
press the buzzer marked “4.” My date, K—extremely beautiful, petite, and 
looking about a decade younger than her 26 years—glances up at me and 
giggles like a tickled child.

“Password?” says a man’s voice, as K and I vulnerably peer into the video 
intercom. 

“Genie,” I say. (Though I’m tempted to say, “Fidelio,” à la Eyes Wide Shut.)
There’s a brief pause, then a buzz. We enter the building’s tiny lobby, turn 

a corner, and join a group of six well-dressed and expensively cologned men 
and women as they wait for the doors of America’s smallest elevator to open. 

[knocking boots]

aren’t lost on K, who, unlike everyone 
else, is facing into the elevator.  
Her upturned, almond-shaped eyes 
sweep over the six unfamiliar faces  
in the tiny box, fix back on mine,  
and then widen dramatically, 
comically. 

“Oh, boy,” she says with another 
giggle, as our ascent slows and  
we begin to hear what’s being billed 
as Manhattan’s premier sex party—a 
gathering that’s supposedly counted 
A-list celebrities among its guests. 
The elevator doors open, and the 
passengers are greeted by the 
spectacle of a slick penis being fed 

Our reporter had been to plenty of sex parties before,  
but they’d left him unexpectedly cold. All that changed when he  
discovered New York City’s Behind Closed Doors.
By Grant Stoddard • Illustrations by Jason Raish

into a taut, round butt on a screen  
in the entryway. 

“Names, please,” says a guy with 
a clipboard, vying for our extremely 
divided attention. I manage to 
remember, then state, our names, and 
we’re ushered into what looks like a 
well-to-do bachelor pad. 

“Welcome to Behind Closed 
Doors!” says an attractive woman 
holding a wooden bowl of large red 
grapes. She pops one into K’s mouth 
and another one into mine. 

K, who I’ve been dating for  
the past several months, heads to  
the coat check, sheds some of her 
outerwear, and reemerges looking 
good enough to eat. She’s wearing 
a black tuxedo-inspired, deep-
plunging playsuit, a chunky diamond 
choker, and heels. 
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“We can take the next one,” I say as 
they all struggle to squeeze in. 

“No, there’s room,” says one 
woman. “Come on in!”

We jostle into position and I go to 
hit the button for the fourth floor, but 
it’s already lit. 

“Looks like we’re all going to the 
same place,” says a man’s voice, his 
hot breath on the nape of my neck.  
The ramifications of his observation 
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She looks incredible and I tell her so. 
Her reaction suggests that she agrees. 
K is a smart, confident grad student 
from California who’s packing a 
lifetime’s worth of experiences into  
her two-year stint in New York—
experiences like this one. 

We wade into an attractively lit, 
rectangular loft space of some 2,000 
square feet. There’s a pool table at 
one end, a blackjack table at the other, 
and various styles of lounge-y seating 
in between. On the exposed-brick 
wall hang two flat-screen TVs that 
are playing porn—the only indication 
that this isn’t just a lively gathering of 
thirtysomething professionals.

There are around 60 or 70 such 
people in the place, slightly more 
women than men. It’s roomier than 
our elevator ride was, but not by 
much. “How is everyone going to get 
it on in here?” asks K, as we thread our 
bodies through the throng on the way 
to the cash bar. 

“Good question,” I say, looking 
around in vain for evidence of a 
second room. 

As per the hosts’ assurances, the 
crowd is good-looking and in shape. 
The women are dressed up, but no 
more provocatively than at, say, a 
law firm’s staff holiday party. That 
stands to reason as, according to the 
party’s website, a third of the guests 
are lawyers of some description. Most 
women are wearing cocktail dresses 
and heels. Almost all of the gents, 
myself included, are wearing open-
necked shirts, blazers, jeans, and wing 
tips. In fact, I spot at least three guys 
sporting the same blue-and-white 
gingham oxford shirt as me. 

The second clue that this party 
is going to be a little different is the 
topless bartender. Slightly unsure of 
where to focus my gaze, I order two 
glasses of Chardonnay, then feel a tap 
on my shoulder. 

“Grant?” says a pretty twenty-
something woman, offering a hand 
for me to shake. It’s Jasmine, the 
party’s organizer. An attorney by day, 
Jasmine emailed me a while back 
with an invitation to this event. We’ve 
also spoken on the phone. “So glad 
you could make it … we missed you at 
Swing School.”

Swing School is a group orientation 
for those who’ve never attended a 
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“OuRS IS A Sex pARtY full Of peOple YOu’D 
ACtuAllY wANt tO hAve Sex wIth,” JASmINe 
hAD SAID ON the phONe, AND lOOkING 
AROuND, I See heR ASSeSSmeNt IS ACCuRAte. 

… everywhere?” I ask Jasmine as 
we’re handed our drinks by the bare-
chested bartender.

“It can, and does,” she says. “But it 
mostly happens in the play area.” 

Jasmine points to a section of the 
loft that’s divided from the main space 
by a wall made of angled wooden 
slats. Then she scurries off, saying 
she has to prepare for the evening’s 
entertainment.

“See anyone you like?” I ask K, 
who’s scanning the room. 

“Yeah, I like that girl,” she says, 
nodding toward a bookish and 
bespectacled woman with a killer 
figure.  “And her,” she says, referring 
to a tall, slender, and pretty Asian 
woman who’s accompanied by one of 
the three guys wearing the same shirt 
as me. I take it as a sign. 

wearing underwear.
“Is that lady flashing her cooch at 

us?” asks K.
“Looks like it,” I say.
“Oh, my God!” she says, giggling.
After about five minutes of tra - 

ditional dancing and nontraditional 
flashing, the dancer invites the 
women in the room to put on their 
coin skirts and take part in a belly-
dancing lesson. 

“You want to join in?” I ask my tiny 
consort. 

She arches an eyebrow. “Um … no 
thanks.”

One of the seven or eight women 

elevator. Eric says he’s a commercial 
real estate agent, his wife Charlotte is 
in fashion, and they’ve been to plenty 
of BCD parties. We talk for around 15 
minutes, most of that time gabbing 
about what we do for work.

“When do things get started 
around here?”  I ask them, finally 
addressing the elephant in the room.

“I think they already have,” says 
Eric, and gestures to the walled-off 
area at the front of the loft. The four 
of us walk over and peer through 
the gaps in the slats. There are three 
queen-size beds and a futon, each 
piece of furniture scattered with a 
handful of condoms. On one of the 
beds are Sarah, the party starter, and 
a man who turns out to be her main 
squeeze. She’s sucking his cock with 
fervor, living up to her reputation as 

sex party before. It takes place before 
the party proper gets under way, and 
Jasmine had strongly encouraged 
K and me to come early and check it 
out. “Swing School is something that 
makes Behind Closed Doors unique 
among all other sex parties,” she’d 
said. “Plus, it’s a great way to meet and 
interact with other people before the 
action gets going.” 

Unfortunately, my playmate’s 
subway had been rerouted, and by  
the time we eventually connected,  
the raunchy meet-and-greet had al - 

ready begun. Rather than rudely 
barrel in partway through, we decided 
to drop into a bar and grab a drink 
instead. I’ve been to several such 
parties in my career as a gonzo sex 
writer, and decided that I’d be able 
to bring my date up to speed over a 
fortifying cocktail. 

Furthermore, K’s not a total 

newbie to this sort of thing. She’d 
accompanied me to a newly opened 
sex club two months earlier on a 
magazine assignment. Sadly, the 
experience was nothing short of 
harrowing. The club was virtually 
empty save for a few sullen, chubby, 
and lecherous men. She and I had 
remained fully clothed, totally 
turned-off, and my review was 
wholly negative. After reading my 
disappointed dispatch, Jasmine felt 
compelled to write me and invite 
me along to Behind Closed Doors, 
which, in contrast to the club we’d 
visited, employed a strict screening 
policy, as elucidated on its website: 
“To retain the elite credentials of our 
party membership base, we are not 
ashamed to discriminate on age, 
looks, or charisma.” 

This difference was instrumental 
in K’s decision to give a swing club a 
second chance.  Even though the host 
personally invited us, my date and I 
had to submit a picture and fill out a 
questionnaire, and we experienced a 
sense of relief when we were deemed 
attractive enough to attend. 

“Ours is a sex party full of people 
you’d actually want to have sex with,” 
Jasmine had said on the phone, 
and looking around now, I see her 
assessment is accurate. 

“Does the action take place just 

“Hey, nice shirt!” I say to the tall,  
clean-cut guy. It’s a flimsy but con-
venient excuse to get talking with him 
and his girl.

“Ha! Yeah, you too!” he replies.
Ice sufficiently broken, we 

introduce ourselves and all shake 
hands. 

“Have you been to this party 
before?” I ask. 

“First time,” he says, and explains 
that he found it by poking around on 
the internet. 

I’m about to intensify my line of 
inquiry when Jasmine’s husband and 
party cohost Rocco announces the 
arrival of the evening’s entertainment. 

As advertised, the party’s theme 
is Arabian Nights. At Rocco’s cue, 
Middle Eastern music starts to play 
and a belly dancer saunters out of 
the play area. Balanced on her head 
is a tray of lit candles. As she begins 
her performance, my date and all the 
other women in the room are handed 
coin skirts. The crowd claps and 
cheers as the belly dancer winds her 
body while the candles barely flicker.

As we watch the dance, I can’t 
help noticing that a blonde woman 
across the room has her eyes fixed on 
my date and me. The woman—who 
is sitting on a man’s lap—pulls up her 
short white dress and spreads her 
legs enough to reveal that she’s not 

joining in the belly-dancing lesson is 
already practically naked, wearing the 
scantiest of string bottoms.  “That’s 
Sarah,” says Jasmine as she walks by. 
“She’s at all of our parties and always 
gets things started.”

The dancing lesson ends and the 
crowd cheers the participants’ pluck. 
Everyone in the room—which is now 
heaving with revelers—goes back 
to their conversations. I look for the 
couple my date showed an interest in, 
but they’re at the bar. 

“I noticed that the two people you 
liked are women,” I say to K, who, 
while having hooked up with a girl or 
two before, identifies as straight.

“Yeah,” she says. “These dudes 
are a little too corporate for my taste. 
Some of them look like they’d be a 
little … douchey.” 

Together, we sip our drinks by the 
pool table, where four women are 
playing a doubles game. 

“When do you think things are 
going to start?” asks K after a while. 
“It’s already 11:30.” 

I see her point. At $245 per couple 
($85 for a single woman), there would 
seem to be a financial incentive to not 
stand on ceremony. 

“How’s it going?” says a well-put-
together guy who’d sauntered up 
holding his sophisticated-looking 
date’s hand. I recognize them from the 
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the bringer-on of merriment. 
The four of us idly hang around the 

threshold of the play area, chatting 
and occasionally peeping in to get a 
sense of the exhibitionistic couple’s 
progress. (Sarah’s now straddling her 
man with her back to us.) Another 
couple squeezes by us and takes 
the futon at the end of the play area. 
Within seconds, they’re naked and 
he’s going down on her. I try to think of 
something to say to our new friends, 
but as I turn my head, I see that 
Charlotte is leading Eric over to the 
third bed. 

“Looks like it’s happening,” I say to 
K as more looky-loos crowd around 
behind us. “Wanna do this?”

Though I’m interested in what’s 
going on around me, I have to 
admit that I’m not finding the scene 
especially sexy. That’s always been 
the case when I’ve attended sex 
parties. I’ve usually been able to 
muscle through them, but, strangely, 
I’ve never been as turned-on as I am 
by watching pornographic film scenes 
of group sex like the one playing out 

over our naked bodies. Whether it’s 
sincere or practiced, she shoots us 
a lascivious glance. There’s nothing 
like being naked under the gaze of 
clothed people to make you feel … 
more naked. 

I want to experience being 
watched again. 

Obligingly, K bends over the pool 
table, her fingers spread wide on the 
green baize. I grab her tiny waist and 
relish the feeling of being a spectacle; 
K’s pretty face and hot body draw 
looks from every corner of the room. 
But again, I find that I’m enjoying 
myself more than my companion is.  

“I want to get dressed now,” says K 
after a few minutes. 

“Really?” I ask. “You’re done?” 
“I’m hungry,” she replies. “Plus, I’m 

not really turned-on.” 
Well, there’s no coming back from 

that. We wend our way back through 
the scrum of naked bodies in the play 
area until we find our pile of clothes, 
now part of a much larger heap of 
jeans, dresses, and shirts. Still sporting 
a steely erection, I’m down on my 
hands and knees, using the display 
on my phone to see what I’m doing. 

Amazingly, we recover everything 
we’d discarded.

We walk back into the main room 
and up to the bar, where a few nibbles 
remain. Tellingly, K seems more 
excited by the cheddar cubes and  
Ritz crackers than anything else on 
offer tonight. 

“I haven’t had a Ritz cracker in 
years!” she says with ebullience, and 
pops another into her pretty mouth. 
“Sooo good!”

Whatever Jasmine, Rocco, 
and their friend were up to on the 
mattress, it’s resulted in a mess on the 
floor. Ever the consummate hostess, 
Jasmine gets up, buck naked, and 
swabs the mess with a paper towel as 
K and I watch.

“Wanna get out of here?” K finally 
asks. It’s close to 1 a.m. “Koreatown?”

“Sure,” I reply, remembering that 
we’d agreed to a late dinner at a 24- 
hour Korean barbecue joint nearby. 

After collecting K’s remaining 

clothes from the coat check, we call 
the elevator. Still naked, Jasmine 
rushes up to us, gives us both a hug, 
and thanks us for coming.

“You guys looked so hot in action!” 
she says. “We’ve had writers come to 
parties before, but we’ve never had 
one participate while on assignment. 
You looked like you were really 
enjoying yourself!” 

Though K was ultimately less 
enthused, my experience at Behind 
Closed Doors was a positive one. 
I realized that I can actually enjoy 
myself and ably perform at a sex 
party. It certainly helped that the 
crowd was in shape, attractive, 
and civil, but the real breakthrough 
happened in my own head. See, I’ve 
always believed that organized sexy 
times are somewhat of an oxymoron, 
but this experience showed me 
that if I can get through the first few 
minutes of awkwardness and self-
consciousness and allow myself to 
get lost in the moment, I have what it 
takes to swing with the best of them.

The only challenge now will be  
to get my date into the same mind-
set.

room divider. I look over my shoulder 
and realize that almost all of the party 
guests have joined us in the play 
area, which is now a mass of gyrating 
bodies. I change our position so that 
we can carry on doing our thing while 
taking in the Caligulan scene.

On the far side of the room, Char lotte 
is riding Eric. The pussy-flasher’s 
ankles are up around her ears and 
she’s being noisily drilled. On the 
beds next to us are two tan, porn-star-
looking girls, having their toes sucked 
by a third woman who is playing with 
herself with her free hand. A brawny, 
shaven-headed dude joins their 
group. Just a few feet away from us 
are the pretty Asian woman K liked 
and her boyfriend. They’re not fucking 
yet, but stand making out in their 
underwear. After five more minutes in 
the playroom, it becomes so packed 
that we’re both making incidental 
contact with several other bodies as 
we get it on. 

One of those bodies belongs to the 
other woman K had noticed earlier, 
the one we’ve been referring to as 
“the Librarian” all night. Bookish 

Unlike every other party of this 
ilk that I’ve turned up at, I find that 
I am incredibly, wholeheartedly, 
unreservedly turned-on. 

Sadly though, after about ten 
minutes, my date’s enjoyment seems 
to have waned.

“I need a break,” she announces.
We stop what we’re doing, slowly 

wade out of the sea of bodies, and 
tiptoe naked into the comparatively 
empty main room. Though most 
of the 25 or so people in this area 
are clothed, chatting and sipping 
drinks, sex has sporadically broken 
out in here, too. There’s one girl-girl-
boy threesome taking place on the 
couches, and another on an extra 
mattress that’s materialized. Fully 
involved in one of those threesomes 
are hosts Jasmine and Rocco. 

“It’s good to see them enjoying 
their own party,” observes K. 

The woman who greeted us with 
grapes walks by and casts her eyes 

live, right in front of me. I’d always 
thought my relative disinterest was 
due to the scant attractiveness or 
abundant corniness of my previous 
fellow guests, but here, in a room full 
of attractive, seemingly self-aware 
people, I find myself equally unmoved. 
Generally, sex is something that 
happens organically between two 
people, and sexiness is something 
that’s hard to make happen in a loft 
with a bunch of strangers, no matter 
what they look like. It seems that my 
accomplice feels similarly. 

But she’s prepared to give it a 
shot: “Okay, let’s do it,” she says 
dispassionately.

We shuffle into the room holding 
hands. I make for the one unoccupied 
bed, but immediately 95 pounds of 
fierce resistance is on my arm. “Not on 
the bed,” says K, wrinkling her nose. 
She leads me over to a corner. 

There’s nowhere to put our clothes, 
so I let mine fall in a pile at my feet. 

I unzip K from her little one-piece 
and slide it down her legs. She steps 
out of it.  All made up and in just her 
heels and choker, she’s a sight to 
behold, especially when she gets 
down on her haunches and puts 
her generously proportioned lips 
around my semierect penis. We’re 
on the other side of the slatted wall, 
and I can see several pairs of eyes 
trained on what she’s doing.  Unlike 
the handful of parties I’ve been to 
before, I realize that I’m starting to 
feel legitimately turned-on and not 
having to concentrate to stay in the 
game. Within a few seconds, I have an 
erection you could hammer nails with. 

I stand K up to her full 4 feet, 11 
inches, spin her around so she’s facing 
the wall, and bury my face in her pert 
backside. Though in this configuration 
my senses are compromised, I get 
the strong feeling that more people 
are filling the room behind us. I stand 
up and start fucking my date from 
behind, her palms flat against the 
wall. I notice that there are fewer eyes 
looking at us through the slatted 

from the neck up, she has a toned 
and slender body with large, perky 
breasts and an ass like a peach. 
She’s on her knees, in front of her 
guy, but her eyes are locked on us, 
which I find incredibly hot. I also find 
myself thinking about her coworkers’ 
probable ignorance of the Librarian’s 
lewd nocturnal proclivities.

Though a few single females 
have joined in with couples, it seems 
that there’s not that much actual 
“swinging” going on, as far as either of 
us can tell. By and large, couples seem 
content to have sex in the company 
of other couples having sex. That’s 
not too surprising. Major studies 
cite that between 54 percent and 88 
percent of people fantasize about 
watching others have sex, while 40 
to 42 percent fantasize about being 
watched by others. That said, I was 
getting a hankering to mix things up 
a little.

“Do you want me to try to hook us 
up with some other people?”

“Nah, I’m good for now,” K says. 
“Let’s just watch.” 

She’S ON heR kNeeS IN fRONt Of heR  
GuY, But heR eYeS ARe lOCkeD 
ON uS, whICh I fIND INCReDIBlY hOt. 


