself or who these friends were. It sounded like fairly harmless fun if no one was expecting her to do anything and she could just watch whatever it was that made this party so special or unique. She was actually looking forward to it knowing that she wasn't committing herself to some kind of group sex experience. It's not that she didn't find the idea of an orgy kind of thrilling but she always assumed that it wouldn't live up to the image in her head and that she would probably chicken out at the last moment anyway the way she used to do whenever she played a game like Strip Poker or Truth or Dare in her younger days. She'd get down to panties and a bra but just couldn't bring herself to take either off in front of other people, no matter how naked they were themselves.

On the ride to the party Erica seemed a little tense, which made Madeleine feel a bit uneasy about the whole thing.

"Look, you really should know what this thing is before we drive any further. I wasn't sure whether to tell you right up front or spring it on you when we got there, but I think in fairness you have the right to make your own decision about that," said Erica.

"Gosh, now you make it sound so sinister."

"I suppose you could call it that in a way. It's definitely kinky bordering on deviant."

"I thought you said I could just watch," Madeleine pointed out.

"You can...but what you're going to be watching might be disturbing to you. You see, this is what's called a play party in the BDSM world. It's a private gathering of people who are into a certain lifestyle that you've no doubt heard of but probably know very little about," Erica explained.

"You mean bondage stuff where people are tied up and whipped?"

Madeleine hadn't intended for her remark to sound quite so prudish and alarmed but it actually made Erica laugh.

"Yes, bondage is often a part of it and so is spanking or whipping of some kind but it's much more diverse and complicated than that. It's basically an expression and exploration of personal tastes and kinks for lack of a better word. Essentially it's a consensual form of experiencing things that you probably would never experience in your normal day-to-day life. It's not always about sex and it certainly isn't always about pain but you're probably going to see some of both tonight if you still want to go."

Madeleine sat in shock for a moment. This was not at all what she was expecting. On the other hand she had gotten all dressed up to go out and they were already on their way and Erica had promised that she wouldn't have to actually do anything so maybe it wouldn't kill her to go along and watch. It would probably just scare this silly curiosity out of her once and for all and she could go back to her normal sex life without ever having to wonder whether she was missing out on something or not.

"So...are you saying that you personally do this kind of thing?" asked Madeleine.

"Yes, darling, how do you think I know these people?"

"Are you going to do anything tonight?"

"Perhaps," said Erica with a slight shrug of her shoulders. "It's not quite clear yet. Kind of depends on who's there. I've got my stuff in the trunk if I need it."

"What kind of stuff?"

"A change of clothes. Some equipment. Things like that," Erica commented in a very matter-of-fact-like tone.

"Holy cow! What am I getting into?"

"Nothing," Erica reminded her. "You're going to watch some people enjoy themselves in a private residence. Nobody is going to handcuff you and lock you in a cage or anything like that but you may witness that sort of thing happening. If you're uncomfortable watching you can always get up and go watch TV in another room. No one will bother you. If you really can't stand being in the same house with all this debauchery going on you can wait in the car and if I'm not already involved in a scene we can go."

"What do you mean by a scene?"

"Well, that can mean the place where the activity is happening but it also often refers to a specific activity itself. It can actually be something like a scene in a play," Erica explained.

"You mean it's scripted?"

"Not exactly but you'll find in this lifestyle that people tend to spell things out quite clearly in advance. There's a real code of honor in this community, as odd as that may sound. You just don't break the rules...ever. At a party like this anyone who does anything is doing it specifically with the knowledge that they will be watched by everyone else. You may see people crying, you may even hear screams but whatever happens is happening with mutual consent. Different strokes for different folks. In this case literally," Erica chuckled.

"Well I've got to admit that my curiosity is a little aroused," Madeleine confessed. "This is probably too big a step for me to take but I think I'm game to stick out and see what it's all about."

"You certainly won't see what it's all about in one night but hopefully you'll see something that interests you or turns you on. Maybe this won't turn out to be your cup of tea at all or maybe you'll want to dip your toe in the water sometime. It's bound to be an interesting experience for you to observe no matter what conclusions you take away from it. So do you want me to keep going or should I turn back and take you home?"

"I've come this far I might as well see it through," Madeleine said as calmly as possible although she found that her heart was racing slightly.

"In that case I need to go over the rules with you since you're my guest."

The rules were pretty simple and logical as far as Madeleine could tell. Don't touch anyone or anything without permission. Don't crowd or interrupt a scene. No phones or cameras allowed. Clean up after yourself whether it's equipment you just used or plastic party cups you were drinking from. Be respectful of everyone and honor their privacy outside of the party. Feel free to ask questions or converse with people who are in the designated socializing areas but remain silent while in the play area as a spectator.

The rest of the rules were more for people planning to participate in some sort of scene like having safe words and negotiating limits beforehand but Erica rattled them off anyway. It seemed a little funny to Madeleine to be attending a party that had a whole list of rules made up but under the circumstances it made good sense. This obviously wasn't just a book club mixer or a church social. People were going to be exposed both mentally and physically in the most intimate way and there was also the risk of serious injury involved.

By the time they arrived Madeleine was more than a little keyed up no matter how hard she tried to remain calm. There was a funny feeling in the pit of her stomach that was a mix of fear and excitement. She knew she really didn't have anything to be afraid of because she could just walk away from it all if it was too uncomfortable to be around but the general feeling of wickedness about the whole thing was hard to suppress completely. Perhaps what she really feared most was that she would actually enjoy herself.


CHAPTER 3:

The house was a lovely place up in the hills with a terrific view. Whoever lived here obviously had money. Judging by the cars parked around the house so did most of the guests. Madeleine was a little surprised that for such an exclusive gathering no one was checking invitations at the door but there was a very pretty girl dressed in a rather revealing French maid outfit who greeted them inside and offered to take any coats or handbags if they wished.

The inside of the house was very tastefully furnished with nothing to suggest that this was the location of something kinky. Through large glass windows Madeleine could see a well-lit swimming pool. It was the kind of house you saw in upscale porn movies. Hell, maybe it was used for that too for all she knew. 

It was a little hard to tell how many people were there because at the moment guests were mingling about in various parts of the home. No one identified themselves as the host or came to greet them but it was obvious that everyone there felt quite at home. Madeleine stuck close to Erica who made a few introductions as they mingled.

Unlike most parties Madeleine had attended alcohol didn't appear to be the beverage of choice. There was a large glass punchbowl, which made her chuckle to herself because it looked like something you would see at a junior high school dance not a gathering of swinging hedonists but Erica had explained that intoxication was definitely frowned upon at these events. Even though Madeleine wasn't planning on doing anything she felt like she could really use a stiff belt but settled for a glass of wine.

Eventually they made their way to what was obviously the "play" area. It was kind of a sunken recreation room that formed sort of an amphitheater where people could look down on the action below. There were also some very comfortable looking chairs and sofas on the lower level but placed a reasonable distance away from the strange devices in the center of the room. Madeleine assumed that these were "props" used during "scenes" as they were obviously not pieces of regular furniture that one would be likely to find in most homes.

Most of the equipment looked in immaculate condition and was constructed of black metal with red cushions. In some ways it looked like a very nice home gymnasium except for the fact that some of the contraptions looked more like something you would have seen in a dungeon of the Inquisition if it weren't for the sleek, modern styling.

Madeleine was kind of hoping that they would hang to the back and watch from a distance but Erica headed down to the ground floor and a small loveseat so Madeleine followed her.

"Well...what do you think so far?" Erica asked.

"Nice house," Madeleine replied, trying to seem casual.

"I mean the setup. That's all top quality equipment I can assure you. It's not exactly a cobbled together rig made out of two by fours and a saw horse in somebody's garage."

"Good lord, does that really happen?"

"Don't get me wrong, homemade equipment can work just fine, I'm just pointing out how lucky you are to see a really first rate setup for your introduction to the lifestyle," Erica replied.

"I assume they're not going to pass out a program so is there anything I should know before the festivities begin?"

"Here are some basics, really quick. In a situation like this you usually have some people who function as dominants, or doms for short. They can also be called tops or sometimes masters. The opposites are known as submisisves, subs, bottoms..."

"Or slaves?" Madeleine interjected.

"Yes, there are sometimes people who identify themselves as slaves."

A shiver ran down Madeleine's spine.

"Look, understand this right up front. This lifestyle has a million different variations. Some people just like the clothes. They dress up in a latex cat suit and carry a riding crop but they don't really do anything with it. Other people toss in a little restraint to spice up their regular sex. For some it's a big commitment, as serious as marriage. It's whatever people want it to be for as long as they want it to last. People make their own arrangements and only do what they feel comfortable doing. Just try to keep an open mind and watch what happens."

That proved to be more difficult for Madeleine than she hoped it would be. As the action got started a very attractive young woman wearing what could only be described as a series of leather straps that wrapped around her body and formed sort of a harness was led into the room on a leash attached to a stout collar around her neck. The man leading her wore some loose fitting black pants that sort of looked like something a pirate might wear, a vest with no shirt and a hood which immediately made Madeleine think of an executioner. If Madeleine was nervous before now she was actually getting a bit frightened. What kind of sick people were these and why had Erica ever imagined that this was something she would want to witness? Almost involuntarily she started to get up but Erica gently touched her arm and she sat back down again.

"On your knees," the man commanded and the girl silently and quickly obeyed.

Madeleine couldn't really believe what she was seeing but she was kind of fascinated by it anyway. She kept trying to remind herself that this was really just a play and that no one was seriously in danger but it all felt so real none-the-less.

"Head down, ass up."

Again the girl complied without hesitation and the man began to feel her exposed buttocks. He squeezed her cheeks, he spread them wide, he poked his fingers here and there as if examining her like a doctor, or worse, a man buying a horse checking to see if the teeth were good. Suddenly, without warning, he slapped her hard on the rump. Madeleine practically jumped out of her chair but the girl didn't seem to flinch at all. 

This process of alternating between probing and spanking went on for a while. Madeleine wished she had a better view of the girl's face to see how she was reacting to this treatment but from her vantage point she couldn't really tell. She could hear some low moans but wasn't sure whether they were triggered by pain or pleasure.

Eventually they were ready to move on and rather than issue a verbal command the man just jerked on the leash which caused his captive to understand that she was supposed to get up. Next she was dragged rather roughly to a strange looking bench that had several padded surfaces and somewhat resembled a miniature ski slope. The man pointed to the apparatus and the girl climbed up and positioned herself so that her upper torso was lying on the top, her legs went down the sloping part and her knees rested on the platform below. Although she seemed completely willing and compliant she was then shackled to the device at several points.

Now the man calmly walked over to a table and opened a leather pouch that seemed to contain a variety of weird instruments. Again the thought of Medieval torture came to mind, especially as the masked man began to carefully examine his implements the way a professional torturer in a dungeon might have done centuries before while attempting to extract a confession from a helpless victim.

Soon he selected something that looked like a short whip except made up of just the handle and numerous strands at the end. Madeleine would later learn that it was called a flail but at the moment she was simply transfixed by the whole experience.

Once satisfied with his selection the man went to the apparatus and began fondling the girl's rear end again. Then he began a very slow, methodical application of the flail to her ass. This obviously hurt more than the spanking because the girl cried out at the first stroke. Madeleine was horrified but she did notice that the man seemed quite skilled at what he was doing being careful not to strike the exact same spot more than once. Even so this was obviously no fake stage prop as the girl's bottom was turning red.

"What do you say when I strike you?"

"Thank you sir," the girl softly replied.

"I can't hear you," the man scolded.

"Thank you sir," the girl called out in a loud, clear voice that turned into a yelp of pain as the lash struck harder.

After a few more strokes that finally brought tears to the girl's eyes the man went over to the side of the device and yanked the girl's head back by her hair. They locked eyes and held the gaze for what seemed like an eternity in the hotly charged atmosphere of the room. Then the man gently scooped up one of her tears with his finger and immediately licked it off his own hand. They then kissed very passionately and the man released her from her shackles.

Madeleine was awestruck. She had half expected the girl to spit in his face or struggle to break his gaze but the ending was so powerfully romantic and symbolic that she found herself applauding enthusiastically with the other guests. 

A million thoughts flooded her brain at once. She wondered how much pain the girl had been in. How often did they do this sort of thing? What was their relationship in "normal" life like? Was this really sexual? The man never touched himself or took his pants off and only probed and poked a bit at the girl while she was on the floor. Did anybody climax? That's when Madeleine became aware of the fact that her panties were quite moist. There was no doubt about it, she had been turned on by this display but it hadn't even been something that she was consciously aware of.

Erica asked her if she wanted to leave but Madeleine was hooked. This was such a strange new world that she had only the vaguest idea even existed. The evening consisted of a number of different variations on the theme. One involved a female dom with a male sub and seemed to largely consist of the man licking the woman's boots and being generally humiliated in public. There were a couple of scenes that included some pretty graphic sexual penetration but for the most part intercourse wasn't the main focus.

Madeleine took extensive mental notes, as was often her habit, and was full of questions for Erica later when they had a chance to talk in a social area and the conversation spilled over to their drive back home.

"Okay, so you've actually done this stuff before, right? So what role did you play, I mean, what exactly do you do?"

"Well that kind of depends," Erica replied with a slight chuckle. She hadn't really been sure what to expect from Madeleine but she was pleased that she was obviously more curious than offended. "With women I tend to be the top. With men I prefer to be the bottom. In some circles I'm known as a unicorn because I'm a bi-sexual woman who enjoys playing with a male and female couple."

"Unicorn?"

"Because they're so hard to find," Erica replied with a grin. "Probably not really as rare as all that but I'm flattered by the title anyway. With my regular dom, Richard, I'm a sub but I'm also kind of an intermediary between him and his other subs. It's often my job to put on the restraints or lead the sub to wherever she's supposed to go or help hold her in place or assist with the equipment. Richard's a hell of a guy so I usually get well-rewarded for my efforts but it can be quite enjoyable to just assist."

"Rewarded how?" Madeleine asked.

"With cock, darling, what do you think? Richard's cock is a marvel of creation. Beautifully shaped like a classic sculpture. It's pretty irresistible."

"So wait, this Richard guy is your boyfriend or what? I've never heard you mention him before," Madeleine asked, genuinely confused.

"No, he's my dom in a BDSM setting. We don't go out to dinner or to the movies and we don't exchange Christmas cards or anything like that. He's a very skilled master and I've learned a ton from him about the lifestyle and I suppose you could say about life in general. If he had been at this party I would have gladly served him. Usually it's just something that we do when we're both free and in the mood for it. I don't really know how many bottoms he has at any one time but a lot of women go to him for their basic training."

"Man, my head is really spinning at this concept," Madeleine confessed. "It's hard to take it all in at once. So there's this guy with a really great cock who likes to train women to be his slaves or whatever and you help him? I mean, you don't really allow yourself to be chained and collared and dragged around on a leash do you?"

"Of course I do," Erica calmly stated with no shame.

"But...but...you're a beautiful, confidant, successful woman," Madeleine managed to stammer. "You run your own business for fuck's sake! I always just assumed that you were a card-carrying feminist like me."

"What does one thing have to do with the other?" Erica asked.

"Well you've got to admit that dressing up like that and being yanked on a leash is not exactly the kind of thing that Gloria Steinem would advocate. Women have been battling for centuries for gender equality and now you want to throw it all away because this guy has a pretty dick?"

"Nothing is being thrown away I assure you. I'm all for gender equality where it matters...in schools, at work, in the government. But what people do in their bedrooms has absolutely nothing to do with any of those other things. I can be whipped and forced to drink water out of a dog dish and still go to work in the morning and manage my company quite effectively. Perhaps even more so because my needs are being filled and I don't feel quite as much like I have to play the butch boss to get respect. Does it bother you that I sometimes whip other women and put them on a leash? Or would I have to do that to a man to retain my membership in the feminist sisterhood?"

"Hey, I honestly didn't mean any offense I'm just really confused right now...and kind of horny," said Madeleine.

"Shall we pull over and do something about that right now?" Erica asked slyly.

"No, no I think that would just confuse me more and my head already feels like it's about to explode."

"Give it time to sink in," suggested Erica. "Go home, masturbate, take a nice hot bath and see how you feel in the morning. If you're still interested I can send you some links to web pages you might want to check out and recommend a few books if you really want to dig deeper."


CHAPTER 4:

Madeleine did indeed go home, masturbate and take a nice hot bath but she was still confused and conflicted in the morning. Everything she had come to believe about being a strong woman and a man's equal seemed to be squarely at odds with this strange behavior where you willingly allowed yourself to be bossed around, dominated and even physically assaulted by a man. Who would want to do that? It seemed like those poor women must have some serious self-esteem issues and probably needed some therapy. How then to explain Erica or the other women she met at the party who all seemed to be well-adjusted, successful women in their own right?

Was the bedroom the great divide? The neutral ground where all the rules went out the window and people could just act out their impulses and fantasies? It did make some sense. Madeleine had never wanted to become so ruggedly independent that she could never enjoy putting on frilly underwear or being swept off her feet by romantic gestures but was that really the same thing as being hogtied and horsewhipped?

She had always admired Erica for her free-spirited-go-getter attitude. Madeleine was far more modest and always worried about being embarrassed. There had been a wet T-shirt contest once during Spring Break where many of her college friends had eagerly jumped on stage and cavorted to the delight of the largely male crowd. Naturally she had not participated because it was demeaning to women and beneath her dignity but those other girls sure did look like they were having a good time. She had been secretly jealous of the freedom and reckless abandon that they had shown. Her tits would have looked great in a wet T-shirt but it just wasn't the kind of thing a respectable young woman would participate in.

Maybe this was a path to a type of liberation. She didn't have to make a big deal of it. Erica had assured her that she could make her own rules. A little curiosity was a healthy thing wasn't it? If nothing else you don't really want to condemn something that you know very little about just because it seems like something you shouldn't like.

Madeleine did her due diligence and read as much as she could about the subject whenever she found the time. She had Erica's recommendations but did plenty of her own research. It all seemed pretty much on the up-and-up. There was certainly a wealth of information on the Internet about the subject although much of it was just pornography and not particularly helpful from a research standpoint. There were studies that showed that people who participate in the BDSM lifestyle were actually healthier and more well-adjusted mentally than their "vanilla" counterparts just as there were articles recommending a good first aid kit to have on hand in case the fun went too far astray. There were articles by feminists extolling the virtues of a little kink behind closed doors and others by feminists calling for a complete ban on the whole thing for promoting violent and misogynistic behavior. She even read The Story of O, a French novel from the 1950's that rocked the world with its shocking tale of bondage and sex slavery. The book's descriptive language was quite tame compared to modern erotica but the story still had a lot of impact and was considered by many a classic in the field of BDSM literature.

So it was with some degree of confidence that she finally called Erica and asked for her help in staging some kind of introductory experience that went beyond merely watching.

"I'm a little surprised it took you so long," Erica joked.

"Hey, this was a big decision for me. You know I'm not the impulsive type."

"So you're ready for a little kinky fun?"

"Uh...I think so."

"What exactly did you have in mind?"

"Well I was wondering about this Richard guy..."

"The one with the fabulous cock?"

"Yeah, that one. Do you think he'd be interested in...I mean, am I his type or how does this whole thing work?"

"Richard would take you on simply because I asked him to but I know he'll adore you. If nothing else you'll probably be a bit of a challenge."

"Would you arrange the introduction and go with me?" Madeleine asked.

"Oh, I'll be with you all right. I told you, I often assist him with training new subs."

"I don't know whether that makes me feel more secure or more uncomfortable. I mean, I know you...we're friends. It would be kind of weird for you to see me...like that."

"Don't worry about a thing. We'll both be in the same boat, really. Richard is my top, don't forget, so whatever he wants me to do I'll do. So will you if you really want to become a good little submissive."

"That sounds kind of demeaning," Madeleine protested.

"Darling, you're going to be called a lot worse than that I can promise you. You're going to be objectified, humiliated and subjected to physical pain. At times you may feel like a piece of meat," Erica informed her.

"If this is a pep talk it isn't working."

"This is straight talk from a friend," cautioned Erica. "Consider it a warning if you like. If you just want to put on some latex and go to a funky nightclub that's totally cool but if you really want to bottom for Richard you're better off knowing what you're getting into. He's patient and he'll go at whatever pace seems appropriate but if he tells you to do something you better just do it and not spend an hour mulling over the ramifications. So do you want to begin your training or not?"

"Yes I do...I think...I mean I do absolutely."

"Terrific. Let me see what I can do to set this up," Erica replied.

It was with some considerable trepidation that Madeleine waited for the rendezvous to be assigned. Each day that passed brought her both relief and disappointment. There was still time to back out but if she did where would she find such an ideal introduction again? Erica was putting something of her own reputation on the line and Madeleine had no desire to let her down. Maybe this would only be a one-shot thing but she was determined to see it through. If she didn't like it no one could blame her for giving it up. From Madeleine's point of view the onus was on this Richard fellow to show her why she should allow herself to be used and degraded at the drop of a hat and that still seemed like a tall order.

Finally the arrangements were made and Erica once again drove Madeleine to their destination, this time another very attractive private home but in a different part of town. Madeleine began to wonder if all bondage practitioners were rich or just the ones Erica knew, but considering the kind of people Erica socialized with it really came as no surprise that many of them were loaded.

"He's waiting for us in the basement," Erica said as they let themselves in through a door that had been left unlocked for them.

The basement sounded sort of ominous but from a purely practical standpoint one could hardly keep all that equipment lying around the living room all the time. Madeleine's heart was in her throat as they headed down the stairs and entered the dungeon, for that is truly what it resembled. Here the motif was lacquered wood and there were many frightening objects placed around the room. In the center stood a man dressed simply in black slacks and a black T-shirt. Black was obviously a popular color among this crowd and the man was presumably the infamous Richard. His shirt clung to his body and showed definite signs of a man in very good shape. His head was shaved bald but he sported a dark goatee and mustache that was flecked with streaks of gray making his age all the more difficult to determine. He wasn't the most gorgeous specimen of a man Madeleine had ever beheld but he was an intimidating presence and he exuded raw sexuality that made him quite appealing even at first glance.

"Bring her here," Richard commanded in a reassuringly friendly tone and Erica took Madeleine by the arm and escorted her to the spot he was indicating.

"Please take your clothes off," Richard said with his eyes firmly fixed on Madeleine so that there was no question as to which woman he was speaking to.

"Where should I change?" Madeleine asked, looking around the room.

"Right where you are. Take your clothes off, fold them up neatly and place them on the floor directly in front of you," Richard instructed.

Madeleine glanced at Erica for help but she was staring at the floor. Well, if she was going to give this a shot she would have to get over her fear of being naked in front of strangers so she stripped, as ordered, and placed her clothing on the floor as neatly as possible. Richard snapped his fingers and Erica came over, knelt down and carefully picked up Madeleine's clothes. She then departed the same way that they had come in and Madeleine was left standing naked in front of this strange man with the piercing eyes.

"Erica tells me that your problem is accepting the authority of a man; of placing yourself in a submissive role, and yet that is the role that you have chosen for yourself to explore."

Madeleine wasn't really crazy about her perfectly natural impulses being described as a problem but that was probably splitting hairs. Fundamentally he was right. She wasn't sure if she was supposed to say something in reply but it didn't matter as Richard was continuing on anyway as he walked slowly around her.

"You probably didn't like me using the word problem because it implies that your belief structure was somehow corrupted or maladjusted when in fact it's simply the byproduct of years of socializing. You have a lovely body by the way."

"Thank you," Madeleine muttered softly.

Richard, who was behind her at that moment, stepped very close and spoke directly into her ear.

"Thank you...sir," he corrected. "You'll no doubt find that our lifestyle contains a number of formalities that are not always common in regular life but respect for your dominant is crucial at all times. We are not going to be lovers in the conventional sense and yet if you remain with me for any length of time we will be more intimate than most married couples. I will take you whenever I please and in whatever orifice I choose and hopefully you will enjoy it, although that's not my primary purpose in doing so. I will be your dominant but we are still equals. That may be hard to understand right now but hopefully in time it will begin to make sense. Do you have any questions? If you do now is the time to ask them. Otherwise in my presence you are to remain silent unless spoken to. Do you understand?"

"Yes...sir. I suppose my main question is how do I stop this thing if I want to?"

"Have you chosen a safe word yet?" Richard inquired.

"No, I hadn't really given it any thought," Madeleine replied.

"Well many people use the stoplight system. If you say red everything stops at once. If you decide to continue you can say green and if you're not sure what you want but you're getting worried you can say yellow. It's easy to remember and most people will already be familiar with the meaning."

"That sounds fine."

"Then are you ready to begin?"

Madeleine took a deep breath and agreed that she was.

"Bind her ankles and then bind her wrists behind her back," Richard instructed.

Madeleine hadn't even noticed that Erica had returned. She was now wearing a tight, under-bust corset which greatly accentuated her cleavage. She also had knee high boots with stiletto heels and some long gloves that came up over her elbows. Aside from that and the collar she wore around her neck she was completely exposed. She had probably seen more of Erica's bare flesh in the hot tub the other evening but there was something extraordinarily sexy about her appearance in this attire. Madeleine felt a tinge of lust as Erica bent down behind her and secured her wrists with leather straps that weren't as uncomfortable as she had expected them to be. The straps had rings to which she secured a sort of velvet covered cord that resembled the sort of thing used for crowd control at museums or movie premieres. Erica then took hold of Madeleine's arms and repeated the process so that her hands would remain behind her back, the way a policeman might handcuff a suspect who was being taken to jail.

"Get on your knees," Richard instructed.

His words were definitely commands but he spoke in a tone of voice that wasn't exactly friendly but didn't seem as harsh as the meaning behind the words. It was actually a little difficult to get on her knees with her hands behind her because it was such a natural impulse to steady herself with her hands but she managed anyway.

At this point Richard began to pull his pants down. Madeleine hadn't noticed that instead of a belt his pants were held up by a band of elastic. There was no underwear in sight.  He proceeded to pull the front of his pants so that he was basically still clad but his cock and balls were now fully on display. The elastic sort of slipped in behind his scrotum and pressed his member outwards even more. Erica had not been exaggerating in the slightest. Even in this semi-erect state his penis was a thing of beauty. It wasn't just the size, which was considerable, but the shape and the proportion seemed just perfect.

"I want you to look at my cock."

That was one order Madeleine didn't need to be given. She had wondered what made this pecker so special ever since Erica had mentioned it and now she understood. As Richard slowly stroked himself it became even bigger and harder and more magnificent. It was almost hypnotic watching it grow like that. Once he had reached what was presumably his full state of erection Richard moved very close to Madeleine so that his cock was pointed...no, aimed would be a better word, right at her face.

"Do you like my cock?"

"Yes sir."

"Good. It's a powerful thing having a cock. Nothing else quite like it in human anatomy. Nipples get erect, and of course so can the clitoris, but nowhere near as pronounced or as important as on a man's body. You don't have a cock, which is neither here nor there as we all are simply products of the genetic lottery. Nature has deemed that a man should want to put his erect penis into a woman's vagina so that the species will continue but intelligent creatures that we are we have devised many other places we can put it for a variety of different purposes. Even so, the basic impulse is always with us. A man has a more difficult task to perform when engaging in sex with a woman. He must remain erect for an appropriate length of time and often has to subject his arm, leg and back muscles to a vigorous workout in the process. A man is also a product of his modern environment and usually pollutes his body with some sort of drug or smoke or alcohol or a poor diet. He also frequently carries around the burden of his job or his finances. He can't fake an orgasm and wouldn't want to even if he could because once the buildup begins there must be a release. Consequently a man needs confidence and mental reassurance to perform at his best."

Richard hadn't moved from his spot and Madeleine was feeling a strange sort of intoxication. This man seemed so calm, so rational and so persuasive that she didn't really bother to think about whether she agreed with everything he was saying or not, as would normally have been her custom. That luscious, throbbing pole was just inches from her mouth. It was almost torture being so close to it but not being able to touch it. She thought if she leaned forward just a little she might be able to get the tip of it in her mouth or at least flick her tongue at it but she remained as still as she could.

"Cock worship is a completely natural sensation," Richard continued. "Worship...adoration....veneration...whatever you choose to call it. The instinct is buried inside your DNA. Don't hide it. Don't be ashamed of it. Look at the way my hard cock is throbbing. You were probably a little frightened of cocks as a girl. So different from your own body. So aggressive. And you were probably frightened still the day you lost your virginity but you let him put it in you anyway. You wondered if it would hurt and it probably did but you let him fuck you none-the-less because you were a girl and you wanted to be a woman and that meant taking a cock into your pussy. It's all perfectly natural. It's the way you were designed. It has nothing to with self-esteem or equal rights or any of that. It's about nature. It's natural for a woman to crave a big, hard, thick cock like this one whether she's a housewife or the President of the United States. Look at the veins bulging. Look at how hard you made it. I didn't touch it but you made it grow just by being a desirable woman. Every instinct known to man is screaming that this cock should be inside of you. You would like to feel this cock inside you, wouldn't you?"

"Yes sir."

God, she certainly did want to feel that cock inside her. She had been with some pretty well-endowed men before but this was a whole new ballgame. Her nakedness in front of both a close friend and a total stranger...her vulnerability in being restrained...the way Richard's cock stood out so clearly against the black backdrop of his pants...it was powerful stuff. In that moment in that environment she did indeed feel a type of primal lust that she had never known before, at least not exactly this way.

"I want you to learn to love my cock. Not fall in love with me in the way you're used to, but to love the power that this cock represents. Embrace the fact that you're a woman and born to be the vessel that receives cocks like this. You'd like to touch it right now I imagine."

"Yes sir."

"Go ahead."

Madeleine leaned forward but she couldn't quite reach it. She wasn't sure whether Richard had stepped back a tiny bit or not but it was just beyond the reach of her lips. She stuck her tongue out as far as it could go and was just about to lick the tip of his cock when she lost her balance and felt herself falling.


CHAPTER 5:

It hurt a little when she hit the floor. Fortunately she had twisted her torso and turned her neck so that she landed more on her side than her face. She felt herself being lifted back up by Erica and noticed that Richard hadn't moved at all. His rock hard member was still jutting out at her as before, so near and yet so far.

"Are you all right?" he asked.

Madeleine nodded yes.

"Then try again," he suggested. "You know you want it. You can't give up that easily. It's right here in front of you."

Although she was afraid of falling she was more determined than ever to taste that wonderful specimen of manhood that was beginning to really drive her crazy. She tried desperately to keep her balance and lean as carefully as possible but the result was the same. She fell to the floor and Erica helped her up again.

"Come suck my dick," Richard demanded but this time he had broken his gaze with Madeleine and was obviously speaking to Erica.

Erica immediately came over and got on her knees. Richard had turned to the side slightly so that Madeleine could get a better view of the proceedings. Erica was unrestrained and completely free to devour his prick using her hands to stroke and her mouth to suck. Madeleine felt so jealous she almost wanted to cry, in fact, she could feel a tear forming in her eye.

"That's it...that's my good little cocksucker," Richard purred as Erica went to town on him. "See how enthusiastic she is? How quickly she jumped to obey me? She knows how good it is to suck cock and she does it exquisitely. Wouldn't you like to be like her?"

At that moment Madeleine wanted nothing more than to be like her old friend. She was bold and aggressive and she gave head with a gusto that Madeleine had never shown. After a while Richard pushed Erica away and she quietly stood up and went to stand nearby.

"That's what you'd like to do right now isn't it?"

"Yes please sir!" Madeleine cried.

"I give you permission to use your knees if you have to."

Madeleine was ready to have another go at it. She leaned forward but still found him out of reach so she tried to move her legs but the ankle restraints held them so close together that she couldn't move one without the other.

"Come on bitch, use your brains. Do you want this cock or don't you?" Richard barked impatiently.

Richard's voice had lost it's warm, relaxing tone which caught her by surprise as much as the sudden cruelty of his words. Instead of making her angry it only made her more desperate to reach her goal so she began to hop along the floor. It wasn't easy and she knew she looked like an idiot but she was making slight progress although with every hop forward he seemed to take a step backwards. She didn't care at this point as she was determined to keep trying. Suddenly, just after landing on her knees again, Richard stepped a little closer to her and she found his cock within her grasp. Wasting no time she opened her mouth wide and craned her neck to take as much of him as she could reach.

He was incredibly hot and still slippery from Erica's saliva but that only added to Madeleine's arousal. It took some adjusting to accommodate someone of this size in her mouth but she didn't care about that at all. It was actually proving to be very difficult to give head in this position and without the use of her hands but she tried to bring her tongue into play as much as possible and bobbed her head up and down like a maniac.

Madeleine was no expert in the field of blow jobs. She did her duty when it was called for, especially if a man had done an especially nice job of going down on her, but she rarely volunteered for the task. Something about it had always seemed a little distasteful and she was constantly afraid that some guy would cum in her mouth without warning. It had happened a couple of times and once she got carried away and allowed a man to do it intentionally but she had spat it out as quickly as she could. Somehow this total stranger had tricked her into wanting to deep throat him like a whore but this was not the time to worry about that now.

Richard was slowly inching his way closer and closer and she could feel his cock sliding deeper and deeper into her throat. She started to gag and tried to pull back for a breath of air but he was too deep inside her for that.

"That's it. That's a good girl," Richard said softly as he put his hand on her hair and stroked it.

Instead of being offended by the patronizing remark it gave her more confidence. She appreciated his sign of approval and wanted all the more to do a good job although she had no idea why. She just wanted to swallow that damn cock for some reason!

Richard began to thrust with his pelvis now but kept his hand on the back of her head. Sometimes he would stop thrusting but instead of giving her a chance for some relief he used his hand to shove her head back and forth on his rod. Saliva was dripping from her mouth and she was making the most awful slurping noises like a big dog lapping sloppily at a water bowl. She became very frightened for a moment when she suddenly wondered how she could use her safe word with this giant log stuffed in her mouth but the thought passed quickly enough. It took all of her concentration to keep from falling over and to perform the best she could. Suddenly she gagged again and tried desperately to breathe through her nose. Richard stepped back and his cock slid out of her mouth as Madeleine gasped for air. She had only managed to get about half of him inside at most but she still imagined that she knew what a circus sword swallower must feel like.

"Are you all right?"

Madeleine just nodded yes. 

"What do you want me to do?" Richard asked very politely.

"I'd like to keep going...sir."

"I asked you want you want me to do," Richard corrected a little more firmly.

"I want you to put it back in."

"You can do better than that," he scolded.

"I want you to fuck my mouth!"

She hadn't intended to say that, let alone shout it out so loud, but it had the desired effect. Richard was back between her parted lips in an instant, this time with both hands helping to move the process along. He still wasn't going in all the way as she obviously wasn't ready for that, but she could feel his lumber banging against the walls of her throat. Madeleine found herself in an almost religious state of zeal, so completely focused on one thing and one thing only. She was a little frightened by the sensation but thrilled at the same time. All of sudden Richard pulled out again and Madeleine's eyes shot up to see what was wrong. She thought she had been doing a pretty good job under the circumstances.

"I'm going to cum in your mouth but you'll have to swallow all of it. I'm not going to pull out or let it run down the side of your face. I'm going to stay in your mouth until I'm sure you've swallowed. Is that what you want?"

"Yes sir."

"Tell me what you want."

"I want you to cum in my mouth sir...please. Please come in my mouth!"

"Good."

Richard rammed it home one more time and began to grunt as he really starting pushing harder and harder. Had she really just pleaded with this man to ejaculate in her mouth? What the hell was thinking?

"We'll make a good little cum swallowing slut out of you yet. You know that's what you really want. Big, hard dicks pounding your mouth. This one in particular."

Madeleine had lost all track of the time. She had no idea whether it was minutes, hours or days that she had been sucking that cock but she knew without hesitation that she wouldn't be satisfied until he had shot his wad inside her. Eventually the moment arrived and Richard exploded hard. If it had been difficult to breathe before it was practically impossible now with that hot load of cream spurting like a geyser. She swallowed. The first shot hit the back of her throat so she pulled her head away a little so that she could get more of it on her tongue and savor it. She was no expert on what a man's seminal fluid tasted like but Richard's was surprisingly pleasant. It had more of a tangy flavor than she expected. At that precise instant she didn't really care what it tasted like anyway. She was ready, willing and able to do whatever she had to do.

"Good girl. That was a really fine first effort."

"Thank you sir."

She knew she must look like a total wreck. Her hair was messed up, there was saliva and semen running down her chin, she had worked up a bit of a sweat but also felt her own juices dripping on her legs. Had she climaxed? She honestly wasn't certain. She had been kept in such a high state of sexual anxiety for so long that it was hard to tell whether there had been an orgasm or more than one. It sort of jest felt like a chain reaction of continuous bursts of pleasure.

"Erica will show you to the bathroom so that you can clean up. I hope to see you again."

With that Richard turned and walked away. No kiss, not even a handshake. He didn't seem angry or disappointed but the ending was so abrupt. Erica helped her to her feet and removed the restraints.

"Wow, I don't know what to say," Madeleine almost whispered.

"Don't say anything just yet. Let's get you cleaned up and we can talk on the way home."

In the bathroom mirror Madeleine could see a small bit of a bruise on her shoulder where she fell and her knees were definitely red as were her wrists and ankles but all things considered it wasn't too bad and nothing really hurt very much. There was some mouthwash available and she reached for it almost instinctively but suddenly thought the better of it. She wasn't quite ready to wash away the taste of Richard's sexuality just yet. Plenty of time for that when she got home.

"Should I start or should you?" Erica asked once they were on the road.

"I'm still not sure what to say. Some strange man just called me a cum swallowing slut and I screamed at him to fuck my mouth. What the hell was that all about?"

"Fun hopefully."

"Yeah, I suppose it was," Madeleine was forced to admit. "Fun...terror...I'm still not sure at this point."

"Well, for whatever it's worth, you did far better than I expected you to do," Erica commented. "I half assumed you would run out screaming and try to find some way to have us all arrested or something."

"You know, I was actually green with envy when you were sucking him off and all I could do was watch. Something very competitive rose up inside me. Normally I would have just turned away from two people having sex that close to me but my eyes were riveted."

"If it's any consolation I was jealous of you, too. You're the new girl, you're going to get a lot of attention. Don't you think I wanted him to cum inside me?"

"Really? I thought I was just some kind of big pervert or something. I kind of hated myself for being so slutty."

"And you also kind of loved it," Erica chimed in.

"True enough," Madeleine admitted.

"I think Richard understood you pretty well. He's a good judge of character and his instincts are usually spot on. That's one reason why he's so good at this. He wanted you to really get in touch with your female side. It wasn't so much about control as it was getting you to release your own buried desires. You could probably spend years on a psychiatrist's couch and not make that kind of progress. There's a slutty little she-devil locked in that pretty body of yours darling. I don't think there's any doubt of that. It's always the shy ones who make the best lovers once they break out of their shell."

"Did it go all right from Richard's standpoint do you think?"

"He had two pretty ladies sucking his dick and ended with a bang. What more could a guy want?"

"I mean as far as my training. It ended so abruptly. I didn't do anything to piss him off did I?" Madeleine asked.

"Not at all. You're a natural at this. Just try to keep it all in perspective. Don't fall in love with Richard and dream up scenarios where you get married and run off to live on some tropical island. If you stick with him for any length of time he'll fuck you any way that he pleases and sometimes he probably won't fuck you at all. It doesn't mean that he doesn't think you're pretty or he's tired of you or something it's just that he's probably got some other lesson that he's trying to impart. And jealousy is a doomed proposition in this case. It goes without saying that he's banged the hell out of me more times than I can count and there are probably tons of women who can say the same thing. Your job is to learn how to serve him, even if ultimately you discover that you'd rather be a top than a bottom, it's good to learn from someone who knows something. Once you've had the old ball gag in your mouth you'll have a better appreciation of what you're asking someone else to do."

What a strange day it had been. Was it what she had expected? Not exactly. She assumed it would be more informal the first time, sort of a meet and greet kind of thing. That was definitely a hell of a greeting. She'd never taken off her clothes in front of a man so quickly, who wasn't  a doctor, and she certainly had never sucked a stranger's cock before, let alone made such a spectacle of herself in the process.

It was surprising to Madeleine how easily she accepted the situation. She was a very practical, analytical woman who rarely did anything without giving it some serious consideration first. Today she had acted largely on impulse...almost like an animal...and she began to wonder whether that had been a terrible mistake. Perhaps there was something wrong with her mentally that she had never been aware of and this Richard guy was some sort of creep who took advantage of sick people by exploiting their weaknesses. Erica didn't spend a lot of time worrying about things so maybe she just never saw the truth. But that didn't really seem to fit the situation at all. Madeleine had come to him, not the other way around. Richard didn't really force her to do anything since she could have used her safe word and stopped at any time. All he really did was whip is dick out, tell her to look at it and her lust did the rest. No point in getting all worked up over it now. What's done is done.

Was it done? Did she stick this in the weird experience bank and move on? Everybody is entitled to do one crazy, stupid thing in their life weren't they? Was this just her mad moment of recklessness never to be repeated or spoken of again? That was the safe move. All she ended up with was a slight bruise, a couple of scraped knees and a mouthful of cum. She suddenly realized that she still hadn't rinsed her mouth out and could taste the lingering traces of his semen. Why had she always been so scared to swallow before? What was the big deal. Sex was a messy business with all kinds of things going on that seemed odd when you stopped to think about it. People routinely wiped off the top of a bottle if they were sharing a drink from the same container yet they'd stick their tongue in somebody's mouth when they kissed. There was absolutely no way that she wanted her experience with Richard to end other than by having him ejaculate in her mouth. That's because she had really been operating on a whole different level today. On one hand it was more complicated than usual with all of the props and rules and warnings and restraints and on the other hand it was the most pure and simple sex she had ever known. Man + Woman = Fuck.

Yes, she would go back if for no other reason than curiosity. Walking in totally blind had put her in a high state of anxiety from the beginning. The danger factor made it thrilling just being there. Perhaps with a more clear understanding of the situation she would be better prepared to resist. She had let her guard down this time but now she knew what to expect. But if she didn't want to be there what was the point of going? Oh, hell it was all too confusing. Better to sleep on it and deal with things later when it started to make more sense.


CHAPTER 6:

"I want her arms and legs spread as wide as possible."

It was about a week later and Richard was giving a command to Erica. The process had started much like before with Madeleine stripping off her clothes and Erica applying cuffs to her wrists and ankles. This time she had been taken to a piece of equipment that resembled an oversized door frame. There were rings along the top and sides so that someone could be shackled in various ways. The ankles went first and as Erica tugged on the cord to reach the desired ring Madeleine could feel that her feet were not going to be completely on solid ground. She had to get on her toes to make the connection work. The arms went up and out to the corners of the frame so that she formed an "X" with her body. It was difficult not being able to put all of her entire foot on the ground but she felt confident that the rig could hold her weight even if she were to be completely suspended in air.

"So you came back for more," Richard commented.

"Yes sir."

"What did you learn last time?"

"I learned that you have a very beautiful cock, sir and that I enjoyed having you cum in my mouth."

"That's kind of a superficial answer but it's a start I suppose. Why do you want this kind of training?"

"I...I'm not entirely sure sir."

"Sounds like an honest answer. Hand me the riding crop. The one with the red leather tip."

Erica disappeared from Madeleine's view for a moment and then reappeared with a narrow handled pole with a heart shaped tip on the end of it which she handed to Richard.

"I guess I'm just sort of a romantic soul," Richard chuckled as he gently swatted the palm of his hand with the crop. "Let me see if I can guess why you came here."

Richard moved behind her and Madeleine tried to keep her eyes on him but it was difficult to see what he was doing clearly.

"You think of yourself as a very modern woman don't you?"

"Yes sir."

"You probably have lots of rules in your mind about what a man has to accomplish before he's allowed to get in your pants."

"Uh...no sir, not exactly.

The crop struck her left ass cheek with some degree of force and caused Madeleine to gasp from the surprise as much as the pain.

"That didn't sound like a very certain answer. Let's try again. Do you have rules about when a man is allowed to fuck you?"

"Yes sir."

"Do you think your pussy is something special?"

"No, I mean it is in a way I guess..."

This time the right cheek took the blow and she let out a little yelp as Richard came back around to the front.

"It sounds like you think it's pretty special. Let's have a look at it."

Richard began to spread the lips of Madeleine's pussy open and ran his fingers around the edges. She responded immediately to his touch but there wasn't really much she could do strung up to the damn frame so she just moaned softly. 

"It's a nice-looking pussy, I'll give you that, but it doesn't appear to be gold plated or anything. Let's have another one for comparison. You...grab that bench and show us your pussy."

Erica slid what looked like a padded piano bench over and took a seat. She then spread her legs wide and held her knees back so that there was a clear view. Madeleine couldn't help but stare. Richard came over to Erica and began to examine her in the same way he had just been toying with Madeleine.

"This is also a nice-looking pussy," said Richard, "but I honestly don't know that I see a tremendous difference. They both look like a good place for a man to stick his cock."

Richard came back over to Madeleine and grabbed her crotch a little roughly this time. Madeleine tried to position herself so that her clit would be rubbing up against his hand but it was no use.

"Do you like to have men put their cocks in your pussy?"

"Yes sir."

"But only after they've jumped through hoops of fire to earn the right."

"No sir....I never thought of it that way exactly."

The riding crop struck the inside of her thigh and stung much worse than the other blows. She responded with a cry.

"But you do like the feeling you get when a man puts his cock in your pussy?"

"Yes sir, yes sir, very much!"

"So why make them work for it? If it's a pleasing experience why put obstacles in the way of your enjoyment?"

"I don't know sir...I wish I did sometimes."

She winced, waiting for a blow that never came.

"Do you like ice cream?" Richard inquired.

"Yes sir," Madeleine replied apprehensively, wondering if this was a trick question.

"If someone offered you free ice cream would you take it?"

"I imagine I would sir."

"Do you like ice cream more than cock in your pussy?"

"Depends on the flavor sir."

Both Richard and Erica burst out laughing in spite of themselves. That was quite simply the best answer anyone could have given to the question.

"Look, I know we all have our standards and that's just fine," Richard continued after he regained his composure. "Who you choose to fuck and when is really not a big concern to me as long as you understand completely that when you're with me I'm free to fuck you anytime I want any way that I want. You do understand that don't you?"

"Yes sir."

"How does that make you feel?"

"Horny...sir."

"You liked it when I fucked your mouth, didn't you?"

"Yes sir, very much."

"But you didn't make me work for it...I made you work for it," Richard pointed out. "You hopped along the floor like a trussed up turkey to get it. You slobbered all over it and I made you gag but you still wanted me to blow my load down your throat didn't you?"

"Yes sir."

"I guess that makes you a little cock sucking bitch doesn't it?"

"If you say so sir."

"What do you say?"

"I'm a little cock sucking bitch?"

The crop found the other thigh.

"You're not convincing me."

"I'm a little cock sucking bitch!"

"How about a cum swallowing slut? Is that you?"

"Yes sir."

Another blow.

"Say it!"

"I'm a cum swallowing slut!" Madeleine shouted through the tears that were starting to run down her cheeks.

"Don't cry. That's a damn fine thing to be. Do you think men like stuck up women who act like sex is a chore? Hell no. Nothing turns a man on more than a dirty little whore who wants to rip his dick off. He shouldn't have to ask you for a blow job you just know that you need to suck him off. You love sex as much as he does so why put on an act? Do you ever wiggle your butt in a man's face and tell him how much you want it up the ass?"

"No sir."

"But I'll bet men tell you how pretty you are all the time. Look at those gorgeous titties," Richard said as he flicked her nipples with the riding crop. " I'll bet all kinds of men have told you how nice they are...how much they turn them on. Men aren't shy about showing you how much they desire every part of your body are they?"

"No sir, not usually."

"A tease can be fun sometimes. Some men enjoy the thrill of the chase. But you're a professional cock tease aren't you?"

"No sir. Not intentionally sir."

This time Richard slapped one of her nipples rather than just toying with it and Madeleine really cried out loudly.

"Of course you're not a cock tease because you're really a cock crazed slut," Richard corrected.

"Yes sir, I'm a cock crazed slut."

"You don't even have to see my cock to get turned on. Every time I say the word it sends shivers down your spine, doesn't it?"

"Yes sir."

That was certainly true for some reason. It was uncomfortable as hell hanging up there on that frame and some of those blows really hurt but the more Richard talked about cock and pussy and fucking the more Madeleine hungered to see his stupendous prick again. To see it...and to feel it deep inside her...somewhere...anywhere. She was snapped out of this moment of reflection by a humming sound. Erica was now standing in front of her with a large vibrator. Just as quickly Erica applied the vibrator to Madeleine's pussy and she almost screamed. Her sex drive was running in high gear again and this was an unexpected but surprisingly delightful turn of events. The fact that it was a woman, and one of her closest friends no less, made no difference at all. It felt good and Erica really knew how to apply it in a way that only another woman would probably know how to do. 

Equally without warning was the blow to her rear end. Richard had moved behind her again and began to slap the riding crop across the cheeks of her ass as before and then working a little lower before starting again. There were no questions and answers this time, just the moans and cries from Madeleine as she experienced the dizzying combination of both pleasure and pain simultaneously.

Madeleine had never known this kind of sexual attention before. Yes, she was theoretically the "victim" in this scenario but she was also the star attraction. Everything was focused on her in her state of total nakedness and exposure. There was no doubt about the orgasm she experienced this time. She literally screamed and her pussy ran wet and hard. From behind her she felt Richard's hand reaching between her legs. He lubricated his fingers with her own wetness and began to slowly slide one of those wet fingers straight into her ass. The timing was exquisite as she was just beginning to recover from her climax. The unexpected penetration brought her right back to the moment.

"She's very tight," Richard called to Erica over the noise of the vibrator. "She's going to need some stretching or it'll hurt like hell."

"I'll see to that sir," Erica replied.

"Good girl. I can always count on you. Why don't you put that thing down and I'll fuck you in the ass to show this bitch how it's done."

"Yes sir."

Erica shut off the vibrator and positioned herself on her hands and knees in front of Madeleine who was disappointed that the attention was taken away but fascinated by what was about to happen. It all seemed so strange and not quite real. Almost an out of body experience...except for the very real pain her body was experiencing.

Richard appeared from behind the frame and pulled his pants off completely. There was some kind of jell in his hand and he liberally lubricated his rod as he prepared to mount Erica from behind.

"This is a good bitch who knows how to keep her back door ready for action. I can fuck this ass like it was another pussy. I can't do that to you...yet. But if you work on it you'll be able to take cocks even as big as this in your ass with no trouble," Richard shouted over his shoulder.

Suddenly he turned and walked over to Madeleine. His engorged phallus looked all the more appealing with the glistening jell applied to it.

"Would you like to have this big dick up your ass sometime?"

"Yes sir, absolutely."

"Have you ever done anal sex before?

"No sir."

"But you expect me to believe that you would like me to fuck you in the butt?"

"Yes sir. For you I definitely would want that."

"Well work on it and we'll see. In the meantime you can watch what you're missing."

He strode confidentially over to Erica and took her. Madeleine had a great view and she watched as inch by inch Richard's cock slowly disappeared into Erica's backside. Richard started slowly at first but began to pick up speed. Erica cried out.

"You haven't done this for a while have you?"

"No sir," Erica moaned.

"Bad girl!"

Richard slapped her ass.

"Good girls keep their ass ready for cock. A good little bitch like you should know better."

He spanked her again and his thrusting intensified. From the sounds Erica was making it was hard to tell whether she was loving it or in pain or both but soon she was gyrating to meet his thrusts. Madeleine was so turned on by this that she almost felt like she was going to pass out. After hanging in that weird position she wondered whether she would even be able to walk once she was released but there was nowhere she would rather have been at that moment.

Richard finally let out a groan and it was obvious that he was cumming inside Erica. Madeleine wished that he would have pulled out so that she could see him ejaculate but she was also glad for her friend that he had let her feel the load inside her.

That was pretty much the end of the session and once again the parting was brief and the women cleaned up in the bathroom. This time there was no talking at all between them. It wasn't until the ride home that Erica broke the silence.

"Okay, I've got to know. Do you hate me for jacking you off with a vibrator? I mean, does this ruin our friendship or anything?"

"Don't be silly," Madeleine replied with a smile. "I knew the job was dangerous when I took it. If I was going to get off to a woman better a friend, right?"

"I'm impressed girl, I mean seriously impressed. You always sent off this real uptight vibe but you like to get down and dirty don't you?"

"I'm beginning to come to that conclusion. So tell me...does it hurt much?"

"What? You mean anal?"

"Yeah. What is that like anyway?"

"It's different, that's for sure. Different...but good, if you're ready for it," Erica replied.

"So what do I do to get ready?" Madeleine inquired.

"We should probably do a little online shopping when we get back to your place."


CHAPTER 7:

When the anal training kit arrived Madeleine blessed the day that online shopping had been invented. She may have opened herself up to a whole new world of sexual experiences but the thought of walking into some creepy adult book store and asking for that type of item was not an appealing prospect at all.

The kit contained a series of butt plugs of increasing size, a vibrator and a healthy container of lube. The basic idea was pretty simple. Start small and work your way up. Lube, lube, lube and more lube was the order of the day. It was a funny feeling the first time she tried to slip in the starter plug. It didn't look all that big, especially compared to a penis, but she was very tight and it was obvious that it would take some work before she could receive a cock like Richard's the way Erica had done.

In the meantime her lessons continued and each one had a slightly different twist. There was really no doubt in her mind that she would continue with this training but the full psychological ramifications of the process were still somewhat baffling to her. In many ways she had been made to feel stupid, helpless and weak while participating in the sessions but for some reason it didn't carry over into her daily life as she feared it would. In some ways she felt more comfortable and confident than ever. In a small way she imagined it was a bit like a soldier going through boot camp. You become a non-entity and are stripped down to the bone in order to be remade a stronger better person. Fortunately unlike boot camp it was also a lot of fun and sexy as all get out. 

She had graduated to the point where Richard was allowing her to wear some clothing as long as there was complete access to anything he might want to use. She felt positively wicked when she slipped into her outfit which included black high-heeled boots with fishnet stockings that came up to the middle of her thigh. She sometimes wore a corset similar to the one Erica had but she was often simply tied up with ropes or bound with some other sort of strapping device on her torso. 

Words like slut, whore and bitch were no longer thought of as insults at all, at least within the confines of Richard's dungeon. They were more like badges of pride that she was earning by her excellent performance. There would probably still have been hell to pay if someone tried to call her those things in normal life but in the sanctity of that special environment it just made her horny. As Richard had pointed out there was nothing inherently wrong about being slutty. Men liked women who liked sex, it was just common sense. No matter how degrading a scenario might be underneath it all was the knowledge that it was consensual and that roles were simply being played. Perhaps if her exposure to this world had been with a less skilled dominant than Richard she might have dropped the whole thing a long time ago. Fortunately she found someone who was imaginative at the very least.

She wondered sometimes how long this would last. There was never a set time like playing bridge every Wednesday with the girls or something and no one had ever mentioned a specific time table. Everybody had their own separate lives to live and while she knew nothing about Richard personally he presumably had work to do and dentist appointments to keep like anybody else. Maybe he was married and coached his son's Little League team for all she knew. Their relationship was strictly dom and sub. Top and bottom. Whatever label you wanted to apply. She thought of Richard as an attractive man and certainly one with a great deal of sex appeal but she was trying not to develop romantic notions about him. Their relative anonymity worked just fine. In a way it probably worked better. There was a professional degree of formality between them that kept anything that happened from feeling too personal. Perhaps someday she would be in a romantic relationship with a man who was interested in incorporating elements of the lifestyle in their lovemaking but that wasn't first and foremost in her thoughts.

Her next encounter was going to be somewhat different in that it would be the first time she was alone with Richard as Erica had some scheduling conflict that couldn't be worked around. By this time Madeleine knew the way to Richard's house quite well so it was no problem to drive herself. Actually she sort of guessed that Erica was losing some interest in the whole thing as her role often consisted of just standing around and handing Richard some sort of device like a magician's assistant without any pay. It was no real concern as Madeleine was quite comfortable with the setup by now.

When she arrived however she was in for a bit of a shock. There was another man in the room. He was about average height, in his mid-thirties she guessed, and he definitely looked like a guy who spent a lot of time in the gym. His arms were extremely muscular and there were a number of tattoos visible on his upper body that was only covered by a white tank top shirt. He wore blue jeans and the kind of boots one often associated with motorcycle gangs. He was introduced simply as Marty and there was something kind of scary about him.

Madeleine stood in the middle of the room, exposed as always, and waited to see what this new turn of events was all about. She didn't have too long to wait.

"Well, what do you think?" Richard asked his companion.

"Nice piece of ass," Marty leered in a tone of voice that made Madeleine nervous.

"Let's get her strung up and go to work then."

There was no conversation or explanation offered at this point. The two men simply applied a variety of straps and belts. Next came a new device she hadn't worn before. This was a metal bar with two small bands of steel at the ends and a larger one in the middle. The bands opened and were locked in place securing her arms straight out along the edge of the bar with her neck clasped tightly in the center. It was definitely much more uncomfortable than anything she had worn before but she took it silence. 

"Look at that rack," Marty hissed as he grabbed and squeezed her breasts roughly.

A similar metal bar was fastened to her ankles holding her legs open wide. To the straps on her torso heavy ropes that stretched up to the ceiling were applied. The ropes were obviously connected to some kind of pulley system as the two men rather unceremoniously hoisted her up in the air with her back facing the ground so that she could really on stare up. Once she was a couple of feet in the air they took the bottom bar and connected it to the upper bar so that her legs were bent back towards her chest. It was an extremely uncomfortable position but the restraints held her in this pose so there was no effort required on her part to remain this way. Once that was done they lifted her a little higher and secured the ropes firmly to various rings on the floor that could be retracted when not in use so that they were usually almost unnoticeable.

Marty wasted no time in undoing the front of his jeans and whipping out his prick. It was big and already hard as a rock as he took his place between her legs and began to pound her pussy like a man who hadn't had sex in years. Maybe he hadn't. He certainly looked like a guy who could have just gotten out of prison.

Richard went and stood at the other end of Madeleine's body.

"I wanted to see you fucked by another man and Marty was kind enough to oblige," Richard explained.

"Always glad to be of service," Marty joked as he pumped away with great enthusiasm.

Marty wasn't really Madeleine's cup of tea but once you let somebody put their cock in your pussy nature kind of takes over. With her legs pulled back the way they were it provided great access and Marty was really plunging his big dick deeply inside her. 

There was something exhilarating about being suspended in midair. It made her feel sort of weightless despite the heavy bars she was attached to. The metal bands around her neck made it difficult for her to look around so she was more or less forced to just focus on the ceiling. Richard was being unusually quiet so it gave her time to think.

Her initial fear and discomfort had brought her close to using her safe word for the first time but she trusted Richard by this point. If he wanted to see her like this he must have his reasons. Marty was no great beauty to look at but she couldn't look at him at the moment anyway so what difference did it make? He had a big cock and he knew how to use it. She had to admit that it felt really good inside her. Was that what Richard was trying to prove? That a cock is a cock and nothing more is required than an erect dick and a wet pussy to have a good time? That was certainly the message she was getting and it surprised her how true it was turning out to be.

She had always been so picky about the men she dated. A big laundry list of the expectations they were supposed to live up to. She was attractive enough that she could afford to be choosey. Men hit on her all the time which gave her the upper hand. She called the shots. She decided when it was time to take the relationship to the next level. She decided when a guy was going to be allowed to do more than just kiss her goodnight. So many little things had to fall into place in the just right way for her to bestow the gift of her body on a man. In this room she was just a piece of ass with no real say in the matter whatsoever other than her option to call the whole thing off. She did as she was told and took whatever was given her and for some reason that really turned her on. She was absolved of the responsibility of having to be in charge. She didn't have to worry about what her parents or her friends thought of the guy she was dating. She didn't have to constantly second guess herself over her choices. She had no choices.

Marty had terrific stamina and was still as rigid as a flagpole when they decided to take her down and move to another piece of equipment. The most difficult part about being tied up or locked into one position for any length of time was the numb feeling that she sometimes got in her limbs. It always felt good to be able to move around for a little bit in between to get the circulation back. Fortunately Richard seemed to be aware of this and kept her from being restrained in any one position for too long a time.

She was next placed on a very simple device that was sort of like a narrow, backless bench with padding on top. There were also padded rails on either side located a few inches above the ground. The rails had straps with large belt buckles for both her ankles and her thighs as well as her wrists but no restraint was used on her torso. Once secured she was in a forced position of being on all fours but with a degree of flexibility using her knees and elbows.

"Let's see how well you've prepared for this," said Richard as he came up behind her and stuck a finger in her ass. 

A finger was no problem at all after all the stretching she had been doing but she hoped she was ready for something much bigger. Richard inserted two, then three fingers and probed around for a while before declaring his satisfaction.

"That's my good little obedient fuck toy," he said as he gave her a playful slap on the rump. "Trust me, you'll be glad you did all that work."

Again it was Marty that did the honors, which sort of disappointed Madeleine as she had always assumed that it would be Richard who took her anal virginity but the deed was done now and Marty was slipping his shaft up her behind. She had stretched and followed all of the instructions to the letter but it still hurt and she cried out. Richard produced a ball gag, something she had only worn once before, and fastened it to her head.

"You can go ahead and scream now if you like," said Richard.

Madeleine didn't need to be told. It was a wild sensation like nothing she had ever known. Even the large vibrator in her ass was kind of a soothing, pleasant experience but getting fucked back there for the first time, especially by such a  well-hung stud, was something that no words could totally describe. It was better just to yell and moan and cry into the gag in her mouth. At least Richard was merciful and told Marty to switch to her pussy after she had endured as much as Richard thought she could take. The ball gag was removed and Richard stroked her hair gently as Marty shifted his attention to the hole below.

"Good girl. You took that really well. I think you deserve a treat. Would you like to suck my cock?" Richard asked politely.

"Yes sir. Very much sir. Please let me suck your cock."

"You're learning so fast! You knew I was going to make you say the words."

Richard pulled the front of his pants down just as he had done the day they met and his wondrous love stick popped out in all its glory. There's nothing quite as grand as the look of a man's fully erect penis springing forth from its hiding place like a jack-in-the-box.

"Show me how much you want to suck it."

"Yes sir."

She began to alternate between licking and sucking his prick. It wasn't really something she had planned to do but the rhythmic pattern of Marty's cock pounding her pussy had put sort of a musical cadence in her head. Richard was seriously impressed and moaned with pleasure which simply fueled her passion all the more. It was not an easy thing to suck a man's dick while another man humped you from behind, especially when the guy doing the humping was far from gentle. With every thrust her body was naturally pushed forward so she had to remain focused and use her neck to keep the blow job under control.

"You love my cock, don't you my little slut?" Richard half groaned.

"Yes sir," Madeleine sputtered as she tried to talk and lick at the same time.

"Goddamn! I don't know where you find these bitches but you've sure got them well-trained!" Marty shouted with glee. "I don't think I can hold it much longer. I'm going to have to give this little cunt a nice salty cream pie."

Marty wasn't a looker but he had incredible stamina and great enthusiasm for the job, Madeleine had to give him that. When he finally blew his load he felt like a cherry bomb going off inside her pussy. As he pulled out he was still spurting and let the rest of it land on her back and her butt.

"There's a little something extra for your troubles baby," Marty laughed as he staggered away and looked for someplace to sit down. Now Madeleine could concentrate fully on Richard's cock, which was just fine by her.

"God you're making me so fucking horny you dirty little cock sucker!" Richard cried as he grabbed her head.

That wasn't the sort of thing that Richard usually said and it really excited Madeleine to hear it, not that she needed any encouragement at the moment. Still it made her happy to know that she was pleasing him so much. He generally seemed to be possessed with so much self-control. 

The clever timing was gone now and it was all a messy collection of garbled sounds and sloppy wetness as Richard was throat fucking her harder and harder. She still couldn't take him all the way down to the balls but much of his raging hard on was being gobbled up in a frenzy of head humping. She loved it. There were no two ways about it. Standing back and looking at her from the outside she must have seemed like some pitiful prisoner of a demented tormentor who was brutally torturing her for his own twisted needs but inside she was on fire. She was completely alive. The baggage she carried around on a daily basis had been checked at the door. This wasn't a time for analytical thinking or cautious decision making. It was a time for raw, primal instincts. Only one thing mattered and that was the dick in her mouth. It wasn't the sort of thing you wanted to go home and tell your mother about but she felt no shame.

She had never been with two different men in the same day, let alone had them both inside her at the same time, but it had been a new and exciting experience. Although we often hate to admit it there is something extremely thrilling about doing especially naughty. There are so many rules in life from the time we're born till the time we die that a little rebellion is often desired. The wicked secrets are often the most delicious.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" Richard was chanting. He wanted to cum but he also wanted it to last and Madeleine felt exactly the same way. 

Finally he could hold it no longer and pulled away so that the tip of his dick was a few inches from her. Madeleine opened her mouth as wide as she could and stuck out her tongue just as the eruption began. The first jolt hit her on the side of the nose but he quickly adjusted his aim and a steaming rope of jizzum cascaded neatly into her waiting mouth. It was glorious to behold. She panted for air. She hungrily gulped. She smacked her lips. Most of his precious liquid had found its way inside her but she wore the stray drips like a badge of pride. There was still sticky cum from Marty on her back and in the crack of her ass but that only made her feel more special. She wasn't just dipping her toe in the water anymore she was doing fancy high dives in the deep end. 

Richard had been acting differently the whole day and it was time for another surprise. He bent over, grabbed Madeleine by the hair and kissed her passionately. He must have tasted his own cum in her mouth but he didn't seem to mind a bit. Their tongues locked, entwined, twisted and explored. Madeleine suddenly experienced such a powerful orgasm that her whole body shook violently. She wanted to throw her arms around this man but they were tightly confined to their place. 

"Good girl," Richard stammered when they finally broke from their kiss. "My God, you are one amazing little fuck machine."

"Hell of a cum bucket, baby," Marty chimed in from across the room.

She didn't need any ropes to lift her off the ground. She was positively walking on air.


CHAPTER 8:

Her ass was really sore but fortunately no serious damage had been done. There were also some red marks on her wrists that she had to cover up with makeup to avoid having to invent some plausible explanation. These sessions often left visible marks of some kind but they also took some time to process mentally.

What she struggled to try and cope with the most was the question of whether this was just healthy fun or more like an addiction to a dangerous drug. In the Story of O things went tragically wrong for the heroine in the end and Madeleine had no desire to suffer a similar fate. When you surrender that much control to somebody else you are walking on tightrope of sorts. Just how far was she willing to go anyway?

The process was a little like a drug in the sense that she found herself experiencing euphoria as endorphins kicked in or the adrenaline levels rose. Thrill seekers like bungee jumpers and sky divers know this feeling well. It's a natural high but the body responds the same as if it had just been injected with some sort of a chemical. 

And what about that kiss? Where did that come from? That was the first time she had ever climaxed from a man sticking his tongue in her mouth. Don't read too much into it. He was just caught up in the moment for some reason and it's a perfectly acceptable act of sexual expression. It was simply the fact that they had never kissed before. Maybe he felt a little guilty for springing Marty on her with no warning or maybe he just felt like kissing.

Marty hadn't been all that bad anyway. He had a hell of a package and could keep it up seemingly forever. Maybe he was on Viagra or something. He was rougher than Richard and definitely more coarse in his manners but he knew how to fuck a girl, that was for sure, and he seemed appreciative in his own way.

Why would Richard want to see her fucked by another man? She knew that husbands sometimes got turned on by watching their wives have sex with other men but presumably that had something to do with spicing up a love life that had gone stale or something. Hell, there was no way to really explain the variety of kinks people could come up with she guessed. Maybe this was his way of easing her out of his complete control so that she would learn to transfer the skills she had learned to other situations. She had certainly come to worship Richard's cock but there were plenty of swinging dicks out there with their own unique shapes and sizes and attached to a billion different personalities. If she wanted to continue exploring the role of the submissive there was bound to come a time where she would be serving other masters.

Would she want to continue playing the submissive role? That was hard to say. She knew that it was a performance of sorts but did she enjoy it so much because it was completely different from her true nature or had she tapped into some side of herself that she didn't know existed? She definitely kicked herself for being so shy and reserved before. The idea that a wet T-shirt contest would be embarrassing seemed ridiculous now, but on the other hand that was a public spectacle and the scenes she had been playing recently were a very private affair for the most part. Maybe Marty would go off and tell his drinking buddies about the righteous piece of ass he nailed in his pal's basement, but so what? In a way she hoped he would. She'd like to think that she had made a lasting impression on him.

It certainly was fun being not only sexy but sexual. She knew she had the looks to turn men's heads but now she also knew that she could blow their minds. She had no idea what her former lovers might be saying about her performance in the sack. It wasn't something she ever wanted to think about. She was pretty, she had a good body, if a guy was lucky enough to get to bang her what more did he want? She had never been a cold fish in bed but unbridled passion was not usually in her repertoire. Maybe that had more to do with the men she had been with but  she wasn't certain about that. Perhaps some of those guys had just been afraid to broach the subject of more adventurous techniques or positions but they probably took their cues from her attitude. She had rarely used any kind of dirty talk and couldn't recall ever really voicing her desire for a man to do some specific thing to her. She liked the lights down low and preferred the bed to more creative alternatives. Very normal. Very safe. Very Vanilla.

She suspected those days were gone forever whether restraints or whips were involved or not. She had seen how elemental sex can be and how horny a guy could get when he was allowed the fantasy of being a powerful man in control of his conquest. Virtually every woman had faked an orgasm at one time or another either to please her man or to get the process over but this wasn't exactly like that. In truth she had achieved more climaxes, and some of the most intense ones of her life, while participating in these training lessons. If there was a pretense involved it was simply in allowing herself to be taken and used in ways that defied her conventional upbringing. Once the action started she needed no coaching to embrace it, her instincts took over and she stopped thinking too much and allowed herself to feel more deeply. It felt good. There it was in a nutshell. Many other women would probably despise her if they knew what she was doing or at least be completely baffled by her motives and assume that there was something wrong with her. She was obviously a pervert; twisted and bent in some unnatural way. Fortunately most of the world would never know about this side of their life so screw them if they didn't approve. She was really proud of herself for getting so far outside of her comfort zone. She was proving that she could slut it up with the best of them. She could make a man cum so hard he felt like his dick was about to fall off. Maybe it wasn't finding a cure for cancer or winning the Nobel Peace Prize but it had to count for something.

Madeleine was feeling pretty good about herself these days, which seemed a bit ironic considering the degradation she was submitting herself to, but life is full of ironies. Other than being a little sore sometimes or having to camouflage some minor cuts or abrasions her secret life wasn't encroaching on her day-to-day life in any noticeable negative way.

She had always tried to be a nice person and rather enjoyed doing little favors for other people or running errands for them so the idea of giving without expecting something in return or even making sacrifices for someone else's needs was hardly foreign to her. Psychologically the difference was that she usually either did the giving on her own impetus or she was accommodating someone's polite request. Being ordered to do something or having someone just expect you to do it took a little getting used to. Of course being ordered to have sex was a lot more fun than being politely asked to pick up someone's dry cleaning so that probably helped make the transition in thinking a little easier.

Up to this point she had always been the one to initiate contact with Richard, frequently through Erica, so it was somewhat of a surprise when Richard emailed her and suggested that Madeleine should come alone again. Perhaps he had another friend that he wanted to share her with or something, although she couldn't figure why that should preclude Erica. 

When she arrived she was in for another surprise as Richard was waiting at the front door to greet her. Instead of heading downstairs they went into the living room and Richard invited her to sit down.

"Can I get you anything?" he asked as he headed for the bar.

This was another significant break from their usual procedures and Madeleine wasn't sure what it indicated so she suggested that she'd have whatever he was having. Richard poured two glasses of wine and came over to the sofa where she was sitting and sat next to her, although with a respectable distance between them.

"I thought we might talk for a bit," said Richard before taking a sip of his wine.

"Well I suppose classroom work is called for sometimes," Madeleine joked. "We can't always been in the lab."

"I've been involved with this lifestyle for quite some time now and I've tried to learn as much as I could along the way. One thing that I've definitely learned is that there's often no real consensus of opinion on much of anything. If you're playing golf and there's a question about something you can just look it up in the official rulebook. A lot of people carry a copy of it around in their golf bag for that very purpose but what we do in this community tends to be very personalized. That's what makes training somebody a real challenge. I don't have a college degree in Bondage. I don't have any certificates on my wall granting me the authority to teach anyone about this. I'm actually an architect by trade. I designed all the equipment down in my basement. I got into this as a lark one time. It seemed kind of hip and kinky but I had absolutely no idea what I was doing. I was lucky to meet some people early on who were kind enough and patient enough to explain some things to me and I got hooked on it. As I learned more and progressed I figured it would only be right of me to try and help other beginners the way I had been helped so I started to develop a reputation as trainer. Lots of people have passed through my basement over the years but many of them weren't interested in what I had to offer or simply decided that the lifestyle wasn't for them and that was that. I have to admit that I had my doubts about you at first."

"No need to apologize there. I certainly had tons of doubts myself," Madeleine commented.

" You were much more of a challenge because you obviously had to convince yourself that you were even interested in learning about this. That's what makes your progress all the more remarkable," he commented.

"Thank you for that. It was a big hurdle for me but you made it a lot easier for me to get over it."

"I think we're at kind of a delicate stage in the process, which is why I wanted to sit down and pick your brain for a bit if you don't mind," said Richard.

"I hope this isn't just the exit speech before you kick me out," Madeleine laughed.

"No, it's nothing like that," Richard assured her. "It's just that you've come so far so fast that I want to make sure that the next steps are the right ones. You seem to have really embraced this in a way that not everybody does. A lot of neophytes use their safe word all the time, at least so that they can calm down and think clearly about whether or not they really want to do something they're being asked to do but your total obedience is kind of surprising and impressive. I think if you were with another experienced master he would assume that you had been doing this for years."

"Well I've got a good teacher I guess."

"I guess my first question is what more do you want to get out of this process?"

"Wow, that's hard to put into words off the top of my head. Honestly I'm just having a blast going with the program. The fact that I don't have to think or plan much of anything is one of the best parts. I show up, I put myself in your hands and for however long I'm here I'm thrilling my ass off. I go home sore but happy. My regular life rolls on and I look forward to coming back here. Beyond that I hadn't really looked too far down the road."

"Are you seeing anyone?" asked Richard.

"Not at the moment."

"Have you gone out with anyone since you started your training?"

"Uh...I guess not," Madeleine replied.

"Is that normal for you?"

"I suppose it has been a bit of dry spell now that you mention it. You know it's kind of nice , by the way, just answering your questions without fear of getting smacked."

"Do you think your experiences here are preventing you from dating?"

"I don't know for sure. Free time is kind of hard to come by so I have been trying to keep my schedule flexible to make our sessions easier to arrange."

"Any other reasons?"

"Honestly...I guess I haven't really been in that mood for that lately. The sex here has been so intense that it's like a concentrated dose that lets me ride the buzz for some time. I probably sound pretty lazy but I find this a very comfortable routine even though it involves a great deal of physical discomfort."

"So is sex the main thing you're getting out of this?"

"It's a big part of it I have to admit," Madeleine confessed. "Believe me I've actually thought about this quite a bit. I do find that my overall outlook on life has improved somewhat and that I'm better prepared to conquer my fears and to try new things. I dreaded the thought that being submissive to someone would crush my self-esteem and leave me a helpless wreck but if anything I feel stronger and more empowered."

"I'm very relieved to hear you say that," Richard said with a warm smile. "Sometimes I wonder whether I'm doing the right thing by agreeing to mentor so many people. I'm not a psychologist so I'm always a little worried that I might be messing someone up mentally. I'm fucking with people's brains as well as their bodies. It can be a burden sometimes."

"As long as no one's getting paddled here do you mind if I ask if you're seeing anyone? I mean, do you go out on regular dates where you're holding hands with someone on a beach while you watch the sun set?"

"Not much these days. As you pointed out scheduling can be a real bitch. I work out of my home a lot so I can juggle things around when I need to but doing this keeps me pretty busy. Unlike my subs I can't just show up and wait for something to happen. There's a degree of planning that goes into each session. A lot is improvised on the spot and sometimes I'm kind of repeating processes that I've tried before with some success but I feel that I owe my subs the very best that I can give them," Richard replied.

"I, for one, certainly appreciate that," Madeleine assured him.

"Dating someone who wasn't a part of the lifestyle would be kind of tricky. I have a dungeon in my house and there are often naked women hanging from the ceiling. That's a lot to absorb for someone who isn't used to that kind of thing. It's hard to judge at what point in a relationship you spring that on someone. I've been doing this for so long now that I think it would be hard to give it up. Not impossible but difficult. I've had a few long term relationships with some of my subs but dating in the traditional sense is kind of a thing of the past for me I guess."

Madeleine thought she detected a note of sadness in his voice but perhaps she was just jumping to conclusions. The lifestyle certainly was addictive and not something that many people outside it would ever really understand. She wondered whether her days of traditional dating were also behind her but she was still a beginner. She had all the time in the world to decide her future.

"You've handled everything that I've thrown at you so beautifully that I think you're ready to be shown off in public," Richard continued. "I don't mean that I want to walk you naked through a crowded shopping mall but I would like to present you in front of some friends at a private party. I believe you attended something like that before you came to me."

This was something she hadn't really expected. The dungeon was a very private place and only Richard, Erica and Marty had ever been a part of the experience. The thought of being on display in front of an audience was a little intimidating but also exciting. She really didn't want to disappoint Richard after all the nice things he had said about her. Shad had been very obedient and accepted his commands without hesitation and so far had not been disappointed. She trusted him. She had to trust him for this thing to work."

"If you need some time to think about it that's quite understandable," Richard volunteered.

Madeleine simply put down her wine glass, got up from the couch and went to kneel at Richard's feet.

"You honor me with your confidence. I would be proud to serve you in any way that you desire."

She then rested her head against his knees and he began to gently stroke her hair.


CHAPTER 9:

Why did she want to be submissive to Richard? It was a question that kept running through her head. She was totally inexperienced in this field. In preparing to explore it she had read as much as she could about the subject but there seemed to be a ton of conflicting opinions on the Internet. There was a lot of good practical advice about etiquette, hygiene and safety but on the emotional side it sort of split off in a million different personal tales of happiness or woe. Erica had warned her not to fall in love with Richard and up until now she didn't think that was likely to happen. It had been more like going to school and maybe developing a little schoolgirl crush on her teacher but nothing that would ever take root and blossom. Suddenly he had kissed her and the next time they got together they just sat on the couch chatting and drinking wine. The routine had been altered significantly but she didn't know how much to read into that. There seemed to be a lot of ritual and structure to BDSM that wasn't generally found in romantic relationships these days. The old ways of asking someone's parents for permission to call on them and then going through a supervised courtship and so on had been gone for ages. People were cutting through all the red tape to get to a "hook up" with as little fuss as possible these days. Maybe building a closer friendship was simply the next step in her training and this was what Richard always did when someone reached a certain level of development.

Madeleine realized that all of that was fine and dandy logic but it really didn't address the primary question she was asking herself. What was compelling her to kneel at his feet and give of herself so freely? In the dungeon the nudity and the sexual energy of the sessions usually drove her along in a kind of horny frenzy yet fully clothed in his living room she felt the same desire to please and obey. It was kind of scary, really. She worried that she might have taken this thing too far. It had been role playing in a specific setting with a definite beginning and end. There hadn't been any informal chit chat before or after the session. She just hit the showers and put her street clothes back on before heading for home.

She was fond of Richard. She found him attractive. She was absolutely crazy about his cock. If they had met in a bar she would have no doubt allowed him to buy her a drink. He had a great deal of charisma and confidence about him. Not surprising. It was hard to picture a successful dominant who did not exude some degree of self-assurance. She probably wanted to be submissive to Richard mostly because she wanted to do the job right and that's what was called for. She wanted to see what this whole thing was all about and this was the guy who was teaching her so there was no point in doing it half way. If someone else had been her dominant she would presumably be just as obedient to him.

Whatever her true motivations were she had agreed to perform in front of an audience and that was still a daunting thing to wrap her head around without all the other mental distractions. She had always been very far from an exhibitionist. She didn't know exactly what she would be called upon to do but she certainly could guess that it would be something similar to her previous sessions. Her body would be exposed to a room full of people she didn't know, she would be treated roughly and subjected to some kind of physical pain, hard sex or both. Knowing Richard's reputation within the community she imagined that he would be expected to do something impressive.

She was learning that when there was some kind of fear that you were trying to conquer it usually didn't pay to take baby steps. That made it too easy to turn back. There was really nothing for her to be afraid of anyway. The people watching were obviously interested in the same thing, Richard would tell her what to do and all she had to do was go along for the ride. If someone didn't care for what they were doing that was their problem. Nobody was forcing them to watch. Richard was showing a lot of confidence in her and she had no intention of letting him down.

As it turned out the party was being held at the same place Madeleine and Erica had gone before and Erica would be part of the scene this time. As they rode together to the party they did a little catching up before Erica turned to business.

"Richard wanted me to explain the collar you're going to be wearing tonight. A collar can be anything from a fashion statement to a sacred bond of eternal devotion. It doesn't even have to literally be a collar around your neck it could be a tattoo or a body piercing or a bracelet. The collar is taken pretty seriously in this world so he wants to make sure that you understand that this one is just a play collar to be worn tonight and carries no other significance," said Erica.

"Okay. I'm cool with that," Madeleine replied.

"So I guess you must be pretty happy with the way things are going."

"Absolutely. It's been a fantastic experience. Nothing like I expected but always a great adventure."

"Just don't get hurt," Erica cautioned.

"I'm sure Richard takes every precaution," said Madeleine.

"I don't mean physically. I mean don't get carried away with this stuff to the point that you think you're falling in love or something. Some people can be kind of cruel and insensitive when they're on a power trip. It strokes their ego knowing that they have willing sex slaves falling at their feet. The new sub gets a lot of attention but remember there's always going to be another one in the pipeline. Know when it's time to move on and go."

That seemed like an odd thing for Erica to be bringing up right now. Had Richard said something to her? They had obviously spoken since he had given her instructions to impart about the collar. Or was Erica speaking from her own personal experience? Was she jealous of the attention Madeleine had been getting? If so what was keeping her from taking her own advice and moving on?

The rest of the ride was just idle chatter and gossip and soon they were pulling up the driveway of the hillside estate. They were dressed in similar attire to their first visit to this place but Erica carried a large canvass bag. Madeleine had been instructed not to bring anything with her.

"Come with me," Erica said as they headed up the staircase to one of the bedrooms. "Richard wants you dressed a certain way for the entire time we're here but he'll explain that to you in a moment."

They entered the bedroom and found Richard waiting for them. Erica closed the door and set the bag down on the bed.

"Take all of your clothes off," Richard ordered.

Madeleine promptly did as she was told and soon stood naked before him.

"You're going to wear nothing but ropes tonight and this collar that I'm going to put on you," Richard began. "I trust that Erica has explained that this collar is just to be worn tonight."

"Yes sir."

"Once you have the collar on you are not to speak to anyone at this party, including the people in this room, without my permission. If anyone tries to talk to you simply say that they need to get permission from your master. Not top, not dom, say the word master. Have you got that?"

"Yes sir."

"Good. You're going to be wearing a harness of rope. It's a little complicated to tie and it will probably be uncomfortable as hell the first time you wear it. And you're going to be on a leash that either Erica or I will be holding unless we choose to fasten you to something or hand you over to someone else. If I command you to do something you must do it immediately without question or hesitation, you don't get a vote in this except for your veto power to turn around and go home right now. Is that clearly understood?"

"Yes sir."

"Good girl," he said as he kissed her forehead. "I know you'll do me proud."

The rope binding process was quite complicated but Richard seemed to be an expert. With Erica's assistance they were able to wrap and tie and tug the ropes around Madeleine's body so that it formed a harness quite similar to the leather ones she had seen people wearing. She stood most of the time but once and a while she would be unceremoniously dumped on the bend and turned over and lifted up. It was a little like trying to wrap an oddly shaped Christmas gift. The ropes perfectly framed her breasts so that they were slightly squeezed and totally accentuated. Her arms and legs were still free and her pussy was exposed. Richard added the final touch as he fastened a simple leather collar around her neck and clamped a leash on the ring at the front of the collar. Then he led her downstairs and they begin to mingle.

Madeleine's assumption was correct that Richard was a fairly significant player, at least in this local community. He apparently didn't attend a lot of these parties and when he did it was usually to showcase some exciting new find. Everyone wanted to examine and admire the stunning beauty that he had been keeping under wraps.

"Haven't seen you for a while Richard," a portly gentleman with thinning hair commented as they came up to him. "I guess I can see why. Look at those tits! My God, are they real?"

"Feel free to judge for yourself," Richard replied.

The man didn't hesitate to take him up on the offer. He began squeezing Madeleine's already slightly pinched bosom and generally toyed with her boobs for a while before turning his attention to her nipples. He tweaked and twisted them like they were control knobs and he was trying to dial in a certain frequency on an old ham radio.

This sort of thing was repeated numerous times as they worked the room. If someone wanted to inspect her ass she bent over. If someone wanted to see her pussy she lay on the floor and spread her legs. She was never introduced to the guests and nobody spoke directly to her but there was no hesitation in speaking about her. Madeleine took it all in stride. It was actually fascinating to experience what it was like literally being treated like an object instead of a person. In many ways it was more like being a trained poodle in a dog show because Richard was obviously proud of showing her off and his friends were appreciative and complimented her even though it took the form of dehumanization. Richard even occasionally gave her treats like a little square of cheese from the snack tray.

It wasn't just men who took advantage of the opportunity to fondle her. A surprising number of women of all ages, shapes and sizes wanted to lick, pinch or spank some part of her. The women seemed to be more discriminating and prone to finding some way to nitpick her appearance or her figure or her posture, which struck Madeleine as kind of ridiculous since the some of the hyper-critical women weren't exactly swimsuit models themselves but she bore it all with grace and chalked it up to female cattiness and jealousy.

At one point Richard led her into the kitchen where another submissive was leashed to a pole that was part of a small breakfast nook. She appeared to be a rather young woman with a petite body that only made her look younger. She sat on her knees on the floor and Richard indicated that Madeleine should sit next to her. He then fastened Madeleine's leash to the same pole and departed.

Madeleine really wanted to talk to this girl but she knew that would not be allowed. She was curious to know what sort of experiences she had and how long she had been doing this. Oh, well...they were just a couple of bitches chained up in the kitchen. Had she really thought that? The thought seemed so funny somehow that she almost broke out laughing.

Guests came and went but rarely paid them the slightest attention. They knew the protocol and that it wasn't appropriate to go try to speak with them or fool around while their master's were away so they were basically ignored.

As Madeleine was just sitting there, staring at the floor she heard the softest, almost imperceptible sound of a female voice in her ear.

"This is really fun isn't it?" her companion whispered softly.

Madeleine looked up to find the girl looking straight at her. The girl flashed the most charming little smile and then returned her gaze to the ground.

It was a great positive affirmation for Madeleine. If the girl had pleaded for help or shown real terror in her eyes Madeleine might have called the whole thing off right there and then. She would have helped the girl find her clothes and her way home and walked away from the whole sordid mess forever. It just felt good to know that somebody else was going through the same thing and not hating themselves for having sunk so low. It was fun. It probably shouldn't be, but for some reason it was turn on.

Eventually Richard returned and took control of her leash again. He made a point of finding a nice little piece of chocolate for her as a treat and Madeleine wondered whether the other girl was jealous. They were heading for the main room. It was time to show their stuff.

They met up with Erica, who was wearing something similar to her usual attire. Richard fastened a leash to Erica's collar and handed Madeleine's collar to her. Erica would walk behind Richard on his leash but Madeleine would crawl on all fours behind Erica. It was a simple but powerful symbolic display of seniority.

A large crowd had gathered in anticipation but Madeleine knew better than to try and look around the room. She was there to be dutiful, focused and obedient.

"Get down and crawl slut," Erica ordered.

Erica practically shoved Madeleine to the floor and Madeleine took her position once she had recovered her balance. It was show time!


CHAPTER 10:

Madeleine may have crawled into the center of the room but she certainly didn't slink. She tried to move more like an exotic animal than a defeated slave. She made sure that her hips swayed with every move so that her shapely ass drew focus. She may be a blathering idiot by the end but she came in with some swagger which made her seem all the more precious a conquest. More than a few people in that room wished with all their hearts that they had such a specimen under their control.

After their grand entrance Madeleine was yanked to her feet and her arms bound behind her. Erica took the handle of Madeleine's leash and attached it to a pole which she lifted above her head. Richard had released Erica from her leash and went to a table where his tools were laid out. He had a special device created for this occasion and it was sort of a combination of a crop and a flail. It was beautifully made and the tails of the flail were in a multitude of colors. At the center of the shaft was a band that he fastened to his wrist so that he didn't need to set it down if he wished to use hands instead of the prop.

Richard began by issuing sharp commands to Madeleine to do things like turn around, bend over, get on her knees and so on. Each position change prompted a new set of blows from his colorful weapon of choice. He used the wrist strap to dramatically flip from crop to flail at will and both ends of the stick were getting a good workout. There were audible gasps of appreciation with each twist and twirl of the baton. It may have been a new toy but he had taken the time to master it.

Pain had never been a huge part of their play. Richard did not lean towards the sadistic side of the equation and Madeleine was certainly no hardcore masochist but she was taking some sharp blows in places she had not been struck before. It wasn't so much that he was hitting her terribly hard but the blows were coming fast and furious almost instantly after she had completed positioning herself as ordered. She held out for quite a while but eventually she started to cry out. It was involuntary. There was nothing she could do to stop it no matter how hard she tried.

It was time to move to a piece of furniture and a small, sloped bench was dragged into place. Madeleine was forced to lie down on the bench. With her bound hands stuck behind the top of the bench she was basically immobile from the waist up but her legs were still free at the moment. Some of the guests started to move for what they hoped would be the best possible vantage point to view the action.

Richard shoved her legs open and commanded her to bend her knees and and stay in that position until ordered. It wasn't easy without some kind of restraint to help hold them back but she did the best she could.

"Get down there bitch and lick her pussy. Get her nice and wet," Richard hissed at Erica as he grabbed her by the ring in her collar and shoved her towards Madeleine's open legs.

Erica dutifully got down and begin to perform cunnilingus on her old pal. Erica had once bragged that she could muff dive with the best of them and Madeleine was now discovering just how true that was. This was a woman who obviously knew how to eat pussy. If she had known how good this was going to be she would never have turned her down in the hot tub. It may have been an expert job but Richard was looking for something a little more primitive.

"Don't toy with it, get in there and lick!" 

He shoved Erica's head into Madeleine's crotch and held it there. Erica responded by licking in a more savage, aggressive way. It still felt good but it was sloppy instead of sublime but Richard was satisfied and took his hands off of Erica's head. Erica was really going to town now and Madeleine was finding it hard to keep her legs bent back. She wished that she could just wrap them over Erica's shoulders but that was out of the question.

"Let's see," Richard barked as he yanked Erica's head back by the hair. Her face was dripping wet and she was gasping for air.

"Good girl. Now let her return the favor."

Richard grabbed Madeleine and pulled her off the bench, which was a relief to her legs which were starting to feel the strain. Erica was shoved face down on the bench and ordered to use her hands to grab the top of the contraption. Madeleine was released from her wrist binding and made to get on the floor behind Erica. Then Richard shoved the back of her head so hard she thought her nose was going to be driven up Erica's ass but she knew what was expected of her.

"Now let's see some pussy licking you little whore!"

There wasn't much finesse involved but Madeleine did her job with gusto. Her tongue was wildly licking and slurping everywhere. It seemed to be working as Erica starting moaning with pleasure and grinding her ass into Madeleine's face as much as she could.

Meanwhile Richard was preparing another unique piece of equipment he had recently acquired. It was a metal pole, a couple of feet long, with colorful dildos mounted on each end. The center of the pole was quite a bit wider than the ends and appeared to have a black rubberized surface instead of the shiny silver rods that held the artificial cocks. There were a couple of buttons on top and the whole thing had a long electrical cord running from it to an outlet somewhere in the room. It looked kind of heavy but Richard lifted it with both hands and tested the buttons to make sure the device was working. There was a mechanical buzzing noise, sort of like an electric drill or jigsaw and the silver rods began to expand and contract. Satisfied that it was ready to go he turned his attention back to the two women who were still madly engaged in oral sex.

First he pulled Madeleine away from Erica and told her to get on all fours. As she took her position he grabbed Erica off the bench and ordered her to assume the same position with her ass facing Madeleine's ass. They looked like some kind of erotic bookends and it made for a very arousing tableau.

Next Richard kneeled down on the floor between them and ordered them to move a bit this way and that until they were in the desired position. He inserted one dildo into Madeleine's pussy then instructed Erica to scoot back a couple of inches so that she too could be penetrated by the strange device and once all was to his satisfaction he turned the machine on.

At first the rods were moving quite slowly and in an opposite rhythm so that when one dildo was deep inside one girl the other girl was feeling it retract. After all that oral preparation both Madeleine and Erica were more than ready to be penetrated, even if only by some weird mechanical contraption, and they were soon making an assortment of moans and groans.

Like a steam train picking up speed the dildos began to strike home faster and faster. Whimpers turned into cries as the relentless beast found its mark over and over again. Richard was one strong man all right to be able to hold this thing steady and still operate the controls with such dexterity but he hadn't earned his reputation by settling for the ordinary.

Soon both rods were hammering away so fast that it was virtually impossible to tell the difference in their synchronization. Erica was actually the first to scream but Madeleine wasn't far behind her. It was doubtful that any human could fuck that hard or that fast for that long and the whole thing was shaking violently in Richard's grip but he held tight. Madeleine found it hard to keep from being shoved forward with the kind of force that was being applied to her backside but she braced herself and held on for dear life.

Just as suddenly as it had started it stopped cold. A few of the guests thought that perhaps the machine had broken or blown a fuse but Richard simply dropped the device to the floor and went to gather the two women. They were made to kneel at his feet as he stood and unveiled his mighty shaft.

"This is what you've been craving. Suck it bitches. Show me how much you appreciate the good fucking I just gave you!"

There was plenty of cock to go around but it quickly turned into a bit of contest as the two old friends pushed and shoved each other for the honor of taking him in their mouth. It was a spirited contest with no one really getting the upper hand. If Madeleine sucked his dick Erica sucked his balls. If Erica got the head in her mouth Madeleine licked his shaft. It was raw, pure lust at its finest. When he was ready to cum he ordered them both to put their heads together and open their mouths. He shot first into Erica and then into Madeleine managing to avoid spraying much at all other than at his intended target.

"Don't be greedy little cunts. Share!" he snapped.

Erica made the first move and clasped her open mouth to Madeleine's. Their tongues, covered with Richard's hot goo, swirled back and forth between them.

"Show it," Richard demanded and the girls opened their mouths which were both slick with jizz and saliva. 

"You can swallow now."

Both women drank down the slippery mixture remaining in their mouths as Richard refastened their leashes to their collars and led them both out of the room. There was a thunderous ovation but no one stopped to acknowledge the applause. Richard led the two women up the stairs and back to the bedroom where they had started. Once inside he removed their leashes and gently set them down on the bed beside each other. He crawled between the two of them and lay on his back while they snuggled up next to him.

"My good girls. My wonderful girls. The crazy things you do for me."

It was a wonderful surprise that Madeleine had not anticipated in the least. It felt good to lie there, the three of them. Richard began to kiss both of them in turn and gently played with their pussies. After a time he got up and headed for the door.

"I'll leave you two to your own devices."

With that he departed and Madeleine and Erica looked each other in the eyes for a long time without speaking. It was Madeleine who made the move to kiss her friend and the gesture was well-received. It was a passionate moment but oddly enough it served somewhat as a cooling off phase. The sexual energy during their scene had been off the charts and the physical strain had been pretty demanding. They were both quite sweaty and sticky and needed a shower but that could wait. They continued to caress each other. A tongue would find a nipple. A finger would stray here and there. There was no big rush to have another climax or anything, it was just nice to be intimate as friends with no audience and no instructions. The ice had obviously been broken and there was no need to really talk about it. Their faces had been buried in each other's pussies and they had swapped a man's cum in front of a crowd of people. Here they could just relax and show their affection for each other. 

Yes, Madeleine had come a long way from that night in the hot tub when their topless backrub might have led to something more. In a way it had, because without that encounter and the conversation that went with it Madeleine would probably have never asked Erica to introduce her to this strange new world. When Madeleine had tossed her bikini top out of the tub it was a symbolic gesture that she was willing to take a step down a path she had always feared. If she had known then where that path would lead she would have probably kept her top on and gotten straight out of the tub and into a bathrobe, but life takes strange twists and turns sometimes that we can never really anticipate. She was very glad that she had taken this path so far and basked in the warmth of Richard's appreciation as much as the warmth of her friend's sexy body pressed against her own.


CHAPTER 11:

What do you do for an encore? The more Madeleine thought about the party the more thrilling it all seemed. Richard had been unusually rough and crass in his treatment of her but he always seemed to know just the right moment to offer a word of praise or even a little treat that seemed so much more important than it really was. Stepping back with a cold, clinical eye she had made a total fool of herself in public. She had been treated like a dog and fucked like a sideshow freak. It should have been the lowest point of her existence. That's what logic told her. And had she been kidnapped from her home and forced to do these things by some lunatic sex maniacs she'd probably be shopping for a gun right now to track the bastards down and kill them. She had wanted to be there in the thick of it. Genuinely wanted it of her own free will and with no regrets. What the hell made her feel like that? She still couldn't quite get a handle on it. It seemed like it should have been ruining her life but instead she had never felt better.

This was risky, of course, because of the theatricality involved. Any sex life can get stale over time no matter how much you love your partner but that love is still a pretty strong pull. Even if the sex itself is pretty perfunctory the romantic sentiment behind it is often enough to make it worthwhile. If you're getting all of your kicks just because you're doing something new it's hard to keep that up forever. 

Madeleine was still new to this lifestyle and so far it had been full of surprises and twists and turns. There had been a lot of first times for her recently. Richard was quite skilled at orchestrating these things but even he had to run out of fresh ideas eventually. Again the drug analogy popped into her head. The dose that gets you high the first time eventually fails to do anything so you're compelled to take bigger and bigger doses. The more you become hooked on a drug the more often you crave it and the more desperate you become when you don't have it. She didn't want this to turn into an addiction. She just wanted to ride this buzz indefinitely without crossing some mythological point of no return. She still assumed that she would get married and probably start a family like any normal person would do. Her career goals and the fact that she hadn't met the right man yet had held that off longer than she had probably anticipated but that wasn't so odd these days and she still had plenty of time for that. She suspected, however, that as long as she played this game her desire for a home and family would remain very much on the backburner. She was just starting to get the hang of this thing!

The first time she had a chance to have sex with Erica she probably wouldn't have gone through with it even if she wanted to out of fear that it would create a weird dynamic between them that would ultimately ruin their friendship. Had she made it with Erica in the hot tub it's quite possible that it would have. Madeleine would have probably been filled with shame and remorse the next day and too embarrassed to see her friend, at least for a long time. When she started her sessions with Richard she knew that Erica was a part of it but still never quite pictured anything as intimate taking place. She had always loved Erica as a very close friend and admired her beauty but never had her mind crossed over into the erotic, even as a fantasy. But my goodness she had enjoyed herself! Who knew that sucking your best friend's nipples could be so much fun?

Was she really a lesbian? Maybe she was bi-sexual. That thought hadn't occurred to her at all even when her tongue was lapping at another woman's pussy. As Richard's submissive she could chalk it up to following his orders but what they had done in the bedroom later was a whole different story. It seemed like Richard knew instinctively what both girls wanted to do but how did he know? Was it that obvious? Maybe he just felt that the timing was right. Damn, that man's intuition was sharp!

She had gone down on another woman and enjoyed it. That was more mind boggling to her at the moment than being forced to sit on some stranger's kitchen floor while leashed to a pole. As that image flashed into her head she suddenly thought of the young girl who had whispered to her. Madeleine hadn't seen her again after their encounter in the kitchen. Maybe she was part of the crowd watching their scene or maybe she had been taken away. Perhaps she had been involved in a scene of her own while Madeleine and Erica were whiling away the time upstairs. She would like to have seen that girl put through her paces. Put through her paces...that made it sound like a racehorse doing a workout or something but it was a pretty good analogy.

Madeleine had certainly been put through her paces and came through with flying colors as far as she could tell. She had been praised and petted and complimented all night long and performed like a champ under the pressure of her first public outing, which was a good thing because her body really hurt like crazy the day after. Her legs were sore from holding them spread without help for so long and she had taken many blows in a variety of sensitive places. It was a good thing she didn't have to go to work that day and could spend some relaxing time in her hot tub.

She didn't even bother putting on a swimsuit. If the neighbors wanted to play Peeping Tom so be it. Who knows what they would think of all the red marks on her body but it was none of their fucking business as far as she was concerned. It made her think of the book The Red Badge of Courage. It was silly to equate some marks attained during a wild sex party with wounds received in battle but she sort of viewed those marks as her own badge of courage. Or at least a merit badge of some kind, although she had never done anything remotely like that in the Girl Scouts. 

Man, what would her troop leader think if she knew that the good little girl who had perfect attendance and always sold the most cookies had grown up to be a cum-swapping whore who liked to be tied up and ass fucked? She'd probably be shocked but who knows? Maybe she liked to be tied up and ass fucked too. You could never tell what kind of kinky secrets people had just by looking at them or the role they played in normal life. There were probably way more closet kinksters than polite society would ever want to admit. Even research polls would be somewhat suspect because many people are reluctant to admit their darkest secrets even if they trusted the confidentiality of the survey.

Later that week Erica called and suggested that they do lunch and Madeleine was happy to accept. She felt perfectly fine with their friendship and didn't worry in the slightest that their sexual escapades would affect that at all. This was the new Madeleine who could slut it up in secret and lock it all away during the rest of the week.

They met downtown at a little restaurant that was close to both of their places of business since they were just taking a lunch break. There wouldn't have been time to do anything even if they had wanted to so Madeleine felt on even safer ground.

The conversation started out just general girl talk and work issues as usual but Erica eventually broached the more delicate subject.

"So how did it feel to be the belle of the ball the other night?"

"What do you mean?"

"Don't be modest. You were a sensation with that crowd. There wasn't a dominant there, male or female, who wasn't drooling over you," Erica told her.

"What about you? You were at the other end of that dildo machine," Madeleine pointed out.

"You've got to remember I've known most of these people for ages. I've topped or bottomed with many of them at one time or another. They know I'm not totally hardcore about the lifestyle. I get in moods where I want to dress up and spank or be spanked but a lot of times I'm more window dressing than anything but you're kind of a mystery woman. There's a lot of buzz about you going around."

"I think you're probably exaggerating," Madeleine blushed.

"I'm not saying this just to stroke your ego," Erica assured her. "That's kind of a select inner circle within this community and believe me, they talk. These are some pretty serious players into upscale kink. People who can afford to sink a ton of money into their fantasies. That doesn't make them any better at what they do than anyone else but it does make for a competitive environment. Instead of cars or boats they like to brag about the bondage gear they've just acquired...or their new subs. I'm sure a lot of people would like a crack at you."

"Come on, you're talking about me like a piece of meat," Madeleine protested.

"But you are, darling. You're a prime cut of choice Grade A."

"I'm just happy doing what I'm doing."

"Of course you are, but everyone knows that Richard specializes in training bottoms, he doesn't usually have very long relationships with any of them. You're like a law student getting top grades at Harvard. All the big law firms are just waiting for you to graduate. If you were just beautiful but a lousy sub you'd be special. If you were plain-looking and a great sub you'd be special but you're both which makes you golden."

"Look, I really don't want to think about the future all that much right now," Madeleine explained. "I'm still learning. I'm still trying to decide whether this is the right thing for me in the long run. I've had a great time and I feel wonderful and I'm learning new things about myself all the time but I'm not totally sure that I want to play this role forever. I'm just trying to go with flow for once in my life instead of trying to chart every step of my life."

"Actually I'm very glad to hear that," Erica replied. "It sounds like you're taking a healthy approach to this and not getting carried away with it. I can tell you from personal experience that it isn't always fun and games. Not everyone is as dedicated and sensitive as Richard."

"So how long have you known Richard?" Madeleine inquired.

"Oh...five or six years now I think. Maybe a little longer. Off and on of course. I get my kink on in a wide variety of ways and I get bored easily. For Richard I'm more inclined to try and make time if he wants me. He's a pretty good guy. Of course like all full-time dominants he can get a little overbearing at times. That kind of comes with the territory. It's when they want to control you 24/7 that you've got to be careful. They start telling you what to wear to work or how to fix your hair or what you should have for dinner. Some doms want you to prove yourself by dropping whatever you're doing and racing to their side anytime they demand it. Fun is fun, as far as I'm concerned, but I'll be damned if I'm going to walk out of a business meeting so some guy can get his rocks off."

"Richard's not like that is he?"

"Not usually, but like I said, the more power you give someone the more likely they are to push to see what your limits might be. Trust me, this isn't the only way to party and play now that you've come over to the dark side," Erica laughed. "There's a whole world of naughty pleasure out there that doesn't involve anyone being tied up. Maybe you'd like to go to a good old-fashioned orgy sometime or a costume-themed sex party where the only thing a guy is trying to control is his erection."

"I might at that," replied Madeleine. "I mean, why the hell not at this point? If I could do what I just did in public I guess everything else would be a cakewalk."

They finished their lunch and went back to work. Madeleine couldn't help but notice that she had caught herself looking at Erica and sort of undressing her with her eyes. The hint of cleavage in her blouse...the way she crossed her legs when she sat down...the sensuality of her lips when she spoke...this must be what men were thinking about when they sat across from her Madeleine thought. She's so beautiful. Far from being ashamed at what they had done Madeleine let her thoughts drift into daydreams about how nice it would be to do it again. She wondered whether Erica felt the same way but tried to quickly push those thoughts from her mind. They were friends, that's all. Why try to turn it into something sexual? Why did all of her thoughts seem to be so centered around sex these days? Maybe she wasn't turning into a lesbian or a bi-sexual...she was becoming a sex maniac! Did she really just say that attending an orgy would be a cakewalk? Where was that coming from?

As much as she wanted to just go with the flow she knew she had to keep her wits about her and take stock of what she really did want to do with her life. She wasn't a college girl anymore she was a career woman. She couldn't just chalk a foolish night of debauchery up to too much drinking. Everything she was doing she was doing with planned meditation and cold sobriety. 

Maybe it was best to branch out a little and follow Erica's lead. She had certainly been right about the bondage thing, maybe she was a good role model to emulate in other areas. She seemed to be able to play hard and still keep her head on straight. She was about as emotionally rock solid as anyone Madeleine knew. Some of their friends were constantly riding an emotional roller coaster over their various romances. It was always life and death if a relationship was on the rocks. Hours spent sobbing over a faithless lover or a painful breakup. Always the certainty that they would never find another guy...until they did and were suddenly bouncing off the walls expressing how different this one was. How much better things were going to be...until they stopped being better and became complicated again. Erica was never like that. She had relationships; some brief affairs, others lasting years. Sometimes she didn't even mention that she had broken up with someone unless Madeleine inquired about how things were going. 

Madeleine suddenly wondered how many of those men knew about her penchant for kinky sex. Did she stop her wild ways when she was dating someone steadily or did she slip off for some action on the side? Did her boyfriends join her? It's one thing to slut around when you're not seeing anyone but Madeleine couldn't imagine doing that if she were in love with someone. She was too honest to want to deceive anyone that close to her. But what if the guy was cool with it? Could they really go out and engage in wild sex parties and then come home and snuggle up together as a happy couple? It was an interesting thought.

Perhaps the real answer was that there was no perfect blueprint for what a relationship was supposed to be and that was the reason why so many of them failed because people were constantly trying to pound square pegs into round holes. There were billions of people in the world with different upbringings, religions, philosophies, attitudes and outlooks. How could there be a one-size-fits-all solution to what all those diverse people did with their bodies? The happy home that one person forged might be a stifling prison cell to another. Did you really have to meet a "nice guy" that you could take home to your mother while she dreamed of the grandchildren you would soon produce? What if you found a kindred spirit who enjoyed your taste in forbidden fruit? Couldn't that be a solid and fulfilling relationship even if it didn't involve PTA meetings and church socials?

Madeleine was a confused woman but fortunately she wasn't letting that get her down. She was looking deep inside herself for answers that she felt certain were locked away in there. Once she knew who she really was and what her true desires were she would be able to live that life with confidence and passion.


CHAPTER 12:

Richard had been very busy lately working on a major project for a big client so Madeleine found herself with more free time than she had expected. It was kind of a disappointment in a way because she always looked forward to her sessions and found that she was doing more masturbating than usual to compensate for the sexual down time. Although she had already taken dick up her ass she was still working on her anal training to stay ready and to make it easier to accommodate a large cock. It was so common now to do housework or catch up on email with some kind of a butt plug stuck in her that she hardly even noticed the device unless she sat down suddenly and drove it deeper inside.

She still wasn't quite sure how she felt about anal sex or how much she enjoyed it but a lot of men certainly seemed to want it so it was better to be ready. When she started out it seemed impossible to imagine that something that big would ever fit in there but she took no small delight in the progress she'd made. Sometimes she'd just stand in front of the bathroom mirror with her back arched and watch with pride as a big dildo slowly vanished up her formerly forbidden hole. Then she'd close her eyes and pretend she was getting pounded by some sexy stud...usually Richard, while she fucked herself with the practice dong.

Masturbating had taken on a whole new spin for her. That had always been another kind of shameful, get it out of the way as quickly as possible and try not to think about it thing. Her hand would slip down between her legs and she would massage herself until it did the trick. She had never been into toys very much but now she was amassing a rather nice collection. And masturbation itself was becoming more of a pleasant ritual filled with fantasy and longing.

She was definitely going through a sexual metamorphosis of some kind. Sex had never played this big a role in her life before. She was more "in the mood" sometimes than at other times but this was something else entirely. This was more like discovering some sort of parallel universe that you never knew existed. People seemed to be having a lot more fun in this new universe and Madeleine wondered why it had taken so long for her to find it. Perhaps she was overdoing it a bit, but lots of people went a little crazy when they discovered a new passion like skiing or collecting stamps or something. Her new hobby was kinky sex. The fact that she seemed to have a natural aptitude for it only made it all the more compelling.

Madeleine was ready for just about anything but when Richard called out of the blue and asked if she would like to go to dinner she just about dropped the phone. That one she didn't see coming and she wasn't sure how to feel about it but she accepted without hesitation.

When he pulled up in a very expensive Italian sports car she wasn't really surprised. She knew he had money and he didn't seem like the kind of guy who would be driving around in a family sedan with four doors or something but she did find it a little difficult to get into a car that was so low to the ground while still retaining some sense of dignity. It didn't matter so much now but she hoped she wouldn't fall to the curb like some kind of a drunk when they got to the restaurant.

"I'm really glad you were able to accept my invitation," Richard said as they sped off into the night. "You look fabulous by the way."

"Thank you...sir?"

They both laughed.

"Nothing like that tonight. It's just Richard and Madeleine having a quiet dinner together. Does everyone call you Madeleine all the time or do you have a nickname?"

"Some people call me Maddie. You can if you'd like to."

"Some people call me Dick."

Madeleine couldn't help but laugh again.

"I'm sorry," she said, trying to hold back her laughter. "It's just that when I think of you dick is often the first thing that comes to mind. I guess you've done a really good job of training me for cock worship. Calling you Dick would sort of be like you calling me Tits or something. I think I'll stick to Richard if that's all right with you."

The restaurant was a charming little place at the harbor with a view of the ocean that would probably be spectacular in the daylight but all of the lights from the various boats docked nearby gave it a magical charm at night. Madeleine just hugged her skirt and managed to slither out of the leather seat with some aplomb. A little straightening and she was good to go.

"You're probably wondering why I asked you out," Richard began once they were seated at their table. "Perhaps that wasn't the best way of putting it but I'm a little rusty at this. Obviously any man in his right man would love to be sitting here with you right now but under the circumstances of our relationship it might seem a bit out character."

"No, you were right the first time. I was wondering," she said with a smile. "To be honest with you I thought that perhaps this was just another step in my training and that you were going to ask me to do something like blow you under the table."

"And would you be willing to do that?"

"I don't know...those tablecloths don't hang down very far," she replied with a grin.

"Rest assured I have no such plan in mind tonight. I'd just like to get to know you better. I know this all backwards and that people usually chat about their favorite colors and what they like to watch on television before they have anal sex but my world is kind of different and the circumstances that brought us together sort of precluded the customary introductions."

Holy cow! So this was a date. At least it was starting out like one. That was cool, wasn't it? Why shouldn't they get to know each other better? They were already in an intense sexual relationship so there wasn't the usual awkward fumbling mystery of what might or might not happen later. Why not just relax and enjoy a pleasant dinner with a charming companion?

The waiter came and took their order and Richard ordered some rather expensive wine that made Madeleine's eyes pop when she glanced at the wine list later and saw just how expensive it was. Well, at least he wasn't just asking her out because she was a cheap date.

"I'm not really sure, myself, why I wanted to do this so much," Richard confessed. "It's totally appropriate for a dominant and a submissive to communicate well, in fact it's essential and we've moved so fast that we haven't really stopped and talked about things much but I know that this is not entirely why I asked out. I've certainly known a fair number of attractive and sexually desirable women in my life so I'm not a pushover for a pretty face but I feel something very different when I'm with you. I catch myself wondering what you do when you're not chained up in my basement. Your sense of humor is obviously part of it but on a bigger level I feel like you're just waking up to something exciting that goes beyond trying to learn how to be a good submissive in a BDSM scenario. Yes, you want to learn about that, but I sense that you're journey of discovery goes even deeper."

"I assume from your house and your car and your ability to buy crazy expensive wine that you're a very successful architect but I think maybe your true calling was to be a psychic or something," Madeleine chuckled. "There's probably not as much money in that but you do have an uncanny ability to read my mind sometimes."

"Well, laying my cards on the table fully I want to say that it's been a long time since I've met anyone that I really wanted to do vanilla things with, as people in the community would say. As I said before, I don't always have a ton of time, even for my male friends, so most of that time is spent in the ways that you have seen. I don't want to ruin all the progress that you've made by throwing some emotional hand grenade into the bunker but I think you've learned enough already to know that you could move on if you wanted to without my help. So I guess what I'm ultimately saying is that I would like to see more of you even at the risk of losing you as my submissive."

"Wow, that's so flattering I can hardly put it into words," Madeleine said while almost blushing. "Of course I don't honestly know at this point how much of it is just because I find you charming and attractive and how much of it is the fact that I've spent months conditioning myself to think of you as being my master, if you will. I think that makes me kind of vulnerable."

"Yes, absolutely and I probably shouldn't have put you in this position. In the dungeon we're just playing out a fantasy but it's a very powerful one. What's made you so good at it is the fact that you've gone for it with such abandon even though your role is contrary to your nature and the way you live the rest of your life. I've always been kind of a domineering, control freak so it's not as big a stretch for me to be the one cracking the whip. You can ask some of the people I work with and I'm sure they'll agree."

"Can I ask you something? Do you ever feel bad calling someone a bitch or a whore of a slut? I mean, do you ever feel guilty about it later?" Madeleine inquired.

"That's a tough one to answer because I've spent so many years now playing that role that whatever difficulties I had to overcome in the past seem sort of like ancient history. I like to assume that anyone I treat that way is deriving some sort of pleasure from the experience and if they weren't they would tell me or simply stop participating in whatever we were doing. To outsiders I'm sure I would seem like the biggest misogynistic asshole in the world. That's why I don't share that side of my life with most outsiders. At the moment I can't imagine wanting to give up that lifestyle completely but I've been on kind of a spiritual journey of my own lately and I'm thinking that maybe there are some pretty wonderful things that I'm missing out on because of it like having dinner with a beautiful, intelligent woman just for the pleasure of her company with no games involved, no lessons to teach."

"I'm intrigued, Richard, I'm seriously intrigued. But is it possible to have some kind of a love affair with somebody and still maintain this other side of the coin?"

"It can be really difficult, I won't argue that, but it does happen all the time. Basically the trick is to keep the dominant and submissive thing clearly separated from everything else. Having said that I have to add that normal love affairs are fraught with perils of their own that do have a way of spilling over into the bedroom. If a couple has just been bickering over something it's probably not going to go well if they try to break out the ball gag and the riding crop. In the best case scenario the dominant and submissive dynamic actually improves since the submissive knows conclusively that the dominant really cares for her and respects her. And the dominant knows that the submissive isn't just acting entirely for the sake of the role play and has genuine feelings for the dominant," Richard suggested.

They had been talking so much that they hadn't really noticed that their food had arrived. They were both hungry by that time so the meal was consumed in relative silence mingled with some first date small talk. Madeleine knew that she had a lot more to digest than just a grilled salmon. Expensive restaurants don't always have the best food as you're often paying more for the ambience of the place or its location but in this case the food lived up to the surroundings.

As dates go this was a heck of kick off. Later they went for a stroll and they chatted about where they had come from, their upbringing, education and so on. The typical things that people talk about when they're getting acquainted. Richard still exuded confidence but Madeleine also detected a little bit of shyness. He had stepped out of his element for this much as she had stepped out of hers to begin her training with him. He had probably been with tons of women but mostly confined to his particular brand of sexcapades. Tonight he seemed to be really just enjoying the company of a woman for companionship. On an impulse she suddenly stopped walking, turned him around and kissed him. If he was surprised by the move he certainly seemed to enjoy it. It was no little peck on the cheek, it was full of fire and passion and it seemed to last for hours, although it must have just been a few minutes. It was the kind of kiss where you half expected someone to yell at you to go get a room but there was no one else around.

They walked on for a little bit after that and without anyone bringing up the subject they were now holding hands. When they got back to the car he opened the door for her, which was a nice gesture of gallantry but meant that he would be standing right there as she tried to get back in gracefully but she pulled off reasonably well.

When they got back to her place she decided to invite him in.

"I wasn't expecting company so it may be a little messy but it's got a nice view," she offered.

He accepted and found a place to park. Soon they were inside.

"It's nice. You live here alone?" he asked.

"Yup. It's my little bachelorette pad. Make yourself comfortable and I'll see if I can round up something to drink."

There was no hope of impressing the man with her wine options after what they had consumed at dinner but she found a pleasing little Burgundy and poured two glasses. Conversation seemed to come easily to them as they sat on the couch sipping their wine. That doesn't always happen with people who aren't used to talking to each other all that much. Either one person talks too much or neither person can seem to find the right thing to say that will open up a dialogue but they were both pushing all the right buttons.

Somewhere along the line they had scooted closer together and Richard now had his arm around her shoulder. Madeleine found herself casually running her fingers across his chest while his hand lightly stroked the back of her hair. It was Richard who made the first move this time and as they kissed Madeleine could feel herself being lowered very gently on her back although her legs were still on the floor so that she was sort of twisted at the waist. Well, she had been bent and folded into much stranger positions recently so it wasn't a problem at all.

As they continued to kiss she could feel a hand slipping under her skirt and then fingers pushing her panties aside. The fingers danced and played with her perfectly, sometimes just circling her lips and sometimes sneaking in for a poke. She could have enjoyed that for hours but the position was getting a little uncomfortable and she wanted to get out of her dress.

She managed to force her way upright without disturbing the action and before she could make a move for it her zipper was magically sliding down her back. She just stuck her arms up in the air and Richard did the rest. Madeleine returned the favor by removing his shirt. Next she stood up and took him by the hand and they headed for the bedroom. She had no objections to having sex on the couch but for their first vanilla experience she wanted room to work.

They were both eager but no one was rushing anything. The bra came off before the panties and her breasts were given suitable attention. His pants came off and it was her turn to slip a hand into his shorts. Finally he grabbed her by the waist and pulled her to the foot of the bed where he slipped off her panties and spread her legs wide before him. He kneeled down on the floor and buried his head between her legs. Erica sure knew what she was doing down there but Richard was no slouch either. She began to moan, softly at first, but with increasing intensity as he found her clit and began gently flicking it with his tongue.

Finally she could stand it no more and sat upright reaching her arms towards him. As he got off his knees her arms were able to lock around his back and as he pushed her torso back down on the bed his profoundly hard cock slid inside her at last. She released her grip with her arms and locked her legs around his neck instead. They soon fell into a natural rhythm where her pelvis rose to meet his thrusts in perfect harmony. That beautifully chiseled monolith of manhood that she had grown to love and adore. She had masturbated like this before, lying on her back finger banging herself or working a dildo while imagining some handsome man was actually doing the penetrating. Yes, Richard was often the man she pictured adopting such a stance in her mind. Of course his cock was no stranger to any of her openings but there was always that little fantasy lurking in her heart that someday they would just meet as lovers with no rules or safe words needed. She wouldn't need to be ordered to please him she would just do it instinctively out of passion and desire.

"Oh, God I love feeling your big cock inside me!" she suddenly shouted. "Fuck me harder!"

It felt good to be able to speak freely for a change and she reveled in the opportunity.

"Oh yeah...oh yeah...oh yeah...fuck yeah! That's it, right there! Give me that cock stud. Give it to me!" she cried.

Richard didn't need much incentive but her filthy exhortations just fanned the flames all the more. He really put his back into it and started grunting like he was splitting rails with an axe. They were both in a frenzy as he began to unload inside her. They hadn't bothered switching positions or moving to another spot on the bed. It was old school, meat and potatoes, get between the legs and bone like weasels sex. They just kind of collapsed in a heap together. Even as his dick began to retreat from erectness it was still a pretty snug fit and neither one of them were in any hurry for him to pull out.

"I didn't know you had such a filthy vocabulary," Richard panted.

"See what you miss when you stick a gag in my mouth?" Madeleine replied with a wink.

"I don't know about you but I rather enjoyed that," Richard said while trying to keep a straight face. "I mean for vanilla sex."

They both laughed as they crawled up to the head of the bed where they could relax for a moment on the pillows and catch their breath.

"I wouldn't be surprised if your neighbors heard that. It was pretty loud you know," Richard pointed out.

"Oh, well...I don't do much entertaining here so the hell with them. Maybe it gave them a thrill. I'm reasonably certain that one of my neighbors watches me when I sunbathe or use the hot tub out on the deck."

"Lucky man. If I want to see hot women from my home I have to invite them there," Richard chuckled.

"Fortunately for you they obviously accept that invention more often than not. I'm guessing my neighbor would gladly switch places with you in a heartbeat."


CHAPTER 13:

It had been quite a night and one filled with unexpected surprises. They had continued in the morning when she had awoke to find Richard in the kitchen making breakfast.

"I hope you don't mind my intrusion into your kitchen but you did say to make myself at home," Richard grinned.

"I don't remember saying that," Madeleine replied with a slight furrow of her brow.

"Didn't you? That's what people always say so I guess I just assumed you had. I can throw the food away and you can send me a bill if you prefer."

"I suppose I can overlook this breach of etiquette...once," she laughed.

The breakfast was delicious. A man with a cock like a golden god really didn't have to know how to cook but it was a delightful bonus.

He had some work to catch up on so he didn't stay long after the meal and Madeleine was left with her thoughts, which could be dangerous sometimes since she tended to over think everything, but this was one time where some serious reflection was probably in order. As first dates go that easily ranked as number one for her lifetime. Maybe it was just dinner, a little smooching on the pier and some righteous fucking, not exactly an original concept, but boy had it been executed well. She still didn't know exactly how old Richard was but from little things he mentioned along the line she knew he had to be at least ten years older, probably more. Whatever. There were a lot of men half his age who would kill to have a body like that and the skill to know how to use it so well.

There was always the chance that he would go home, stroll around his expensive dungeon and realize that he was too comfortable with the world he had created for himself to go messing with it now. It was no big deal really if he did. She wasn't some virginal teenager that he had coerced into giving up her virtue with promises of lifelong fidelity. They were both adults who had enjoyed plenty of consensual sex together before. This time it just hadn't involved anyone getting chained to anything.

That was actually the easiest solution. Chalk it up as a happy memory, put it behind and go back to the way things were. It wasn't like one night in the sack meant that she was now going to start thinking of herself differently where Richard was concerned. She got a real kick out of their sessions so there was no desire to end them on her account. A lot depended on what Richard was feeling. He had said that he was on his own journey of sorts. It seemed like she was trying to become less vanilla and more kinky and he was moving in the other direction. Now that would be ironic if he was the one who dropped the lifestyle in pursuit of something more conventional while she was shedding her vanilla past and going hog wild as the new bondage queen. Life is full of ironies and timing is everything. Perhaps last night was just the intersection where their two divergent paths crossed while heading in opposite directions.

Whatever it was and whatever it meant would play out in due course. She wasn't sure whether she should mention what happened to Erica. They obviously had a history together but Madeleine didn't really know all the details or whether Erica and Richard had ever done something similar outside of the dungeon. It was Erica who had warned her at the very beginning not to fall in love with Richard or dream up romantic scenarios where they ran off together so she didn't want her to get the wrong idea. On the other hand she was dying to talk to someone about it and Erica was the only person who would understand the situation.

Fate intervened as Erica happened to call up and ask whether Madeleine was free for lunch. It took a while for Madeleine to work up to the subject but she finally couldn't hold it back any longer.

"Richard took me out to dinner last night," Madeleine commented as casually as possible.

"Did he?" Erica replied with a raised eyebrow. "Just like that, out of the blue?"

"Pretty much. It took me by surprise when he called."

"And after?"

"You mean after he called?"

"No, after dinner. Did you...you know..."

"Ah...yes as a matter of fact," Madeleine admitted.

"Well I be damned. I knew he thought very highly of you but I assumed it was all just within the context of his kink. Why you little vixen! You know how many woman have practically thrown themselves at that man over the years? Including myself, I might add. I was beginning to think he was a bondage freak body, mind and soul forever."

"I don't know that he isn't. It was just one date," Madeleine pointed out.

"How was the sex by the way?"

"Fantastic."

"Did he tie you up or anything?"

"No, it wasn't like that at all. It was like going to bed with any other man...who worked out all the time and was hung like a horse."

They both chuckled.

"I always wondered about that. I mean he's had his dick in me every which way from Sunday but I was always a little curious to know what he'd be like without all the whips and chains," Erica said almost wistfully.

"I hope you're not mad or jealous or anything. I actually did take your advice and avoided attaching romantic implications to what we were doing. He called me and I couldn't really see a reason to say no."

"Are you planning to continue your training with him?" Erica inquired.

"I hope so. We didn't talk about it. I'm guessing it was just a bit of a lark for him. I don't think he's been on too many conventional dates lately. He was probably just hungry and wanted someone to talk to at dinner," Madeleine shrugged.

"And was it just a lark for you?"

"I'm cool with that if it's all it was but if he asked me out again I'm sure I'd be interested. We had a really good time even without the sex."

A muffled noise suddenly emanated from Madeleine's purse.

"Hold on...my purse is vibrating."

"Are you carrying sex toys around with you now?" Erica smirked.

"No, I think it's my phone. It buzzes like that when I'm getting a text."

Madeleine retrieved her phone and glanced at the screen for a moment before returning it to her purse.

"Well speak of the devil," Madeleine said. "He just sent me a text saying how much he enjoyed last evening. Not exactly a dozen roses but way more than I expected him to do."

"Ok, now I am a teeny, tiny bit jealous," Erica admitted. "I used to have a serious crush on that man but it was strictly kink between us. I never let it bother me because I'm a flighty little bitch anyway and I don't tend to stay with anything for too long before trying something new. He's a badass dominant, the best I've ever known, which is why I'll usually come running when he calls. Don't worry about me darling, I think you need to focus on what it is that you really want."

The roses were waiting for Madeleine when she got home. She had totally been kidding about that. No man had ever actually sent her flowers the day after bedding her for the first time but it always seemed like the grand gesture you would read about in some cheesy romantic novel. So the man was a romantic at heart. He probably really missed the opportunity to do things like that sometimes. He had to be oh, so tough, even cruel sometimes in his chosen role as the macho alpha male. He might be really turned on by playing this new game the same way Madeleine was turned on by playing his.

She decided to press the issue and see if she could set up a session with Richard in the near future. If either one of them was messed up by having strayed out of bounds they'd find out soon enough then it would be up to them to decide whether they wanted to continue with a new set of rules or call it a day.

They arranged for a session with just the two of them again. While Madeleine certainly didn't mind the idea of having another crack at playing with Erica it was better that they sort things out for themselves this time. Richard wasn't waiting at the door so Madeleine went down to the dungeon and stood in her familiar place while waiting for his instructions. Richard stepped forward.

"Take of all of your clothes and lie face down on the floor," Richard commanded.

Madeleine obeyed at once and placed herself on the ground in front of him. Richard stepped closer to her. He was wearing no shoes.

"Now kiss my feet."

She did as instructed but at one point switched from kissing to trying to suck on his big toe. A sharp, stinging pain took her completely off guard and she cried out. She hadn't even noticed the whip in Richard's hand which had been skillfully flicked in the direction of her back, striking home right above her buttocks.

"I said kiss, not suck. Don't you know the difference bitch?"

"Yes sir. Sorry sir."

She resumed kissing his feet making sure only to use her lips and not her tongue.

"See. When you obey you don't get punished. It's all very simple," he said calmly. "You can get up now."

Madeleine stood up. They were extremely close and Richard made no effort to back up. He just looked her over for some length of time before grabbing her hair and practically dragging her over to one of his contraptions. It was a large wooden "X" and was frequently referred to as a St. Andrew's Cross because the saint had supposedly been martyred on such a cross. It was a simple device but a rather iconographic one in BDSM circles.

Richard fastened Madeleine to the cross with her facing forward. He then reached in his pocket and produced a simple wooden clothespin.

"Do you know what this is?" he asked.

"Yes sir. It's a clothespin."

"Thank God for that. Every woman should know what a clothespin is. Only we're not going to be using it to hang up laundry today."

He walked over to her and began to fondle one of her nipples with his fingers. After manipulating it for a while he took the clothespin and clamped it shut on the nipple. It was an odd sensation but not terribly uncomfortable. He remained close to her body and reached between her legs to play with her pussy, much as he had done the other night on her couch. Without warning he used his free hand to flick the clothespin off her chest and she yelped.

Next Richard walked over to a table and picked up a long line of clothespins which had been strung together with some kind of nylon cord. Her eyes widened as she began to understand what was about to happen. The pins were placed very carefully in a line that ran from her pubic mound up to her nipple. A second string was produced and placed on the other side so that the pins formed a slight "V" terminating at both nipples.

"Do you know what I'm going to do?" Richard inquired.

"Yes sir, I think so."

"Does that scare you?"

"A little sir."

"Well let's see if we can take your mind off it then."

Richard stuffed a gag in her mouth. It was a simple piece of cloth and not one of the more elaborate ball gag contraptions. Then he went back to the table and she heard the sound of something motorized being turned on. He came back with a very powerful vibrator that looked more like something you would use to strip paint than a toy designed to be applied to sensitive human anatomy. He worked the vibrator between her legs and the sensation was extreme from the very start. He really seemed to be focusing on her clit area and she tried to shout but the gag muffled her sounds. He kept at it with the vibrator for some time which was driving Madeleine almost insane. The heavy vibration was incredibly arousing but it was almost too much to bear. 

Off came one of the clothespin strings in a flash! She screamed from both the pain and the surprise. She could feel tears running down her cheeks. Richard showed no mercy with the vibrator. Her legs began to shake and she could feel her wetness streaming down her legs. Suddenly the vibrator was switched off and Richard calmly strolled to the bench to put it away. He came back with a more civilized-looking dildo which he proceeded to insert in her pussy. He stood right in front of her jerking his hips to mimic the thrusts he began to produce with the rubber dick. He looked for all the world like he was humping her but his cock was snugly in his pants and his hand was making the dildo do the real work. From Madeleine's point of view it was kind of surreal. She could see Richard bumping and grinding away but she knew it wasn't his penis inside her.

The second string of pins began to give way, although this time they went very slowly. Instead of a single loud cry of pain she gasped and moaned with each pinch of her skin as the string snaked its way up to the top. With just the nipple clip remaining he shoved part of the string and clips that had already been removed into his mouth and jerked his neck so that the final pin flew off as he spat the line from between his teeth. He pulled the dildo out and tossed it on the table. Then he removed the gag and unfastened Madeleine from the cross.

"You can go now," he said as he walked out of the room.

Madeleine didn't know what to do. Of course there really wasn't anything for her to do but put her clothes back on and go home. It was the shortest session they had ever had but it was one of the most intense. Her legs were still a little wobbly as she went to retrieve her clothing from the floor where she had left them.

Well it looked like she had her answer. It was business as usual as far as Richard was concerned. She thought maybe they would have embraced or kissed afterwards or possibly even spent a little time unwinding together but nothing like that appeared to be on the agenda.

She dressed quickly and didn't bother to clean up this time. She could do that at home. After letting herself out she got behind the wheel of her car and drove away. There were still tears in her eyes but she didn't know whether they were from the pain of having the pins removed or from her disappointment that Richard seemed unusually cold and merciless.

After a relaxing bath and a stiff drink she was feeling pretty comfortable and happy that their sessions could obviously continue as before. The clothespins were something new but it was kind of a rush to have the hardcore pussy stimulation going on while the zipper, as it was sometimes called, was being torn from her body. There were little red marks all along the path the string had taken. It hurt but it also felt kind of good, especially the way he orchestrated it. You had to hand it to the man...he had a flare for the dramatic.

The phone rang and Madeleine was once again thrown for a loop. It was Richard asking if she was free for dinner on Friday night.


CHAPTER 14:

They dined at a surprisingly modest Italian restaurant in kind of an out of the way location but Richard assured it that the food was really excellent and it was. He explained that he didn't dine out all that much unless it was for business purposes and that when he chose someplace for himself he went for the food more than the image.

"Did you get the flowers all right?" he inquired.

"Yes, they were lovely. I wasn't home when they arrived but they were waiting for me at the front door. Thank you very much."

It's  true that they hadn't really spoken since their last date. She had planned to thank him at their session but no opportunity had presented itself.

"Do you like me?" he asked.

The bluntness of the question almost made her spit the wine out of her mouth. She looked at him to see if he was joking but he appeared to be quite serious.

"Yes. I like you very much. You're smart and articulate. You have a good sense of humor. You're charismatic as hell and you have a body to die for. Oh yeah...you smell good too."

"I was pretty rough on you the other day. Did that bother you at all?"

"Honestly...I suppose it did a little. My girly feelings probably wanted some validation. I didn't know what to expect so I wasn't shocked or anything. When I'm in that room with you I feel as female as I can possibly feel, which is a wonderful thing. My primordial feminine instincts are razor sharp. I love that feeling, I really do, but I think it also probably intensifies other more female aspects of my nature. It's not all just animal lust with me. I feel a sense of nurturing and caring and all the other crazy emotions that go along with being a girl. I'll be the first to admit that my heart skipped a beat when I heard your voice on the phone later. It felt like everything was all right and that it would be fine for us to play in both arenas."

"I'm so glad you feel that way," said Richard. "I felt like I had to be particularly cold to see if we could carry on with this aspect of our relationship. I didn't know if I could be that callus towards you when inside I'm churning with feelings that I haven't felt in years. And I wanted to see if you would reject everything we had built up so far because you now felt different about how we should behave."

"I sort of assumed that was probably the case but this is weird new territory for me. I have enough trouble trying to figure out how the whole relationship thing is supposed to work in normal circumstances," she joked.

"We wouldn't have to do the whole bondage thing anymore if you'd rather we just dated in the conventional sense," he offered.

"You'd be willing to give that up?" Madeleine asked with genuine surprise.

"Well I don't think I'd throw away all of my equipment right off the bat but yes, I'm more interested in you at the moment than I am in anything else that might get in the way. I'd love to try and strike a balance that would let us enjoy the best of both worlds but I'd at least try to make the sacrifice if that's what you really wanted."

"I don't want you to give anything up," she said as she reached across the table and took his hand. "I'm having a blast when we play our kinky games just as I had a blast when you made sweet love to me on my bed. I have a blast when we're riding around in your fancy car or sitting across the table from each other at a restaurant. Getting closer should be an addition to both of our lives not a trade off of some kind. I'm going into this with my eyes open. If you want to share me or show me off or be with other submissives in a BDSM context I think I can continue to handle that. Just don't be making breakfast for any other bitches or I'll show you what real pain is all about!"

They both laughed much harder than they wanted to in public but the more they tried to stop the harder they laughed. People were starting to glance at them nervously.

"Come on, I think we need to get out of here for a moment if we're ever going to calm down," Richard suggested as he took her hand and led her towards the restrooms. 

It was a small place with two unisex bathrooms so they both ducked into the same one and locked the door. They were still suffering a fit of the giggles but it was slowing down at least. Suddenly Richard picked Madeleine up by the waist and sat her down on the sink counter.

"What are you doing?" she protested.

"This will probably help," he said as he pulled her skirt up and started tugging at her panties.

"Are you totally nuts?"

That was the last gasp of protest. Her panties were down at her ankles and her hands were frantically trying to help him undo his pants. In a flash his cock disappeared into her pussy and he began to pump like mad. Their lips found each other and the thrill was electric. 

"I think you're going to have to leave a really big tip after this," Madeleine managed to moan.

Richard didn't reply with words but he did grab hold of Madeleine and neatly moved her off of the sink and turned her around. She bent over as much as she could.

"Tell me where you want it," he whispered.

"I want it in my ass baby, where do you think?" 

When he first slid in she wondered whether it had been the right choice since they didn't have any lube handy but Richard did the best he could and didn't drive his humongous staff all the way in. He fucked her hard and fast as she managed to slip a hand down between her legs and wildly massaged her pussy. Occasionally her hand would slip a little and she could feel the shaft of his prick pounding her tight little butt and she almost screamed with delight. Fortunately she managed to avoid shouting and before long a hot stream of cum was seeping out of her anus. She turned around and they kissed again but she needed some maintenance in a hurry so she bunny hopped across the bathroom to the toilet, since her panties were still down at her feet, and tried to clean up as much as possible while Richard put his dick away and straightened his clothes.

They returned to their table in as dignified a fashion as possible. They managed to order desert and got through the rest of the meal without incident. Once they were back in the privacy of Richard's car they both burst out laughing again.

"Have you ever fucked in a public rest room before?" Richard asked.

"Nope. Not even close. The old Madeleine would never have gone for something like that. I would have been terrified of getting caught or freaked out by the thought of all the germs in that place or something. I did not have a taste for adventure at all."

"I've always found that a little danger tends to crank up the excitement level."

"You're right about that," she chuckled. "Just going into the same bathroom with a man was making me nervous enough. I was raised to always follow the rules and that sort of thing was a big no-no."

"I really liked what you said earlier about feeling very female in the dungeon. You have no idea how good it feels as a man to be feel totally male, even for just a little while."

"You seem to do all right with that most of the time anyway," she joked.

"Yes but it's a little different. We obviously have a strong physical attraction for each other that doesn't take much stimulus to set into action. Honestly I can get hard just looking at how beautiful you are and listening to the sound of your laughter."

"Obviously since you were packing a telephone pole in the middle of our hysterical outburst," she joked. "Thank you for not ripping my ass apart, by the way. I would have taken it but I doubt if I could have kept quiet."

"Would you like to come back to my place?" Richard suddenly asked. "I mean, you've never even seen my bedroom."

"I'd love to go back to your place Richard and I'd be really disappointed if we didn't end up in your bedroom at some point," she replied.

Madeleine had been to Richard's house many times but the only thing she had really seen of it was the dungeon and the adjacent bathroom where she cleaned up after a session. She had of course been in his living room and passed through a hallway to get to the stairs but it was nice to finally take the grand tour. It was a very beautiful house and had a really warm feel to it. Richard obviously liked wood accents in his living space as well as his dungeon. It was tasteful and manly which reflected its owner perfectly. His office was the only space that seemed kind of cluttered and modern. It was a functional space to do work in. She noticed a number of pictures of buildings on his wall, some of them quite well-known.

"Did you design all of these?" she asked.

"Oh yeah."

"Wow, I've been in some of those buildings before. I had no idea that someday the architect would be ass fucking me in the bathroom of an Italian restaurant."

"Well I hope that from now on you'll think of that whenever you go into one of those places."

"I imagine I'll think of that every time I go into a public restroom from now on!"

Somewhere along the line they went out to admire the pool area and Richard flipped on the lights. It was more of a lagoon than a pool and even had a small waterfall cascading off of some rocks. 

"Ok, now I'm seriously impressed," Madeleine quipped. "This looks more like a resort hotel than a private residence."

Richard started stripping off his clothes.

"Come on, let's go for a swim," he suggested.

"Isn't it kind of chilly for that?"

"Not in that pool. Now get naked or I'm going to toss you in clothes and all," he warned.

"You wouldn't dare!"

Richard came over and scooped her up like she was a bag of potatoes and carried her to the edge of the water.

"You win! You win! Put me down you crazy man."

Richard finished undressing and stood silently watching her take her clothes off.

"It's not like you haven't seen me naked before you know," she scolded as she noticed his steady gaze.

"No but I sure do enjoy watching you get that way."

"Well it's too damn cold out here for a striptease so you better not be lying about that pool."

She hurriedly peeled off the rest of her garments and jumped into the water as quickly as possible. Richard was right behind her.

"Holy crap, you weren't kidding. This feels fucking fantastic," she gushed as she began to paddle around in the water.

"I like to swim at night all year round so I keep the damn thing pretty warm."

"Thank God for that. My nipples were as hard as a rock and for once it wasn't because you had just made me cum."

"No serious harm done the other day to those beautiful nipples I hope."

"No these girls are made of pretty hardy stuff. They can take it."

"You've got to promise me that if I'm ever really hurting you you'll use your safe word," he suggested.

"I've come close to that a couple of times but you always seem to sense it and back off," she assured him. 

They just seemed to fit together so naturally, not just as sex partners, but as companions. It was very easy to be attracted to someone because of the physical chemistry but a lot harder to make a good friend so quickly. They still didn't know that much about each other after only two dates but it was hard to imagine how that would radically change anything. With some people their politics or their religion are so important to them that finding a mate who shares those beliefs is the top priority but they didn't seem like people who wore their social views on their sleeves. It looked like there was going to be plenty of time to talk in the future.

There was some more laughter at silly jokes that probably weren't that funny and some horseplay in the pool that provided an opportunity to grab various wet body parts but mostly they just kind of paddled around in a state of bliss. With the moon shining brightly above them the pool seemed even more like a tropical lagoon and their nakedness was exquisitely primeval.

"You know I skinny dipped once before," Madeleine suddenly half shouted across the pool.

"Once?" Richard scoffed in disbelief.

"You've got to consider the source here buddy. Until recently I never even got in my hot tub naked when I was all by myself."

"Wow."

"Do you want to hear the story or not?"

"I'm dying to hear it."

"Well shut up and let me talk then. I was about fourteen at the time and I went to this all girl summer camp. I did the Girl Scout thing and liked hiking and the outdoors so I figured it would be fun. There was a lake nearby and girls being girls somebody suggested that we should sneak out after dark and go swimming. I was pretty appalled by the idea since rules were rules and I was not a troublemaker but everyone else was going so I didn't want to look like a total stick in the mud so I tagged along. When we got to the water all the girls starting stripping out of their clothes, I mean getting stark naked. I don't know what I was expecting since nobody brought any bathing suits along but I guess I figured we'd keep our underwear on or something."

"Were you already stacked by that time?" Richard interjected.

"Yes, I had developed quite nicely by that point, thank you."

"I was just trying to formulate a picture of the scene in my head."

"Of course. Now let me finish. Half the girls were already in the water and the other half were in various stages of undress and I was a deer in the headlights. It was bad enough breaking the rules by sneaking away but now I was expected to participate in public nudity. Of course we had all seen each other changing clothes or coming out of the shower and whatnot but that was still in a room with walls and nobody was lingering on the thing. Finally I thought if I'm the only one standing out here it looks worse for me than if I'm just one of many people in the there. Once I got in the lake I could hide my body under the water anyway. So I got naked and jumped in."

"And?"

"And nothing. End of story."

"You mean no boys from a neighboring camp showed up or no counselor came by and caught you?"

"Nope. I never said it was a great story. We did all freeze our asses off on the way back to camp since nobody thought to bring any towels along either."

"Well how did it feel to be nude in the water?" Richard probed.

"Cold mostly. I guess it was very slightly erotic because I bumped up against some of the other girls once or twice and felt their bare skin on mine. And to a bunch of silly teenage girls the whole thing seemed sort of wicked and sinful but it obviously didn't inspire me to become a nudist or anything."

"And how does it feel to be nude in the water now all these years later?"

"Wicked and sinful...which is just the way I like to feel these days."


CHAPTER 15:

Collars are a very big deal to many people within the BDSM community. It can be a powerful symbol much like a wedding ring. People sometimes had collaring ceremonies that were similar to weddings. However, unlike a wedding ring, the symbolic meaning of a collar was not as universally accepted or understood. There were many different types of collars, each with their own specific meaning.

There was the Collar of Protection that was used to signify that a submissive was literally being protected by one dominant, usually someone of high standing within the community. This was sometimes used if a person had been in an abusive situation and needed time to heal. The collar often bore the dom's initials and a small "P" to signify its meaning. 

A Training Collar could be used as an intermediate step towards a collar signifying a lifetime relationship or it could be given by a mentor to a student for the duration of the training period with the submissive being released once he or she found their new dominant. This was traditionally a plain leather collar, either red or black, but many people chose their own variations.

The Formal Collar was the most sacred and binding symbol within the community. It represented a lifetime commitment and some people offered marriage proposals simultaneously. It was meant to be taken very seriously and only accepted after a long period of learning and growing together.

Richard had never been very big on the use of collars, except for the type that he had given Madeleine at the play party. That was simply a functional device to be used for that specific occasion. For a man so steeped in formal tradition and so highly regarded within the community it was kind of odd but most people simply accepted that it wasn't really his thing and left it at that.

Erica wore a collar because she liked to. She was a maverick and a free spirit who generally just did whatever she felt like doing and people generally knew that she wasn't into the lifestyle fulltime. Many people assumed that Richard had given her the collar because of their long association together but Erica had given herself the collar. She was beautiful and fun and open to just about anything so she sort of carved her own niche within the community no matter what role she was playing at the moment.

Things had been going very well for Madeleine and Richard as they continued to more or less split their time between two different worlds. Any time together was still not that easy to arrange but they were now talking on the phone more often and exchanging emails as well. It was hard to say why bondage was still such an important part of their life together as it was obvious that they could enjoy a healthy sex life without it but it was definitely a big piece of the puzzle that just seemed to fit somehow.

They had agreed that when they were in the dungeon they would always be "in character" as it were. They would always leave the room separately and there was always to be an emotional cooling off period before they got together again. 

On the other hand nothing prevented them from incorporating elements of the lifestyle in their vanilla sex. If they wanted to use handcuffs in the bedroom that was just fine. The dominant/submissive roles didn't always disappear completely in those situations either. Madeleine could always tell just from the tone of Richard's voice when he was taking charge of the situation and she had little difficulty going along with it. The lines were blurred all the time but they tried to keep some structure in place by keeping the dungeon as formal as possible.

For Madeleine's part the extracurricular activities with Richard only intensified her role as his submissive. She really loved this man and trusted him and knew that he felt the same way about her. As time went by there would no doubt be more bumps in the road and more opportunities for bickering and misunderstandings and hurt feelings but the deeper, more primitive dynamic between them seemed to keep them sort of grounded in a way. Madeleine simply wasn't ashamed to "belong" to her man in a way that would horrify most modern women. She had found a man who seemed worthy of that kind of spiritual devotion. She had definitely developed quite a taste for the kinky sex and could easily have slipped into that role with somebody else but the bond she was forging with Richard seemed to go way beyond the raw physical sensation.

In many ways it was Richard who struggled more with the development of their relationship. He was a man who liked things done a certain way and because he was wealthy he could usually afford to see that his wishes were filled to the letter. He was used to being the boss and his many years of being a dominant in the lifestyle had done nothing to soften that. While that mindset works very well for a dominant it can also rub people the wrong way in normal life.

In many ways Richard was a man out of time. There are those people who seem like they belong to another era and Richard was definitely one of them. He was very interested in history and had quite an extensive library in his home. He was also a romantic in the Classical sense. He knew the poetry of Byron and Shelley and would have seemed right at home in an opera hat and cape or perhaps even more as a knight in the Middle Ages. His thinking wasn't always completely in line with the century he was living in but he was rational enough to understand it and to try not to let it get the better of him. He genuinely liked women as a rule so subjecting them to the often uncomfortable or even painful aspects of the lifestyle both appealed to him and appalled him on some level at the same time. Being so much in love with Madeleine only made that conflict more acute.

Still they were a happy couple at the moment. Not in the happy couple way portrayed in sappy, sanitized TV shows from the 1950's and 60's or the happy couple way that most people would probably think of it today but they were making it work.

It was actually Madeleine who brought up the subject of collaring one day. She had read about them and seen other people wearing them but Richard rarely talked about the subject so she was still a little uncertain about the whole thing but definitely curious.

"You know if you wanted me to wear a collar I'd be totally cool with that," she volunteered.

"What made you think of that?" he asked.

"I don't know. It seems like it's a pretty big deal to lots of people and I certainly don't mind the idea of making a commitment to you if you wanted that. I'd be proud to wear your collar," she replied.

"If I give you a collar I'll expect you to wear it all the time. I don't mean the same physical collar, we can select several different types that allow you more flexibility with your wardrobe in daily life situations, but you'd have to wear one of those collars wherever you were and whatever you were doing."

She hadn't really thought of that aspect of the thing. She sort of figured that it would be a part of their dungeon play but the idea of wearing it to work or at family gatherings was a little different.

"I would also expect that for as long as you wore my collar your body would belong to me. If I told you to fuck someone else you would fuck them but no one else could touch you without my permission," he explained.

It sounded kind of scary when he put it that way but she wasn't offended. She actually appreciated the fact that it was something he had very specific ideas about. Richard continued to outline his rules.

"For my part it means that I would protect you and take care of you in every possible way. If you have a problem you come to me and I'll try to solve it. If you need money you come to me and I'll handle it. Your physical, emotional and sexual needs will be my responsibility. It would probably be better if you moved in with me."

Well it was obviously going to be a lot more than just a new toy or a bondage accessory if she really want to be collared by Richard. Move in with him? Come to him for money? Would that make her a "kept woman" or worse, a full-time whore? He had flat out said that he would expect her to fuck anyone he chose. Was that a polite way of saying that he could pimp her out? That didn't seem at all like what he was probably trying to imply but the thought was hard to completely get out of her mind.

On the other hand the idea of someone promising to take care of all her needs was hard to sneeze it. She tried to picture how that would work exactly and the image of being married was the closest thing she could come up with. Yet this was obviously not quite the way she had imagined married life being. She would obviously "belong" to him but he would have more freedom and flexibility. It also meant that he would be more likely to exude his influence over her in ways that he hadn't before. Up until now she had kept big parts of her life completely as they had always been. They spent the night together sometimes but usually her home was her own domain. Would he order her to cook certain meals? Would he tell her how to dress when she got ready for work in the morning? What if he told her to quit her job so that she would be available whenever he wanted her? He could obviously afford to support her but did she really want to be that dependent upon a man? Right on cue Richard read her mind and spoke up again.

"You're probably worrying about a million details right now and that's good because I wouldn't want to step into this lightly but just remember that everything is negotiable. We would draw up an agreement that spelled out the rules in detail. The main thing is to try and think of your deal breakers and then stick to your guns. If there's something that either one of us can't live with and don't want to compromise on than we shouldn't do it. I've been in a couple of situations like this before where we left it too nebulous and it didn't go so well. Now of course I'm talking about a Formal Collar. A Collar of Consideration is much less demanding and has a set time period that we would both agree on after which we can drop the whole thing or renegotiate or move on to a different collar. If you're really serious about going down that path that would probably be a better jumping off point."

"It's a lot to think about, that's for sure," Madeleine agreed. "I certainly don't want to mess up what we have going right now but I do like the idea of making some kind of symbolic gesture to signify the bond that we have."

"I have an idea," Richard said. "I know this couple up north who have been talking about coming down and staying with me for a few days, maybe a week at most. They've been together for years and are in a 24/7 master and slave relationship. It's about as serious as you can get in this lifestyle. It freaks some people out but they seem to be happy. If you can swing it with your schedule why don't you come stay with me while they're here and wear a temporary collar, sort of like you did at the party. It would be a chance to see the extreme end of the spectrum and get a taste for what it might be like if we were to take a more drastic step sometime. You'd also have a chance to talk to someone who was living that life fulltime."

"That sounds like a great idea," Madeleine said. "Would I be your slave?"

"Not exactly but it would probably be a bit different from what you're used to. More like the party was but for the entire period of time that they were here. I'd have to explain the situation to them so that they were comfortable being themselves and so that they didn't feel like we were trying to fool them into thinking that we had a type of relationship that we don't but they're pretty cool people and I think they would totally understand and appreciate that it was more of an experiment for us."

"So would we always be doing things together as a foursome?"

"Not necessarily. They would be my guests and I would be expected to try and accommodate their wishes as much as possible. Any combination you can think of is likely to happen so if I say you spend the night with both of them or one of them or whatever the case may be you have to do it. The only thing I can say for sure is that you're going to get fucked a lot. By who, when and how remains to be seen."

"That sounds great," Madeleine said without hesitation. "I've got plenty of vacation time stored up so I'm sure I can make it work. I think I'm tough enough to handle a week of whatever is thrown at me and nothing would make me happier than serving you in front of your friends. I promise I'll do you proud even if it turns out that it's not something that I'd want to pursue in the future."


CHAPTER 16:

Madeleine was getting really excited as the big day approached. They had gone over all of the ground rules very carefully together so that there would hopefully be no huge surprises. Richard also told her more about the couple that was coming to visit and how he had met them and what they were like. They were closer to Richard's age so she would definitely be the youngest but they supposedly kept themselves in very good shape and could hold their own in physical activities. There was an agreed upon social hour every evening when the formalities would be lifted and everyone could talk freely and behave more like traditional couples would do and of course if they went shopping or out to dinner they wouldn't be parading around on leashes or anything. Otherwise the whole house was to be treated the same way Richard and Madeleine treated the dungeon. Both men were granting free access to their women for the duration so an order from either man should be considered an order from her dominant.

Madeleine really did get turned on by all the rules and orders even if it meant that she might end up doing something she wouldn't have volunteered for. In some ways that was actually the most exciting part. It was so different than the way one usually went about their lives that it kind of put an edge on everything. And knowing that she was going to be having sex with some total strangers was definitely a rush.

The guests, John and Gwen, were arriving on Tuesday and leaving on Sunday so Madeleine just took the week off from work and came to stay with Richard on Monday so that they would have one "normal" day together and she could already be settled in by the time the others arrived. 

John was a stockbroker but Madeleine thought he looked more like a college professor with his wavy blondish hair, eyeglasses and corduroy jacket. Gwen was quite striking with features that suggested a Mediterranean heritage of some kind. Her hair was jet black but Madeleine assumed it was dyed. She wrote children's books and had a couple of fairly popular titles published. In short they seemed like a nice upscale couple that you might have met anywhere. There was nothing obvious to suggest that they were in a highly unconventional relationship with a penchant for kink.

That first day things started out pretty tame. John and Gwen got unpacked in the guest room and cleaned up and relaxed after their journey and everyone went out to dinner at a nice steak house not too far from there. It was just two couples dining together with general get to know each other conversation. Once they got back to the house, however, things heated up immediately.

The women were ordered to remove their clothes and report to the dungeon wearing nothing but high heels and their collars. Madeleine had been provided with two collars for the week, a simple cloth choker that she could wear in public and the same leather collar with the leash ring that she had worn at the party. Madeleine had noticed that Gwen wasn't wearing anything around her neck when she arrived or when they went to dinner. They came out of their bedrooms at almost the same moment and Madeleine had a chance to quickly inquire about the other woman's collar. Gwen just laughed and turned her back and arched it slightly. There in the small of her back was a tattoo that identified her as the "Property of J. P."

"You know...it was just so much easier that way and I don't have to worry about my jewelry clashing," Gwen said with a smile. "Now we better get a move on if we don't want our backsides to get paddled."

They both giggled like schoolgirls as they hurried to get down the stairs. Madeleine had taken an instant liking to Gwen when they were at dinner. She was a lot sassier than Madeleine had expected. When you think of someone as a sex slave you instantly picture someone kind of demure and reserved. Gwen seemed more like the life of the party kind of person.

There was a brief period of inspection as both men had the opportunity to examine and admire the other's woman. With her raven locks it was hard to guess exactly how old Gwen was but she had a very curvy, womanly body that just dripped sensuality.

Each man had decided to "sample" the other's woman tonight as an icebreaker so Madeleine was led to one device by John while Richard took control of Gwen. It was a little difficult to see what the other couple was doing depending upon the particular position one was in but at one point Madeleine got a pretty good view of Gwen giving head to Richard while she was bent backwards over a rail. She obviously knew what she was doing as his huge rod was disappearing in her mouth despite the awkward angle. Madeleine had never been in quite that position, at least not while performing a blowjob, and she wondered whether all that blood rushing to the head would make one dizzy.

John was packing some serious lumber of his own so it was easy to see how Gwen had learned to deep throat so well. He didn't have quite the girth of Richard but he may have actually been a tad longer. He seemed particularly interested in Madeleine's butt and had a little pattern going for a while where he had her bent over and did a number of thrusts in her pussy and then the same in her ass. 

Ultimately John got off first so Madeleine was able to watch Richard still at work on Gwen. Finally he showered Gwen's tits with a thick stream of sticky goo. John grabbed Madeleine by the collar and shoved her towards Gwen.

"Go clean her up for me woman," John instructed.

Madeleine did as ordered and hungrily lapped up her lover's sperm from the tits of another woman. When she lingered a little too long on Gwen's nipples a sharp spank from John brought her back to the task at hand.

"Horny bitches...they just can't resist sucking on another chick's tits," John confided to Richard.

"Well they are very nice tits John," Richard replied.

"Time and place for everything my boy," John said with a smile.

John and Gwen retired to their room shortly after the festivities in the dungeon had concluded.

"Draw a bath for me," Richard told Madeleine in a matter of fact fashion. "You can shower downstairs if you like. Then come to bed wearing panties and your cloth collar."

This was definitely a change of pace for her. Usually when the session was over they were back to just being Richard and Madeleine but she had been warned. She had no idea how hot he liked his bath so she tried to guess. No doubt he would correct her if she got it wrong.

When she was ready for bed she appeared in the attire that was requested and Richard, who was already under the blankets, told her to turn around a few times.

"You look really cute like that. Now come warm up my bed," he commanded.

There was no more sex that night but Madeleine didn't really mind. Richard seemed quite happy to just curl up and cuddle with her until they fell asleep. For the first day it wasn't bad. Not bad at all.

The ladies were assigned all the domestic chores which meant cooking, serving and cleaning up after meals. Gwen was the better cook so Madeleine relied on her skill and tried to compensate by doing more of the cleanup. While clearing the dishes after lunch one day Richard came up behind her, pulled down her pants and pushed her whole torso onto the table while he had his way with her from the back. Consequently her chest had landed in the remains of a salad and her shirt was now stained from the dressing. When Richard saw it he pulled the shirt off over her head and tossed it aside. Then he unhooked her bra and threw that down as well.

"No top for you the rest of the day," he said before he walked away.

So Madeleine spent the rest of the day topless. It was kind of strange with everyone else in the house fully clothed but it was also arousing. She knew that she had terrific tits and couldn't help but notice that everyone stared at them when she passed by. She bumped into John in the kitchen at one point and he gave them a good squeeze or two and then sent her on her way with a swift pat on the rump.

Gwen really wanted to do some shopping while in town, something the men had no particular interest in, so the girls had at least one afternoon alone. Richard tossed Madeleine the keys to his car so they were riding in style, although Madeleine was absolutely terrified of putting a scratch on the thing. It was a bit more horsepower than she was used to handling but it was definitely fun to be behind the wheel.

She could have worn her cloth choker but she decided to wear her leather collar instead, choosing a black leather mini-skirt outfit with a vest top that really pushed up her boobs. The collar looked perfectly appropriate with that getup but she figured she probably looked like a hooker.

"I have to admit that if I didn't know better I would assume that you and Richard had been doing this for years," Gwen told her. "You seem to have a natural flair for this lifestyle."

"Well it's been kind of different from what I'm used to but I guess the fact that it's only temporary makes it easier for me to get with the program. I don't know how well I'd hold up in the long haul."

"It actually gets easier in a lot of ways. People tend to develop certain routines in any long relationship. And believe me, the men are really showing off right now. It always happens when a couple of tops get together like this. There's all the formality and protocol and politeness but it's still a pissing contest. The alpha male wanting to prove his alpha maleness in front of his own kind. It's silly, but it's kind of cute, don't you think?"

Gwen went on to say that it certainly wasn't all fun and games and that by trying to live the lifestyle fulltime you just added to the potential reasons for breaking up with someone.

"Relationships are hard, living with someone is harder and living as someone's slave was probably the hardest yet. Fortunately we made some solid rules that I could live with so I was never asked to completely give up my life. I still have time for my friends, I write my books and John is smart enough to know when it's a good idea to back off on the master crap. Call it a compromise if you like but we're still going strong," Gwen announced proudly. "Like any relationship it's a give and take. If you're with the right guy he'll walk through shards of glass in his bare feet for you. It may seem like he's getting the better end of the deal sometimes but if he's doing his job you're getting plenty of whatever it is you want in return. Tops like to call the shots but bottoms can always walk away if they're dissatisfied. Set your limits and stick to them like a pit bull."

They had a very pleasant afternoon shopping at some charming, but rather expensive shops. Madeleine rather enjoyed the looks she got in her wicked outfit and more than one shop girl commented favorably, especially on the collar. After stopping for lunch it was time to head back.

"I don't know how many chances we'll get to chat like this but just remember that all men can be assholes sometimes, tops can be super-assholes much of the time but you've got the pussy and that's what drives them all mad so don't ever feel like you're powerless even if it seems like you're surrendering to their every whim," Gwen suggested.

That night John asked for Madeleine to share his bed and Richard led her ceremoniously on a leash into the bedroom and left her there. John was lying on the bed buck naked with a huge erection already that he was slowly stroking while Gwen kneeled at the side of the bed next to him.

"Holy mother of pearl you are one smoking hot piece of ass," John leered as he whistled through his teeth. "Hop up here with me and wax my shaft for a bit."

She did as instructed and began to give him a hand job. John gave her cheek a slap with the back of his hand which caught her completely by surprise.

"Not so fast bitch! We're just warming up here. I want you to keep it hard not get it off."

"Yes sir. I'm sorry that I didn't understand your instructions."

For the rest of the night she was treated something like a sex doll for the most part. She was a new toy to play with and John happily tried out many combinations and options. When he wanted to rest or recover from an orgasm he had the two women engage each other, which Madeleine found extremely appealing. There was little doubt in her mind now that she could swing both ways with ease, especially if she was fond of the other woman as she had been with Erica and as she now was with Gwen. The two women were definitely not just going through the motions to satisfy John, there was some real chemistry between them and that just made John all the happier and hornier.

The party went on most of the night until John finally called it quits and told the girls to curl up on either side of him. As she lay there trying to sleep she wondered what Richard was thinking all alone in his room. Was he happy just to get a good night's sleep? Was he longing for company of his own knowing what was going on under his roof with his own woman? It was a fitting gesture of friendship and hospitality to share Madeleine that way but she wondered whether it was hard for him to do it.

The rest of the week flew by in a blur of activity. The social hour was always nice because everyone seemed to get along so well and it was a breather from the heavy load of sex that dominated most of their time together. Madeleine also noted that things got a little more relaxed as time went by, as if the important formalities had been accomplished and no one had to prove anything anymore. Madeleine still knew her place and took no chance in doing anything that would embarrass Richard but even so she could sense subtle changes in the way she was treated.

She was genuinely sorry to see her new friends go and a bit sad that she had to pack her bags and return to her own home as well. Madeleine could take care of herself but spending time with someone who had serious money was kind of an eye-opening experience. More than anything she had enjoyed being the mistress of the house, even if it was only temporary. It was nice to think of it as "their" bedroom instead of "his" bedroom. It was marvelous to have spent so much time with Richard and to have seen him in day-to-day situations she knew nothing about before.

Richard was thrilled with how Madeleine had conducted herself and praised her to no end. He made her promise that the next time she could take some time off from work they would go away together for a real vacation, anywhere in the world she wanted to go. In essence he wanted the same kind of trial run but of a totally different flavor. Vanilla if you like, but knowing them there would always be a cherry on top at least.

Madeleine knew that she was not ready to wear a Formal Collar and might not even be ready to wear some other variety. She felt closer to Richard than ever but there was no reason to rush into anything. Richard wouldn't even have mentioned it if she hadn't brought it up so there was no pressure on her to do anything. On some level she felt like she was still on a journey that had more distance to go. She had broken from the mold she had created for herself over years and years of apprehension and learned some startling facts about herself along the way. She could be submissive without lowering her self-esteem. She could enjoy sex with another woman while still being in love with a man. She could have sex with strangers and be comfortable enough in her own skin to wear provocative clothes or even fornicate in a rest room. 

There had been so many new and exciting experiences crammed into a relatively short amount of time that perhaps she hadn't really had a chance yet to process it all and take stock of what she wanted most. Richard was special and hopefully he would remain an important part of her life for many years to come but he was obviously at a turning point as well. It probably wasn't the best time for either of them to rush into a heavy commitment that either one of them or both might regret too soon.

So Madeleine would remain a free agent for the time being, making room for Richard and exploring all the options that a relationship with him had to offer but trying not to close the door on anything just yet. From the flirtation with Erica in the hot tub to the present moment she had moved step by step into a strange new world that felt surprisingly comfortable. She wondered whether she had just changed that much or whether she had simply discovered the person she had always wanted to be inside. If the latter was the case it was certainly ironic that it took getting tied up to finally unchain the real woman inside, but now that she was loose she knew there was no going back.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I am not an expert on the BDSM lifestyle. This is not a textbook designed to give people advice and guidance on the subject. It's an erotic romance novel. I have tried to paint a somewhat realistic portrait of a world that is often demonized but at the end of the day this book is still just a fantasy. Basing your sex life on pornography or fiction of any kind is usually not a good idea but it's an especially bad one when the possibility of physical harm or mental abuse is present. There's tons of information out there and a large community of people who are more than willing to help answer your questions.

The other disclaimer is basically the same one I offer in all my books. Please practice safe sex! I like to describe sexual activity in very graphic terms and condoms tend to inhibit my ability to be as explicit as I would like. Unprotected or "bareback" sex certainly takes place in this world but hopefully only under optimal circumstances and with a documented clean bill of health. If in doubt take no chances. I always feel bad about glorifying unprotected sex but I trust that my readers are intelligent enough to know that it's just a story and not a blueprint for real life.

The four letters in BDSM actually stand for several different variations on a theme. Just because you like the bondage aspect doesn't mean that you also want to be a masochist. There are so many ways that people choose to participate in this lifestyle that you could probably write a book of this size just listing all of the potential options. This story was about a woman breaking out of her shell and jumping headlong into a world she had never known. It was kind of important for me to cover as many bases as quickly as I could so that she could get a wide variety of experiences to mull over along the way. I didn't want to trivialize the traditions and methods of the people who take these things very seriously but I did take some shortcuts to keep the action going.

As a feminist this was a challenging subject to tackle on all fronts, personal and professional. Like Madeleine I found myself both drawn to and repelled by the whole thing almost simultaneously. It can be a little shocking at the beginning. Fortunately I've found that it can also be extraordinarily pleasurable and that most of the practitioners are normal people from every walk of life. Of course there are crazy perverts and predators out there but a good community tends to root those people out. Your reputation counts for something here which I think is a pretty impressive thing.

My readers know that I like to tell stories about people, women in particular, going on some kind of journey of sexual self-discovery and awakening. This is the first time I've traveled down this specific road but I feel like there's a lot more here to cover in the future and while I don't usually write sequels I feel certain that Madeleine's story is far from complete. I know I'm curious to see where she goes from here and I hope you are too!
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