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Discovering BDSM At The Movies: First Time Gentle Femdom Fantasies


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.


Adults Only: First Time Swingers Party


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.


Finding My Feet: First Time Foot Fetish Fun


Life Is Good

One benefit of working from home, which I did a few days a week, was that you could wear whatever you liked. The success of my second article, establishing Perving With Petra as a bimonthly column, had persuaded my magazine Lyfe of Sin to give me a handsome wage rise as well as a host of other perks. I had celebrated by going out and indulging my most expensive habit by adding to my substantial collection of lingerie. My boyfriend Nick was out on one of his rare office days, leaving me alone to do my research for my next article. While there might be no one else to enjoy the show that hadn't stopped me from trying on some of my new sets, figuring that it was a good way to get me into the right head space for finding sexy and salacious ideas for my article. That’s why I sat in front of my computer, clad in a jet-black Bluebella set complete with seamed stockings and patent heels.

My deal with my editor, that I would write their sleazy sex column in return for a shot at more lofty assignments, had already paid dividends. I had been allowed to write a long-form piece about the latest trends in experimental theater, getting to meet luminaries of the emerging scene at an artsy loft party. It had been fun, enriching, and rewarding, producing a moderately well-read and generally well-regarded piece. My editors had congratulated me, but I could tell they were far more excited about the next installment of Perving With Petra. As, so it happened, was I.

My two trips so far, to a ladies’ night at a porn theater and to a high-class adults-only party at a hotel, had led to some hot and heavy sex with my boyfriend. This unexpected turn in my career had put a new spark into our sex life, leading us to explore a slow-burning mutual desire for me to take control. It was gratifying to feel like a successful writer and even more gratifying to feel like a sex goddess. That’s why, with my editor on holiday and fresh out of ideas, I found myself trawling forums and magazines to see what kinky diversions could be found in New York City.

I came across the concept of a foot fetish party on Reddit, with a quick Google search providing not only more details but also a number of local events. The basic idea seemed to be that foot fanatics would pay to attend while willing women would be paid to attend or at least get in for free, with all sorts of rubbing and licking and sucking going on. Like speed dating, with feet. Or prostitution, that puritanical little part of me left over from my teenage years said.

The whole thing intrigued me on a number of levels. The idea of people getting their sexual jollies purely from feet was interesting, particularly when the internet provided ready opportunities for more traditional kinds of sexual servicing. Overall though, it wasn’t one of the weirder fetishes out there. The party aspect of it was also something that fascinated me. How do the women interact with each other, how do they view the customers? Is there a sense of shame, or a strange camaraderie?

There was plenty of gender politics at play. The customers all seemed to be men and the “models” were women, but was that always the case? Were there gay versions of this? Were the men all the way I imagined them, or were they more varied?

So many questions. That told me with was a good idea, one that people would read about. I also had a more personal reason for my enthusiasm, though. Ever since our hot and sweaty session at the Kraft-Ebbing hotel Nick and I had been indulging in foot play, almost every day in fact. He had always liked my feet and I had always enjoyed a nice massage, but since we started playing around with our new dynamic it had become turbocharged. One night I had him kiss my feet while I used a vibrator on myself and the next I had him suck my toes while he pounded me. I had jokingly shoved my socks in his face after the gym and I swear he almost came, an idea got me so hot and bothered that I made him go down on me right there. My favorite activity, though, was to ignore him while he rubbed and nuzzled and worshipped my feet. Feeling him knead my stocking-clad soles or press his lips to my bare feet while I simply lay back and watched TV was so deliciously decedent that I would almost die. Hearing him beg to worship the lowest part of me in that deep, sexy Scottish accent was such a turn-on, and made me feel like a queen.

In these circumstances going to a foot party seemed like too good an idea to pass up. I would want some company though.

I had narrowed down my choices to two potential parties, both this weekend, and was trying to decide which of them seemed the least sleazy when Nick walked in. I turned in my chair and waited for him to walk into the room, receiving a highly gratifying look of shock and awe when he saw my attire. Despite getting to see me dress up like this several times a week, indeed I rarely wore any plain underwear, he still seemed to get a huge buzz off of it. To be fair, this outfit was more jaw-dropping than most, with sleek black fabric adorned with thin gold chains. I crossed one nylon-covered leg over the other like Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct before leaning back to highlight how tightly my large breasts were stuffed into his beautiful bra. He looked like he was ready to start salivating, which was just perfect. I needed him to agree to my plan, and he was always more agreeable when he was horned up.

I explained my plan to him as coquettishly as possible, dangling my high heel from my toe and fluttering my eyelashes at every opportunity. He agreed that it was a good topic, strange enough to be interesting but with broad appeal. Still, he seemed unsure, more unsure than he had been about joining me last time. He probably thought, with some fairness, that we were quickly being drawn into a strange world that we knew little about. Well, I wanted to learn more, and it was my job to do so.

“Come on baby,” I said, brushing his arm. “The only way for me to get into one of these parties is to go as a model, and I don’t want some other guy slobbering on my feet. I certainly don’t think you want that.”

“Isn’t there some other way? Like couldn’t you go as an attendee, or whatever?”

“Ah, so you want to see me sucking some other girl’s toes?” I slapped his arm playfully. The idea had occurred to me, even appealed to me a little, but I had ruled it out. “I don't know if women even go to these things as attendees, so it would be too obvious. And I can't just open by telling them I’m a journalist, they’ll either ban me or the women will clam up. No, I need to go as a foot model and you go as a customer. That way we get both perspectives.”

“We? So, I’m part of your reporting team now?”

“Absolutely! The Dr. Gonzo to my Raoul Duke.”

“Fine, but you owe me one!”

Yes, I did, and I had an idea of how to pay him back. I had been reading about footjobs, and even doing a little “audiovisual research”, and had decided that it would be a good way to reward Nick for helping me while doing a little research. So, while I set up my profile and started messaging the party organizer, Nick lay naked at my feet. I stroked and caressed him with my toes, squeezing his hard cock between my arches while he moaned in nylon-soaked pleasure. It was much harder than it looked, taking considerable core strength that left me thankful for my regular yoga sessions. I resolved to keep practicing. I was, after all, a perfectionist.

My lack of expertise was both a blessing and a curse, meaning that I couldn't make him come from this alone but was instead keeping him completely on the edge. After half an hour of inelegant but enthusiastic teasing Nick would have agreed to anything, putting him into an adorably submissive head space. I had him hand wash my new stockings, now slick with his come, before meeting me in the bedroom.

Life was good.


Variety Is The Spice Of Life

I felt nervous as we pulled up outside the strip club Tarintinas, but also excited. In fact, I was far less apprehensive than before my previous two adventures, finding myself able to enjoy the sense of anticipation. I had always wanted to be an actress when I was young and so the idea of being a sexy undercover reporter playing a role was starting to really suit me.

I had been told the rules and expectations via email after sending up some pictures of my feet, lovingly taken by Nick of course. I had rushed out to get a fresh pedicure, although my boyfriend and number 1 foot fan had assured me it wasn’t necessary. I had gone for a classic, classy black polish, sexy without being slutty. I felt proud of how the pictures had turned out, with my skin looking soft and my long toes looking graceful. I had a newfound appreciation for my feet and vowed never to neglect them again.

The system was that men paid to come to the party and the ladies got in for free. I would wait inside, relax with a drink, and wait for an attendee to approach me. They would offer a “gift” or “tribute”, and in return we would engage in some foot play out in public or in one of the private rooms available for hire. Basically, just like a lap dance. The organizer merely functioned as a middleman to connect people, provide a location, and guarantee safety.

I was surprised by how loose the instructions were. The email made it very clear that I could say no to anyone for whatever reason. I could also wear whatever I liked and negotiate any scenario or activity I felt comfortable with. Evidently, variety was the name of the game. There was something reassuring and empowering about that, some that made these feel like a naughty and mutually beneficial game rather than some sleazy, lopsided exchange. It was arguably even a feminist triumph- since women had the feet, they had the power.

I left Nick waiting in a nearby bar with firm instructions not to have more than two drinks of Dutch Courage while I went in to get acclimatized. We had agreed that we could come in around fifteen minutes after the scheduled start of the party, milling around a little before approaching me. That would give me time to take in the vibe without having to rebuff too many potential customers. Nick would then “pay” to spend some time with me, letting us experience the scenario from both perspectives without dealing with any strangers. Ideally, I also hoped to strike up a friendship, or at least a conversation, with the other women to get their thoughts on all this.

I looked around the street before going inside, as if someone I knew might see me here. It was quiet though, befitting an early Sunday evening in a sleazy part of town. A reassuringly large doorman let me through the entrance where I was greeted by a tall, bubbly redhead who introduced herself as Karen. She asked if I was another newbie and enveloped me in a huge hug when I said yes, pressing me against her extremely ample, and I suspected fake, bosoms. The mistress of ceremonies for this evening was bright, open, and extremely talkative, something which made my job easy. She explained that she had started working at these parties when she was a stripper and now made a living exclusively off of foot parties and online modeling. She even shared her social media handle, which I made a note of. I intended to supplement my first-person experience with some interviews and background in this article, since my editors had given me a bigger word count to play with. Someone this eager to share their story could give me some great color quotes once I started writing it up.

There were already about a dozen ladies in the room that Karen shepherded me into, more than I had expected. I ordered a surprisingly tasty, although unfortunately not free, glass of red wine from the barman and then started to take in my companions in kink, trying to mentally sketch descriptions that I could write down later.

Some of the women were scrolling on their phones while others sat solitary on their phones, seemingly content to save their social batteries for the paying customers. They represented a wide variety of femininity, although all were undeniably attractive. A few glamorous women in short, tight dresses and dizzying high heels sat talking comfortably with each other in the center of the room. I imagined from their clothes and confident demeanor that they might be strippers from this club picking up some extra money, and after striking up a quick chat with them my suspicions were confirmed. I felt a burst of pride that my instincts had been correct and could feel my confidence as a journalist growing. I had already made more of a connection with the people here than during the entire night at the hotel, and I felt sure I could get more juicy details as the night went on.

At the other end of the spectrum were a couple of stylish young women sitting apart from everyone else, talking nervously to each other and trying not to make contact with anyone else. Their natural blond hair, boho clothes, and wholesome vibe made me decide that they were sorority girls trying to pay off some tuition fees early. They were almost certainly the other newcomers that Karen had hinted about, which would make them great people to talk to. However, I decided not to impose on them just now, since they seemed to be psyching themselves up.

A petite, Latina nurse sat on her phone. Not in a sexy nurse’s outfit like you would see at Halloween, but a proper set of scrubs and a pair of comfortable trainers. As I sat next to her with my glass of wine I jokingly asked if she had just come from work. Unexpectedly, she had, saying that the money from this thing was a bonus but that she mostly loved getting her feet pampered after a long shift. I burst out laughing and she joined on clinking her glass against mine.

“And they really don’t mind that you’ve just come from work?” I asked. Even though it would only be Nick getting this tongue on my tootsies tonight, I had made sure they were well-pedicured and washed.

“Oh my God, no! Some of them absolutely love the smell.”

As strange as it was, I understood it. Nick had gone crazy for my sweaty body after our session in the sauna, and I loved his pheromones as well. Still, it was nice to have confirmation that the men who came to this were as varied in their interests as the women were in their backgrounds.

Just before the doors were due to open a buxom, beautiful goth walked in with a moody look on her face. She was wearing a short skirt, fishnets, and a corset, as well as severe-looking black boots. This was a woman who looked far more intent on using her feet to cause pleasure than pain, something I knew some men would be into. That made her another good target for a little chat, although I felt a little intimidated by her myself. Perhaps I would feel up to it later, after some attention from Nick. After all, there was nothing like having a man suck on your toes to make you feel more confident.

I wondered how I fit in with all these women and what they thought of my look. I had decided to dress classy, and I noted with a little bit of worry that I was the only person who had opted for nylons. With a red split-leg dress and black stockings I had gone for the look of a classic screen vamp, but I was definitely a little overdressed. Still, there were worse things than being overdressed, and it was an outfit that gave me confidence.

“Everyone ready? We’re just going to open the doors. I hope everyone has fun, especially the newcomers!”

Karen beamed at us brightly and then turned to go and open the front door. I half-expected a flood of eager men to come rushing in, but it took ten minutes until anyone appeared. Evidently no one wanted to be the first guy at the foot party, preferring to turn up fashionably late. Some strange part of my brain had pictured all of the men looking like Quentin Tarantino, an assumption that I knew was unfair but that I couldn't quite shake. It made me happy to see that the men who came in looked perfectly ordinary, with a few definitely classifying as handsome, even if most of them did have a furtive look about them. Each man arrived alone before getting a drink and milling around. These foot fetishists seemed to be solitary creatures, telling me that while there might be online forums dedicated to podolatry these men clearly didn’t hang out IRL.

Like the start of a high school dance, there was a moment of tension as the men built up the courage to make the first move. The women could have approached them, of course, but everyone seemed content to wait. A smooth man, one of the younger and more handsome ones, came in and made a beeline for the cute Latina nurse.

“Long shift today Marta?” he asked, as I strained to hear them over the electronic music.

“Verrrrry,” she purred, patting the seat next to her.

“Foot rub?”

“To start with,” she laughed, swinging her trainers onto his lap. He took them off with the easy confidence of a regular and began rubbing her socked feet, but not before taking a long inhale of her dirty work shoes. It was a deeply pervy maneuver, but I admired his lack of shame.

I avoided making eye contact with anyone, successfully avoiding attracting any suitors until Nick arrived. He walked in also looking fairly overdressed in his best shirt and nice shoes. His nervousness made him fit in though, and he did a decent job of not acknowledging me straight away. It looked like he had followed my instructions not to get too drunk, although like a typical Scotsman, he could generally handle his drink anyway. He went to the bar and ordered a red wine, sipping it for a few minutes before coming over and using our shared drink as a conversation starter.

We both tried to stay in character as we chatted, although it didn’t seem like anyone else was paying much attention. Nick made a show of giving me some cash, which I put in my handbag. I propped my legs up on his lap and allowed him to slip off my high heels, directing him with a hint of sternness to place them neatly next to each other. While most of the other women here seemed to take on a playful, friendly persona with their foot fans, I had decided to play it a little dominant, mostly for my own enjoyment.

As Nick rubbed my feet I took the opportunity to observe what else was going on around us. Our nurse had been stripped of her socks and was giggling as her man sniffed in between her toes. One well-dressed man had splashed the cash and now lay on the floor in front of the three friendly strippers, who chatted happily with each other while using him like a rug. Even the nervous sorority girls had gotten into it, each finding a man to kiss their cute, sandal-clad feet.

The slightly scary goth girl took a fat stack of bills from a nervous-looking man and counted them, before grabbing him by the tie and leading him towards one of the rooms at the back. While the activities in the main room were to remain strictly non-sexual, at least in the sense of no genitals being involved, my emailed instructions had explained that what went on in the private rooms was private business, between the foot model and the attendee. In other words, anything goes.

I imagined what she might be doing in there. Trampling him in those big boots? Stomping on his naked cock and balls with her bare feet? Making him jack off while she berated and degraded him? These were all a little extreme for my tastes, but something about the image did appeal to me.

Feeling inspired, I directed Nick onto his knees and told him to start kissing my foot. No one else paid us any mind, but I still got a powerful rush from the fact that I had a man worshipping my feet in a semi-public place. The club might give us the veneer or anonymity, while all the other people here were like minded fellow travelers, but it was still a deeply empowering experience. Perhaps having a man pay to kiss your feet didn't exactly make you a feminist icon, but the symbolism was exquisitely enjoyable.

To my surprise the next person to enter the club wasn’t a man, but a woman. She looked nervy but not nervous, exchanging a familiar look with the barman that told me she had been here before. If she was a model then she seemed underdressed and unprepared, as well as being late. She wore scuffed shoes, pinstriped black pants, and a cardigan that hinted at curves but did little to accentuate them. Her hair was done up in a messy bun and she wore thick-rimmed glasses, giving her the appearance of a Plain Jane character in a romcom who would let her hair down and charm the love interest before the movie was done. It was one thing to come from work, like the sexy little nurse had, but this woman didn’t look like she was here to reel in any guy at all. Perhaps she had a regular?

After a few minutes of watching her hang around near the bar I realized what was going on. She wasn’t acting like a model because she wasn’t a model- she was an attendee, a customer. A foot fetishist.

I had wondered if there were women on the other side of this transaction, and it looked like there were. Or at least, there was one. It wasn't that strange, of course. Lesbians existed and some of them had foot fetish. The real surprise was that she was going about it like this, in an environment that otherwise seemed to have an established male-female gender dynamic. That was interesting and unexpected, running against the picture most people would have. That made it a great angle for my article. I knew, in a sudden flash of realization, that I had to talk to this woman.

With impeccable timing Nick excused himself to go to the bathroom, giving me a sudden opening. Forcing myself to move on pure, journalistic instinct, I got up and made my way toward the interloper as seductively as I could. I didn’t know what kind of thing she was here for or what kind of person she wanted it from, but I felt sure that the best way to approach her was with a big smile and an open mind.

“Hi,” I said, affecting my most sultry voice. Seeing this woman up close made me feel suddenly intimidated. Despite her dressed-down appearance, she was disarmingly pretty, with plump red lips and gorgeous, intelligent eyes hiding behind those glasses. I suddenly didn’t know what to say.

Luckily, she stepped in for me. “Hi. I like your stockings.”

“Yeah?” I was flailing. What was I supposed to say? I like your hair, your face, the way you might give me enough material to keep my fancy job?

“Yeah, not a lot of women here wear them, I think they’re afraid of getting them ruined by the dudes slobbering all over them.”

That was already good material, but I couldn’t stop to write it down. I had to keep going here, half flirting and half doing improv. I decided it was best to be upfront, one-upping her until I figured out what her deal was.

“What is it you like about stockings? The look, or…” I took her hand and placed it on my leg, running her fingers across the nylon. “The feel?”

“Both.”

Lisa, as she introduced herself bought me a drink and we flirted for a few moments more. As we talked I started to get into her vibe more, thinking of her less as the mousey nervous latecomer and more as Lisa The Lovely Lesbian Librarian. She was hot and she was intriguing. I soon found myself peppering her with questions, like how long she had been coming here and whether she went to any other similar parties.

“You’re asking a lot of questions,” she noted, her eyes bright and perceptive. I suddenly caught myself. I had let my guard drop, my eagerness dragging me out of character.

“Really?”

“Yeah. The girls here don’t usually ask much about me, not until we’ve negotiated a price.”

Shit. You can only get so far by just muddling through. Clearly, there were unspoken rules, and patterns of behavior that structured these nights. Patterns I had unwittingly broken.

“Plus, you and that guy are way overdressed.”

“Guy?”

“Yeah, the guy who had presumably paid you, who you are now ignoring but who is sitting politely over there.”

Double fucking shit.

“I’m going to take a wild swing here, but is this some blogger, streamer, undercover journo type deal?” Lisa smiled wolfishly. She was even more switched on and perceptive than she seemed. “I would guess cop, but I know this place is legal and I assume a vice officer would be better prepared anyway.”

Well, I might be fucked. I figured it was better to be honest and see where that would get me.

“OK, so I am writing something about this, but it’s not anything sneaky. I’m not after an exposé here. I just like finding out about things from first-hand experience.”

“And you brought along your what, boyfriend? So that you didn’t have to let any of the real perverts lick your precious little feet?”

She looked wryly amused rather than angry, but I was aware that I was in a dangerous position. She could expose me right now and no doubt have me thrown out for coming under false pretenses.

“It’s not like. We’re just getting into the scene ourselves, and I didn’t know what to expect, and-“

“So you are into this? You do want to play?” she cut me off just as I was about to start babbling.

“Yes.”

“Good, because I’m here to get off, not play twenty questions. So, here’s an offer. You get us a private room and we play for a while. You can ask me some questions, and I’ll give you my number for a chat after.”

Lisa was very commanding for someone who looked so unassuming, and for someone who was here to lick and worship feet. That was a lesson for me, of course. Just because someone was interested in feet or even sexually submissive didn’t mean they were like that interpersonally. Play was just that- play.

I accepted her suggestion without much hesitation. I wasn’t sure if her offer contained an unspoken threat to expose me or not, but either way it seemed like too good an opportunity to pass up. I also had to admit to myself that I was sexually intrigued by the idea of playing with the lovely lady. I had no idea what she wanted to do with me, but I was quite eager to find out.

“Will your boy mind?”

I looked back at Nick, sitting in the corner and looking over at us like a puppy dog. “Do you mind if he comes as well? It might look weird if I just ditch him.”

That was only the partial truth. I wanted him to come, partly for a sense of security but also because we had agreed that any exploration we did with other people would involve both of us.

“OK,” Lisa said, after a moment’s thought, “I do quite like an audience.”

That was convenient as well as interesting. We went over to Nick and I introduced them both, spending a few minutes making awkward small talk before sending him off to pay Karen for half an hour in a private room. It was time to play.


Making A Dream Come True

I let Lisa lead the way, taking the opportunity to admire her swaying ass, round and juicy in her tight pinstriped office pants. I wanted to grab it and spank it, to watch it jiggle for me. When we entered the private room, a dark lounge with a couch, table and pole, she slipped off her cardigan and through it to the side. Lisa had been hiding an amazing body under her mousy work attire. With the tight trouser and crisp white shirt she looked like the epitome of a sexy secretary or horny librarian, the star of many a bored office drone’s daydreams.

I sent Nick to get us all some more drinks so that I could have another word with Lisa in private. I might not be a professional model or domme, but my research had taught me enough to know that it was best to discuss desires and limits before any “scene.”

“What sort of stuff are you into?”

“Feet,” she answered quickly, breaking the tension with a smile.

“Ha of course, but what else?”

She explained that she enjoyed being dominated. When I pushed her for more information she explained that she got off on being used, humiliated, and embarrassed by girls. She didn’t want to give too many details, since the whole idea was for me to take the lead.

“Sometimes the women just want to sit here and I end up having to top from the bottom. Which is kind of OK, I can get a thrill from being ignored, but I prefer it if someone is actively making me their bitch.”

The conversation was unavoidably a little awkward, but I admired how forthright Lisa was being. She knew what she wanted and was willing to get after it, which is more than can be said for most people. We agreed on a safeword and I assured her that I was ready to take charge. I didn’t know if I was, truth be told, but I had reached a put up or shut up part of my journey.

I told Lisa to kneel in front of me while I sat on the couch, her nose pressed down on the tip of my shoe with her gorgeous ass up in the air. I had put Nick on his knees plenty of times recently, but having a beautiful woman kowtow in front of me was a new, powerful rush. This wasn’t just a horny, easily-led man submitting to me. It was a peer, someone who I might otherwise have felt jealous towards. For the next half hour, she belonged to my feet.

“Do you only like girls?” I asked as Nick came back with the drinks. I figured there was no harm in asking some questions now, although I didn’t want this to count as my interview.

“Yeah, I’ve not dated a man in a long time. I do like seeing them submit to women though.”

Interesting. That certainly opened up some possibilities. It was also an intriguing insight into Lisa’s submissive psychology. She liked seeing a strong woman in control, even if it wasn’t completely sapphic.

I told Lisa to remove my shoes and start kissing the tops of my feet, a task she leaped to enthusiastically. I felt power and arousal rush through my body as her lips graced my nylons and with a flash of horny inspiration I told her to start wiggling her juicy ass for me. She looked up at me briefly, her face red with embarrassment, but then quickly returned to her kissing while lewdly shaking her butt. I reminded myself that this kind of treatment was exactly what she wanted. At that moment it was exactly what I wanted too.

“Are you feeling left out baby?” I looked over at Nick, who was sitting watching this all with wide, wonder-struck eyes. “Would you like to get involved?”

He nodded his head so quickly I was worried that it was going to fall off. I wanted to play with him, wanted to experience the rush of using two human toys at the same time, but I was mindful that this was supposed to be Lisa’s session. Still, she had said she liked to see men being dominated. I could make that work.

“Strip down to your underwear,” I commanded, pretending I was a dominatrix rather than a journalist. I wiggled my toes excitedly as Nick followed my instruction, enjoying the sexy sight of him stripping off his shirt and trousers. Lisa barely looked up, focusing her attention on my spoiled little feet.

“Lisa, pass my boyfriend one of my shoes.”

She looked up, curiosity finally distracting her from her foot fun. A knowing smirk crossed her face, while Nick looked at me nonplussed. Sorry darling, I thought, but I’m on a roll now.

“You can sniff my shoe while Lisa here shows you how to worship feet, OK?”

“OK?” Nick replied hesitantly, taking my shoe and kneeling beside us.

“Say thank you.”

“Thank you.”

“Good boy. Now sniff.”

I sat back and enjoyed the picture for a moment, reflecting on what a sexy and surreal scenario I had ended up in. I was dressed in sexy lingerie in the backroom of a club while a gorgeous woman kowtowed in front of me, gratefully kissing my feet. Meanwhile, my sexy boyfriend watched it all with a tent in his underwear and his nose buried in my shoe. Life was strange, but life was good.

“How does my shoe smell?”

“Good, like you.”

“Ha, you little perv. Lisa, how does my boyfriend look?”

She looked at him, sniffing my shoe with guilty abandon, and smiled. “Pathetic.”

“Yes, he does. Nicky, I want you to kiss the insole of my shoe. Lisa, rub my feet for a minute, I want to ask you a question.”

Nick did as I asked, the protrusion in his underwear telling me that the humiliation wasn't too much for him. Meanwhile, Lisa scooted back onto her knees and took my foot in my hand, massaging it with well-practiced hands.

“How do your sessions usually go?” There were a million questions I wanted to ask her, but I knew that I should keep them focused on our current session for now. I could get background quotes later, but for now I needed knowledge I could use.

“Usually I worship their feet while they tease me. I like when people take control and come up with their own ideas, but sometimes I have to suggest things.”

“What kind of things?”

She looked adorably sheepish. “Like them standing on me, or spitting on me, or making me gag. Mostly though they just let me lick their feet and maybe call me names while I get myself off with a vibrator.”

I hadn’t expected tonight to go like this, but I knew right away that I wanted to see this sweet, sexy woman come. More than that, I wanted to give her what she needed. This might be my first night doing this, but I felt like the least I could do was to try and be the dominant bitch that she clearly wanted.

“Good girl. In that case, I’m going to play with you how I like, unless you use your safe word. Is that what you want?”

“That’s what I want.”

I directed Nick kneel in front of me on all fours while I removed my stockings and placed them to the side. To my delight Lisa looked at me, not just my feet, but me, with a deep and obvious lust. I felt desired in a way that I hadn’t before, and it was glorious.

I propped my legs up on Nick’s strong, muscular back, giving Lisa a good view of my soles. My feet had gotten a little sweaty in my stockings and it felt good to have them off, but I suspected Lisa wouldn't mind.

“I’m feeling tired and sore from those high heels. I want you to show me what that slutty, submissive little mouth can do.”

“Yes, miss.”

Miss? I wondered where that had come from. Some teenage crush on a teacher perhaps? Clearly, Lisa was falling deep into subspace and had decided to give me an honorific of her own choosing, revealing something about her submissive psychology. I quite liked the idea of being Miss Paisley, although Mistress, Goddess, Princess, and Queen all appealed as well.

My musings were soon blown out of my mind by Lisa’s feverish worship of my feet. She started by placing her nose directly under my toes, breathing in deeply. Without direction, she moved on to kissing up and down my soles before giving it long, luscious licks. Her lips and tongue felt electric on my skin, the psychological excitement heightening the physical sensations. I shook with delight as she started to nibble on the ball of my foot, unable to stop a little moan of delight from escaping my lips. This was a woman who took her foot worship seriously.

Lisa worshipped and soothed every inch of my feet, darting her tongue in between my toes before wrapping her plump lips around them. She made eye contact with me while she sucked, giving me a taste of what men must feel like when they had a woman on her knees. Meanwhile, Nick kept himself braced and steady, his long yoga sessions and rock-climbing trips making him well-prepared for his unexpected duties as a human footstool.

This was hot as fuck, but I knew something that would make it hotter. I wanted to see the body that Lisa had hidden under her work clothes, and I figured that she would get a rush out of the power imbalance of wearing fewer clothes than me. I worried a little that it might be crossing a line with her, but she had a safeword she could use. Part of me also worried about what Nick would think. Still, he knew I was bi, and I think we both knew where this had been going for the last few weeks. We loved each other dearly, but clearly our days of strict monogamy were coming to an end.

“I want you to take your clothes off for me, nice and slow. Put on a bit of a show. Not for him though,” I said, picking up one of my shoes and placing it in front of my boyfriend’s face. “You sniff this and keep your eyes off of her.”

Nick made a low moan of frustration but followed my degrading instruction. I sipped on my wine while Lisa stood up and stripped for me. She stopped short of dancing but did manage to put on a sexy show, slowly unbuttoning her shirt to reveal a mouthwatering rack before kicking off her shoes and shimmying out of her pants a little awkwardly. She was wearing plain underwear, a simple bra and briefs, but her curvy body didn’t require any adornment. I thought back to Alba, the gorgeous older woman at the swingers’ party, all tight angles and hard muscles. I had imagined what it would feel like to suck and lick her nipples while she gently encouraged me. Now, I was imagining how it would feel to spank Lisa’s big, juicy ass, or knead her tits under my feet.

“Take the bra off but leave the panties on. I like the way they make your butt look.”

It felt amazing to have two playthings, an insane and arousing rush of power. I hadn’t planned on coming but I suddenly felt like it would have to happen, and soon. I was far too worked to resist.

“Are you willing to share, Lisa?”

“Share what?”

“Share one of my feet with our boy here. Miss wants to feel two mouths on her tired toes. I deserve that, don’t I?”

“Whatever you say, miss,” Lisa said quietly. It was obvious that she was in the kind of submissive headspace where she would likely agree to anything.

“Good girl,” I could see her visibly shiver when I used that phrase. I was beginning to feel like a skilled puppeteer, masterfully pulling the string that controlled her mind. “We’ll see if he can follow your example. Oh, and since you’ve been so good you can go get the vibrator from your bag.”

I took off my dress while Lisa scampered eagerly to her bag, retrieving the vibrator with girlish enthusiasm. A few weeks ago I would have felt self-conscious being this naked in public, never mind doing anything this sexual, but now I felt like a confident, sexy goddess. This was far better than any Oprah Book Club self-help guide.

“Put that vibrator in your mouth, get it wet and put on a show for us.”

It was a butterfly vibrator, with a small curved phallus to stimulate the inside while a clitoral vibrator hit the other sweet spot. All the benefits of a rabbit, but it was also small enough to be inserted under panties to allow for a hands-free experience. That, as luck would have it, was my favorite type of vibrator.

We both watched as Lisa sucked messily on the pink, plastic cock, her face flush with shame and arousal. She probably thought the vibrator was her reward. It would be, but not quite yet.

“Am I doing a good job, Lisa? It’s my first time, after all,” I tried to ask the question with a wry, mocking edge to my voice, hoping I didn’t sound needy.

“Yes Miss, amazing,” she said, holding the spit-slick sex toy in her hand.

“Good. In that case, I think I deserve to come first, don’t you?”

“Yes, Miss.”

I held out my hand and she passed the vibrator to me, her eyes bright with the flame of arousal. I slipped the vibrator into my panties and eased it in, enjoying the way my two toys gawped at me. There was a small remote to control the twin vibrators, and when I started it on the lowest setting I could tell it wouldn’t be long until I exploded.

I directed them to start licking one foot each, using pointing and finger snaps to make my desires known. I was soon lost in a world of sensation as their mouths pleasured every inch of me. Two sets of lips, two tongues, two gorgeous human beings who wanted to put their trust in me, to follow me and worship me. That submission was so much hotter than the sensation, even with the vibrations building inside of me.

“Gag on my toes. I want to see which one of you can deepthroat the most.”

I looked at my loving, caring boyfriend Nick and this absolute stranger Lisa as they both did their best to please me, even as it meant degrading themselves. Lisa’s eyes watered instantly, slightly smudging her mascara, while Nick let out an adorable choking sound. It was that which sent me over the edge, my orgasm coming in long shuddering waves. It might only have lasted for seconds, but the undulating peaks of pleasure made it feel like forever. It was the hardest, most satisfying orgasm of my life.

Part of me just wanted to sleep, to have Nick hold me in his arms while I curled up beside him, but I knew that wasn’t on the cards. I had two eager little pets still slobbering at my feet even as they stared at me in sex-drunk awe, and they would both need to be taken care of. Lisa especially, I reminded myself, since she was going to be at the heart of my story.

I peeled off my panties and in a flash of dominant inspiration, I shoved the sodden underwear into Nick’s mouth and passed the vibrator to Lisa. She understood what I wanted, taking it from me and putting it back into her mouth so she could taste my juices. So perverted and so fucking sexy.

That was yet another Rubicon crossed on our little journey of sexual exploration. I hadn’t let another person touch me intimately yet, unless you counted my feet, which I supposed I should, but I was now letting this woman taste my cum. Nick and I would have to talk about the implications of this later, but I could tell from the tent in his pants and the loving look in his eyes that he was still pleased to be on this voyage with me.

Good, because I was feeling more and more at home as the captain of the Good Ship Princess Paisley. I was starting to feel like a natural, developing a dominant persona all of my own. It was a new world for me, one in which I could make or break a sub, male or female, with nothing but the power of my sexuality. I could give pleasure or gain, satisfaction or frustration. I decided that right now I wanted to make Lisa’s dreams come true, to reward her for bringing me further into this world and, perhaps, to ensure that she would stay wrapped around my little finger.

“What’s your filthiest fantasy, Lisa? One you haven’t gotten to do yet?” I realized that I might be getting in over my head here. I had no idea what else she was into, and it might be something that I couldn’t provide. Still, I wanted to know.

She looked at me with a mixture of trepidation and desire, her makeup smudged and her lips slick with my cum. I had never seen a woman look more vulnerable or more sexy. “I- I’ve always fantasized about, ehm.”

“Come on, spit it out. You don’t have to tell me, but if you do I might make it come true.”

“I want to clean cum off of a woman’s foot. No, wait,” she stopped, thinking about how to word it more precisely. “I want to be made to clean cum off a woman’s foot.”

God, that sounded sexy. Sexy, and achievable.

“A man’s cum or a woman’s cum?”

“Either,” she looked down. “But ideally a man’s”

“But don’t you prefer women?”

“Exactly. A hot, mean woman making me clean filthy cum off her pretty feet. It’s just so demeaning and humiliating and hot.”

That was an intense line of thinking, but it made sense. I wiggled my toes and looked down at them, imagining how good my pale skin and black toenails would look covered in jizz. I pictured Lisa all red-faced and embarrassed, slurping it up while I laughed at her. Yeah, this was something I could do.

I told Nick to remove his underwear, now with the visible marking of precum soaking through them, and lie down on the floor in front of me. My previous attempts at a footjob had been fun but had ended with him being left frustrated or with me using my hand to finish him off onto my soles. That would work for today as well, but I was feeling flush with confidence that I could get him off hands-free.

We didn’t have any lube, but I figured we could improvise. I had Lisa come and gag on my feet to get them nice and wet, encouraging her to give them a nice, sloppy blowjob. Once they were spit-drenched and glistening I wrapped them around Nick’s rock-hard cock, starting with some teasing between the toes before squeezing it between my arches. He let out a low, guttural moan. As much as his vocalizing turned me on, I decided he needed something in his mouth to shut him up. This moment should be between Lisa and me.

“Do you like having your feet worshiped?” I asked the woman kneeling next to my boyfriend while I pleasured his cock.

“No, not at all. I’m super ticklish.”

“That’s a pity,” I thought for a moment. I had considered having Nick lick Lisa’s feet, but perhaps it was for the best that I avoid any direct contact between them. Still, I wanted to keep his mouth busy. “Take off your socks.”

“Why, miss,” she asked, even as she moved to comply. Her white cotton socks had remained on even after her little striptease. As I studied them I could see a small amount of discoloration, from age or sweat. Disgustingly delicious.

“How long have you been wearing them?”

“Just today, but I cycled to and from work in them.”

“Perfect. I want you to shove them in my little boytoy’s mouth, put my shoe over his nose, and then tie it with my stocking. OK?”

She smiled, glad to be spared any tickle torture and seemingly pleased that she wasn’t the only person being humiliated by me. I had no idea where these perverted little plans of mine were coming from, but I’d found my flow and was loving it.

I slowed my footjob but didn’t stop it as Lisa delivered on my vision. Nick, for his part, looked shell-shocked and sex-mad, completely happy to go along with whatever I suggested. It was clear by now that he was sexually submissive, we had even discussed our desire quite frankly at home, and I kept telling myself to trust that this was what he wanted. All the evidence so far suggested it was.

I didn't bother trying to stifle my laughter when I saw how ridiculous he looked, a stranger’s dirty socks in his mouth and a stiletto heel over his face. He was my clown, my pet, and my plaything. I could treat him like a punchbag or a jester, dress him up like a doll or parade him around naked, but he would always be the love of my life.

Lisa looked like she would explode if she didn’t get some relief soon, so I told her to take the vibrator and start playing with herself. She inserted it into her panties and turned it on, bending over on all fours with her face near Nick’s cock.

Wanting to get deep into Lisa’s head, I decided it was time to play twenty questions while I brought Nick to the edge.

Big feet or small feet? Sweaty or clean? Favorite nail color? Porn or erotica?

“What’s the dirtiest thing you’ve ever done?”

“THISSSSS,” she screamed out as an orgasm hit her suddenly. Even she looked surprised by how quickly it had come, and her face turned bright red with embarrassment as well as the orgasmic rush of blood.

“I didn’t say you could come,” I said as sternly as I could muster, although to be fair I hadn’t told her she couldn’t come either. “Keep going, you aren’t stopping until you’ve had another. You can kiss my feet to apologize, but don’t you dare touch my boyfriend’s cock. If you do, I’ll throw you out of this room without a shred of clothing.”

We both knew that the last part wasn’t true, but the fantasy seemed to do something fun to her submissive mind. She nodded furiously, beyond words now, and crawled to my feet with her ass stuck lewdly in the air as if to impress me. Mumbling little apologies, Lisa began kissing and licking as if her life depended on it. Part of me wanted to see what would happen to Nick’s shaking body if her tongue teased the tip of his cock while I fucked him with my feet, but she was assiduous in avoiding any contact with him. I had never felt this way before, but was now so secure in myself and our relationship that I could imagine another girl’s mouth giving Nick pleasure while still knowing that he belonged to me, heart, body, and soul.

Nick began grunting, clearly trying to tell us that he was about to come but unable to form words with a mouthful of sock. Thank God, I thought. I was loving every second of this, but my core muscles were telling me that I couldn’t keep it up indefinitely. All good things had to come to an end.

He climaxed with a low moan of pleasure, his hips thrusting up as if he were trying to fuck the sky. His cum wanted to spurt everywhere, but I quickly positioned the sole of one foot over his head while the other one kept stroking, ensuring that most of it ended up on my foot. He pumped and pulsated furiously, more jizz than I could have imagined possible spurting and then dripping out of it, and he shivered and shook beautifully. By the time his body calmed both of my soles were coated in his juices. I rubbed my feet together, ensuring that it was spread all over both feet and toes.

It was at that moment that Lisa came for the second time, her face contorted in that expression of delicious agony as her legs threatened to buckle. Tears of joy and frustration had formed in her eyes, and she stared at me with a desperate intensity that I will never forget.

The tableau spread out before me was absolutely astounding, far more interesting and inspiring than anything I had seen at any of the insipid art shows I had covered around the city. Nick’s body heaved as he recovered from his orgasm, abs and chest muscles tensing and relaxing. Of course, it wasn't fresh air he was breathing but the scent of leather and my sweat, a fact that gave me a little rush of pleasure. Meanwhile, Lisa kowtowed on all four, body trembling, face full of both anticipation and trepidation. I noticed the vibrator was still on inside her. It was time for the final brushstroke to complete my masterpiece.

“It’s time to clean up this mess,” I said, wiggling my toes and bringing them towards Lisa’s face. She looked hesitant and for a moment I considered not making her do it. Perhaps in her post-orgasm clarity she didn’t want to do it anymore. And of course, that would be fine.

I reminded myself that she wanted to be made to do it, pushed into it by a strong, sexy domme. She would use her safeword if she had to, but for now we were still playing our roles. I steeled myself and decided to push it to the max.

“Clean it up now, you little slut, or I swear to God I will wedgie you until those cute little panties break and then shove my toes down your throat until they tickle your tonsils, do you understand?”

That did the trick. Lisa brought her face close to my feet and without any further hesitation began to clean up Nick’s sticky mess. I laughed while she slurped up the cum that had pooled on top of my toes before licking the underside of my feet clean. A thorough perfectionist, much like myself, she even licked in between each and every toe to ensure that she hadn't missed a drop. It was utterly, undeniably depraved, but I loved every second of it.

I complimented her on her skills as a cumdumpster and she responded by shuddering out one last orgasm, weaker than before. Her panties must be utterly soaked by now, and I wondered idly whose job it was to clean the floor in here.

Lisa rolled onto her back while I helped Nick remove his makeshift mask before sitting down heavily on the couch. We all took a moment to come down from our collective high in silence.

“How was it for you?” I asked the room.

“Amazing,” Lisa gasped. “Amazing. You’re a natural.”

My heart swelled with pride. As dominant as I had been in that moment I was still a people pleaser through and through. It made me genuinely happy to know I had made her happy, and I was proud of my newfound skills. Plus, I still wanted a proper interview with her.

Nick’s only answer was a low, satisfied moan. I knew we would have to have a full debrief at some, but I felt confident that he was as pleased with this evening as I was.

We got dressed as quickly as we could once I realized that we had slightly overstayed our allotted time, although both Lisa and I opted to put our sodden panties in our handbags rather than keep them on. I suggested meeting up for a coffee later in the week so we could have a proper interview, and while I had expected Lisa to blow me off she seemed surprisingly keen, suggesting a foot rub and glass of wine instead.

Lisa hugged us both and then went to the bathroom to clean up before leaving, giving me her number on a piece of paper. I settled down in the main room with my wine. Having only had one orgasm to Lisa’s three, I was somewhat keen to get Nick home so I could have him lick me and fuck me to my heart’s content. Still, I was not quite ready to leave yet.

When we left the club together after another hour of foot rubbing from Nick and increasingly easy conversation with the other ladies, I realized just how lucky I had become. The past few weeks had given me much more than a boost in my career, it had provided the most satisfying and intense sexual experiences of my life. I didn’t know what would come next, but I was sure that I was going to do more than just dip my toe into this scene.


Whips and Chains : First Time At A BDSM Club


My Inner Domme

”Enjoy the raise, Paisley. We’re all loving the columns and know you have a bright future here. Just make sure you keep it sexy. Because-,”

“Sex sells,” I interrupted my editor with a smile.

“That’s right.”

I felt a flash of pride as I left Jonaton’s office with my congratulations and a fat wage increase. I’d be lying if I said there wasn't a small part of me that mourned the loss of my integrity, but the money more than made up for it. Plus, I was being published, and more importantly read, regularly. It beat sitting on the sidelines.

It wasn’t just my professional life that was looking up. Since I had started writing my sex columns, and dragging Nick along to various kinky events for research, I had been enjoying hot, uninhibited, experimental sex at home. We had a small but growing selection of toys to supplement my own obsessive collection of lingerie and had been fucking so frequently that you would think we had just discovered the concept. I had even let Nick tie me up, enjoying the way he patiently teased me with his hands and our toys until I had been unable to hold back. It was fun to give up control, sometimes.

Still, my strong preference was for being in charge. My newfound sense of dominance had become a daily part of our lives. I liked to jokingly tease Nick around the house, driving him crazy with my body before demanding a foot massage or giving him some minor chore. I felt more confident in both my personal and professional life and, for his part, he seemed to be getting off on it.

Whenever we had the time I would take my sexual domination of my boyfriend to a new level. I had him on his knees almost every day, his oral skills reaching new heights with constant practice. I would sit on his face or have him suck my toes while I ignored him, reveling in my bitchy new persona and enjoying the sight of his leaking and neglected cock. My favorite activity had been when I tied Nick to the bed and slowly, relentlessly edged him. I brought him to the precipice of pleasure over and over, stopping just before the point of no return. It made me so wet to hear him begging for release in his sexy Scottish accent, a strong man reduced to a blubbering wreck just from my touch, my words, my feminine aura.

I had extracted countless promises, confessions, and offers of eternal supplication from him that night before eventually letting him come while I rode him hard. It had made me feel strong and powerful and loved, more sexually complete than I had ever been before. Still, I felt strongly like I could stand to take this up a level. I barely knew how to tie Nick up, and it was clear that he could get out of my amateurish attempts at bondage if he really wanted to. I had an amazing collection of lingerie that made me feel sexy and powerful, but it was also all pretty vanilla in its own way. Our toys were all fun and pleasure-focused, but we had steered away from the kinkier side of things. I was still afraid of accidentally hurting him, but also felt like we were paddling in the shallow end. Basically, I still hadn't felt that full femme domme experience.

I wanted to put on the leather and try out the whips. I wanted to see how Nick would respond to some loving pain as well as teasing. I wanted to see how it felt to be a black-booted ballbuster.

Luckily, my current career trajectory meant that I had plenty of opportunity to explore this. Not an opportunity, even. More of a requirement. After all, I had articles to write and my editor had been very clear about the need to keep them sexy. I quickly found myself searching out the websites of fetish clubs and dungeons, perusing the pages of professional dommes, and occasionally watching BDSM porn for inspiration. What can I say? I enjoy my work.

There were various fetish club nights we could attend as a couple, and I also found some pro-dommes who offered classes on BDSM, but my research told me that the usual process was to go to a “munch” first. That meant an informal gathering in a bar or cafe where you could meet like-minded kinksters and get involved in the scene before going to a BDSM club. We had jumped in the deep end with the swingers club and foot fetish party already, so I decided that in the interests of journalism I should do this properly, as if we were a normal couples getting involved in kink for the first time. I would meet some people, hopefully get invited to a club night, and then perhaps learn a thing or two about being a proper dominatrix.

Nick put up no resistance when I suggested this to him. Our last few forays into the seedy underbelly of New York City had worked out well for us both. I was happy, horny, and thriving at work, while he was reaping the benefits of all that. Nevertheless, I had waited until I had his desperate cock in my hand before I broached the subject.

“Whatever you say,” was all he gasped.

We found a munch at a local bar and prepared to meet the kinksters.

***

The munch was far less intimidating than any of my earlier “research trips.” Although I didn’t tell anyone I was here for journalistic purposes, I didn’t feel like I was semi-undercover the way I had at the foot fetish party. We were able to say, quite honestly, that we were a couple who wanted to meet like-minded people and learn about BDSM. Unlike the hyper-exclusive swingers’ party at the fancy Kraft-Ebbing hotel, the crowd here was more varied and more welcoming. There were hotties, nerds, young people, old people, couples, and singles of both genders. Many of them were strange, with idiosyncratic mannerisms and weird clothing choices even at this dress-down event, but they were uniformly friendly and easygoing.

I would be lying if I said I wasn’t a little nervous but luckily Nick was in his element, charming and glad-handing like he was on the campaign trail. He talked videogames with some huge metalhead and discussed history with a pretty NYU student. He helped a well-to-do gentleman choose a single malt from the bar and settled a bet for a couple of nicely-dressed women who looked like they had just come from the office. He made making friends easy.

It didn't take long for us to get invited to an upcoming fetish night at a nearby dungeon space. Club T was held once a month and as luck would have it the next date was this weekend, fitting in almost perfectly with my own publication schedule. It was like The Universe wanted me to be a kinky sex columnist.

We left the bar nice and tipsy with several usernames for people on Fetlife, a BDSM social networking site, and a promise to get us an invite to Club T. A successful night.

“So, this is meant to be a play party, right?” Nick asked as we walked from the subway to our apartment. “Does that mean we have to ‘play’ with other people?”

“No, I don’t think so. We can just watch, use the equipment, stuff like that,” I looked at his face and tried to judge his expression. “But we could.”

Our experience at the foot fetish club had come tantalizingly close to a threesome, while the swingers’ party had involved us being in very close proximity to another couple in the throes of passion. Clearly, we were edging towards partner-swapping, ethical non-monogamy, swinging, dogging, orgies, or whatever else the cool kids were calling it nowadays.

“Could we?”

“If you like. If you’re open to it.”

He paused for a moment, more out of a sense of dramatic effect than genuine hesitation, I sensed.

“I am.”

We spent the next few minutes hashing out the details. We would potentially play with other people, up to and including sex, but only if the other person was there and with either of us being able to call a halt to it at any point. The conversation progressed easily, a testament to our closeness as a couple, although it hit an unexpected stumbling block when we circled back to talking about our upcoming trip to the BDSM party.

“I quite fancy being the dominant one at this thing,” Nick said. That was unexpected. While he had switched it up a few times, I was pretty firmly in the driver’s seat.

“Hmmm,” I thought about it for a moment. Part of me knew that I should probably let him have this. It might make for a better article in some ways. On the other hand, a big part of this was about me wanting to bring out my inner dominatrix. “I want to be in charge. Sorry babe.”

If I had been teasing him at the time he would surely have relented, but being out on the street with a few beers in him was enough to bring out his stubborn side. “Then we are at an impasse!”

I suggested that we settle this in our usual way, with a flip of a coin. Whoever won would be in charge from now until after the play party. I called heads and let Nick flip it, and to my immense relief came out on top. He looked a little pissed off but was happy enough to go along with our agreement.

Divine providence once again!

I decided to put him to work as soon as we got home, telling him to get naked before rubbing my tired feet while I shopped for a properly imposing outfit so I could arrive at the party like a true dominatrix. I had him kiss and lick my feet, soothing me with his eager mouth. He didn’t seem to mind that they were sweaty from a long night in leather boots, and I certainly didn’t care either.

I was getting into the mind frame of a bossy, dominant bitch, and I loved it.


Leather And Lace

We arrived at Club T together, passing on an invitation to get drinks beforehand and arrive with some people from the munch. I wanted to minimize distractions as I entered the club, knowing that I would have to make mental notes for my subsequent article.

The venue was a dungeon space used by some professional dominants, rented out to couples, and used occasionally for parties like this. It was an entire floor made up of two converted apartments in a New York brownstone, the kind of place that would fetch a pretty price on the property market if it wasn’t for the slightly seedy neighborhood. We took a taxi there, not wanting to brave the subway in our outfits.

I had dressed Nick, with some cajoling and a reminder that we must abide by The Judgment Of The Coin, in a sleeveless leather vest with tight shorts, black dress shoes, and a bowtie. It gave him the appearance of a kinky butler, something that I hoped would remind him of his agreed role for the evening.

It was a much more fraught, difficult process to decide what I should wear. I wanted to embrace my inner domme but found myself unable to commit to skin-tight leather or latex. Both materials felt risky and high-effort, the kind of thing that would detract from my enjoyment of the evening if I didn’t get the fit or preparation right. Latex in particular seemed to require an intimidating amount of knowledge about the care and application of the material. I knew it was a cop-out, but it was more important that I feel powerful and confident than that I look like a classic dominatrix. At least, that’s what I told myself.

As a compromise, I went for the most domme-y kind of lingerie I could find. A high-waisted PVC skirt, tight but not skin-tight, adorned with two silver chains across the front showed off my curves without making me feel too exposed. I went for a strappy black bra with plenty of support, deciding to show off more skin on top, with a witchy pendant to draw attention to my breasts. I forsook my usual nylons in favor of showing off my freshly waxed legs, wearing a pair of sharp stilettos safe in the knowledge that I would have foot rubs on command. I applied a coat of bright red lipstick and painted my nails black before leaving the house to give me that vampish look, rejecting the idea of a severe ponytail in favor of letting my long hair flow.

I wore a long coat in the taxi to avoid giving anything away to our surly taxi driver, feeling like a cross between a street flasher and Inspector Gadget. Nick was insistent that he would only change at the venue itself, wearing a shirt in the ride over. It was a sexy look for him and was probably what he would have worn if he had been in charge this evening. I wondered what I would be wearing right now if he had won that coin toss. The slutty gold party dress that he always ended up ripping off me? My virginal white babydoll to emphasize my innocence, perhaps paired with a collar? The oversized jersey of his favorite soccer team?

Or perhaps nothing at all?

I paid the driver and led the way into the building behind a group of three other people, insisting on taking the lead. I wanted to be the man for tonight. The alpha, the sugar daddy. I gave the password to the woman who welcomed us at the door, a fairly comical affection since the party was basically open to anyone who was invited or found out about it online, and paid the $50 cover. And just like that, we were in.

I saw some people from the munch in the entrance hallway and said hi while Nick got changed, but decided to keep circling through the club once he was back. I wanted to see everything it had to offer while I still had fresh eyes and was determined not to get overwhelmed like I had at the swinger’s party.

The venue was less spacious and palatial than the hotel had been, befitting its ex-residential background. Still, it was clean and well-designed, with a classy decor that screamed sensuality rather than pure sex. There was a lounge area with a smoking room hunting lodge kind of vibe where people were talking and slowly sipping drinks, apparently mindful of the firm warning about the zero-tolerance policy towards drunkenness. We popped our heads into each playroom that we passed, nodding to face we recognized but not stopping until we had made a full circuit. Each room had its own theme, clearly being used by pro-dommes to help their clients live out their common and uncommon fantasies. And despite us arriving relatively early on the evening, all of the facilities were already in use.

We passed a Victorian classroom where a man was being spanked with a ruler, his pants pulled down around his ankles. The stern older lady doing the deed smiled each time he yelped in pain but then rubbed the red mark lovingly.

Next, we stopped in at a medieval dungeon with a large St Andrew’s cross in the corner and a throne in the corner. A woman hung from the ceiling in the center, ropes adorning her body in ways both practical and aesthetic. I felt myself begin to feel that first flush of horniness overtake my nerves as I watched a couple patiently finish off the ropework together, the crisscross of hemp bindings on her soft body looking as beautiful as any expensive lingerie. The rigger (I believe this is the correct term) couple kissed and stood back to admire their work while a few of their companions clapped. They began to stroke the bound woman’s body, drawing some gentle moans, before starting to pinch and slap and spank. Her face was a picture of bliss and I found it hard to pull myself away. Still, there would be plenty of time to observe.

The next room had a medical motif, all shiny clean chrome with a shower in the corner and various electrical and medical instruments. A woman in a tight latex nurse’s uniform was doing something decidedly uncaring to a man who was strapped into a gynecological chair in the center of the room. Her mouth was covered by a mask but it was easy to picture her sadistic smile as she zapped his balls with a handheld cattle prod. I moved us on quickly, not wanting to make Nick lose his nerve by seeming too interested in that kind of sadism.

We moved through the increasingly busy main corridor to the final playroom. It was the largest of the lot, with multiple pieces of equipment to enjoy. It had a classic sex dungeon vibe, all black and red, with a spanking bench and flogging pole both in use in the center. One corner was given over to rope work, with several apparent newbies being led through some basic ties by an experienced-looking man. Another corner was fitted with wall grips and hanging handles which allowed two women to trample three men while maintaining their balance. Several people with sashes emblazoned with “DM” for dungeon master walked around the various stations, observing for safety and consent while making sure everyone would get a turn.

I took one of the many seats available around the edge of the room to rest for a minute and observe. Taking my cue from a few of the other ladies there, I told Nick to get on the floor and rub my feet. His face went slightly pink as he slipped off my heels, but I was pleased to see an erection beginning to show through his tight shorts. I placed the foot that he wasn’t rubbing on his shoulder, using him as a footrest and letting out a satisfied sigh as he worked his fingers into my tired arches. A handsome older woman in a full leather catsuit and high boots gave me an approving nod as she walked by with a half-naked man on a leash, making me feel like I had just received top marks in dominatrix school.

“What do you think of this place?” I asked Nick, hoping to bounce some ideas off him before I got too distracted to think about the article.

“It’s interesting,” he dragged his eyes away from my chest, where he had been idly staring. “The people here are a lot more varied.”

He was right about that. There was a wide range of ages and a roughly 50/50 gender split. There were straight couples, singletons, queer and non-binary people. Some people were clearly pro-dommes and some looked almost as unsure of themselves as me. There were geeks and freaks as well as well-manicured ladies. Alt-rock types and yuppies rubbed shoulders, happily joined by their kinky proclivities. Unlike the ultra-exclusive swinger’s party, not everyone looked rich.

Nick put some of my thoughts into words. “The people at that hotel seemed like they were into sex, but also into exclusivity. The fantasy of an elite orgy or whatever. Here people just seem genuinely into the kink.”

“Not just a pretty face,” I said, prodding him with my foot. The swingers had seemed like they enjoyed cultivating that Eyes Wide Shut vibe. They liked fucking, but also liked being seen as the sexy elites that they were. In contrast, while the people here didn’t mind being watched it was much more about mutual participation. About playing with kink together and learning, about finding your own limits rather than living out someone else’s fantasy. It felt better, for me.

It also meant that there might not be infinite tolerance for looky-loos. As much as I was enjoying observing, along with Nick’s ministrations, I was going to have to get stuck in sooner or later. I was going to have to try something new.

The flogging post soon became free and I decided to make my move. The dungeon master, a young woman with a pink pixie cut and kind face, told me I could pick a communal toy from a table in the corner of the room if I didn’t have one. I chose a flogger with thick leather straps, thinking it looked less painful than the thin whips and canes but still plenty harsh enough to see if I really had a sadistic bone in my body. I undid Nick’s shirt for him and strapped him to the post, trying to ignore the eyes on us and the sensation of butterflies in my stomach.

“You good?” I asked, giving him a last chance to back out. “Remember the safe word?”

“I’m good,” he said. “And it’s red.”

“Good boy.”

I knew that it was best to start slow, warming up the skin before hitting hard. Nick moaned gently as I stroked his back, moving on the scratches from my freshly manicured nails and then some sharp slaps. It felt good to draw that kind of reaction from him, and I didn’t even mind being watched. I wanted to show off my control over my sexy boytoy.

That confidence started to falter when I brought out the flogger, though. I knew how to use it in theory- what areas to avoid, how to aim it- and in the videos I had seen it looked simple enough. Trying to actually wield the thing was a different matter. The dommes I had seen online used a little flick of the wrist to place pinpoint shots on the submissive’s butt and balls, or else used the flogger to beat a languid rhythm in a figure 8 pattern. I could do neither, either landing with the straps flat and heavy on Nick’s back or missing the target entirely. I felt suddenly embarrassed, fearing that everyone in the room could see me for what I was- an abject impostor.

Just as I could feel frustration welling up inside me I heard a kindly voice from behind. “Mind if I give you a few pointers?”

It was the badass, cat-suited woman who had smiled at me earlier. I nodded and handed her the flogger, trying not to feel bad about showing myself up so quickly. I was here to learn, after all, the same way I had learned journalistic techniques from my editors and mentors. The way I had learned ji-jitsu when I was younger. I had to leave my ego at the door.

The woman introduced herself as Val and asked Nick for his consent to use the flogger on him lightly, something he gladly gave after my inept attempts. As she talked me through the technique behind using a flogger I took a moment to study her in more depth. She was older than me, certainly in her mid-to-late forties, but was in excellent shape underneath that tight leather outfit. Her makeup was light and her hair was made into a simple braid, allowing her natural beauty to shine through. This was a woman who felt comfortable in herself.

“Would you like to try it out on my slaveboy?” she asked, when the impromptu lesson was over. I had almost forgotten about the masked man she had been leading around on a leash, since he was standing so demurely at a respectful distance. “He likes to be useful to pretty women.”

I hesitated for a moment but then remembered that Nick and I had already agreed to play with others. Plus, he had taken a light but expert bit of flogging from this lady as she put on a demonstration for me, so why shouldn’t I practice on some fresh meat? I nodded and undid Nick’s restraints, kissing him encouragingly on the cheek while Val strapped her submissive in.

“Did you enjoy that?” I asked my boyfriend, gently rubbing his lightly reddened skin.

“I did, and I’m happy for you to practice on me at home,” he answered, his face red with what might be shame but which could also have been excitement. I was glad that he seemed to be getting something out of this.

The man with Val, who she had referred to as her slaveboy, wore a black mask, collar, black shorts that were far more revealing than Nick’s, and a pair of black boots. His face was covered but his soft skin, unblemished except for some faint scratches that must have been made by fingernails, told me he was a good deal younger than his mistress. It was an attractive body, one that would surely have made him a popular partner in this scene. It looked like tonight he was all Val’s, though. To be used and now shared by her.

Good for her, I thought.

She handed me the flogger and patiently guided me through its use. I started slowly but was soon beating his back and buttocks in a regular tattoo. I soon felt my confidence grow with Val’s encouragement and the sight of Nick smiling just at the corner of my eye. Unburdened by my previous feeling of inadequacy, I soon found myself getting excited at the way this man squirmed under my flogger, the red marks that came up on his skin, and the way he shivered in anticipation each time I delayed a blow. Clearly, there was enough of a sadist in me to get a rush out of this.

After our impromptu lesson, we retired to the lounge room for a glass of wine. I allowed Nick to sit in a chair next to me while we talked about being new to the scene and how important it was to learn from each other, although Val’s boytoy sat cross-legged on the ground by her feet. She told me about how she had come into the scene as a submissive in a relationship with a woman but had really found her feet as a domme, learning from some of the pros she knew even though she kept things purely lifestyle for herself. I complimented her outfit and asked her all about leather and latex, an area of conversation that she was endearingly passionate about. Soon, I followed her lead by banishing Nick to the floor to rub my feet.

“That’s the downside of these big boots,” she said, pointing at her leather thigh-highs. “No foot rubs on command, and a bit of a pain to take off her.”

I sympathized, telling her that Nick would be glad to help her out.

“How about we go back to my apartment? It’s nearby. I could show you some of my leather and play with our boys in more private location.”

She was clearly propositioning us, and I was inclined to say yes. I knew that for the purposes of my article I should really stay and observe more of the party but, on the other hand, this night was supposed to be about me discovering what I was into and how I fit into the scene. Right now, my instincts were telling me to go home with this gorgeous woman and her well-trained slave to see what I could learn, what we could experience together.

I shared a look of silent confirmation with Nick, who looked nervous but excited. Not for the first time I marveled at my luck in finding such an open-minded, adventurous, and loving partner.

“Let’s go.”


Sharing Is Caring

Val’s home was much as I had pictured it. It was a spacious, open-plan apartment in a modern complex with classy, understated decoration. I didn’t ask her what she did, gathering that questions about someone’s “real” life were often frowned upon in a scene that placed such an emphasis on discretion, but could easily picture her as a high-flying executive, banker, or doctor. A boss bitch with a boss house, basically.

Val told her sub, who she had now introduced as Tom, to take our jackets and then get us all some drinks. He had taken off his mask as soon as we left the club, revealing a boyishly handsome face. He had active, intelligent eyes, but always looked down when Val spoke to him, apparently used to showing deference to his… whatever she was.

I was afraid to ask about the precise nature of their relationship, but he seemed to know his way around her house so must be more than just a casual play partner. He seemed used to being treated like her housemaid and presumably enjoyed it.

As promised, Val took us to see her collection of outfits and toys. They had an entire room to themselves, a walk-in closet of kink which stood as a testament to her dedication and obsession. The room was wall-to-wall in kinky delights, with masks and boots and other accessories on one wall, whips and floggers and other implements of pain on another, and a rack full of outfits mostly in black and red. She showed me her favorite pieces, talking with an endearing passion.

“They look amazing,” I said, “but are they comfortable?”

“Like a second skin, once you’re used to it. Plus, it makes me feel so confident.”

“Isn’t it a lot of effort to get on and off?”

“Yes, but that’s part of the fun. Putting it on, or even better having someone else put it on for you, becomes a big ritual. And then you can have the shine it, or lick it…” her eyes became dreamy, “it’s a big rush.”

I understood. It was similar to how I felt about lingerie, but, like everything about the BDSM scene, it was dialed up a notch, made explicit where previously it would be unsaid. As I looked around the room any residual fear of this world fell away, and I began to feel like a kid in a sweet shop. She let me choose a couple of canes and floggers to play with and insisted on bringing two pairs of strange leather gloves that were dotted with small metal spikes. Nick remained silent through all this, a look of studied neutrality on his face.

We went back to the living room and sat on the large, plush couch. I was suddenly aware that I was sitting in someone’s house wearing skimpy lingerie and felt a sudden rush of sexual tension run through me. What was going to happen? What were we going to do?

Tom quickly brought me a glass of wine, which I had to fight my instincts not to down in one greedy gulp. I made space for him on the couch, but he knelt on the floor in front of Val, abiding by some well-established protocol between them.

“Ah, I could really use some help getting out of these boots. My feet are killing me.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Tom moved quickly to unfasten the buckles and then unzip her long leather boot, moving with admirable speed to fulfill his mistress’s desire. Not wanting to be outdone, I told Nick to help with the other boot. He looked surprised for a second but quickly moved to obey, sliding to his knees on the floor. While we watched the boys struggle with the boots I started relaying the story of the foot fetish party we had recently attended.

“Mhhm, I could use that kind of attention after tonight,” Val moaned. One boot came off and then the other, and she wiggled her toes excitedly as her bare feet were freed. To my surprise they were painted a bright pink, a color out of step with the rest of her red-black appearance. They were sexy and well-maintained, the kind of feet that would have made her a hit with any fetishist.

Her loyal submissive took the hint and began rubbing her left foot. I gave Nick a signal with my hand, indicating he should do the same, but he hesitated for a moment, perhaps thinking I was testing him, wanting him to demure and protest that mine was the only body he would ever touch. It was a sweet instinct, but we had already moved past that. Tonight was clearly about sharing. More than sharing, I wanted to show him off.

“Nicky, I want you to thank our host by rubbing her tired feet, OK?”

“Sure,” he moved to take her foot in his hand but I stopped him. I wanted to try to find my inner domme, to at least come close to matching what Val and Tom had, even if only for tonight.

“That’s Yes, Goddess,” I corrected him sternly, choosing the honorific so as to not step on Mistress Val’s toes.

“Yes, Goddess.”

I took off my own heels and curled my legs up on the pillows, getting comfortable while we talked. The conversation flowed around sex and kink, both of us assiduously avoiding talking about our real lives, making it easy to forget that I had originally gone out tonight to research an article.

“I love being pampered and worshipped. I really like teasing Nick and making him look all cute and embarrassed. But I still feel really unsure about the pain stuff,” I admitted.

“Well, that’s OK. Not everyone is into everything. Maybe you just aren’t a sadist.”

“I think I might be, though. A bit. I find the idea exciting, and I liked flogging Tom earlier. It’s just that I’m afraid of going too far. Like, nervous about properly hurting someone. And then that makes me out of the moment.”

“That’s normal!” Val said. I wasn’t sure that any of this was strictly normal, but I appreciated the reassurance. “It just takes some practice. You will get better with the whips or floggers or whatever. But most importantly, you learn to read your sub. You notice all their little tells and figure out how to take them just to the edge of agony, where pain turns to pleasure, without pushing them too far. That’s the fun of it. That’s the hot part.”

She spoke with such genuine passion that it was impossible not to get caught up in it. I wanted to understand. I asked her to show me.

Val removed her foot from Nick’s hand gently but kicked Tom lightly in the face. His eyes had gone all dazed and dreamy, clearly falling deep into subspace. She got the two sets of leather gloves and handed one to me, pulling the other ones on herself. Tom got completely naked and stood in front of her, seeming to know what was going to come next. Reading the room, I had Nick do the same, causing his face to go red but his cock, I was pleased to see, stiffen.

“These are called Vampire Gloves. The little metal spikes on the inside will let you scratch and prick the skin, but won’t cause any real damage. I like whips and canes and paddles, but these are so direct. So sensuous. You can cause pain by laying your hands directly on the skin, looking your partner in the eyes the whole time. It’s perfect for learning to read their body.”

I followed her lead, beginning at the legs and moving up to Nick's tight little butt. I started lightly but found that I could draw little movements and then small, sexy moans from him as I applied a little more pressure. Val was right. This was far easier than using a flogger and allowed me to focus on my partner, reading his reactions and enjoying them.

“Does this hurt,” I asked as I gripped his butt cheeks firmly.

“Yes,” he gasped.

“Does it feel good?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

We continued on like that for a few minutes. I scratched his chest and back, moving on to his nipples and just gently stroking his cock. He shied back from that, but I wondered if with enough teasing I could get him ready to explode from such a painful touch.

“Everyone has a different pain tolerance, but I’d like to think I’ve helped Tom here reach his full potential. Here, watch this.”

Val gripped his nuts tightly in one gloved hand and took his long thin cock in the other, tugging roughly. The pain registered instantly on his face but he didn’t pull back or even cry out, choosing to suffer in silence for his mistress. The sight of him in that kind of pain, showing that kind of devotion, turned me on. I was certainly finding my sadistic streak.

She stopped after a brief moment, leaving his cock red and sore looking but without any real cuts.

“Can he still use it after that?” I asked, the question falling from my mouth before I thought about the implication. I wasn't asking for him to fuck me, but I was genuinely curious.

“He can. His cock’s all mine, I’m afraid, but I would be happy to show you if you like.”

She sat down to finish her wine and I followed her lead, the air heavy with sexual tension. Tom knelt on the floor, kowtowing with his head by Val’s feet, but I patted the seat next to me for Nick. I decided to take the lead in moving this night forward, my throbbing pussy and fraying nerves telling me to get going.

“You know, Tom might have the pain tolerance, but Nick has quite extraordinary oral skills.”

“I’m sure he does,” Val said, smirking.

I gave Nick a quick look and his face told me to go for it. “Would you like to sample them?”

“Absolutely. Tom, help me out of this suit.”

Nick and I watched as Tom slowly unzipped the catsuit. She peeled herself out of it with his help and twirled, putting on a little show for us all. She wore nothing underneath the catsuit, relying on the built-in support at the breasts and clearly looking to maximize the contact between her body and the fabric. Her skin shone with whatever oil she had used to help slip into the tight fabric, giving her a gorgeous sheen.

Val was clearly proud of her body, and she should be. Her ass was big and curvy while her breasts were full and round, with a hairless pussy that must have been laser-treated. She was about fifteen years older than me and her body didn’t look as tight as it might once have, but she wore it with such confidence that it didn’t matter. It certainly didn’t seem to bother Tom, who stared up at her with worshipful eyes, or Nick. I would kill to look like that at her age, and in different circumstances would gladly have gone down on her in my boyfriend’s place.

Val sat down and Nick tentatively got on his knees in front of her. Wanting to take charge of the situation rather than just watch, I put a pillow under his knees for comfort and then placed my hand on the back of his head, guiding him towards her pussy.

“Do a good job now,” I said, pushing him in until his face was buried in her.

I expected to feel a pang of jealousy at seeing him pleasure another woman, but it never came. The whole thing was quite simply too hot. The sight of the naked, kneeling body, the expression on her face, the way Tom simply waited at the side like a loyal servant. It was so kinky and decadent, so interesting and inspiring, that I couldn't find it in myself to feel bad.

“He really is quite talented,” Val gasped, stroking his long hair encouragingly. “But I feel bad for you being left out. Can Tom take care of you?”

Nick was in no position to protest, with a mouth full of pussy, and my body screamed YES to me. If someone didn’t touch me or lick me soon I was going to have to start taking care of my own throbbing sex. I answered her by unzipping my skirt, removing my panties, and sitting back in my seat. She snapped her fingers and Tom crawled to me.

He placed his head close to me, looking up at me with big brown eyes but waiting for me to take the lead. Biting the bullet, I pulled his head in and forced his mouth onto my clit. I would usually want to be warmed up a little, teased and stroked, but the evening leading up until now had made my cunt wet and hungry. He understood, diving in with unabashed enthusiasm.

It felt good, with Tom clearly having a skilled and well-practiced tongue. Still, I soon found myself wishing it was Nick in between my legs. This whole situation was exhilarating, but my long-term boyfriend knew the buttons to push and the spots to hit. I supposed that going down on a woman was probably a bit like driving a car or playing guitar. If you know how you can do it competently in any situation, but familiarity will always help.

Val apparently noticed the slight awkwardness despite seeming lost in pleasure. She grabbed a thin cane that she had brought through but not yet used, aiming a quick blow at Tom’s upper back. He cringed in pain but didn’t stop, in fact redoubling his efforts.

“Don’t be afraid to tell him just what you like, and feel free to hurt him a little. He benefits from a little motivation.”

I have to admit, I enjoyed feeling a man squirm while his tongue was buried in my pussy. I slipped one of the vampire gloves back on and began raking his back, glorying in the fact that he was receiving pain while giving me pleasure. I went harder on him than I had on Nick, knowing he could take it. His grunts and moans sent welcome vibrations through me as he licked, creating a depraved feedback loop. The more I hurt him, the better it felt for me.

“Oh my fucking God, keep going, keep going,” Val let out a growl which turned into a groan as she gripped Nick’s head, firmly but without any sadistic intent. As she came on my boyfriend’s face I felt pride, and more than a little excitement. The sight of it was almost enough to make me come.

Almost.

Nick kept licking Val gently until she pushed him away, leaving him gasping on the floor with a sheen of her juices around his lips. She noticed that I was on the edge, my pleasure potentially about to give way to frustration, and moved quickly to suggest a solution.

“I have a more comfortable seat for you, if you’d like to try it out?”

“What do you mean?”

“Here, let me show you.”

Val went to the corner of the room and opened a cupboard, rolling out a small box. It was made of shiny lacquered wood with an opening on one side and a leather cushion around the open top. As she brought it closer I spotted some cushioning on the inside as well as metal straps on each side. I could guess what it was for, but still looked expectantly for an explanation.

“This is a smother box, or a queening chair, although I prefer to just think of it as my throne. Slaveboy, let’s show our guest how it works.”

Tom crawled over to the box and lay on his back, sliding his head inside so that it was positioned just under the seat on top. He offered his hands up to his mistress who promptly attached them to the box, although I couldn’t imagine him trying to escape anyway.

Seeing him lying naked on the floor, head encased in that little box but with his cock jutting straight up, sent me into a sudden and embarrassing cascade of laughter. Val looked momentarily surprised but then joined in, giggling at the image. I had always been put off by how po-faced and serious BDSM seemed from the outside, so it was nice to know that giggling wouldn’t get me thrown out of this domme’s house.

“Come and take a seat.”

I did as Val suggested, well, commanded, losing the rest of my clothes as I walked over to the box. Tom’s eyes were unfocused, his mind clearly trapped deep in subspace. I sensed that we could do anything at all to him and he would gladly accept it. It was an intoxicating thought.

I looked over at Nick and saw something similar in his eyes. I searched his face for signs of fear or jealousy but found none. Instead, it was only excitement, acceptance, and encouragement.

I gently sat back onto the low box, thanking myself for the years of squatting I had put in at the gym. My butt cheeks sunk into the plush leather, leaving me feeling open and almost exposed for a second as it left me spread open above Tom. That feeling soon disappeared as he began licking, sending a familiar tingle through my body.

The change of angle brought new sensations to the fore, with Tom’s eager mouth having access to all my sensitive spots. He sucked and teased my clit, ran his tongue over my folds, and drove his face upwards like he was trying to penetrate me from his prone position. He even took the hint when I myself forward, not hesitating to lick my puckered asshole.

It wasn’t only the physical aspect that struck me. The power rush of having a man completely prone beneath you was incredible. He was trapped, unable to resist while with just the act of sitting down I could deny him sight and even breath. All he could smell was me, all he could taste was me, and all he could do was give me pleasure.

“Mind if I join you?” Val asked, smirking. I nodded and she straddled her boytoy, guiding the head of his rock-solid rod to her entrance. She gasped as she impaled herself on it before beginning to slowly rock her hips just inches away from me. It was like we were partners on some perverse see-saw, and I loved it.

“Nick, come and kiss my feet,” I told him, not wanting him to feel left out. He did what I told him instantly, his warm lips adding one more little note to the symphony of sensation that I was experiencing.

“Sometimes I like to sit on Tom’s face while I ignore him. This stops my legs from cramping up,” Val’s tone was conversational, educational even, despite coming in between little moans of pleasure. “Sometimes I just watch TV or read a book while he lies in that box. I think it’s made him even more addicted to me, spending hours breathing me in. Licking and worshipping, swallowing everything I have to offer. Don’t come, by the way slaveboy, or I will make you suffer.”

I imagined doing that with Nick back at our cozy apartment. I could come home from work or the gym and have him worship my body in the most intimate way, for as long as I liked. He would be so vulnerable while I did it, his cock there for me to stroke or ignore, his skin bare for me to scratch or slap. I could see myself getting addicted to the pleasure, and I could see him getting addicted to it as well. The thought brought me close to the edge.

“Isn’t that right, Thomas?” Vale asked, the use of his full name making her sound like some stern schoolteacher. “Are you addicted to being my piss-drinking, pussy-pleasing, ass-licking little slave?”

His loud groan of affirmation sent me tumbling into a sea of orgasmic pleasure. I held back a little, trying not to completely soak Val’s chair and her toy, but still felt my wetness explode on his face. If I had chosen to let go completely, if it had been Nick underneath me in our own apartment, I might have drowned him in a wave of cum.

Val pulled herself off of Tom, his twitching cock telling me that she had read his body well. My orgasm had apparently brought him close to losing control, but his experienced mistress was able to prevent him from reaching those heights of pleasure until she decided that he had earned it. I admired and envied her level of control.

“Shall we put your toy in the box?” she asked, arching her eyebrow.

Part of me wanted to collapse on the floor in post-orgasmic bliss, but I wasn’t ready for this night to end yet. I wanted to see my boyfriend helpless, smothered under this beautiful woman’s ass. I wanted to ride him until neither of us could take it anymore.

We strapped Nick into the box while Tom knelt in silence at the side, his face slick with my juices and his cock comically hard. I peered down at my boyfriend, loving how needy and vulnerable he looked.

“Are you still good?”

“I’m good, Goddess.”

I kissed him on the lips and stood up, prodding his hardness with my toes while Val lowered herself onto the smother box. His cock slid inside me easily with my cunt still wet and sensitive from my previous orgasm.

“You look beautiful. Like you were born for this,” Val said, staring at me with lust.

“Thank you,” I gasped. I truly was thankful, for the encouragement, the advice. For everything.

I rode Nick slowly, telling him not to come without my permission. Val occasionally told him to change focus, moving from her clit to her ass, but mostly seemed content to watch me enjoy my boyfriend’s cock.

The whole situation was glorious. To have this kind of power over him, to use him and share him like this with no fear or jealousy, was a life-changing rush. It felt cathartic, like I had finally connected with sex on a level that I could never reach before. I felt like a higher being. Like a true goddess.

I wondered how he must feel, smothered under another woman’s ass and pussy. Me fucking him like that must be giving him an insane about of pleasure, but was that feeling heightened or dampened by the fact that he was licking Val’s freshly fucked cunt?

He liked it. He clearly liked it. Then again, he would like to do anything I told him to do because I was in charge. Because I was his boss, his mistress, his goddess. That realization of my own sexual power led to yet another grinding, screeching orgasm. Val stared at me in the throes of passion with a bright, happy expression of mutual enjoyment.

When I came down from my high I realized that he had, to his credit, held on. Judging from the moans and the twitching it was a close-run thing, but the absence of his cum dripping out of me when I stood up was evidence enough.

“Wow, I’m impressed. How about you sit up here and I suck his cock as a reward?”

Val was like a maestro, directing us all with deft expertise. Still, I wasn’t complaining. She hadn’t steered us wrong yet.

I smiled down at Nick’s dazed and cum stained face. Acting on a whim, I bent over and kissed him deeply, enjoying the taste of our new friend on his lips. “Well done on not coming baby. Because even if you had, I’d still be sitting on your face.”

Nick wasted no time in getting to work once I had plopped myself down, worshipping me with his usual enthusiasm. Val dragged Tom over to ensure he had a front-row seat and then began giving Nick his reward. She started off by licking and teasing the underside of his hard cock but soon started giving him a sloppy, slobbering blowjob. She was clearly putting on a show for Tom and me, and personally I was loving it. It might be humiliating for Tom to watch her suck another man’s cock with such wild abandon, but I didn’t feel a hint of shame or jealousy. How could I, when Nick was licking his own precum from my throbbing cunt?

“He can finish in my mouth,” Val said, looking me in the eye, “when you decide. If it’s what you want.”

She was like a sensi, trying to impart one final lesson before sending me out into the world on my own. My submissive was under my control, and I could do whatever I wanted with that.

I considered telling her to stop, to leave Nick hanging on the edge so I could take him home and play with the blue, aching balls. We could make him beg for the privilege, debase himself for our amusement. However, he had earned his orgasm, acting as the perfect submissive all night. I would be a benevolent goddess.

“Come, Nick. Come in her mouth for me.”

His response wasn't quite immediate, but it wasn't far off. Within a few short moments, I saw Val’s eyes go wide as he shot load after hot load into her mouth. His sexy groans of pleasure took me close to the edge as I watched the beautiful scene unfold.

Val turned suddenly and grabbed Tom, who had been watching silently, by the face. I felt my own jaw drop as he opened his mouth in resignation, accepting my boyfriend’s juices straight from his owner’s mouth. His face was red and wore a look of abject humiliation, but his cock was still rock-hard. The disgusting act clearly turned him on as much as it excited me.

Turning back to me, Val smiled and reached out for Nick’s still twitching cock. “Have you ever done any post-orgasm torture?”

“No,” I answered. I was vaguely familiar with the fairly self-explanatory concept, but as a BDSM neophyte hadn’t gotten to try it out yet.

“It’s a wonderful little technique. No equipment, no preparation. All you need is a hand, a finger even, and you can turn a moment of pleasure into a moment of pain,” she gripped him and began slowly, firmly stroking. “Some people experience ‘sub-drop’, a feeling of depression or exhaustion after a scene. This can be doubled for men after they come, with the refractory period and all that. This works well to put them back in their place, to ensure that they stay in that submissive state of mind. It’s a reminder that you control the pain, the pleasure, their cock. Everything.”

She gripped his shaft in one hand and began rubbing her other palm on the top like she was polishing an apple. I could feel Nick begin to squirm and struggle beneath me, a feeling I enjoyed just as much as his skillful licking. Suddenly, I felt a powerful need to come, just one more time. My fingers found my clit as I pushed my weight down, making sure I maintained contact with his trapped mouth and nose.

“Val, don’t stop touching him until I come.”

“Excellent idea.”

It didn’t take long and I didn't hold back, absolutely gushing all over his sexy, struggling face. I rocked back and forward, swiping his nose with my pussy and asscrack and ensuring that he was properly covered in my juices. I felt simultaneously exhausted and exhilarated, empty and insatiable.

“Sorry about the mess,” I said, somewhat sheepish as I started to come down from my high.

“Oh don't worry, I’ll have slaveboy here give it a clean later.”

We undid Nick’s bindings and he slunk off to the bathroom to clean up, giving a dazed thank you to the room. Val and I sat down on the couch in exhausted, intimate silence.

“Do you think my slaveboy deserves to come?” Val asked after a few moments, pointing towards the kneeling Tom. He was still hard, and his face lit up at the suggestion. I pretended to think about it, humming and hawing theatrically.

“Why don’t you beg our guest? That might soften her up?”

Tom fell to his knees in front of us both, kowtowing with his head to the ground. He was still babbling desperately, begging and pleading and offering to do anything we liked, when Nick came back in the room and took a seat off to the side.

“Oh, OK, I guess you’ve earned it,” I said. He began showering my feet with grateful kisses, like I was some empress who had just spared his life. “But your mistress decides how.”

“Excellent idea! Hmmm,” Val’s eyes scanned the room until they alighted on her discarded leather boots. “If you’re so desperate, you can fuck my shoes.”

I laughed out loud, admiring her devilish mind. Was she going to put them back on, at least?

Apparently not. Tom’s face fell as she explained that he was going to hump her leather boots like a horny dog while we watched, but he still moved to obey. Val had him bring the boots in front of us so we could get a good view of him. Nick didn’t know where to look but, despite an acute sense of embarrassment on Tom’s behalf, I watched the whole thing with glee.

His face was bright red and his jutting cock looked like it was doing something painful rather than pleasurable as I giggled and Val rained down insulting encouragement. Still, for a man like Tom, slaveboy as she called him, pain and humiliation were often indistinguishable from pleasure. He soon came, spurting out a desperate, unsatisfying orgasm onto the boots while we laughed.

“Now eat it.”

Tom moved quickly to obey, as if trying to get it over and done with. He licked and slurped his sticky goo from the boots while we laughed, no doubt cursing the considerable size of his load. Nick, meanwhile, looked relieved that he had only ended up swallowing my cum. Well, mostly. Little did he know that it was only a temporary reprieve. The sight of Tom eating his own cum amused and aroused me so much that I instantly knew it would work its way into our repertoire eventually.

We all cleaned up separately, making comfortable if slightly stilted conversation. Val’s whole demeanor towards Tom had changed, going into aftercare mode. She was suddenly stroking his back at every opportunity while talking to him in a kind and caring voice. It was a good reminder that with their well-entrenched power dynamic, there was a lot of room for tenderness.

She offered us a spare bed but we decided to get a cab home. It had been a long night and, as much as I enjoyed their company and wanted to see them, I really needed the comfort of my own bed. Val sent us on our way with a big hug and a promise to stay in touch, slipping her phone number into my jacket pocket.

Waiting for the cab, late as usual, gave us some much-needed time to debrief.

“How do you feel? Did you enjoy that?” I asked.

“It was scary, but… so fucking hot.”

“Good,” I smiled. “You don’t feel weird, or upset? It’s OK if you do.”

“Nah. There’s sex and then there’s us. We’ll always be together, even if we play with other people.”

His confidence about that was music to my ears. I wrapped him in a big hug, snuggling into him. I was having fun, but I didn’t want it to change things between us. The cab arrived and we got in the back together.

“Did you get enough material?” Nick asked, kissing me on the forehead.

In all the excitement I had completely forgotten that this was, technically, work. “Oh, I think I’ll manage.”

That was the last thing I remember saying before falling asleep on his broad shoulder.
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