
        
            
                
            
        

    
Whips and Chains: First Time At A BDSM Club

A Kink and the City swinging story by Mara Renaud


Thank you for choosing this book! If you enjoyed it, please rate and review it to help me to promote my work. It’s the best way to support indie authors like myself, and I will love and appreciate you forever.

Copyright © 2024 Mara Renaud

All rights reserved.


Table of Contents

About The Author

My Inner Domme

Leather And Lace

Sharing Is Caring

Also By Mara Renaud


About The Author
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She brings her love of learning and travel into her stories and is especially interested in the long history of human sexuality.
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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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