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Culture Vultures

I blinked.

Jonaton (an infuriatingly misspelled name for an infuriating man) stared back at me, his typical self-satisfied smirk plastered across his stupid face.

“A women’s only porno theatre? That’s the assignment?”

“Yeaaaah,” he drawled back. Like everything else about him, his laid-back accent was a complete affectation. I had overheard him speaking on the phone to his bosses as well as his old private school buddies, adopting a completely new persona and way of speaking every time he changed audience. “Well, a women’s only night at a porno theatre.”

“Right. Well, em, thanks. But I don’t want to do it,” he leaned back in his chair, waiting for me to continue. “It’s not really my thing.”

“You said you wanted the chance to do some features of your own,” my boss sat with his arms wide, pretending not to know exactly what my problem with this was.

“Yes, but I was thinking more like, the culture beat. That’s what I thought I’d be doing when I took the job,” I was fighting hard to keep the anger out of my voice. When I had been hired at Lyfe, a well-regarded lifestyle magazine, it had been a dream come true. I had expected to work my way up from small filler pieces to longer art and culture features, with the hope of eventually trying my hand at writing interviews and current affairs. I loved my editors and felt ready to get started, my years of internships and freelance journalism finally paying off. Then, all of a sudden, the rug was pulled out from under us all. A large media conglomerate came in and bought the magazine, firing half the editorial staff and renaming the publication Lyfe of Sin. Suddenly, every story was some puerile attempt to be edgy, every other feature being about contortionist strippers, high-rolling gangsters or dwarf porn stars. The new editor-in-chief was a legendary dipshit, a grasping little nepo-baby with friends in high places and little discernible talent beyond a nose for shock value. That nose was forever in the gutter or in the coke, a pure creature of the New York media scene.

I had managed to keep my head down, diligently working away on our meager arts section, until my boyfriend Nick had insisted that I ask for a feature story. I shouldn’t blame him, of course. He had seen how disappointed I was at the way things were and only wanted to encourage me. Still, my complaint about my lack of opportunities seemed to have landed me in this mess, and I couldn’t help but resent where his suggestion had landed me.

“Paisley, this is culture,” Jonaton intoned, somehow managing to sound both insistent and completely bored at the same time. “It’s movies.”

“Yeah, I mean, kind of,” I replied, “but also not really. It’s about porn, about a seedy cinema experience. It’s sensationalist. It’s masturbatory.”

He looked at me with one eyebrow cocked. Jesus, I hated him.

“Which is fine, obviously. I mean, sex sells, I get it. But it’s just not very me.”

“It is culture. It’s a movie with a proper story and everything,” chimed in Rodger (Rodge to his friends), the editor’s even more odious sidekick.

“What’s the movie?” I asked, curiosity and the need to be polite to my boss overtaking my strong compulsion to throw something heavy at the grinning goon.

“Tits a Wonderful Life,” Jonaton replied.

“A classic!” Rodger added obsequiously.

“I’m sure you’d know,” I shot back, unable to resist the jibe, although truth be told the name did ring a bell.

“More like vintage.” Jonaton jumped back in, trying to bring the temperature down. “It’s high kitsch, a bit of a cult classic. An erotic time capsule, not just any old porn movie. There are layers to it, angles. Artistically, politically, plus it’s a Christmas movie, very timely! You’ll vibe with it.”

I sighed, seeing my route out of this get smaller by the minute, “This just isn’t the kind of thing I imagined writing. It’s not really my scene.”

I wasn’t anti-sex, by any means. Quite the opposite. But I was a private person, and the idea of going to some seedy cinema surrounded by perverts of any gender freaked me out. I had taken this job imagining myself at gallery openings, premieres, and press conferences. Not pinning my reputation on this kind of tabloid nonsense.

“You’ll have the freedom to write this up however you like,” I was enjoying the fact that Jonaton was having to negotiate with me here. I suppose that might be because a lot of the senior women at the magazine had already been pushed out though. “It’s not just a sex story, it’s a feminism story. Reclaiming spaces, that sort of thing!”

“Reclaim the night!” Rodger added.

“Shut up, Rodge,” Jonaton, to his credit, was smart enough to know how off-putting his little sidekick could be.

I wasn’t especially won over by the half-hearted gesture towards third-wave feminism here. A story about a group of women going to watch porn together in public was always going to be mainly aimed at titillating men. Still, I could see an opportunity here.

“So, I’ll have complete freedom on what I write?”

“Well,” Jonaton demurred, weighing his next statement, “you can write whatever you like, take any angle that works for you. As long as it’s something that sells. And-”

“Sex sells,” I interrupted.

“I’m glad to see you get it.”

I took a deep breath. This wasn’t how I had envisioned my career going, but jobs in journalism weren’t exactly easy to come by at the moment. I could make this work for me if I had to. I might be able to use this as a jumping-off point for more weighty features. And if that didn’t work, there were worse things than writing about sexy sex. Like obscurity, for one thing.

If it worked for Carrie Bradshaw, maybe it could work for me.

“Fine. But I want a regular feature after this. Arts and culture. Proper culture.” Fortune favors the bold, I thought, “You know I can write, and I deserve more opportunities.”

“Absolutely! You can get a feature each week.” his ever-present smirk was weaker than usual, making me feel like I had acquitted myself well in our little negotiation. “As long as it sells.”

***

I arrived home to the intoxicating smell of five spice and chili oil. That meant Nick was cooking dinner rather than playing video games. At least there are some useful men, I thought.

“Honey, I’m home!” I trilled, temporarily living my sitcom fantasy. The effect was ruined by his non-response, which was explained when I walked into the kitchen to find my boyfriend dancing with the earphones in.

I snuck up behind him and latched onto his bare back like a koala bear. He was shirtless, with only an apron protecting him from the spitting oil in the pan. I plucked out his earphones and kissed him on his broad back.

“How was work, darling?” He pushed himself back against me playfully, and I released him.

“I’ll tell you all about that after my bath,” I said, kicking off my heels as I took a seat. I circled my ankle, Nick’s eyes following the motion of my toes. He was so easily distracted. Letting out a small moan, I pushed my thumbs into the soles of my nylon-covered feet. I hated wearing heels, but it felt necessary in my new office environment.

“I could do that for you,” Nick offered in his sexy Scottish accent.

“Hmm, maybe later. Just you focus on dinner for now,” I undid my white blouse, stood up, and wriggled out of my long pencil skirt, enjoying the hungry look in my boyfriend’s eyes. It would be a surprise to any of my work colleagues, given my hyper-professional attitude and penchant for demure skirts, but underneath I was wearing thigh-high suspenders connected and a set of lacy panties. Lingerie was a bit of an obsession for me, making me feel powerful even when I wasn’t, bringing a sexy little thrill into even the most mundane day.

I sauntered over to Nick, enjoying the shell-shocked look in his eyes. I loved that no matter how many times he saw my naked body he would always react with the same adorable awe. I rubbed my hands briefly over his arms and shoulders, leaning in close.

“Listen baby, I have to work late tonight,”

“Really? Did you get a new story?” His voice had a hint of disappointment, but also a hint of excitement. He was my biggest supporter.

“I did. I suppose I’ve got you to thank for that. But also, you to blame” I reached under his apron and gave his nipple a brief pinch.

“What do you mean?”

“They’re making me go to some women’s porn theater. The fucking perverts.”

Nick looked shocked for a moment and then started laughing uproariously. After a minute I silenced him with a sharp look.

“It’s not that funny. Now my career is resting on my ability to write something good about this sleazy nonsense without ruining my reputation. Honestly, I should spank you.”

He gave me a look that said don’t threaten me with a good time.

“Yeah maybe, but you can manage that. You’re a great writer. You can pull it off,” he gave me a little wink “so to speak.”

I grinned at his attempted double entendre. “I’m not quite sure if that works for women.”

“Oh, it works! Do you want me to come with you tonight?”

“You can’t dummy! It’s a woman’s only night, that’s the point.”

“Oh yeah,” he thought for a moment and then backed his sexy body back up against mine. “Well, how about I at least get you in the mood first?”

I backed away, tapping my chin in exaggerated thoughtfulness. I placed my foot on a nearby chair and started to slowly remove my stocking, unclipping it from the lacy garter belt and slowly rolling it down my leg. I repeated the process with the other leg, throwing each stocking to the side before turning away from Nick. I could feel my boyfriend’s eyes on me as I unclipped my bra and let it fall to the ground, before bending over to give him a view of my peachy derriere while I removed my panties. Turning around, I looked into his transfixed eyes and dropped the last of my underwear on the floor.

“You’re burning the food,” I said, taking a teacherly tone that I knew he loved. “I’m going for a bath. Clean up my clothes, finish prepping dinner, and then come through to help get me clean.”

With that, I turned on my heel and left him staring. It felt good to be at home and in control.

***

I slipped into the warm water with a satisfied sigh. I had enjoyed teasing Nick, particularly the stunned look on his face. The way he made me feel special and attractive even when I was looking at my worst was one of the things that I most loved about him. Recently that devotion seemed to have evolved, developing into a new dynamic in which I subtly teased him, bossing him around in a mock-serious manner. We had always been equals during our five-year relationship, sharing our feelings and supporting each other like the archetypal modern urban couple. Now I was taking on a more controlling role at home, often using my body to assert a kind of feminine dominance around the house. He had always looked at me like I was a beautiful goddess, but now there was a sort of reverence to it that both aroused and unsettled me.

I had worried at first that this was just me taking out my work frustrations on him. The less power I felt at work the more I felt like taking control at home. That wasn’t a fair way to treat him and seemed like a recipe for relationship troubles. The thing was, the more I bossed him around the more he seemed to like it, and he certainly didn’t mind me toying with his horny little mind. We seemed to be slipping, unspoken, into a new phase of our relationship. Last weekend I had joked about making him clean the bathrooms more, and just half an hour later I found him on his knees scrubbing the floor. On Wednesday I had mentioned how much my feet hurt, sending him scarpering off to fill a basin and pamper them for me. The memory of supervising him cleaning in his underwear, the vision of him kneeling in front of me with a worshipful look in his eyes, sent a shiver of excitement through me.

While his subtle submissiveness was certainly sexually charged, thus far none of this had really changed our bedroom activities. Nick was a generous and attentive lover, giving me plenty of foreplay and then taking me hard and fast. Far from being some kind of whip-wielding dominatrix, I had always loved the feeling of being fucked, enjoying the feeling of his strength and his passion. Lately, I had been too stressed and busy for even much of that, leaving me feeling quite worked up. Perhaps that was why I had taken to teasing Nick so frequently, trying to make sure he felt the same level of frustration as me. Idly, I considered whether our newfound dynamic could, or even should, find its way into the bedroom.

My hands began to explore my body as I pictured what that might look like. I loved dressing up, so could easily imagine myself as a stern teacher, a naughty nurse, or a domineering boss. Hmm, especially that last one. I knew Nick would happily fall to his knees at the sight of a stocking or the hint of some cleavage. But what would I have him actually do? What did I want to do to him?

My reverie was interrupted by the object of my half-formed fantasies.

“Hi gorgeous, want me to wash you?” He was bare-chested now, having disposed of the apron.

“Sure, soap me up but leave the hair,” I passed him the soap and a loofah. “And take off your clothes, we don’t want them getting wet.”

Nick looked a little demure as he wriggled out of his boxers. There’s something so utterly adorable about seeing a man embarrassed, and something more than a little sexy about it too. He didn’t have anything to be embarrassed about, with a great body considering he was a work-from-home software package developer. Speaking of package, his was ample.

Coquettishly, I raised one leg straight out of the bath and pointed at it, wordlessly directing him to begin. For the next few minutes I let him wash me, moving myself and guiding him where necessary. He was rock hard, mostly from my body but also, perhaps, from the imperious way that I was directing his actions. At some point my hands found their way to his crotch, circling his sensitive parts before gripping his testicles in my hand. Squeezing them gently brought a groan of pleasure, although he kept on diligently scrubbing my arm. I took his erect cock in my hand, idly pumping it once, twice, three times without looking up before suddenly stopping.

“That’s enough, I need to get going soon. I’ll be out in five, so have my dinner on the table please.”

Nick moaned in frustration but put down the loofah as he was told. “Yes, princess.”

Princess Paisley, I thought. It does have a ring to it.


Celluloid Dreams

The walk to the cinema was pleasant enough despite my destination being on one of the less salubrious streets in New York, the December weather holding up nicely so far. I had left Nick well and truly worked up, with my foot having spent most of our dinner resting in between his legs. It might have been my anxiety, but I had desperately wanted to grab him by his long flowing hair and use his tongue to please me. There was not time for that before my 9 PM movie showing though, so I simply left him with the dishes and a firm warning that he was not to touch himself in my absence. Just because I’m watching porn doesn’t mean you can.

As I neared the cinema the nervous energy that I had felt in the house just turned into good old-fashioned, butterflies-in-the-stomach, heart-in-the-chest fear. I had no idea what this experience was going to be like, and even less of an idea about what to write. Was this going to be some dank, dingy porno theater, hastily cleaned up to meet some minimum standard of female hygiene? Or perhaps it would be the sort of arty feminist utopia that Jonaton had hinted at, although I very much doubted it.

Were people going to, you know? Masturbate? Would they be bringing their own toys, lube, and wipes? I had brought antibacterial hand gel, but no other accouterments. I just couldn’t figure out the logistics, and the more I thought about it, the more I felt like a prude and a fraud. I shouldn’t be doing this. They should have found some edgy young intern with a nipple piercing and no shame and got her to do it.

No, I told myself, this is your shot. A journalist asks questions about the human condition in all its sticky glory. Hunter S Thomson on the campaign trail, David Foster Wallace on the cruise ship. George Orwell, from down and out in Paris and London to law and order in Burma. I could do this. Not only that but I could get into it. With an open mind and open legs I would get my story and, if the notion took me, I might even get my orgasm. At the end of the day, who doesn’t like coming?

***

The cinema was quiet and still when I arrived, causing me to double-check that I had the right place. An understated sign that said “Ladies’ Night” helped confirm that this was really it. From the outside it looked like a normal if old-fashioned cinema, a relic from before chain multiplexes drove out most of the competition, and before streaming had almost killed the multiplex. The Palais had survived as a curiosity, occasionally providing a venue for indie movie festivals while bringing in most of its revenue from a mixture of high-brow foreign erotica for the hipsters and full-on porn for the perverts and kinky couples. Expanding the customer base to include more women wasn’t a bad idea, but I didn’t quite get the “Ladies’ Night” framing. It would exclude hetero couples for one thing, and seemed more likely to draw in bachelorette parties than repeat customers. Still, they had at least some media attention since I was here.

From my online research I knew the cinema was owned by a husband-and-wife team, and the presence of one friendly middle-aged woman at the front desk told me that the husband had taken the night off. It was a good move, with her friendly welcome putting me at ease while I bought my ticket.

“The movie is starting soon, head on in,” she told me encouragingly.

Here goes nothing, I thought.

The lights were relatively low in the small theater hall when I entered, but I could make out the plush, luxurious seats and wide aisles. I could also just about see my fellow movie-goers, although the dim lighting provided some sense of anonymity. I had previously pictured an entire cinema full of rival feature writers, collectively lighting the entire place up with our penlights as we scribbled notes. Instead, there was a small but diverse group of women half-filling the theater. What looked to be two rival bachelorette parties or girls’ nights were situated at the far left and right, already cracking open cans of wine. A few lone women were dotted about, but there were also what appeared to be several couples, including a gorgeous pair of femmes already making out aggressively in the back row. I joined them at the far back, although I made sure to sit in the opposite corner, giving them plenty of space. We had all spread out about as much as possible, instinctually giving ourselves as much privacy as we could in a way that seemed to undermine the public nature of this event. If we were all just wanking alone, to almost quote the esteemed Professor Putnam, then why not stay at home? We all had the internet.

I took out my notepad and started scribbling ideas and observations, retreating to a familiar task as I waited for the movie to start. The noise in the theater more or less dissipated, aside from a few whoops from one of the larger groups, as the lights went from dim to near pitch blackness. The bespoke nature of tonight’s event spared us from the dreaded pre-show ads, something which gave this run-down cinema a distinct advantage over the shiny new multiplexes. There was some authenticity and charm here, despite the inherent seediness.

The opening credits had barely gotten going, opening with a bombastic slap bass soundtrack that was both outdated for the time and completely inappropriate for the setting, when suddenly they came shuddering to a halt. The screen gave out, and the music screeched horrifically for a moment before the whole thing went blank. Murmurs of confusion and a few jeers filled the room, until a moment later the owner from the front desk burst in, looking harried.

“Please bear with us everyone, just having a few technical difficulties! The downside of using film, I suppose!”

Typical. Who even uses film anymore? Hipster smut theaters, I suppose.

“I’ll stick on some music, and we’ll have the movie back on in no time,” the woman laughed nervously as she spoke. “I’d offer you all some complimentary popcorn, but I imagine you all want to keep your hands clean for now!”

I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry at that line, but I admired her straightforwardness. Probably no point in being bashful in her line of work. One-half of the couple sharing my row shouted out that they didn’t mind as long as she kept the lights off and then returned to loudly making out. I settled in for the wait, idly wondering how long the movie was going to be.

Tits a Wonderful Life. Not bad, certainly seasonal. But shouldn’t a porn movie, parody or not, be dealing with a sexier situation than financial ruin and suicide? I decided to pass the time by coming up with something better. I was a writer after all, how hard could it be?

I started thinking about my favorite movies, which were a lot less arty and a lot more lowbrow than I would let on to most people. Dr. Strangelove was probably my all-time favorite and a good place to start. The title was pretty much already there. But how could we make it sexy?

Gentlemen, you can’t fuck here, this is the war room! It’s a great movie, with lots of great lines. But it’s also a total sausage fest, with no real scope for erotic tension. Of course, I was wildly overthinking this. Gender swapping it would be enough to get the concept off the ground. Still, I could do better.

I ran into a similar issue with Spinal Tap. Hilarious movie, with the whole rock star/groupie thing having some potential. The ‘70s rocker look wasn’t for me though. It didn’t make for an auspicious start.

A moan from the other end of my row temporarily distracted me. It seemed some people weren’t going to wait for the movie to begin before they started having fun. Philistines but, from what I saw of them before the lights went down, sexy philistines. I was actually a little jealous, and wished I had someone here to give me similar attention. I scribbled that observation down, wondering if I would have the guts to include it in an article with my name on it, and returned to my pondering slightly hornier than before.

A sexy movie should have, at a minimum, sexy people in it. I thought about some of the classic screen stars - Hepburn, Loren, Taylor. Yes, Liz Taylor and Richard Burton in Cleopatra wasn’t a bad jumping-off point, and the Egyptian queen herself was probably the sexiest person in history. It had been a long time since I’d watched that movie, but I remembered being impressed by the aura of power that Taylor exuded. The imperious sneer, the complete and utter sensuousness. Maybe it wasn’t a good candidate for a porn parody. After all, there wasn’t much scope for a pun, which seemed to be obligatory. But I decided to roll with it, moving from my idle word game towards the realm of fantasy. I was tired of everyone else having all the fun.

I picture myself as Cleopatra, dressed in a loose-fitting white satin dress with bejeweled sandals, although I pass on the now-dated ceremonial dreadlocks from the movie depiction. The desert sun is beating down on me, but I’m well-catered for by my servants. I’m being fanned by a tall slave to my right while I lounge back on my sedan chair. At the snap of my fingers, a young slave who had been kneeling at my feet springs forward to feed me a fig. I trace his chest with my nail while I eat, enjoying the trembling of his body and the look of fear in his eyes. Lying beside me is my Roman lover, strong and imperial but still in awe of me. I kiss him, gripping him by the shoulders and feeling his strong arms tense under my touch. I push him down, directing him to kiss up and down my legs before moving in between them to pleasure me with his tongue. I snap my fingers again for another sweet piece of fruit and then point to my feet, my well-trained servant understanding the command instantly. He lathers my toes with soft kisses while I look out over my kingdom, glorying in my power and the sensory overload. Looking around me I see more men, shirtless and prone, ready to follow my every command. To carry me to my palaces, to fight for me, or fuck me. Many of their backs show signs of scars. From wars, perhaps, or from my cruel whip? It’s not something I had ever done before, but suddenly I could think of plenty of men I’d like to give a flogging to.

Back in the real world, I could feel my lips curl into a sneer as I embodied the character I had made. I also noticed that one of my hands had moved to my breast, squeezing myself slightly. Jesus, what was all that about? I removed my hand and looked around but found no one paying any mind to me, least of all my companions in the back row. They were deep into an explicit make-out session that removed any real need for celluloid pornography. There was little sign of the movie starting up, so I decided to move on to some other scenario, unsure now if I was looking to amuse or arouse myself.

If we are talking old-school screen sirens then you can’t do much better than Gentlemen Prefer Blondes. Marylin, of course, but also Jane Russell. Plenty of places to go with the name - Gentlemen Prefer Boobs, if we’re going lowbrow. Maybe Gentlemen Prefer Both, a bit more subtle. As I rolled that idea around in my head, I made a concerted effort not to fall straight back into a power fantasy. After all, variety is the spice of life, in sex more than anywhere.

This time I imagine myself as the ditzy, slutty blonde flirting with all-comers. You wouldn’t fuck a girl just because she’s pretty, but my goodness, doesn’t it help? Desired by all, but only really having a meaningful relationship with the caustic, raven-haired best friend. I blushed as I imagined myself being told off by a stern Jane Russell-type, lightly teased and mocked. And maybe something more? Pushed up against a wall and slapped and spanked and kissed, perhaps?

My fingers had found their way underneath my skirt now, unthinkingly beginning to tease and rub my clit through my underwear. Good job Paisley, the movie hasn’t even started and you’re already on your way to being the Hunter S Thomson of public masturbation. Maybe I should have had Nick give me a seeing to at home, so I could concentrate on writing this fucking story.

I heard a moan and worried for a moment that it had escaped from my lips. No, it was the couple close to me, seemingly moving on from just kissing to something a little more full-on. I felt more than a little envious. It had been a few years since I’d been with another woman, and while Nick was more than enough for me, he wasn’t here right now.

Fuck it, I was too horny to pretend I was above this now. First-person gonzo journalism it is! I sat deeper in my seat, licking my fingers to wet them, before beginning to tease myself through my underwear. I had a man at home, so I should think about something manly. And what could possibly be more manly than Top Gun?

Yeah, plenty of men in that one. Especially the volleyball scene, all those shirtless hunks running around on the beach. Yum, what a delicious mélange of homoeroticism. It’s also the only part in the movie where Tom Cruise, despite his undeniable good looks, manages to conjure up any sexual chemistry. His relationship with the one female character certainly doesn’t have any.

I imagined myself flying high in a fighter plane, straight into The Danger Zone. My heart pumping as the chassis shakes all around me, G-force rocking my body as I go flush in the heat of battle. God, I could use that rush of excitement, after weeks of boredom and frustration at work. My fingers slipped under the last layer of my clothes and found my clit as I tried to feel the sensations on my body, willing them into existence. Two things were missing, though. I needed my vibrator, and I needed my wingman. My Goose. No, I needed a team!

Mission Impossible was more like it. A whole team to play with, and plenty of gadgets as well. I thought of myself hanging from the ceiling in a harness, body tense as I’m lowered down slowly to avoid setting off the alarms. But what if I’m caught? Then I would not just be suspended in the air, but maybe kept up there bound and gagged as well. Swinging helplessly as I’m teased and punished by a team of ruthless interrogators. I imagine myself being sternly questioned by some villain using pleasure rather than pain to push me to the edge, brutally overstimulating my helpless body. Teasing and then denying me until I nearly lose my mind. Alternating between slaps and strokes as they mock and goad me. God, that would be hot.

As sexy as the thought was, I couldn’t help but move on. Maybe it was the proximity of Tom Cruise to the scenario, with all the sexless Scientology that seemed to swirl around him. I looked around the cinema surreptitiously to find that nobody was paying me any mind. The larger parties were deep in their drinks while the couple near me were deep in each other, the sloppy sounds of passion telling me that they didn’t need a movie to get them aroused. And neither did I, I suppose. Maybe it was just pent-up horniness, but I was pleased to find that my imagination was enough to get me going, better than any silly smut movie. I had expected to find this place gross and dirty, and I was right. But what I hadn’t expected was that I would like it so much.

I had plenty to write about, I supposed, although I would probably leave my furtive masturbation out of the final copy. Returning to that particular task, I sank low into the seat again and slipped my hand back into my now wet underwear. I decided to imagine myself back in charge this time. I had been somewhat resistant to thinking of myself as a dominant, with my excitement at the idea tinged with anxiety about what it might mean for my relationship with Nick. I felt an increasing urge to take control, but I didn’t know what he wanted or where my desires were really coming from. Well, if there was anywhere to indulge these notions, it was probably here.

This time, I am the villain. No, a super-villainess, James Bond-style. Sitting on a huge chair in my volcano lair, stroking my pussy like Blofeld. I’m wearing my finest lingerie, a severe black number with straps crisscrossing my body and silky nylons hugging my legs. I would have plenty of henchmen, of course. Actually, no, there’s no need for a bunch of incompetent goons. There is a small group of henchwomen around me, the high-kicking and head-scissoring types. Strapped to a table spreadeagle in front of me is Nick, his tuxedo open to reveal his bare chest. He is looking back at me with a mixture of fear and admiration. I walk slowly towards him like a big cat stalking its prey, before suddenly planting my spiked heel in the space between his spread legs. This draws a gasp from him and a giggle from me as I narrowly miss his exposed crotch. Nick begins to struggle sweetly as I produce a large, curved knife.

“Do you expect me to talk?”

“No,” I pause for effect, “I expect you to beg.”

With that I start cutting away at his clothes, working quickly until he is stripped and trembling. He is trying not to crack, but the hint of trepidation on his face turns me on and spurs me to go further. I trace the muscles in his thighs and the bones in his hips with the tip of my knife while I take his balls in my hand, letting the cold blade do the talking. Despite the threat his cock is standing tall, begging for attention. I have all kinds of toys at my disposal - whips, canes, electric shock devices and of course all sorts of lasers- but I decide to keep it simple.

Nick whimpers as I manhandle his most sensitive organs before leaning in close to whisper, “Give me the code and I can turn all this pain into pleasure.”

He begins to refuse but his words turn into guttural moans as I take his hard cock in my mouth. I use my mouth to tease him, enjoying the response as his bound body reacts to my ministrations. Sucking dick seems submissive, but there is something deeply empowering about the sense of control that comes from giving pleasure. And even more so, from being able to take it away in an instant.

I stop suddenly, bringing a groan of frustration which turns into a yelp of pain when I slap Nick’s balls. “I can do this for as long as I need to. Alternating pain and pleasure in ever-escalating increments, until your mind or your body breaks. If you give me the code, on the other hand, I will let you come. And more importantly, I will let you live.”

I start on him again with long, luxurious strokes, a shiver of pleasure going through my body as his eyes glaze over. I repeat the process over and over again, bringing him to the brink before removing all stimulation. It’s a sweet kind of torture, less spectacular than throwing someone to the sharks, but much more fun.

“Tell me the code and let yourself come. Give in to me and I will keep you here as my little pet spy.”

He does just that, blurting out a series of numbers as he reaches the maddening peak once again. I keep going, taking him just over the edge but removing my hand at the precise moment he reaches the point of no return. He moans in frustration and pain, back arching and body tense as he searches for that last bit of stimulation, that sweet friction that would allow him to come properly. His hips thrust, embarrassingly trying to fuck the air to completion. The bounds hold him tight though, leaving his orgasm ruined and incomplete. I laugh uproariously, joined by my team of sexy assassins, as we watch the cum dribble pathetically out of his twitching and helpless cock. Nick’s face is red with embarrassment and frustration.

I stand on the table, looking down at his blushing face with my feet planted on either side of his head. It’s time for him to taste defeat, to accept his place and to thank me for allowing him to live. I straddle him, grinding on his face and feeling myself soak through my panties. I pull them to the side and he licks desperately, knowing that I could apply just a little more pressure to take his air away. I gaze down at his cock, already stirring again, and know that I will be riding it soon enough. But first, I want to come like this. Riding his face, marking my territory, I get closer and closer until -

“Okay folks, we have that all fixed now! Thanks for your patience!”

Goddammit! The irony wasn’t lost on me. My masturbation interrupted by pornography, my dreams of ruining an orgasm ruined. A cheer went up from the rest of the audience, and I couldn’t help but smile through my frustration. I might have a movie to sit through, but I also had something to enjoy when I got home. I took out my phone (a shameful faux pas) and shot Nick a quick text.

Be awake and ready for me when I get home. I’m horny, and I need you to take care of me.

He replied almost instantly, sending an emoji of a soldier saluting.

Good boy.


The Climax

When I got home, about ninety minutes later, I was just about ready to explode. The film had been sexy enough to keep me worked up and funny enough to keep me amused, but now I needed the real thing. I had decided tonight was the night when I would properly take control, taking the teasing and sexually charged bossiness to its logical conclusion. I wanted to dominate Nick, to use him for my pleasure, and I thought (hoped, prayed) that he wanted it too.

I could smell incense and hear music coming from our bedroom as soon as I entered the house, telling me Nick had prepared the room for some fun. Good boy. I stripped down to my moist underwear, another lacy set with stockings, but then stepped back into my high heels. I wanted to feel tall and powerful when I made my entrance.

He was posing on the bed when I walked into the room, lying down like Rose being painted in Titanic. I was happy to see his jaw drop appropriately when he saw me in my lingerie and heels, his breath temporarily taken away. I pounced on him before he had a chance to speak, straddling him on the bed and silencing him with rough, hungry kisses.

“You like it when I tell you what to do, don’t you?” I demanded, breaking off my assault on his mouth.

“Yes,” he answered quickly, his face turning red from a mixture of embarrassment and arousal.

“Good. Then I’m going to be doing it a lot more.” I pushed him down and made my way up his prone body, hovering my pussy right above his face. “Can you smell how turned on I am?”

He nodded at me with wide eyes and planted a kiss of supplication on my wet panties.

“No, no, no,” I chided. “No kissing until I say. Now, pull out your cock and play with it.”

I spun around for a better view, sitting back on his face like it was my throne. His tongue darted out instantly, trying to lick me through my underwear, but a quick slap on the chest reminded him of my command. I enjoyed the show as he slid down his boxers and unveiled his cock, already standing proudly to attention. I rocked backward and forwards on his face while he stroked himself, enjoying the rush of power and the feeling of his hard breathing underneath me. We went on like that for several minutes before he suddenly removed his hand from his shaft, putting it to the side and gripping the bedsheets.

“What’s wrong?” I asked, leaning forward so he could breathe.

“I was close.”

Perfect, I thought. Nick had always had good stamina and had never been a selfish lover, but in his submissive mindframe he seemed to instinctually understand the importance of not coming without permission.

“Good boy. You need to ask permission to come for me, OK?”

“OK.”

“Here, let me reward you,” I got off him briefly and stripped off my bra and panties before taking my position over his face again, leaning forward a little so he could access me properly rather than just being smothered under my pussy and ass. “Lick me.”

He did as he was told, alternating between enthusiastically probing my lips and licking my swollen clit. I took one finger and began to slowly stroke his shaft, watching it shake and twitch in response. I ran my finger around the head, gathering up the glistening precum. I caught sight of myself in the mirror just as I brought my finger to my mouth. I looked how I felt– like a decadent sex goddess.

“Remember, no coming until I say,” I reminded by boy in a soft but firm tone. “If you need to beg, you can beg.”

I ran my finger up and down the sensitive underside of his cock, using his precum as lube. I would occasionally envelop it in my hand and give it a few firm tugs, but focused on just gently taking him towards the edge. I could feel my own orgasm quickly approaching as his tongue found my sweet spot, falling into a pleasurable pattern as he read my responses adeptly, but I knew that I wanted to bring him to the edge before I came. I wanted to make my fantasy a reality, to hear him beg and then cruelly deny him.

“Please, can I come,” Nick gasped out in between licks.

“No,” I replied, sitting back heavily on his face for a moment to punctuate my point.

“Please, Paisley, I’m so close.”

“No, hold on for me,” I had absolutely no intention of giving him permission, but seeing his body tense as he struggled and hearing his desperate begging was an incredible turn-on. I took his cock in one hand and found his nipple with my other, knowing that this would push him over the edge.

“You need to stop or I’ll come,” he pleased pathetically. “Please, I’m about to–“

I removed my hand right before the moment of orgasm, reading the tension in his body to remove stimulation at the final moment. His back arched as he thrust up, his cock desperately seeking any kind of friction to help him complete his orgasm. I felt myself come, the tension in my body releasing as I leaned back and rode his face like a cowgirl on a bucking bronco. As soon as my head cleared and my eyesight returned I looked in the full-length mirror on our wall, taking in the scene before me.

I sat proud and tall on my boy toy’s face like it was my throne, my face flushed and my hair wild. His cock remained almost entirely hard, and to my immense amusement and satisfaction, I could see that a significant amount of semen had dribbled out during his ruined, unsatisfying orgasm. I threw my head back and laughed, loving the feeling of power and control. The feeling of a fantasy fulfilled.

I slid off of him and draped a nylon-covered leg over his body, nuzzling into his neck to enjoy my post-orgasm glow. He hugged me back dutifully, but I could feel the pent-up frustration in his body.

“Why?”

“Hmmm. For fun. Because it was hot. To show you who’s boss,” I kissed his neck and then leaned in to whisper in his ear. “You can fuck me tomorrow. If you’re good.”

“Mhhm,” he groaned appreciatively. “What does being good look like?”

“It looks like you cooking me breakfast in bed, rubbing my feet while I write this article, and then eating my pussy until I decide you deserve it. Sound good?”

“Sounds perfect.”

I fell asleep in his arms that night, happy with my Hollywood ending but feeling like this might be just the beginning.
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