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Praise for
Chains, Whips, and Cuffs

“Rev Jen’s BDSM 101 provides the helpful tips, witty insights, and important safety information that anyone new to—or even just interested in—BDSM needs to know. It’s a great starter manual for anyone interested in moving from reading Fifty Shades of Grey to actually living it out.” —Lux Alptraum, editor of Fleshbot.com

“Everything you need to know to know about BDSM and only the way Rev. Jen could tell it. Quirky, witty, intelligent, entertaining, and hilariously dirty. I had to flog myself several times while reading it. If you don’t know what that is, you definitely need to read this book!” —Ruby LaRocca, actress and scream queen extraordinaire

“If you want to know what to do with rope, clothespins, handcuffs, dirty words and much more, look no further than Reverend Jen’s helpful and humorous guide to the ins and outs of BDSM. Her tell-it-like-it-is advice is perfect for the curious kinky newcomer.” —Rachel Kramer Bussel, editor, Best Bondage Erotica 2013
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To Velocity, a glorious hellion


What is BDSM?

(And how I unintentionally become a sexpert …)

Remember when you were trying to memorize the colors of the rainbow and you learned the acronym ROYGBIV (red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, violet)? BDSM is like the ROYGBIV of kinky sex. The term is a condensed acronym representing practices ranging from bondage and discipline (B&D or B/D), dominance and submission (D&S or D/s), and sadomasochism or sadism and masochism (S&M or S/M). The kinks falling under this umbrella term are many—bondage, whipping, role-play, spanking, strap-on play, cock and ball torture, foot fetishism, hot wax play, blindfolds, and more—a cavalcade of sexual practices as colorful as the rainbow!

Because you have picked up BDSM 101, I am guessing you aren’t writing a dissertation on the topic nor are you reading this alongside your hog-tied, latex-clad personal slave. This book is intended for beginners, for those who are curious and want to discover what BDSM has to offer. Maybe you and your partner have been banging away in the missionary position for twenty years and just want to spice things up a bit. Maybe you are single and looking to get involved in BDSM. This book will provide you with a solid foundation for doing just that. This is not a book for people who are already submerged in the lifestyle, but for those who are curious.

If you think of BDSM as a foreign country that you desperately want to visit, but where you don’t speak the language, this book will teach you a few words to get by. Consider this a crash course in the basics and me your nutty professor. Keep in mind I am not a licensed sexologist. Though my qualifications are manifold, they are based largely on my sense of adventure, my libidinous nature, and years of debauched “fieldwork.”

My own introduction to BDSM came through literature. As a teen, I was interested in any book deemed obscene; so naturally, I picked up a copy of Story of O, a tale of female submission. In it, a beautiful Parisian fashion photographer, O, is brought to a château by her lover René, where she is trained to serve a group of men. She is blindfolded, chained, whipped, branded, pierced, made to wear a mask, and taught to be constantly available for intercourse. It was a novel I read several times, always with one hand. Despite being a feminist, O’s objectification turned me on, and a few years later, when I found a boyfriend and we experimented with blindfolds and rope bondage, I discovered why. Surrendering made me feel appreciated and beautiful, if only on the most superficial level. It was the ultimate narcissistic high. And like reading a book many considered filthy, the idea that I was doing something “bad” got me hot.

Still, my sex life remained fairly vanilla until shortly after graduating from art school when I found myself without rent money or marketable skills. Rolling pennies, writing, painting, and doing performance art in rundown art-holes was just not cutting it in terms of a financial plan. I needed a job fast or I would lose my rent-stabilized Manhattan apartment. That’s when my friend, Velocity Chyaldd, made a suggestion. Velocity was the front woman for a metal band who also did performance art wherein she simulated knifing her vagina onstage. She suggested I could make some money at the dungeon where she worked. A dungeon (sometimes called an S&M/fetish parlor) is a place where men and women (mostly men) pay hundreds of dollars so that dominatrices will dominate them. Sometimes the men and women (again, mostly men) pay hundreds of dollars so they can dominate submissives. Velocity thought I’d make a great submissive. I was twenty-three, had a gamine’s body, loose morals, a writer’s curiosity, and “an ass made for spanking”—according to her. Plus, I was intrigued.

Though I had no experience in the sex industry and very little experience with BDSM, I got the job, which I accepted without hesitation. Though the sex industry scared me, the thought of eviction scared me more. As a result, I spent the next few years working as a professional submissive, first at the dungeon and then for a woman with a master’s degree in human sexuality who founded a company for counseling, erotic role-play, and video production for health-related services.

Finally, when I tired of both the dungeon and the “counseling center” (which was really just a dungeon that offered therapy) taking 50 percent of my profits, I began to do private sessions with another submissive named “Annie” at her Chelsea Hotel pad. We did all our sessions together and only with regulars. Plus, we kept 100 percent of the profits, which meant I worked about five total hours a week while devoting the rest of my time to making art and going nuts—partying, drinking, and screwing an assortment of crazies. (I was in my early twenties, a time when it’s almost a crime against nature not to.)

But when all was said and done, I got a lot more “material” than I bargained for. Like O, I was blindfolded, whipped, humiliated, caned, and chained, but the difference was that O had submitted for love and I was doing it for money. It was a big difference. I occasionally reached unbelievable heights of sexual ecstasy, but I also spent a lot of time dealing with douche bags. Money changes everything, though not always for the best.

Eventually I quit and found “normal” work in retail. In hindsight, I realize that there were other options I could have explored as a broke twenty-three-year-old, but I didn’t. Why I didn’t, I’ll never know. Maybe it was truly writer’s curiosity that led me down this path. What I do know is that I chose to traverse the road less traveled and that it was a great learning experience. I got a firsthand look at the fetishes, obsessions, and desires of others and a thorough education in BDSM.

But the adventure didn’t end there. Almost a decade after I quit the “industry,” Nerve offered me an even stranger job writing a column called “I Did It for Science.” Nerve is an online magazine dedicated to sex, relationships, and culture. Each month, they asked me to perform a new “sexperiment” and then write about it. For the next two years, I exhausted myself performing every deviant act known to man and in the process became an accidental sexpert.

I worked as a live nude girl at Wiggles (a nude strip club), made a sex video, threw a key party like the one in The Ice Storm, attended a “balloon fetish party” (wherein I jumped inside a giant balloon), became a nude housecleaner, attended fellatio school, held a Sex Toy Olympics, and more. At one point I attended an S&M academy called Princess Reform School where my graduation entailed being stripped naked at an orgy, chained to a wooden X, blindfolded, caressed by strangers, encased in plumage, and (via the use of a high-speed vibrator) brought to screaming orgasm in front of everyone. It was a BDSM scenario that became a permanent part of my mental spank bank. Yet, despite the fun I had, the column eventually ran its course, though my collected columns led to my first book, Live Nude Elf.

When I lost my job at Nerve, I didn’t even bother looking in the normal help wanted section of the paper. Instead, I but turned immediately to the “adult help wanted” ads. Clearly, I was too insane to get a normal job but too sane to get disability. My search led me to yet another unusual gig—working as a sex surrogate for a renowned sex therapist.

Many people are confused by what sex surrogates actually do. Because the words sex and surrogate are involved, many people assume surrogates are prostitutes, which they are not. Most surrogates teach through talking, listening, and demonstrating sexual touch. Patients saw the therapist for forty-five minutes of talk therapy before seeing me for forty-five minutes of “physical” therapy. The list of problems I assisted in treating ran the gamut from premature ejaculation to erectile dysfunction and everything in between—inexperience, shyness, vaginal aversion, and inhibited orgasm.

The therapist I worked for advocated the use of sensate focus exercises to overcome these issues. Sensate focus is a term that was first introduced by William H. Masters and Virginia E. Johnson and was aimed at increasing personal and interpersonal awareness of self and the other’s needs. As a Wikipedia search will reveal, each participant is encouraged to focus on his or her own varied sense experience, rather than to see orgasm as the sole goal of sex. In other words, instead of focusing on whether you’re going to blow your load too soon, or blow your load at all, or make your partner blow their load, you should just focus on how good sex feels. This is a task that’s easier said than done given most of the population’s anxiety, low self-esteem, reliance on porn, and distractibility. We’re all so caught up in what’s going on in our heads that we’ve practically forgotten we have bodies. Exercises I did with patients ranged from simple “hand touching” to actual penis-stroking to teaching men “sexual touch” by first giving them an “anatomy lesson” wherein I displayed my beaver and pointed out the various anatomical “parts.” None of this bothered me. In fact, the idea of helping hordes of men find the clit thrilled me. I nicknamed the therapy center Dick School and considered myself one of its greatest teachers.

Work at Dick School was fulfilling and I stayed until my boss retired, less than two years after I started. When first hired, she had promised me I would change lives—and I did. Maybe I wasn’t going to win a Nobel Prize for my work there, but I helped many patients overcome seemingly insurmountable problems in order to finally experience pleasure. And at the end of the day, the more people who experience pleasure on this planet, the better.

Keep this in mind as you read along. Happy, fucking people with awesome sex lives are part of the solution, not part of the problem. (Except for the overpopulation problem.) Aside from that, happily fucking people are far less likely to blow shit up and randomly kill people than those who aren’t fucking happily. Just by reading this manual—by attempting to spice up your love life and, in the process, make your partner (or partners) excited and joyful—you are making the world a better place. Enjoy the lessons learned herein and pat yourself on the back (or anywhere else you like, should you find them titillating) for making the effort.

And finally, a special shout-out to the laydees. As mentioned previously, I am a feminist. For me, feminist simply means you believe women should have the same rights as men, which sadly, they don’t. Atrocities are committed against girls and women in every corner of the globe every day (and against the greatest Mother of all—Earth … Guess I just came out as a pagan goddess-worshipping hippie as well as a feminist). I mention this because of the book Fifty Shades of Grey, which it seems roughly a gazillion people have read and which has spawned newfound interest in BDSM. It’s doubtful my mother and I would have ever had a conversation containing the term “butt plug” were it not for the book’s publication.

However, since it came out many people have called Fifty Shades a backlash against feminism, arguing that the story, one of a female submissive falling for a dominant male, is degrading to women. Sure, it’s not highbrow literature, and yes, the female protagonist is naïve while the male character is strong and successful, but these are fantasy archetypes and Fifty Shades is the S&M equivalent of a Harlequin Romance bodice-ripping novel.

Though part of the fun of BDSM is that you get to act out fantasy archetypes, hopefully anyone who reads this book will realize that whether you are submissive or dominant, male or female, gay or straight, the reality of BDSM is that it is a shared experience where both partners are equals. It can be intensely erotic, loving, transcendental, or just plain ol’ dirty fun. Regarding BDSM, I’d have to say, “Don’t knock it till you’ve tried it.”

I was a female submissive for years, working within the sex industry, and at no point did I feel degraded. It was painful at times and always frustrating because I was still a struggling writer who (much as I love S&M) would have rather been writing than swinging from a suspension bar half-naked. But the lessons I learned and the human connections I made were invaluable.

So please, if you are a female with submissive urges, do not feel like a freak. Do not feel like you are weak or that you are betraying your own sex. (And if you are a dominant male, it does not mean that you hate women; it simply means you have a kink.) So people, let your freak flags fly. If you practice BDSM in a safe, sane, consensual manner, you are simply courageous sexual explorers.


Safety First!

(It’s only funny till someone gets hurt!)

If one were to liken this book to a fitness video, this would be the part at the beginning where the celebrity trainer tells viewers that before this or any other workout, they should consult a doctor. Given how many of us don’t actually have health insurance, a doctor’s visit could prove impossible. But try to make sure you’re in halfway decent shape before engaging in any of the earth-shattering acts described on the following pages. I don’t want anyone reading this book and suffering a heart attack from overexertion. If you are with a new partner, ask if they have any preexisting conditions such as epilepsy, a bad back, or a weak heart. The last thing you want is someone pulling a Nelson Rockefeller on your ass.


Necessary Disclaimer:

Nobody associated with the writing, publication, sale, or distribution of this book is in any way liable for injuries that may result from your engaging in the acts described herein. So be careful for Christ’s sake!



Regular sex is risky and BDSM is ten times more so. And if you go to a professional house of domination, please let the staff know if you have a preexisting condition. My first week on the job as a sub, one of Velocity’s clients had a grand mal seizure (and hadn’t told the staff about his condition). Luckily, she knew exactly what to do, remained calm, and called emergency technicians who must’ve found our dungeon (with its penis-shaped wall hooks, suspension devices, and giant wheels you could strap slaves on) rather odd. Even so, if somebody becomes seriously ill or is in trouble during BDSM play or even regular ol’ fucking, don’t be too ashamed to call an EMT even if you are buck naked and horrified by whatever scenario is transpiring. Life is more important than pride—or even that house in Vegas your play partner’s wife will likely get after the expensive divorce settlement.

Also, please don’t use this guidebook as your only source of information. Do plenty of research on the subject, but also realize that some porn you might come across while “researching” will feature nonconsensual acts such as rape and torture. This is not BDSM! Real BDSM is loving, fun, consensual, and, for some, spiritually rewarding.

I’ve started with safety because practitioners of BDSM follow the mantra “safe, sane, and consensual.” This philosophy is important for many reasons. First, you don’t want to do anything unsafe (like leaving a partner alone while he or she is tied up) because there’s nothing sexy about a 3 AM emergency room visit. And you certainly want to be in a sane frame of mind while engaging in BDSM activities (i.e., not on drugs, wasted, manic, or angry) so you don’t say or do something that could damage your relationship or, worse, could endanger your partner’s life. And never do anything with someone incapable of consent (i.e., wasted and disorderly, on drugs, too mentally ill to give consent, or too young). That is just wrong, immoral, and, in many cases, illegal.

Communication is key when getting kinky, so discuss what’s going to happen before the clothes even come off. (It’s also a good idea to spend some time afterward discussing what went down, especially if it’s with a relatively new partner.) Negotiate boundaries and be sure the sub consents to whatever is going to occur. Like visits to the ER, there’s also nothing sexy about a lover sitting on the edge of the bed crying because he or she feels violated. It’s important for the Dom to also set boundaries lest he is with a pushy sub who wants him to go too far. As a Dom, never, even with the sub’s desire and consent, do anything that would recklessly endanger him or her.

If you’ve read Fifty Shades of Grey, you’ll remember that even the dominant and dashing Mr. Grey wrote down his “hard limits”—things he absolutely would not do. These included no fire play, no acts involving urination and defecation, and no acts involving needles, piercing, or blood—among others. Think about what your hard limits are, write them down, and share with your partner.

“Soft limits,” on the other hand, are limits set by either the Dom or sub that can change if necessary. Sometimes, over the course of a relationship, limits change (e.g. a sub’s tolerance for pain), but in the beginning be very specific. And always be aware of the difference between BDSM and abuse. Abuse is defined as physical, sexual, or emotional acts inflicted on a person without his or her informed and freely given consent. If you have been abused, or if you are considering abusing another in the guise of BDSM, please seek professional help.

Limits and consent are meant to keep a sub safe and to let the Dom know where to draw the line. They also communicate what each partner finds enjoyable and enjoyment is, after all, the goal here.

While working at the dungeon, we kept files on the clients in which they were asked to rate fetishes and preferences on a scale of 1 to 5, 5 being most preferred. Even so, we had to meet with each client beforehand to discuss limits and boundaries. One of the good things about working in a swanky dungeon (that I won’t name for reasons of legality) is that they took various safety precautions to save their own asses (and mine).

The dungeon housed different rooms where we did sessions. Thematically and stylistically, they ranged from a French rococo suite to a “medical” room that looked like something out of Barbarella, to a plain ol’ gloomy medieval dungeon. Like the walls of a haunted mansion on Scooby Doo, the walls of each room rotated into the next. It was a secret that only employees were privy to, just in case you had to escape a lunatic. We also had intercoms, which we could use to communicate with the front desk if necessary.

Still, there were moments when I questioned my safety. I once asked a new client what he liked and he responded, “Have you ever been beaten?” I simply walked out. It didn’t help that when I walked into the waiting room, he had already removed his clothes and was sitting there in ripped, dirty tighty whities. Plus he had a long, white beard more reminiscent of a maniacal hillbilly than Gandalf. Never do anything that makes you uneasy.

If you happen to be meeting with a new play partner (not recommended, but it happens), make sure you meet with him or her beforehand for some straight time (e.g., a cup of coffee and a chat) before getting down to business and always let a trusted friend know what you’re up to and where. Tell that friend you will send him or her a text stating that you are safe at a specific hour. If he or she doesn’t hear from you, it’s cause for concern.

When it comes to safe play, always choose a safe word. This is a code word the sub can utter if he or she is in or approaching emotional or physical distress and would like to halt the activity. It’s best to choose a simple, memorable word. My first day on the job as a sub, my client said, “We need a safe word. Pick a color.”

“Violet,” I said, and then thought, what a stupid safe word. Who wants to utter three syllables when they’re in pain? Plus it sounded too much like “violence.” But I could hardly change it, since he certainly wasn’t paying me to recite the contents of a box of Crayola.

[image: image]

My best friend, the performance artist and writer known as Faceboy a.k.a. Francis Hall (who for this book asked to be referred to as “Mr. Hall” because it sounds more dominant), recently told me that he and his girlfriend have three safe words—red, yellow, and green. Red means “stop completely.” Yellow means “slow down,” and green means “pleeeease keep going!” Mr. Hall also shared another inventive tip—if your sub is gagged, place a set of keys in his/her hand. Dropping the keys is his/her gagged safe word.

If you are a Dom, remember that sometimes a sub will enter a deep “subspace” (a transcendental state wherein he or she feels as though they are floating and impervious to pain). So it’s a good idea to check in with the sub by occasionally asking, “Are you okay?”

Throughout this book, I’ll share other safety tips related to each topic. (When we get to flagellation, for example, we’ll cover where it’s okay to whip someone.) However, no chapter on safety would be complete without mentioning one of mankind’s greatest inventions—condoms.*

If you aren’t in a trusting, committed relationship where both partners have been tested and “doing it” is going to be part of your play, have plenty of one-piece overcoats handy. Make sure they’re not expired and that they’re kept in a convenient, memorable location since there’s nothing worse than traipsing bare-assed across a room on a condom quest while in the heat of the moment. Next to the condoms, perhaps keep a big bottle o’ lube, especially if you are doing any sort of anal play. Remember (as with the condoms) where you’ve put it. I’m actually considering creating a lube armband after misplacing my Liquid Silk one too many times.

In summation, remember the following lest somebody gets hurt!

1. Negotiate and discuss the scenario beforehand.

2. Set limits.

3. Make sure you and your partner are in a sane frame of mind.

4. Choose a safe word (or three!).

5. Research whatever practices you are about to engage in to ensure you perform them safely.

6. If you are meeting with someone new, let a friend know!

7. Use a raincoat!

8. Don’t lose the lube.

Your Turn!

Take a page from Fifty Shades of Grey: Define your limits! Use the table below to set your hard and soft limits. Think about what you know you like, what you know you don’t, and what you’ve always wanted to try while you make your lists.

[image: image]

_____________

*If you live in New York City, we actually have free, official NYC condoms. They’re not “ribbed for her pleasure,” mint-flavored, studded, or anything fancy, but they work just fine. You can get bags of five hundred from the Gay Men’s Health Crisis or simply grab a handful at most bars and clubs. It will save you that uncomfortable trip to the bodega at 2 AM—not to mention your hard-earned cash. In this recession, free condoms are to sex what government cheese is to dairy goodness. Certain clinics like Planned Parenthood also provide free condoms, so go get ’em!


Have Fun!

It might seem ridiculous that, in a book about kinky sex, I have written a section titled “Have Fun!”

You are likely wondering, “If people are screwing and spanking and teasing and other good dirty stuff, aren’t they already having fun?” Sadly, the answer is “not always.”

While working as a surrogate, one of the biggest problems I saw was people who took sex too seriously. Take doing your taxes and paying your bills seriously, but when it comes to sex, loosen up and have fun—especially when you are trying something new like BDSM. There are bound to be awkward moments, so don’t be afraid to act silly.

For example …

[image: image]

In one exercise I did with patients called The Martian Game, we would strip down to our underwear, keep our eyes closed, and take turns pretending to be either space aliens or explorers of another planet. The aliens would present to the space explorers three body parts, one at a time, and the explorers would have to describe each one, playfully guessing what each part might be used for.

After round one, we’d take off our underwear and do another totally naked round of Martian Game. At this point, if the alien wanted to present to you its penis, it could, and you (the explorer) might guess that it’s a prehensile tail or nose or some other kooky alien part. I suppose you could even guess it’s a penis.

The point of Martian Game was to teach patients to not get so worked up about things that happen in the bedroom while also encouraging them to continue to focus on sensation. It was not unlike BDSM role-play and it inevitably led to laughter.

I once dated a man with a “female wrestler” fetish. He’d developed it watching G.L.O.W. (Gorgeous Ladies of Wrestling) as an adolescent and he wanted me to wear wrestling leotards when we fooled around. I acquiesced and at first felt like a complete moron in my spandex getup, but once I saw how hot it made him, I got turned on. And when we started rolling around together, “wrestling,” we had a blast, both of us laughing while growing increasingly aroused. It wasn’t long before the spandex came off.

Bottom line: Don’t worry about “making love like a porn star.” Porn stars get paid the big bucks because they are really good at what they do. (And having once been a P.A. on a porn set, I can attest to the fact that they earn every penny.) So let go and have a good time. When two people fuck, they bond. When they can laugh and smile while doing it, even if one of them is having their ass spanked, the bond is even stronger.
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