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A Regular Thing

“We want more of this kind of article Paisley. Much more.”

I couldn’t pretend not to be surprised. My trip to ladies’ porno night at a sleazy hipster cinema had been eye-opening and enjoyable, and even better it had helped to revitalize my sex life, but I hadn’t thought that the article I wrote about it would get much traction. Apparently, though, it had. This put me in a bit of a dilemma. My stock at the magazine had risen, but it would likely mean that I was going to be put on the sex pervert beat, taking me further away from the culture and politics features that I had always wanted to write.

“Yeah we love it, and the readers love it. It’s doing great numbers,” Rodge chipped in, over-explaining and adding little to the conversation as usual.

“That’s great, but I’m not wanting to get pigeonholed here.”

Rodge sniggered like the overgrown schoolboy he was, but Jonaton at least looked like he was taking me seriously. Now that I was getting clicks and making him money, I was a commodity worth cultivating.

“I understand, of course. But the magazine comes first. There’s no I in Team, and all that.”

I kept my voice even, trying not to glower. “We had a deal. I write this and I get a proper feature, finally.”

“Sure, we had a deal and I intend to keep my end of it. What I’m suggesting is that we expand the deal. We make this a regular column, written by you, and as long as the readers and advertisers keep coming you can have your pick of the features.”

“A regular column?”

“I’m thinking Perving With Paisley. You check out some hip, sleazy events and write about them. Total freedom, as long as you keep it as funny and sexy as that last one.”

He seemed genuinely pleased with my work, a fact that tickled that high-achieving people-pleaser part of me. I didn’t think the article was the best thing I had ever written, but something about it must have struck a chord. I had struggled to get started so had went for brutal honesty, sharing my sexcapades safe in the knowledge that I would be publishing anonymously. Initially, I had worried about being that honest about my relationship, but my boyfriend had seemed positively tickled, to my relief.

I considered the offer. I didn’t love it, but it still represented the best opportunity I had ever had to kickstart my faltering career. I couldn’t pass it up, but I also couldn’t shake the feeling of embarrassment about writing articles based on my own sex life. Plus, the disappointment on the faces of my puritanical parents kept flashing through my mind.

“Does it have to have my name on it? Can’t we publish it anonymously again?”

“Hmm,” my editor took a moment to consider my suggestion, leaning back with his fingers pressed together like some mogul or Mafia don. “If it’s going to be a regular thing it will need a regular, named writer. People like to feel like they are getting a window into someone’s life. But… I don’t suppose that person needs to be you.”

I stared back in silence. If he thought I’d let some other writer take credit for my work he had another thing coming.

“We could make up some alter ego. Call it Perving With Parker, or something. You get plausible deniability, and plenty of bylines on your other articles. We’ll find some model and slap her picture on the website. How does that sound?”

It all sounded faintly ridiculous, but I didn’t have a better suggestion. With no other magazines banging down my door it was either this or continuing to labor in obscurity. Plus, I thought with an internal smirk, my first assignment had led to some hot sex and a week of increasingly kinky teasing between me and Nick. Who knew where my next assignments might lead?

“OK, it’s a deal. But if I’m writing twice the articles I’ll need a pay raise.”

“Oooh, you’re feeling confident,” Jonaton laughed. He was right. I’d been feeling like a badass bitch all week, and I was ready to start making it work for me. “We’ll talk money after your next article.”

I shook his clammy hand, sealing this little Faustian pact. I might not like him, or his stupid misspelled name, or his insufferable sidekick, or our current business model, but I was going to ride this smug asshole to the top.

***

I explained the situation to Nick over a glass of wine, sitting on the couch with my legs draped over his. He couldn’t wipe the goofy, adorable smile off his face, although he looked a little taken aback when he heard the details of my newest assignment.

“So, they want you to go to a sex party at some fancy hotel?”

“Kind of. It’s an adult party at some super swanky place. Apparently, it gets pretty kinky. It works as a normal hotel most of the time but has some special rooms for the more adventurous types. At the weekends it hosts these club nights. Jonaton’s friends told him about it.”

“So, it’s going to be filled with his trust funds buddies?” Nick smirked at me. The porno theater might not have been my kind of scene, but hanging out with entitled Wall Street brats was even worse. I groaned loudly at the realization that I was at risk of spending time with a bunch of American Psycho types.

“Plus, he continued, “they know you have a boyfriend, right?”

“Well, yeah. It’s not like I have to fuck anyway. And anyway… I was kind of hoping you would come with me.”

He laughed, almost spluttering out his red wine. “Why?”

“Well, I don’t want to go alone as a single woman, it’ll be weird. If you and I go we can chat to some people and just take in vibe. I’ll get plenty of material, the magazine will pay for us to stay in a nice hotel, and I won't get pestered by too many pervs. Plus,” I placed my foot suggestively on his crotch, feeling his body respond instantly, “It would make me ever so happy.”

Maybe it was the Marilyn Monroe voice, or the foot on his dick, or perhaps my peerless logic, but Nick agreed to accompany me to Krafft-Ebing Hotel on Friday after clarifying that there would be no swinging, wife-swapping, or boyfriend-swapping.

“I mean, never say never,” he mused, “but not now.”

I happily agreed to that, having absolutely no intention of using this as a way of hooking up with sleazy, upper-crust libertines. I was bisexual and wouldn’t be averse to a bit of multi-partner play at some point in my life, but right now I was more than content with my lovely boyfriend. We were starting to explore our own emerging dynamic, experimenting with me taking more and more control over our sex life, and for now that was all I wanted. It was nice to hear that we were on the same page.

“How are you feeling about all of this? I bet it isn’t where you thought your career was going!”

“It’s a bit of a whirlwind, but it feels good to have people reading my stuff, and to not feel like I’m next on the firing list. Plus, feeling like I have a bit of power at work is making me feel excited.”

“Excited?” he perked up, reading the tone of my voice correctly.

“Yeah, excited. Excited that I’m going to be taking my boy to a fancy sex party on the company time.”

“So, by excited you mean horny? Because that’s something I could help you out with.”

I loved Nick’s enthusiasm, and part of me wanted to let him do his best to please me, ravishing me if that’s what he wanted. But lately I had been enjoying teasing and denying him, making him work for my attention. Sometimes even making him beg. I hadn’t become a dominatrix or anything like that, but I was allowing my natural bossiness to spill into our sex life with interesting results. It seemed to work for him, and it was most definitely working for me.

“Hmmm, that depends. Did you clean the bathroom today?”

“Eh, no,” he looked sheepish, although it wasn’t really a big deal. “I was going to do it tomorrow.”

“Well in that case I’m going to go into the bedroom and sort myself out.”

“Are you serious?” he asked. He sounded incredulous but I could see the bulge in his pants growing.

“Completely. Hurry up and do it and I’ll let you watch. Do it naked and I’ll let you lick my fingers clean.”

He groaned in mock petulance but got up, quickly moving to strip off his clothes. I didn’t even bother going through to our room, instead slipping a hand into my pajama shorts while I took in his hot body and lovely, bratty face. The truth is I would certainly be letting him lick me, and would probably be riding his cock soon enough, but it was a major rush to make him work for it. Nick found the cleaning supplies from under the sink while my finger found my clit, beginning to tease myself ever so slowly. I let my mind fill up with fantasies of what this weekend might bring, allowing my nerves and misgivings to be flooded by a wave of sexy possibilities.

Would we see beautiful people cavorting naked in plush rooms? Would it turn us on? Would we see leather-clad mistresses and powerful men in suits, naked submissives and voluptuous vamps? And how would Nick thank me for indulging him in a night of adventure and luxury?

Whatever happened, I knew it would be something new, exciting, and sexy. It would have to be, if I wanted my career’s newfound upward trajectory to continue.


The Hotel

The hotel was unassuming in the way that truly exclusive places were. No gaudy columns or chandeliers, more like a high-end boutique hotel than Trump Tower. It was a pity, in a way. Trashy would be better for my article.

A well-groomed man with an easy smile greeted us at the front desk. He politely noted that our reservation included dinner, drinks, and entry to the party. Not the sex party, or the orgy. Just the party. Discretion, he was clearly signaling, was key to their business. He gave us a card with a link to a website that provided further details, allowing me to read through a list of rules and suggestions while he led us to our room. They were reasonably predictable - consent is key, ask before you join in, no clothes in certain rooms, no blood in the BDSM rooms.

That last one floored me. How hardcore did these people get?

The night would start with dinner and drinks, a chance to meet people and catch up with old friends. Then the various playrooms would open, while the pool and spa area would also be available. It was strange how practical, banal even, some of the information was. Free water would still be available in the spa, room service would be unavailable after 10 PM. It made for an interesting contrast to the images of Bacchanalian orgies that I had formed in my head.

We showered together in the room, needing a thorough scrub to get that subway stink off us. The magazine had paid for the reservations but hadn’t seen fit to splash out for a taxi. I directed Nick on how to wash my hair, enjoying the feeling of his strong hands on my scalp before I had a turn pampering him. I made sure to spend plenty of time on his cock, which leaped eagerly into my hands. He had started shaving it recently at my suggestion and it looked magnificent, so much bigger and more impressive than before. It twitched enjoyably in my hand as I worked it, reflecting the fact that I had been keeping him well teased over the past few days. I stopped long before he came, just as I had the past two nights, hoping to ensure that he would be nice and worked up for tonight. I wanted to study his expression and behavior in a state of maximum arousal tonight, both for the article and for my own amusement.

I wrapped a soft, thick toweling robe around myself while Nick poured us each a glass of wine from the minibar to fortify our resolve. As if we were going into battle rather than spending a sexy night at a nice hotel.

We went over the ground rules the evening, each of us seeming to be daring the other one to back out. We would tell no one that I was a journalist but would otherwise be honest, explaining that this was our first time and that we were just dipping our toes into the scene, as my research informed me people called it. Either of us could hit pause at any time, and we would check in with each other regularly. Doing some sex stuff was on the cards, but there would be no fucking other people and no touching other people without the other’s express permission. It was hardly Fear and Loathing-style full Gonzo, but it would work.

It wouldn’t take Nick long to get ready, it never did, but I had hair to straighten and makeup to do. For my own amusement, and to further my mission of driving my boyfriend as close to madness as possible, I had Nick lie down on the ground in front of me while I got ready. This allowed me to play with his cock, idly prodding and stroking it with my feet, freshly moisturized by him of course. Nick had painted my nails cherry-red last night with a surprising degree of success, all under my gentle guidance of course, and they looked good dancing across his skin. It was a delicious, decadent way to prepare for our entry into this world of vice, making me feel like a cruel empress with a loyal slave. Nick seemed to enjoy that aspect of it as well, his cock stiffening at the touch of my feet while his eyes betrayed a mind that was drifting off inexorably toward subspace. It seemed he was learning to get off on teasing, denial, and even a hint of humiliation as I played with him like this. That opened up lots of delicious possibilities.

Exploring those possibilities would have to wait though. I was ready, and it was time to get this party started.

Dinner was provided as part of the reservation, an unexpected but very welcome perk of the assignment. I kept it light, ordering fish cakes and a salad with a small glass of wine. I knew that I wouldn’t want to feel full for… whatever was going to happen. A spa was on the cards, and one look at the other women in the restaurant, many of whom looked like the kind of New York fashionistas used to terrorizing other women, told me that I wouldn’t want to feel big and bloated around them.

I tried to push those kinds of thoughts, driven by anxiety and petty jealousies, out of my mind. This wasn’t high school and I wasn’t about to get bullied. I was here because I was a great writer and my hip magazine paid me to come here. My hot boyfriend was with me and I had his sex drive in the palm of my hand. Life was good, and this was where I was meant to be.

The couple seated next to us helped put my mind at ease as well, drawing us into their own playful little argument. They evidently found themselves on different sides of a sporting rivalry, and the man was mocking the Yankees’ recent form.

“Can you believe he wants to talk about baseball,” the woman asked me, smiling and rolling her eyes. “On a night like tonight?”

That was the first time I had heard anyone reference the fact that there was anything special going on tonight.

“Oh, you mean you aren’t heading to the sports bar after this?” I replied, getting a polite chuckle from them both.

The woman was gorgeous, a few years older than me but with killer curves and perfect makeup. The man was a good ten years younger than her, perhaps around my age, but with a smooth kind of confidence that I couldn’t help but admire. They had the vibe of a power couple but were admirably down-to-earth. Nick engaged the man, who introduced himself as Christian, in some baseball gossip while I talked to Alba about the food, a topic that was much more my speed. I wondered whether those were their real names and whether I should come up with an alias of my own. Nick preempted that decision by sharing both of our names with them, his open and trusting nature precluding any instinct toward subterfuge.

Just as I was about to start pumping them for information, like whether they had done this before and what drew them to this kind of event, they finished off their meals and excused themselves. I hoped it wouldn’t be the last we would see of them, since they were our best chance of an in with this exclusive-seeming crowd, and I couldn’t help but wonder what kind of compromising state we might find them in later in the evening. That idea intrigued me, and frightened me a little as well. Things felt strangely normal just now, but were about to get much, much weirder.

After dinner we made our way through to the cocktail bar, all wood panels and art deco light fixtures like a set from Mad Men. I’d worn my best cocktail dress and heels as high as I could walk in, eschewing stockings for a change, but somehow I still felt under-dressed. The crowd was diverse, covering a range of ages with a 50/50 gender split ensured by the prohibitively high cost for single men. Some people were young, some were older. Some were stunningly beautiful, while some were just average. The one thing they all had in common though was that they were well-dressed and impeccably groomed. I had the feeling that if I got close enough to any of them, they would smell like money.

I kept up my people-watching while sipping a Bloody Mary, a breakfast drink for most but an any-time-of-the-day one for me, and making light conversation with Nick. I was trying to take mental notes about the clientele and my surroundings since I wasn’t able to have my notepad out. It made me feel more like a spy than a journalist, a line of thinking that made me feel slightly unethical and more than a little sexy. Soon though, I started to feel out of place again. Everyone else seemed to know each other, circling the room while introducing new partners to old partners, kissing some hands and shaking others. Nick managed to strike up a polite chat with the handsome older couple next to us, his usual effusive personality seeming to draw them in, but I couldn’t hold up my end of the conversation and we were soon interrupted by the arrival of a large, vivacious woman that they both seemed well acquainted with.

“Let’s go check out the other rooms,” Nick suggested when I whispered my feelings to him. “It looks like other people are starting to peel off.”

I felt like I might need a few more drinks for Dutch courage before I braved the playrooms, or whatever they were called, but the more professional part of my brain told me he was right. Shy people didn't make friends, and timid journalists didn’t get the scoop. It was time for me to get stuck into this evening, whatever it might hold, and I had to have a clear head when I did.

“OK, let’s go.”

He stood and offered his arm to me as if he was about to chaperon me into prom, leading me out of the room with a smile and a wave toward our dinnertime neighbors. They were deep in conversation with another couple, but the man acknowledged us with a wave while the woman gave us something like a half-wink. They seemed friendly, which was a good thing, although I didn't know quite how friendly I was prepared to get yet.

We followed the signs and the trickle of other couples down several long corridors until we came to a series of rooms. In the kind of business and travel hotels I had stayed at in the past this would be the area reserved for business meetings, conferences, and breakout sessions. This establishment had hit on the far more interesting and presumably more profitable idea of filling them with… well, I wasn't sure what exactly. Movies, books, and my own fevered imagination gave me some images to work with- plush velvet furnishings and huge beds where bodies could entwine in orgiastic pleasure, rooms decked out bondage contractions and toys for inflicting pain, a potpourri of sensual sights, sounds and smells to enjoy. Is that what the reality would be like? There was only one way to find out.

The true picture was somehow both less exciting and more terrifying. The first room we popped our heads into was more like a side room at a nightclub than a set from Eyes Wide Shut. Soft music was playing while people danced in groups of two or three. A few couples were making out while they danced or sat on couches at the side, but it was no more depraved than what you would see at a high school dance. Nick and I moved into the room and started dancing, swaying our hips to the music, but it didn’t quite feel right. I knew I wouldn't be able to relax into this tasting menu of sin until I saw what else was on the menu.

The next room signaled its purpose straight away, with low lighting framing a huge bed in the middle of the room. One couple embraced, kissing passionately had the man’s hands danced across his partner’s skin. His fingers found the straps of her tasteful gown and began to undress her, rolling it off of her smooth shoulders to reveal her lingerie. She gasped as he kissed her neck and looked around, seeming to signal something to the shadowy bystanders who now revealed themselves to me in the corners of the room, communicating in some wordless language that I couldn’t understand. Soon they were joined on the bed by several other people, all in some state of undress. The man continued to undress her, revealing more of her beautiful olive-colored skin while teasing her with his mouth and hands.

I wanted Nick to kiss me like that and I wanted to touch him like that. I wanted to share in the look of pleasure that this lovely woman had plastered across her face and I wanted to make my own partner look like that too. With a mixture of shame and arousal, I realized that I wanted to be with this woman, and wanted to be her as well.

But did I want that all to happen while people watched me? Did I want to feel the hands of someone other than Nick run over my body? Could I put myself in this position but retain any modicum of control?

“Should we stay here, or keep moving?” Nick asked, whispering in my ear. I wanted him to make the decision, to take control in a way that ran completely contrary to how I had been playing with him all week, but I knew that was unfair. This was my assignment, my job, my decision to make. I steeled myself, and reminded myself that some journalists report on wars. I could handle this.

“Let’s keep going. I’m sure there's plenty more to see.”

Like some kind of reverse Goldilocks, it was the third room where it all became too much for me. It was the largest and most extravagantly decked out, with the nondescript hotel door opening to reveal what I can only describe as a sex dungeon. Gone were the beds and lounge chairs, replaced was a St Andrew’s cross, spanking bench, and some kind of rope suspension system that I could hardly understand. There was no music, with the only soundtrack being the singing of a whip, the rhythmic slapping of a paddle on a bare ass, and grunts of pain.

It wasn't the ambiance that threw me, though. It was the people, and what they were doing.

A tightly muscled man was strapped into the St Andrew’s cross in the corner, while a tall woman in black leather painted his skin red with the flick of her wrist. A gorgeous redhead covered in colorful tattoos swung from the rig, somehow graceful in her submission. A butch but beautiful lady in a power suit was spanking a younger man as he lay over a bench, his face ecstatic. She broke her swinging for a moment, walking around him and presenting her hands to be reverently kissed.

These were all my deepest fantasies come to life, but it was all too intense, like an over-seasoned meal or a dizzyingly strong cocktail. I wanted to be these people, each and every one of them, but especially the ones in charge. I knew Nick would let me, the lovely, loving, generous, open-minded boy that he was, but that just made it scarier. How could I ever live up to this, realize all this desire and potential, when I didn't know where to start?

I wasn’t surprised by what I saw, not really. But my reaction to it all had hit me so much harder than I could have expected. Suddenly my mind reeled with the weight of all my anxieties and insecurities, and I began to feel like I couldn’t breathe.

“Let’s get some air,” I heard Nick say from far away, as if underwater. He took my arm and led me out of that intriguing, arousing, terrifying room. My heart almost burst with appreciation. I might have felt this week like I was becoming his domme, but he was still ready to take control when I needed him to. He was my partner and protector and best friend, and I loved him for it.

Nick calmed me down as we walked around the corridors, speaking low so that he didn’t draw any attention to me. He told me that we should take all this slow, that it was normal to find this nerve-wracking, that I was here because it was strange and not because it was ordinary. It was what I needed to say, delivered in a gentle, supportive, and humorous way.

As I calmed down part of me started to feel embarrassed, worried that I had perhaps lost the sexual upper hand that I had gained recently. I knew that was silly though. Nick had always been there for me, as I had been for him, and our recent forays into sexual power games were born of mutual desire rather than any true imbalance in our relationship.

My sense of gratitude was stronger than shame, and I suddenly wished that it had been Nick who I had lost my virginity with. It wasn't that it had been a terrible experience for me, but rather a mediocre one that I had gone through with out of ambivalence and mild interest rather than any real passion for my partner. I had been a late bloomer and felt self-conscious about my lack of experience, something that pushed it into a rushed and halfhearted fuck with a well-meaning but unspectacular college friend. If it had been someone this gentle and kind I might have enjoyed it more, rather than simply getting it over with out of some misplaced sense of duty.

I pushed that thought away though. That was the past, and I had to be living in the here and now if I wanted to get my story written. More importantly, I shouldn't let negative emotions steal this experience from me.

“Maybe we should head to the spa,” Nick suggested. “You always love a swim and a sauna.”

“Yeah, our swimsuits are back in the room though.”

He grinned wolfishly. “Apparently it’s clothing-optional.”

That was intriguing, and a little scary. But after seeing the kink room it was nothing I couldn’t handle. Plus, I did love a spa.

“Let’s do it!”

The hotel was unassuming in the way that truly exclusive places were. No gaudy columns or chandeliers, more like a high-end boutique hotel than Trump Tower. It was a pity, in a way. Trashy would be better for my article.

A well-groomed man with an easy smile greeted us at the front desk. He politely noted that our reservation included dinner, drinks, and entry to the party. Not the sex party, or the orgy. Just the party. Discretion, he was clearly signaling, was key to their business. He gave us a card with a link to a website that provided further details, allowing me to read through a list of rules and suggestions while he led us to our room. They were reasonably predictable - consent is key, ask before you join in, no clothes in certain rooms, no blood in the BDSM rooms.

That last one floored me. How hardcore did these people get?

The night would start with dinner and drinks, a chance to meet people and catch up with old friends. Then the various playrooms would open, while the pool and spa area would also be available. It was strange how practical, banal even, some of the information was. Free water would still be available in the spa, room service would be unavailable after 10 PM. It made for an interesting contrast to the images of Bacchanalian orgies that I had formed in my head.

We showered together in the room, needing a thorough scrub to get that subway stink off us. The magazine had paid for the reservations but hadn’t seen fit to splash out for a taxi. I directed Nick on how to wash my hair, enjoying the feeling of his strong hands on my scalp before I had a turn pampering him. I made sure to spend plenty of time on his cock, which leaped eagerly into my hands. He had started shaving it recently at my suggestion and it looked magnificent, so much bigger and more impressive than before. It twitched enjoyably in my hand as I worked it, reflecting the fact that I had been keeping him well teased over the past few days. I stopped long before he came, just as I had the past two nights, hoping to ensure that he would be nice and worked up for tonight. I wanted to study his expression and behavior in a state of maximum arousal tonight, both for the article and for my own amusement.

I wrapped a soft, thick toweling robe around myself while Nick poured us each a glass of wine from the minibar to fortify our resolve. As if we were going into battle rather than spending a sexy night at a nice hotel.

We went over the ground rules the evening, each of us seeming to be daring the other one to back out. We would tell no one that I was a journalist but would otherwise be honest, explaining that this was our first time and that we were just dipping our toes into the scene, as my research informed me people called it. Either of us could hit pause at any time, and we would check in with each other regularly. Doing some sex stuff was on the cards, but there would be no fucking other people and no touching other people without the other’s express permission. It was hardly Fear and Loathing-style full Gonzo, but it would work.

It wouldn’t take Nick long to get ready, it never did, but I had hair to straighten and makeup to do. For my own amusement, and to further my mission of driving my boyfriend as close to madness as possible, I had Nick lie down on the ground in front of me while I got ready. This allowed me to play with his cock, idly prodding and stroking it with my feet, freshly moisturized by him of course. Nick had painted my nails cherry-red last night with a surprising degree of success, all under my gentle guidance of course, and they looked good dancing across his skin. It was a delicious, decadent way to prepare for our entry into this world of vice, making me feel like a cruel empress with a loyal slave. Nick seemed to enjoy that aspect of it as well, his cock stiffening at the touch of my feet while his eyes betrayed a mind that was drifting off inexorably toward subspace. It seemed he was learning to get off on teasing, denial, and even a hint of humiliation as I played with him like this. That opened up lots of delicious possibilities.

Exploring those possibilities would have to wait though. I was ready, and it was time to get this party started.

Dinner was provided as part of the reservation, an unexpected but very welcome perk of the assignment. I kept it light, ordering fish cakes and a salad with a small glass of wine. I knew that I wouldn’t want to feel full for… whatever was going to happen. A spa was on the cards, and one look at the other women in the restaurant, many of whom looked like the kind of New York fashionistas used to terrorizing other women, told me that I wouldn’t want to feel big and bloated around them.

I tried to push those kinds of thoughts, driven by anxiety and petty jealousies, out of my mind. This wasn’t high school and I wasn’t about to get bullied. I was here because I was a great writer and my hip magazine paid me to come here. My hot boyfriend was with me and I had his sex drive in the palm of my hand. Life was good, and this was where I was meant to be.

The couple seated next to us helped put my mind at ease as well, drawing us into their own playful little argument. They evidently found themselves on different sides of a sporting rivalry, and the man was mocking the Yankees’ recent form.

“Can you believe he wants to talk about baseball,” the woman asked me, smiling and rolling her eyes. “On a night like tonight?”

That was the first time I had heard anyone reference the fact that there was anything special going on tonight.

“Oh, you mean you aren’t heading to the sports bar after this?” I replied, getting a polite chuckle from them both.

The woman was gorgeous, a few years older than me but with killer curves and perfect makeup. The man was a good ten years younger than her, perhaps around my age, but with a smooth kind of confidence that I couldn’t help but admire. They had the vibe of a power couple but were admirably down-to-earth. Nick engaged the man, who introduced himself as Christian, in some baseball gossip while I talked to Alba about the food, a topic that was much more my speed. I wondered whether those were their real names and whether I should come up with an alias of my own. Nick preempted that decision by sharing both of our names with them, his open and trusting nature precluding any instinct toward subterfuge.

Just as I was about to start pumping them for information, like whether they had done this before and what drew them to this kind of event, they finished off their meals and excused themselves. I hoped it wouldn’t be the last we would see of them, since they were our best chance of an in with this exclusive-seeming crowd, and I couldn’t help but wonder what kind of compromising state we might find them in later in the evening. That idea intrigued me, and frightened me a little as well. Things felt strangely normal just now, but were about to get much, much weirder.

After dinner we made our way through to the cocktail bar, all wood panels and art deco light fixtures like a set from Mad Men. I’d worn my best cocktail dress and heels as high as I could walk in, eschewing stockings for a change, but somehow I still felt under-dressed. The crowd was diverse, covering a range of ages with a 50/50 gender split ensured by the prohibitively high cost for single men. Some people were young, some were older. Some were stunningly beautiful, while some were just average. The one thing they all had in common though was that they were well-dressed and impeccably groomed. I had the feeling that if I got close enough to any of them, they would smell like money.

I kept up my people-watching while sipping a Bloody Mary, a breakfast drink for most but an any-time-of-the-day one for me, and making light conversation with Nick. I was trying to take mental notes about the clientele and my surroundings since I wasn’t able to have my notepad out. It made me feel more like a spy than a journalist, a line of thinking that made me feel slightly unethical and more than a little sexy. Soon though, I started to feel out of place again. Everyone else seemed to know each other, circling the room while introducing new partners to old partners, kissing some hands and shaking others. Nick managed to strike up a polite chat with the handsome older couple next to us, his usual effusive personality seeming to draw them in, but I couldn’t hold up my end of the conversation and we were soon interrupted by the arrival of a large, vivacious woman that they both seemed well acquainted with.

“Let’s go check out the other rooms,” Nick suggested when I whispered my feelings to him. “It looks like other people are starting to peel off.”

I felt like I might need a few more drinks for Dutch courage before I braved the playrooms, or whatever they were called, but the more professional part of my brain told me he was right. Shy people didn't make friends, and timid journalists didn’t get the scoop. It was time for me to get stuck into this evening, whatever it might hold, and I had to have a clear head when I did.

“OK, let’s go.”

He stood and offered his arm to me as if he was about to chaperon me into prom, leading me out of the room with a smile and a wave toward our dinnertime neighbors. They were deep in conversation with another couple, but the man acknowledged us with a wave while the woman gave us something like a half-wink. They seemed friendly, which was a good thing, although I didn't know quite how friendly I was prepared to get yet.

We followed the signs and the trickle of other couples down several long corridors until we came to a series of rooms. In the kind of business and travel hotels I had stayed at in the past this would be the area reserved for business meetings, conferences, and breakout sessions. This establishment had hit on the far more interesting and presumably more profitable idea of filling them with… well, I wasn't sure what exactly. Movies, books, and my own fevered imagination gave me some images to work with- plush velvet furnishings and huge beds where bodies could entwine in orgiastic pleasure, rooms decked out bondage contractions and toys for inflicting pain, a potpourri of sensual sights, sounds and smells to enjoy. Is that what the reality would be like? There was only one way to find out.

The true picture was somehow both less exciting and more terrifying. The first room we popped our heads into was more like a side room at a nightclub than a set from Eyes Wide Shut. Soft music was playing while people danced in groups of two or three. A few couples were making out while they danced or sat on couches at the side, but it was no more depraved than what you would see at a high school dance. Nick and I moved into the room and started dancing, swaying our hips to the music, but it didn’t quite feel right. I knew I wouldn't be able to relax into this tasting menu of sin until I saw what else was on the menu.

The next room signaled its purpose straight away, with low lighting framing a huge bed in the middle of the room. One couple embraced, kissing passionately had the man’s hands danced across his partner’s skin. His fingers found the straps of her tasteful gown and began to undress her, rolling it off of her smooth shoulders to reveal her lingerie. She gasped as he kissed her neck and looked around, seeming to signal something to the shadowy bystanders who now revealed themselves to me in the corners of the room, communicating in some wordless language that I couldn’t understand. Soon they were joined on the bed by several other people, all in some state of undress. The man continued to undress her, revealing more of her beautiful olive-colored skin while teasing her with his mouth and hands.

I wanted Nick to kiss me like that and I wanted to touch him like that. I wanted to share in the look of pleasure that this lovely woman had plastered across her face and I wanted to make my own partner look like that too. With a mixture of shame and arousal, I realized that I wanted to be with this woman, and wanted to be her as well.

But did I want that all to happen while people watched me? Did I want to feel the hands of someone other than Nick run over my body? Could I put myself in this position but retain any modicum of control?

“Should we stay here, or keep moving?” Nick asked, whispering in my ear. I wanted him to make the decision, to take control in a way that ran completely contrary to how I had been playing with him all week, but I knew that was unfair. This was my assignment, my job, my decision to make. I steeled myself, and reminded myself that some journalists report on wars. I could handle this.

“Let’s keep going. I’m sure there's plenty more to see.”

Like some kind of reverse Goldilocks, it was the third room where it all became too much for me. It was the largest and most extravagantly decked out, with the nondescript hotel door opening to reveal what I can only describe as a sex dungeon. Gone were the beds and lounge chairs, replaced was a St Andrew’s cross, spanking bench, and some kind of rope suspension system that I could hardly understand. There was no music, with the only soundtrack being the singing of a whip, the rhythmic slapping of a paddle on a bare ass, and grunts of pain.

It wasn't the ambiance that threw me, though. It was the people, and what they were doing.

A tightly muscled man was strapped into the St Andrew’s cross in the corner, while a tall woman in black leather painted his skin red with the flick of her wrist. A gorgeous redhead covered in colorful tattoos swung from the rig, somehow graceful in her submission. A butch but beautiful lady in a power suit was spanking a younger man as he lay over a bench, his face ecstatic. She broke her swinging for a moment, walking around him and presenting her hands to be reverently kissed.

These were all my deepest fantasies come to life, but it was all too intense, like an over-seasoned meal or a dizzyingly strong cocktail. I wanted to be these people, each and every one of them, but especially the ones in charge. I knew Nick would let me, the lovely, loving, generous, open-minded boy that he was, but that just made it scarier. How could I ever live up to this, realize all this desire and potential, when I didn't know where to start?

I wasn’t surprised by what I saw, not really. But my reaction to it all had hit me so much harder than I could have expected. Suddenly my mind reeled with the weight of all my anxieties and insecurities, and I began to feel like I couldn’t breathe.

“Let’s get some air,” I heard Nick say from far away, as if underwater. He took my arm and led me out of that intriguing, arousing, terrifying room. My heart almost burst with appreciation. I might have felt this week like I was becoming his domme, but he was still ready to take control when I needed him to. He was my partner and protector and best friend, and I loved him for it.

Nick calmed me down as we walked around the corridors, speaking low so that he didn’t draw any attention to me. He told me that we should take all this slow, that it was normal to find this nerve-wracking, that I was here because it was strange and not because it was ordinary. It was what I needed to say, delivered in a gentle, supportive, and humorous way.

As I calmed down part of me started to feel embarrassed, worried that I had perhaps lost the sexual upper hand that I had gained recently. I knew that was silly though. Nick had always been there for me, as I had been for him, and our recent forays into sexual power games were born of mutual desire rather than any true imbalance in our relationship.

My sense of gratitude was stronger than shame, and I suddenly wished that it had been Nick who I had lost my virginity with. It wasn't that it had been a terrible experience for me, but rather a mediocre one that I had gone through with out of ambivalence and mild interest rather than any real passion for my partner. I had been a late bloomer and felt self-conscious about my lack of experience, something that pushed it into a rushed and halfhearted fuck with a well-meaning but unspectacular college friend. If it had been someone this gentle and kind I might have enjoyed it more, rather than simply getting it over with out of some misplaced sense of duty.

I pushed that thought away though. That was the past, and I had to be living in the here and now if I wanted to get my story written. More importantly, I shouldn't let negative emotions steal this experience from me.

“Maybe we should head to the spa,” Nick suggested. “You always love a swim and a sauna.”

“Yeah, our swimsuits are back in the room though.”

He grinned wolfishly. “Apparently it’s clothing-optional.”

That was intriguing, and a little scary. But after seeing the kink room it was nothing I couldn’t handle. Plus, I did love a spa.

“Let’s do it!”


Spa Party

I insisted that Nick join me in the empty women’s changing room, partly to guarantee my sense of security but mostly because I found that there was something so erotic about watching a man take off a suit. He worked from home, so it was a rare treat for me to see him in something other than comfortable, everyday clothes. I unceremoniously kicked off my heels and peeled off my dress, allowing me time to watch him slowly unbutton his shirt.

I wore my best lingerie but stripped it off quickly to prevent myself from having second thoughts. Nick had taken plenty of time to admire it at home, and in our hotel room. Now it was time for him to gawk at my naked body. The changing area was warm and I wondered whether they had turned up the heating tonight, to encourage and facilitate comfortable nudity.

The swimming pool and spa were large, beautifully decorated, and surprisingly quiet. The gentle rolling of the water in the pool suggested that someone had recently gotten out, but I couldn’t see anyone else there. We found some robes and slipped them on while we explored, finding a sauna, steam room, and hot tub but no kinky swingers to enjoy them. I realized that we had probably gotten the order all wrong here. People had come here for fun and flirtation before heading for their meal and now they were all in the rooms. We were swimming against the tide, doing everything in the wrong order.

Still, we had this fancy spa to ourselves, so there was an upside.

We made our way over to the hot tub. It was large enough for almost a dozen people, if they squeezed in, and had gorgeous views of the city skyline. Nick, playing the perfect gentleman, helped slip my robe off me before holding my hand while I stepped in. The warm water enveloped me, making me feel a thousand times better. I always enjoyed being in the water, whether it was the sea or a swimming pool. I felt graceful and sensual. Safe.

Nick slipped into the water next to me, draping his arm lovingly across my shoulder. I closed my eyes and leaned into him, feeling for a moment like we were in our own little paradise. We sat in silence for what felt like a long time, enjoying the warm water and gentle scents permeating the room. His hand began to brush lightly against my skin, and I soon found myself touching his leg under the water, moving it closer and closer to my favorite toy.

“Hello again,” came a smooth voice from behind us. I turned with a start. I hadn't even noticed anyone else in here with us, but apparently the couple we had sat next to at dinner, Alba and Christian, had managed to pad in silently. “I hope you don’t mind us joining you.”

“Of course not,” I said, recovering from my shock slightly before Nick.

They got into the pool while I tried to do anything but ogle their naked bodies or feel self-conscious about mine. I started babbling about how nice the spa was, a nervous chatter which the other couple kindly indulged before steering the conversation towards more pertinent topics.

As we chatted I allowed myself to look at our new companions in more depth. Alba was almost intimidatingly gorgeous, with olive-colored skin and shapely shoulders. Her eyes were bright and intelligent, with an easy humor about her face that did something to put me at ease. I tried not to stare, but just under the water I could make out her amazingly pert breasts, the kind that any man and a lot of women would love to kiss and nuzzle.

As we spoke she ran her well-manicured fingers through her partner’s hair as if he were a well-trained and needy dog. It made me wonder about their relationship and their dynamic. Was he her much younger boytoy? An employee she had taken on a tryst? A submissive?

But then why weren’t they upstairs in the BDSM room? Perhaps they had a different dynamic, more subtle. One where she dominated him with looks and touches and glances, with denial and desire, rather than whips and chains. That was a dynamic that intrigued me, given how Nick and I had been playing.

I tried to focus on the conversation, knowing that the character of the people here and their stories would be more important for my article than their bodies. When Nick revealed that this was our first time they laughed, saying they could tell. I initially felt bad, like a country hick in a fancy restaurant, but they explained that this was only their second time as well.

“We’re down here to relax a little, some of those rooms can be pretty full on,” Christian said in a soft, deep voice. That made me feel much better, like I wasn't the alone in feeling intimidated. While he explained the story of their first time here I perused his body as subtly as I could, perhaps foolishly trusting in my mind’s ability to multitask. While Nick had lean, strong muscles built from climbing and running, Christian had a large, gym-honed frame. Meanwhile, he had the smooth, handsome looks of a soap opera actor. I much preferred Nick’s look, in general, there was something sexy about imagining this man mountain being in any way submissive to this sexy older woman. Did she ever tie him up, his muscles straining against expertly bound ropes? Or did she simply make him fall to the ground with a stern look and a subtle gesture? The notion of this virile Adonis broken and begging at this gorgeous woman’s feet was enough to get me wet, and I started to wonder if my perverted fantasies were showing on my face.

“I’m going to go to the bathroom. You should check out the sauna, it’s lovely,” Alba said, rising from the pool like Aphrodite rising from the sea. I got the full view of her then, the tight body and the pert butt and the small landing strip of hair. I felt jealous, and horny and blessed.

“We will,” Nick replied cheerfully, seeming to take this in his stride better than me. Christian got out with her, seemingly keen to follow at her heels, his well-hung cock unashamedly stiff.. Perhaps I was just projecting my own desires onto them, but the more I saw them interact the more I felt sure that Alba had the upper hand. I wondered what my new girl crush could teach me about controlling my man.

After a little more soaking time we got out and made for the sauna, stopping for a quick blast under the showers to wash off the chlorine. I felt better, playful and horny. I found that I couldn't keep my hands off of Nick, splashing and tickling him as we washed each other clean. As we opened the door to the sauna I knew that the privacy of that small dark room was going to bring out the monster that had been building in me all week.

I sat one level above Nick on the wooden benches, playing with his hair and stroking the base of his neck just the way he liked. He responded by touching my foot, then my leg, then my thigh as he leaned back against me.

“Kiss me,” I said, and he did, craning up from his position beneath. It was a delicious feeling, a rush that made me understand the swingers and kinksters here even if I didn’t have their passion for exhibitionism. To feel wanted was to feel power, a rush as emotional as it was erotic. As I roughly kissed Nick, my hands gripping his face and holding his hair, I felt it all.

We spent the next few minutes passionately making out like love-struck teenagers, getting sweaty and hot inside the sauna. I knew this wasn't the intended purpose, and probably ran against about a dozen of the health and safety diktats posted outside on the wall, but the heat of the place added somehow to the eroticism. Skin on skin, sweat on sweat, it felt like our bodies were connecting in some new, exciting way.

The door opened and I almost fell off the bench in shock. Embarrassment ran through my body, half because we had been caught almost in the act and half because of the graceless way that I had reacted. I heard a now familiar laugh as I spotted Alba and Christian through the heat haze.

“Hello again,” she said, making her way into the sauna and taking a seat

“Ehm, hello, sorry,” I heard myself say, feeling like I had just been caught with my hand in the cookie jar.

“Why? It’s what we’re all here for.”

She was right of course, a point that made me feel a little silly as well as reassured.

“I sort of thought you knew that I was hinting that we all go to the sauna, but I should have been clearer.”

Ah, of course. That all made sense. We had made friends with them and now they wanted to play. I was flattered that this gorgeous couple had shown any interest in us, but I wasn’t quite ready for that next step into the unknown. Certainly, I didn't want to tear up the rules we had so carefully agreed on earlier in the night. I looked at Nick for clarity, but he could only stare back in a sex-drunk haze.

“We don’t want to put you in an awkward position,” Christian broke the tension, “sorry for any misunderstanding.”

He sounded so well-meaning and so genuine that it could almost break your heart.

“No, we’re sorry for not knowing the etiquette. We are flattered, I mean, you guys are so hot, and it isn't like we’re just here to rubberneck…” I was at risk of blabbering again. “It’s just, we had agreed we wouldn't have sex with anyone else on our first time here.”

“Ah, I see,” Alba smiled. “To be honest, that’s not really what I’m into anyway.”

“No?”

“No. I just like the proximity to other pretty people. The audience, the show.”

“And what about Christian?”

Alba patted his head again. “He’s into whatever I like.”

I felt a little shiver from that and thought I caught a similar reaction from Nick. This was hot. It also seemed like the perfect opportunity to dip our toes into the scene without going too far.

“So, what happens next?” I asked.

“You just keep doing what you’re doing, and we’ll do what we do. But honestly, let us know if we’re cramping your style, we can leave.”

I responded by turning back to Nick and kissing him deeply. He seemed a little taken aback by my sudden decisiveness but went with it, his body surrendering to me. I could hear the noises of passionate kissing beside me and it spurred me on. I began to run my hands over Nick’s tight, slick body, loving how responsive he was. It felt like being in a souped-up new car, the power under the hood both exhilarating and intimidating.

“Eat my pussy,” I heard Alba murmur. She spoke softly but it was a command, not a request. I didn’t want to seem too eager, to watch but I knew that I had to see this.

I turned around to see Christian fall gratefully to his knees. Alba placed her hand on the back of his head and guided it to her crotch, forgoing any teasing or foreplay. She smiled at me, seeming to invite me to watch, before closing her eyes and arching her head back in pleasure. Her closed eyes gave me a sense of anonymity, where I could indulge the voyeuristic part of me. I took in the sight greedily, enjoying the image of this man-mountain down on his knees on the wet floor, pleasuring this goddess. As I watched them my hand danced languidly across Nick’s chest, finding his nipple with a finger. I wanted in on this. I was ready.

I didn’t say a word but simply guided his head to my tits. They were, in my opinion, my best feature. Round and juicy with highly sensitive nipples. Nick took one of those nipples in his mouth, sucking gently while I stroked his hair. I watched as Alba brought a hand to her own pert breasts, tweaking herself to heighten the pleasure that her supplicant partner was giving her. The slick wetness all over my body was joined by a renewed moistness between my legs, and I knew that I needed more.

I pushed Nick to his knees in front of me, his lack of resistance a triumph and an invitation. Alba noticed our position and shared a knowing look with me, one that seemed to hint at an unspoken sisterhood. I imagined what it would feel like to be closer to her, to kiss her while her pet pleasured her, while Nick pleasured me. Just as I considered doing it she came, a shuddering wet orgasm that surely ran against all spa hygiene etiquette but which I thoroughly enjoyed watching. Her legs went tense and stiff and her body arched back, her hand cruelly pulling Christian’s head into her so that he was completely smothered by her cunt. There was something so sexy, so vicariously empowering, about seeing a woman behave that selfishly. I felt close to the edge myself.

“I’m going back to our room to ride this stallion,” Alba declared while Christian kept licking gently. She stopped him with a pull of the hair and he came up for air, his eyes adorably glazed and sex-stupid. “But you should look for us later, or at breakfast tomorrow. We can exchange numbers.”

Within moments they were gone. I felt the loss of their presence, having been enjoying the show and having my own audience, but felt giddy at what we had just done. I had broken a small barrier within myself, and felt all the better for it. I was also flattered at Alba’s suggestion of future communication. I felt like I had a lot I could learn from her, and not just for my article.

The article. I knew I should go back to the playrooms to get more material, but there were many hours of activity still scheduled for tonight. For now, I liked Alba’s idea. I wanted to take Nick back to our room and fuck him on our fancy bed.

So, taking charge, I stopped Nick’s ministrations and rushed us back to the room.

The door had barely closed behind us before I whipped off my robe, with Nick following suit. He fell to his knees in front of me, clearly picking up on the dynamic that I wanted. He brought his face close to my pussy, looking up at me with those beautiful, blue, puppy-dog eyes, but to my surprise, he stopped just before licking. I realized, with a flush of excitement, that he was waiting for my permission. That gave me an idea.

I pushed him away and sauntered over to the bed, feeling his hungry eyes on my swaying ass. Nick crawled on all fours to the floor in front of me, where I pointed with my newly manicured finger. The sweat glistening on his body made him look like a Roman gladiator rather than the Scottish software developer he was, and I could feel similar beads of liquid running down my body. In some circumstances that could feel disgusting, but it was the kind of clean, pure sweat that comes from saunas and exercise rather than stress or humidity. Plus, there was a perverse pleasure in the idea of him being willing to worship my body in any condition.

“Kiss my foot,” I said, pointing down at my cherry-red toes. “I want you to earn my pussy.”

He bent forward without hesitation, planting a reverent kiss on my foot. When I didn’t tell him to stop he kept going, kissing all along the top of my foot, while squeezing it in his strong hand. He was falling into this dynamic as strongly as I was, and I realized that he would do whatever I asked. He wouldn’t just agree to lick the sweat from my body, he would beg for it. That realization was as sweet as the sensation of his lips on my skin.

“Lick here,” I said, pointing to a drop of sweat that was running down my neck. He eagerly lapped it up before biting me lightly, drawing a shiver of pleasure from me. My neck was one of my most erogenous zones and Nick knew it.

Kiss here, lick here. I directed Nick to different parts of my body, enjoying how he rushed to his next destination. My neck, my tits, my tummy, my hips. I even had him lick my armpits briefly, fighting the urge to giggle as his stubble tickled my sensitive skin.

“You really like the way I taste, huh? You are truly a filthy little fuck.”

He stared back at me unashamed, his eyes wild and his cock hard. “I do. I am.”

“I want you to show me. Lick my feet.”

Nick clearly had a little thing for feet, and I was the beneficiary of this with frequent foot rubs and occasional pedicures. However, while I might have slipped a toe into his mouth during sex every now and again, we had never really leaned into any serious footplay. This was different. He eagerly slid to the floor, showering my tired little tootsies with kisses while I reposed like an Egyptian queen. The feeling of his tongue running up my arches was electric, and I almost swooned when he nibbled on the ball of my foot. I couldn't believe I had been missing out on this for so long, and made a mental note to indulge his predilection, which I now shared, far more often.

I lay back on the bed for a moment, content to let him work his magic with his hands and mouth. My fingers moved down toward my sweet spot as if they had a mind of their own, and I considered simply bringing myself to an orgasm while Nick worshipped the lowest part of me. Another part of me thought about telling my boyfriend to take me right there, knowing that the teasing and frustration would result in a furious, satisfying fuck. Still, I wanted to push this dynamic just a little bit further, to see how we would both react to me displaying more of that dominant, almost cruel streak that I felt building up inside me.

“Do you like licking my sweaty feet, bitch,” I said, trying to make that last word sound forceful and sexy rather than nervous.

“Yes,” he answered immediately, the frisson in my voice telling me that he enjoyed hearing my mean words. Good, because I enjoyed saying them.

“Then show me. I want you to lick in between my toes. Clean all the sweat out like the little manslut you are.”

Nick obliged. The feeling of his tongue in that strange, sensitive area was both awkward and exhilarating. I began teasing my swollen clit while my loving boyfriend willingly debased himself for me. A well-placed mirror allowed me to take in the whole scene, and it was glorious. Him naked, eagerly swirling his tongue around my toes. Me naked, my nipples engorged while I played with myself. I felt like a goddess, and perhaps for the first time ever I felt like I looked truly gorgeous. Feeling good about my looks usually required makeup and lingerie and high heels, but it turned out that having a horny man worship every inch of your body also did the trick.

I could have lay there for hours, but as much as I liked the delicious mindfuck of bringing myself to orgasm while restricting him to my feet my body was screaming out that it needed sex. First, though, one more part of me needed licking.

Nick let out and little whimper when I withdrew my feet, followed by a groan of desire as I spun around on the bed and presented my ass to him. He must have thought I was inviting him to take control, to grab my hips and pound me from behind.

Soon, I thought, but not quite yet.

“I want you to get in there and lick my ass.”

“Your ass?” I tried to read his voice, hoping this wasn’t the step too far. We had never done this before, but I was taken with the sudden notion. The few times I had felt his finger on my asshole, or when he had accidentally licked close to there, it had felt nice. Well, now was the time to find out what a proper ass-licking felt like. And, more importantly, what it was like to have a man do the degrading deed.

“That’s right. I want you to bury your face in my ass. I want you to lick the sweat from my crack until it’s sparkling clean and then I want you to French kiss my asshole like your life depends on it. Then you can thank me for the privilege and I might, might, let you fuck me. Understood?”

I looked back over my shoulder to see him standing starry-eyed. Far from being upset, his face showed a mixture of admiration and arousal. “Understood.”

He placed two almost-chaste kisses on my ass checks before diving in, licking up and down my crack in long strokes. It felt nice, and the power trip alone made it worthwhile, but it soon made me feel overly moist. I reached back and pulled his head in, wordlessly commanding him to focus his attention on my hole. There was a natural puckering reaction but after a moment I was able to relax into it, even spreading my cheeks to allow him greater access. He was soon tongue-fucking me, sending spasms of pleasure through my body while I gloried in the decadent deviance of it all. All of my earlier nerves and anxiety faded away when faced with the reality of my life at this moment- my gorgeous boyfriend had become my happy little ass licker.

I pushed back against him as my orgasm began to build, but Nick gamely kept going, determined not to disappoint me. I strongly suspected from his behavior tonight that we would be doing this much more. His generous lovemaking might be augmented with leisurely sessions of anilingus, my regular foot rubs replaced with foot worship. The thought of Nick waiting for me to come home on his knees, ready to be used for my pleasure, drove me over the edge.

“Fuck me,” I gasped, as soon as my orgasm subsided. Nick didn’t need to be asked twice, quickly guiding the head of his cock to my entrance. He grasped my hips and began to fuck me hard and fast, the excitement of the night driving him into a sexual frenzy. The feeling of him pounding my sensitive cunt while I buried my face in the soft bedsheets was glorious, but I knew this position would have to be short-lived. For one thing, I wasn’t sure how long he would last like this, and I wasn't quite ready for the fun to end. For another, I wanted this to finish with me on top.

“Stop,” I grunted through gritted teeth.

“What?”

“Stop and get on the bed.”

He let out a sexy, pitiful moan but assented. I stood over him on the bed, briefly placing my foot on his chest like a victorious warrior standing over a defeated foe, before lowering myself onto his rod. We were angled so that I could watch us in the mirror and it made for a pretty picture. My skin glistened with heat and sweat, my hair was roughly tussled, and my breasts bounced beautifully while Nick stared up at me with worshipful eyes. I hadn’t always felt good about my body, but right now I felt like a goddess, a porn star, and a dominatrix all rolled into one. I put on a show for myself, rolling my hips and gyrating on his cock, watching as I rode him towards another climax.

“Don’t come,” I told him, preparing to play my favorite game. Nothing was hotter than watching him lose control. He would try valiantly, but there was no way he would hold on when he felt me bucking and creaming on his cock.

My prediction was proven beautifully correct a few moments later. As I bounced and screamed in pleasure I felt his cock explode inside me, filling me with his cum. It felt sexy and satisfying, but even better was the look on Nick’s face as he came. He was satisfied, for sure, but also ashamed and defeated. It was a delicious mix.

I rolled off and lay with my head on his chest, knowing that I should clean up and get back out to the party but feeling like I needed a moment to rest. As I listened to Nick’s heavy breathing subside I thought about Alba and Christian, and what it would be like to play with them. Would she have liked watching me ride Nick like a prize stallion? What sort of kinky games would I have seen them play?

We might have just been dipping our toes in tonight, but I knew I wanted more. Magazine or more magazine, my journey of sexual adventure was far from over.


Also By Mara Renaud

The Discovering Romantic Femdom On Vacation Series

Step into a world of sun, sand, and sexual adventure as a loving couple use a foreign vacation to experiment with new kinks.

Young couple Emmi and Luca think that a holiday in the south of France is just what they need to escape from their stressful jobs. Soon, a friendly bet with a kinky forfeit reveals much more about themselves and their relationship than they had ever expected. Emmi soon has Luca on his knees, worshipping her like the sensual goddess she always wanted to be.

Can Emmi learn how to embrace and wield her feminine power?

Will Luca accept his new place at her feet?

Can their relationship stand the heat?

Each book in this series can be enjoyed as a standalone novelette or in order as a complete story. Each story introduces new kinks, moving from teasing and body worship to light humiliation, chastity, and pegging. While the action is hot and heavy femdom, it focuses on a loving couple and has a romantic HEA.

Available on Amazon at https://amzn.eu/d/781vh8I


The His Mile High Mistress: A FWB to FLR Femdom Romance Series

Climb aboard for a sweet and steamy adventure in gentle femdom as this sexy older woman teases and teaches an inexperienced young pilot.

Christina Carson is a glamorous air hostess with a sex drive that’s ready to take off again after a messy divorce. The only problem is that the kind of dominant, selfish men she used to be into just aren’t getting her engine started anymore. She’s looking for something different, more satisfying, but doesn’t quite know what.

Captain Connor Rayne should be on top of the world. He’s young, hot, and a newly minted pilot. He’s also a basket of nerves, anxious about his first flight as lead captain and barely able to talk to a woman. He needs someone to fly him out of his comfort zone.

Join them as they embark on an adventure of sexual discovery, evolving from a gentle femdom dynamic to a full-on female-led relationship. Contains hot scenes of foot and body worship, tease and denial, light humiliation, and much more.

Book 1 - Mile High Mistress: Young pilot teased by dominant older air hostess

Book 2 - Mile High Mistresses: A Femdom Ménage

Book 3 – House Husband Material: Am FLR Trial Marriage

Available on Amazon at https://amzn.eu/d/bM0rFpv

Full Bundle Now available at a Discounted Price - https://a.co/d/00YA6kxj 

Be Hers: From Friendzone to Footboy on Valentine’s Day

For most people Valentine’s Day means chocolates and flowers. For some it means foot worship and female domination…


When Don’s gorgeous new friend Vanessa muses about being swept off her feet in some grand romantic gesture, he sees an opportunity to escape the friend zone once and for all. Valentine’s Day is coming up, the perfect time to woo this stunning blonde college girl. But it doesn’t all go exactly to plan.

Vanessa might not have room in her life for a partner, but she does have space for a “little helper” – someone to clean her house, rub her feet and… maybe more. Donnie is quickly drawn under her spell, spending Valentine’s Day at her bratty beck and call. As his tasks become more humiliating and her attitude more dominant, he sees his hope of becoming her boyfriend slipping away. Instead, he finds himself firmly underneath her, closer than he had ever thought possible but as a boyfriend or equal. He soon finds out that Vanessa isn’t as innocent or wholesome as she looks, but by then it is far too late.

Watch as a young man makes a move on woman way out of his league, only to end up willingly ruined at her feet.

Available on Amazon at https://a.co/d/itOChnP


The Cougars In Control Bundle

A sexy air hostess rediscovers her sexual power when she takes a nervous pilot under her wing. An art teacher tries out her ideas about edging and orgasm control on her willing model. A cocky masseuse has his fun with his sex clients, bites off more than he can chew when his bosses wife hires him for a special job.

Watch these kinky older women use their experience and authority to dominate the young studs (un)lucky enough to fall into their clutches.

These stories range from gentle femdom with lots of teasing to hard humiliation with lots in between. Expect body worship, orgasm control and rough, filthy sex.

Available on Amazon at https://amzn.eu/d/enxANKc
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