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​Favorite Toy at the Party

​Pleasing My Mistress at the BDSM Swinger Party
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I am my mistress’ beloved toy. Both of us are well-versed in ownership, play, and BDSM as a whole, yet I’ve only belonged to her for a year. She hasn’t yet deemed me well-trained enough to introduce me to her circle of play partners and friends. That changes tonight.

She’s hosting her annual swinger’s kink party, but it’s not like what you’d normally see. Submissive women, like me, and men are put on display for attendees to choose from. “Free Subs”, we call them at her parties. This is how I’ll be introduced to her friends - on the floor with my body available to anyone who wants it. Except if I know my mistress as well as I think I do, she’ll have something up her sleeve to surprise me. Because she’d never truly leave me to the whims of her guests.

If you love healthy BDSM dynamics and stories that are as dirty as they could be, this is the one for you.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Inspected and Dressed
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I hold myself still while Mistress inspects me. Stripped of clothes, my skin pebbles and my nipples are already standing at attention with the cool air of my bedroom. Everything in my bedroom is soft, from the light green bedspread to the plush velvet chairs and speckled robin-blue wallpaper, except for the woman in front of me.

My Mistress first and girlfriend second, Isabell, stands in her four-inch stilettos, a short yet barely still professional pencil skirt, and a tailored blazer that leaves nothing to the imagination with her large breasts barely contained without a shirt beneath it. She’s eyeing me up and down, assessing the care I took of myself in the shower this morning to get ready for the party tonight. Normally she would have been in the shower to do it herself, but she’s been too busy with getting ready for the party, and left it to me.

“Samantha, your hair is the perfect length right now. Remind me to book a hair cut appointment for you in a month,” she says with a smile that warms my heart as much as the compliment does.

“Yes, Mistress. I’m glad you like it.” I fight the urge to fidget under her scrutiny, but my heart is steady with her pleasure at my appearance. I shaved nearly every inch of my body for tonight, which isn’t necessarily my usual style, except for the fun triangle I decided to keep trimmed with the utmost care. Her eyes flash as they crawl over my body and my skin pebbles from more than cold air.

“And what do you think of the outfits I picked out? I’ve decided against the dress, so choose from the other two.” Isabell walks to the bed, where she’s laid out three outfits for me. She picks up the dress in question, putting it back into my closet.

I look over the remaining two and decide on the dark red mini-skirt and matching halter top. Both have slits so high up the sides that I’ll be showing both side-boob and side-butt all night. The material is soft and thin, allowing the fabric to flow and twirl with my movements. I’ll be flashing everyone with every step and turn I take. A smile creeps across my lips and I point at my choice, not even bothering to look at the other one.

My heart leaps in my chest as I think of tonight. It’s going to be an epic party. And I’m finally meeting her friends! Or at least, her play partners and their partners and their partners. Her circle. Her network.

She meets my gaze and smiles back, and I know she’s matching my energy. “Excellent choice.” She walks across the room to me and cups my cheek with her hand. “Are you nervous for tonight?”

“Yes, but more excited,” I answer quickly and honestly. I’ve been to many play parties before, including dungeons, swinger clubs, and private parties. But from what I hear of what Isabell puts on, I’m in for a fucking show of a time.

“Good,” she says with another smile and I see her shoulders relax an inch. “You know I’m going to take good care of you tonight, right?” Her voice drops in pitch and it crawls over my skin as it whispers promises of pleasure and threatens a shiver.

“Of course.” I grab her hand on my cheek and squeeze, re-assuring her that I have total trust in her and what she has planned for me tonight as her Sub. We have talked extensively about what I would be comfortable doing, and she has proven herself worthy of my trust. She closes the distance between us, her clothes grazing against my bare body, and kisses me.

“Finish getting ready, then meet me downstairs. We have a lot to prepare before tonight.” With a final caress of my lips, she leaves me to get dressed. 

As I pick up the skirt, I see a bottle of lube and one of the largest plugs we own glinting beneath it. I don’t check the outfit I didn’t select, not wanting to know whether she pre-selected the toys depending on the outfit, or whether she knew which one I’d choose.

I choose to believe in the latter.

​
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The entire day is spent getting ready for the party. Isabell catered food, and I have it prepared in the kitchen with warmers and large bowls of ice to keep it all fresh. I’ve stocked the fridge with several kinds of beverages - half of them alcoholic, but all of those with low ABVs. The large open living room has been re-arranged, with several seats and couches backed against the walls to face the large room. Cuckold chairs, all of them. The plug inside me teases me with every step, and by time I’m finished setting up, my thighs are already slick with arousal.

I regard my work one final time. Around the large room, I have placed wide circles of battery-powered candles. These are where the Free Subs will be - illuminated and on display for all to see and enjoy.

I’ve just got the final touches done before I hear the doorbell ring and my heart leaps into action a second before my body does. I glance at the clock and see it’s time for the other Subs to start arriving and settling in before the party really starts.

“Toy! Come here,” Isabell calls from the foyer around the corner.

I rush over, my outfit flitting about as much as I thought it would, and I find her closing the front door and welcoming in a tall man in a dark blue suit. Next to him is a short woman with long black hair, a thin leather collar around her neck, and a long black coat that comes to her knees.

It’s cold outside, but it’s not that cold. I join my mistress at the door and bow my head to not make eye contact with either of them.

“Ah, you must be the famous Samantha,” the man says with a deep voice and a teasing smile directed at me.

I love knowing Isabell talks about me with her friends! I strive to be someone she can be proud of. Can gloat about.

“Yes, I’m very excited to be debuting her at the party tonight. Toy, this is my friend Mark, and his wife Aileen.”

I glance at Isabell and see several things in her eyes. The easy decision that I’m to be called “Toy” tonight, and not by my name. The beginnings of lust as she leans into that decision and we draw nearer to the start of the party (or perhaps I’m just seeing my own lust mirrored in her eyes). And the allowance to speak.

“It’s nice to meet you two. I hope you’re excited for tonight.” I finally meet Mark and Aileen’s eyes and put out my hand. Mark shakes it first, as I expected, and Aileen follows.

“Give Aileen a quick tour and show her where to set up,” Mistress says as she takes Mark’s arm and leads him away.

“Yes, Mistress,” I say and turn to Aileen with a smile. “Are you comfortable without the coat?” I gesture to the small closet near the front door.

“Oh, right. I almost forgot.” Aileen laughs and quickly undoes the buttons. As she takes it off and I hang it up, I get a nice view of her chosen lingerie. She’s in a matching bright red lace bra and panty set with peek-a-boo slits to her sex and nipples. It certainly will allow all of the Doms tonight plenty of access. “Show me the way.” An easy smile spreads across her lips and I return it with feeling.

I practically bounce on my feet back to the living room with how excited I am, and have to remember that I’m supposed to be looking cool. Sexy. I show her the kitchen where the water bottles are, the downstairs bathrooms (both of them), and finally her circle of candles.

By the time the tour is done, Mark strides up and wraps an arm around Aileen. He leans down and plants a kiss on her cheek, bringing a flush to her cheeks. He opens his mouth to say something, but the doorbell rings again.

“Toy!” Isabell calls from around the corner, and I nod an apology and goodbye to our first guests as I bounce away.

Three more Subs are expected tonight - two more women and a man, and it is my job to ensure they are set up before the guests of the night arrive.

Once they are, it’s my turn to get set up in my own circle. The one in the center of the living room.
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​On Display and Teased
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Low music thumps along the walls of the living room from the large stereo in the back corner. It’s quiet enough that I can hear everyone speaking without picking out every word, and the low murmurs around me seem to light my skin on fire with anticipation and desire.

“Oh, Samantha is here. We finally get to meet her.”

“Oh is that Isabell’s new Sub? Wow, good for her.”

“I am so excited for this.”

The compliments and comments swarm around me in a buzz, and I can barely hold my position. I’m on my knees and sitting back on my heels. The dim glow of twenty candles surrounding me casts odd shadows that I hope are alluring. Hands clasped in my lap, I bow my head in deference to the guests around me, most of whom are Doms in some form, though many are also their subs. Here to enjoy fun in whatever way their dynamics allow. 

Being bi myself, I’m excited for the tasting menu ahead of me.

“Welcome, everyone.” Isabell’s voice rings across the room despite the murmur of music and excited conversation. That’s just the kind of attention she commands. Pride swells inside me, knowing that I am the one she chooses to spend her attention on. “I am so excited to have you back here tonight.”

The clack of her heels sound sharply on the hardwood floor, inching closer to me until I see her stilettos cross my vision
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