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1 - A WIFE’S LIE DETECTOR
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Gerald walked through the front door, his tie loosened and his shirt sleeves rolled up. The house was quiet, but a faint scent of Monica’s perfume lingered in the air. Guilt gnawed at his insides. A few weeks ago, he’d cheated. Since then, each day had been filled with regret. It was a mistake, and he desperately hoped that Monica wouldn’t find out.

He dropped his keys on the table and called out, “Honey, I’m home.” There was no reply. He frowned, glancing around the living room. Where was she?

He didn’t have to wait long. Monica appeared at the top of the stairs, dressed in a sleek black robe that clung to her curves. Her hair was down, framing her face in soft waves. “There you are,” she said, her voice calm but with an undertone Gerald couldn’t quite place. “I’ve been waiting for you.”

Gerald swallowed hard. “Waiting for me? Is everything okay?”

Monica descended the stairs slowly, her eyes never leaving his. “Everything’s fine. I thought we could…play a game tonight. Something fun.”

Gerald’s stomach tightened. “A game? What kind of game?”

Monica reached the bottom step and placed a hand on his chest. Her touch was warm, but it sent a chill down his spine. “Trust me,” she said with a small smile. “You’ll like it.”

Before he could protest, Monica took his hand and led him up the stairs. Gerald’s mind raced. What was she up to? He couldn’t shake the feeling that something was off, but he couldn’t bring himself to resist. Not after what he’d done.

They reached the bedroom, and Monica gestured for him to sit on the edge of the bed. She walked over to the TV and turned it on. The screen flickered to life, displaying swirling colors that seemed to shift and pulse hypnotically. Gerald couldn’t look away.

“Keep your eyes on the screen,” Monica instructed, her voice calm and steady.

Gerald nodded, his gaze locked on the mesmerizing colors. Slowly, his body began to relax. His shoulders slumped, and his breathing deepened. He felt…detached, like he was floating. Monica’s voice broke through the haze.

“Now, Gerald, tell me the truth. Have you slept with any other women?”

The question hit him like a punch to the gut. He tried to resist, to lie, but the words tumbled out before he could stop them. “Yes.”

Monica didn’t look surprised. “I thought so,” she said softly. “And do you want to be dominated by a woman?”

Gerald’s cheeks burned with shame, but he couldn’t stop himself. “Yes.”

Monica stepped closer, her robe sliding off her shoulders to reveal a set of black lingerie that left little to the imagination. Gerald’s eyes widened, but he couldn’t move. “Take off your clothes,” she commanded.

His hands moved almost on their own, unbuttoning his shirt and slipping off his pants. Within moments, he was completely naked, his cock already half-hard. Monica’s gaze lingered on him, a faint smile playing on her lips.

“Good boy,” she purred. She reached into a drawer and pulled out a strap-on dildo, the sight of it sending a shiver through Gerald’s body. “On your knees.”

He obeyed without hesitation, dropping to the floor in front of her. Monica adjusted the strap-on, the dildo jutting out in front of her. She stepped closer, and Gerald leaned forward, his lips wrapping around the smooth silicone.

Monica’s hand gripped the back of his head, pushing him deeper. “That’s it,” she said, her voice steady. “Take it all.”

Gerald gagged as the dildo slid down his throat, but he didn’t pull away. His cock throbbed, begging for attention, but Monica ignored it. She pulled his head back, then thrust forward again, making him choke. Tears welled in his eyes, but he kept going, determined to please her.

After a few minutes, Monica pulled away, leaving Gerald panting on the floor. She grabbed a vibrator from the drawer and turned it on, the low hum filling the room. “Lie down,” she ordered.

Gerald scrambled onto the bed, his heart pounding. Monica climbed on top of him, straddling his hips. She pressed the vibrator against his cock, and he let out a strangled moan.

“You’re not allowed to cum until I say so,” she whispered, her breath hot against his ear.

He nodded, his hands gripping the sheets as the vibrations sent waves of pleasure through his body. Monica toyed with him, bringing him to the edge and then pulling back, over and over again. Gerald’s hips bucked involuntarily, but Monica held him down, her grip firm. Finally, she moved off him and ordered him onto his hands and knees. Gerald complied, his breath coming in short gasps.

Monica positioned herself behind him, the dildo pressing against his asshole. “Relax,” she said, her voice calm but commanding.

Gerald tried, but the first thrust still made him gasp. The dildo stretched him, filling him in a way he hadn’t experienced before. Monica grabbed his hips, thrusting harder and faster. Each movement sent jolts of pleasure through his body, and soon he was moaning uncontrollably.

“That’s it,” Monica whispered, her voice low and husky. “You’re such a good boy.”

Gerald’s cock twitched, desperate for release. Monica reached around and stroked him in time with her thrusts. “Cum for me,” she commanded.

The words were all it took. Gerald’s body tensed, and he came with a cry, his cum splattering onto the bed sheets. Monica kept fucking him, the dildo hitting his prostate until he was whimpering with overstimulation.

When she finally pulled out, Gerald collapsed onto the bed, his body trembling. Monica grabbed something else from the drawer and returned to him. “This,” she said, holding up a chastity cage, “will make sure you don’t cheat again.”

Gerald didn’t resist as she snapped the cage around his cock, locking away any chance of pleasure without her permission. He lay there, spent and humiliated, but also…relieved. The guilt that had been gnawing at him was gone, replaced by a strange sense of peace.

Monica leaned down and kissed his forehead. “Welcome to your new life, Gerald.”

He closed his eyes, the swirling colors from the TV still dancing in his mind.

2 - RED’S NEW POSITION

FM / Femdom / Workplace / Boss Employee / Cunnilingus / Paddling / Handjob / Teasing / Vibrator

Red stood outside Ella Montgomery’s office, his heart pounding in his chest. His palms were slick with sweat, and his tie felt like a noose around his neck. He had no choice. He’d just been fired, and the weight of his desperation pressed down on him like a lead blanket. Taking a deep breath, he knocked on the door, his knuckles rapping against the wood with a shaky rhythm.

“Come in,” came Ella’s cool, sharp voice.

Red stepped inside, his eyes immediately landing on her. She sat behind her sleek, modern desk, her crimson lips curling into a faint smirk as she looked up from her paperwork. Her piercing green eyes locked onto his, and he felt like a deer caught in headlights.

“Miss Montgomery,” he began, his voice trembling, “I… I need my job back. Please. I’ll do anything.”

Ella leaned back in her chair, her manicured fingers steepled in front of her. She studied him for a long moment, her gaze scanning him from head to toe. “Anything?” she repeated, her tone dripping with skepticism.

Red nodded quickly, swallowing hard. “Yes. Anything.”

A slow, wicked smile spread across her face. “Anything?” she said again, this time with a hint of amusement. She stood up, her figure accentuated by the tight, black dress that hugged every curve. She walked around the desk, her heels clicking sharply against the floor. She stopped just inches from him, her presence overwhelming.

“Prove it,” she said, her voice low and commanding.

Red’s breath hitched. “What… what do you mean?”

Ella tilted her head, her smirk widening. “Take off your clothes.”

His eyes widened, and he hesitated for a split second. But then he reminded himself of the bills piling up, the rent due next week, the empty fridge waiting to be filled. Without a word, he began to unbutton his shirt, his hands trembling with every movement. Ella watched him intently, her arms crossed over her chest as he stripped down to nothing but his boxers.

“All of it,” she said, her voice firm.

Red swallowed hard again and hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his boxers, pulling them down and stepping out of them. Standing naked before her, he felt exposed and vulnerable, but there was also a strange thrill coursing through him.

Ella’s eyes roamed over his body, and she let out a soft, appreciative hum. “Not bad,” she murmured. Then, without hesitation, she reached behind her and unzipped her dress, letting it fall to the floor in a pool of black fabric. She stood before him in nothing but a lace bra and matching panties, her skin glowing under the soft light of the office.

Red’s mouth went dry as he took in the sight of her. Her breasts were full and firm, her waist narrow, her hips curving beautifully. She was flawless, and he couldn’t tear his eyes away.

Ella walked over to her desk and hoisted herself up onto it, spreading her legs slightly as she leaned back on her elbows. “Come here,” she ordered, her voice low and sultry.

Red obeyed, stepping forward until he was standing between her legs. She reached down and hooked her fingers into the waistband of her panties, sliding them down and tossing them aside. His eyes dropped to the bare, glistening lips between her thighs, and he felt his cock twitch in response.

“Show me how much you want your job back,” Ella purred, her voice dripping with condescension. “Eat me.”

Red didn’t need to be told twice. He dropped to his knees, his hands gripping her thighs as he leaned forward and pressed his mouth to her pussy. The moment his tongue made contact with her clit, she let out a soft moan, her fingers tangling in his hair.

He lapped at her eagerly, his tongue swirling and flicking over her sensitive flesh. She tasted sweet and tangy, and the sound of her moans spurred him on. He buried his face deeper, his tongue plunging into her as she arched her back, her hips grinding against his mouth.

“That’s it,” Ella breathed, her voice trembling with pleasure. “Just like that.”

Red felt a surge of pride as he continued to work her clit with his tongue, his movements growing more confident as she writhed beneath him. Her moans grew louder, her thighs tightening around his head as she approached the edge. Suddenly, she cried out, her body shaking as she came hard against his mouth.

Red pulled back slightly, licking his lips as he looked up at her. Her eyes were closed, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she caught her breath.

“Not bad,” she said after a moment, opening her eyes and looking down at him. “But now… it’s time for your punishment.”

Before Red could process what she meant, Ella slid off the desk and walked over to a cabinet in the corner of the room. She opened it and pulled out a paddle, the leather surface smooth and dark. She turned back to him, a wicked gleam in her eye.

“Bend over the desk,” she commanded.

Red hesitated for a moment, but the look in her eyes brooked no argument. He turned and bent over the desk, his hands gripping the edge as he waited for what was coming next.

The first strike of the paddle landed with a sharp crack, and Red let out a grunt of pain. But as the second and third strikes landed, he found himself growing more aroused. The sting of each blow sent a jolt of pleasure through him, and he couldn’t help but groan with each hit.

“Do you like that?” Ella asked, her voice teasing as she continued to paddle him.

“Yes,” Red gasped, his cock throbbing as she brought the paddle down again and again.

Finally, Ella stopped and tossed the paddle aside. She stepped closer to him, her hand reaching down to grasp his rock-hard cock. She began to stroke him slowly, her thumb rubbing over the tip as he groaned in pleasure.

“Beg for it,” she whispered in his ear, her breath hot against his skin.

“Please,” Red begged, his voice desperate. “Please let me cum.”

Ella chuckled softly, her hand moving faster as she stroked him. Just as he was about to reach the edge, she stopped and pulled away. Red let out a frustrated groan, his body trembling with need.

Ella walked back over to her desk and opened a drawer, pulling out a vibrator. She turned it on, the low hum filling the room as she walked back to him. She pressed the vibrator against the base of his cock, moving it up and down slowly.

Red’s hips bucked instinctively as the vibrations sent waves of pleasure through him. He could feel himself getting closer and closer to the edge, his entire body tensing as Ella continued to tease him.

“Cum for me,” Ella commanded, her voice firm.

And just like that, Red exploded, his cum shooting out in thick ropes as he cried out in ecstasy. Ella watched him with a satisfied smile, keeping the vibrator pressed against him until he was completely spent.

When it was over, Red slumped against the desk, his chest heaving as he tried to catch his breath. Ella walked over to him once more, this time holding a black leather collar in her hands.

She fastened it around his neck, the cool leather brushing against his skin as she tightened it. “Remember this,” she said, pulling him up to face her. “You belong to me now.”

Red looked into her eyes, and despite everything that had just happened, he couldn’t help but feel a strange sense of satisfaction. He may have lost his job, but he had gained something far more thrilling. And as he stood there, collared and spent, he knew that he would do anything she asked.

3 - JUSTIN’S LOAN

FM / Femdom / Handjob / Teasing / Spanking / Strap-on / Pegging

Justin walked into the bank, his nerves frayed like the edges of his worn jeans. He didn’t belong here, not among the polished marble floors and the scent of expensive cologne. But he needed this. His food truck dream hung in the balance, and he wasn’t walking out without a loan.

The receptionist directed him to Anita’s office, her tone crisp and professional. Justin knocked on the door, his knuckles trembling slightly against the wood.

“Come in,” came a voice, smooth and commanding.

He stepped inside, and there she was. Anita. She sat behind a sleek desk, her dark hair pulled into a sharp bun, her suit tailored to perfection. Her eyes locked onto his, predatory and calculating, as if she could see right through him.

“Mr. Carter,” she said, her voice dripping with authority. “Please, have a seat.”

Justin obeyed, sinking into the chair across from her. His palms were damp against the arms of the chair as she flipped through his loan application. The silence stretched, heavy and suffocating, until she finally closed the folder and leaned back in her chair.

“Your credit score,” she began, her tone clipped, “is…” She paused, letting the word hang in the air like a guillotine. “Terrible.”

Justin’s stomach dropped. He opened his mouth to protest, to explain, but Anita raised a hand, silencing him before he could even begin.

“But,” she continued, a sly smile curling her lips, “I’m willing to give you a chance. On one condition.”

Justin’s heart raced. “Anything,” he blurted out, desperate.

Anita stood, her heels clicking against the floor as she walked around the desk. She leaned against the edge, her legs crossed at the ankles, and looked down at him with an amused glint in her eyes.

“You play by my rules, Justin,” she said, her voice low and deliberate. “Do you understand?”

He nodded, swallowing hard. His throat felt dry, his mind buzzing with a mix of fear and something else he couldn’t quite name.

Anita’s smile widened. “Good.” She straightened and walked to the door, locking it with a decisive click. The sound sent a shiver down Justin’s spine.

“Stand up,” she commanded.

He hesitated for a fraction of a second before obeying, his legs shaky beneath him. Anita circled him slowly, her gaze raking over his body like she was sizing him up.

“Take off your clothes,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Justin froze, his heart pounding in his chest. “What?” he stammered, his voice barely a whisper.

Anita arched an eyebrow, her expression cold and unyielding. “You heard me. Strip.”

His hands trembled as he reached for the hem of his shirt, pulling it over his head. The air felt cool against his bare skin, and he could feel Anita’s eyes on him, watching every movement. He unbuttoned his jeans, sliding them down his legs, followed by his boxers. He stood there, completely exposed, his face burning with shame and something else he refused to acknowledge.

Anita stepped closer, her heels clicking against the floor like a metronome. She reached out, her fingers brushing against his cheek, then trailing down his neck, across his chest. Justin shivered, his skin prickling under her touch.

“Such a pretty boy,” she murmured, her voice almost affectionate. “But so irresponsible.” Her hand moved lower, grazing his cock, which twitched involuntarily beneath her fingers.

Justin gasped, his hips jerking forward before he could stop himself. Anita chuckled, low and throaty, her fingers wrapping around his shaft with a firm grip.

“Desperate already?” she teased, her thumb rubbing over the sensitive head of his cock. “You haven’t even earned it yet.”

Justin whimpered, his hands clenching at his sides as Anita stroked him slowly, achingly slow. Every nerve in his body was on fire, his cock throbbing in her hand.

“Please,” he begged, his voice cracking.

Anita’s grip tightened, stopping him just shy of release. “Ah ah ah,” she chided, her tone mocking. “Bad boys don’t get to cum. Not yet.”

She stepped back, leaving him aching and frustrated, and walked to her desk. Justin watched as she opened a drawer and pulled out something that made his heart skip a beat—a strap-on dildo, thick and intimidating.

“Bend over the desk,” Anita ordered, her voice sharp and commanding.

Justin hesitated, his mind racing, but the thought of losing the loan—and the strange allure of Anita’s dominance—pushed him forward. He leaned over the desk, his hands gripping the edge as Anita approached behind him.

Her hand came down on his ass with a sharp smack, the sound echoing through the room. Justin cried out, more from surprise than pain, as she spanked him again and again.

“You’ve been a bad boy, Justin,” Anita said, her voice cutting through the haze of pleasure and pain. “Spending money you don’t have, racking up debt. This is the consequence.”

Justin moaned, his cock aching between his legs as Anita continued to spank him. Each slap sent a jolt of sensation through his body, mixing pain with pleasure until he couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began.

Finally, Anita stopped, her hand resting on his reddened ass. Justin could hear her adjusting the strap-on, and then he felt it—the cold press of the dildo against his entrance.

“Relax,” Anita purred, her voice soft but commanding.

Justin tried, but it was hard to focus when the tip of the dildo was pushing against him, stretching him open inch by inch. He gasped, his fingers clutching the edge of the desk as Anita pushed deeper, filling him completely.

“That’s it,” Anita murmured, her hands gripping his hips. “Take it like a good boy.”

She began to move, thrusting into him with slow, deliberate strokes. Justin moaned, the sensation overwhelming as the dildo hit that spot inside him that made his vision blur. His cock was leaking precum, untouched and desperate for release as Anita fucked him harder, deeper.

“Please,” Justin begged, his voice broken and raw. “Let me cum.”

Anita chuckled, her thrusts never faltering. “Not yet,” she said, her tone teasing. “You haven’t earned it.”

Justin gritted his teeth, tears pricking at the corners of his eyes as Anita continued to fuck him, each stroke bringing him closer to the edge but never letting him fall. Just when he thought he couldn’t take anymore, Anita reached around, her hand wrapping around his cock and stroking him in time with her thrusts.

Justin came with a cry, his body convulsing as waves of pleasure crashed over him. Anita didn’t stop, fucking him through his orgasm until he was trembling and spent.

When she finally pulled out, Justin collapsed onto the desk, his legs too weak to hold him up. Anita grabbed something else from her desk—a collar—and fastened it around his neck.

“From now on,” she said, her voice calm and collected, “you serve me.”

Justin nodded weakly, his mind still foggy from the intensity of what had just happened.

Anita handed him a folder—the loan agreement—and smiled. “Remember,” she said, her tone sweet but laced with danger. “If your food truck fails, there will be more consequences.”

Justin swallowed hard, his heart pounding in his chest as he clutched the folder. He wasn’t sure what he’d just gotten himself into, but one thing was certain—he couldn’t wait for the next encounter with Anita.

4 - FAST FOOD FEMDOM

FM / Femdom / Workplace / Small Penis Humiliation / Masturbation / Cunnilingus / Strap-on / Pegging

Mikey’s hands trembled as he wiped down the counter for the third time that hour. His boss, Kelly, had been watching him like a hawk since he started his shift over an hour ago. She was leaning against the wall, her arms crossed over her chest as she stared at him with a hardened expression. Her dark hair was pulled into a tight ponytail, and her crisp white shirt hugged her curves in all the right places. Mikey couldn’t help but steal glances at her every chance he got, even though he knew he shouldn’t.

“Mikey,” Kelly barked, her voice sharp enough to make him jump. “My office. Now.”

He swallowed hard, feeling like his stomach was about to drop out of his body. He set the rag down on the counter and followed her into the small office at the back of the restaurant. The door clicked shut behind them, and Mikey’s heart started to race when Kelly turned around and leaned against the desk, her piercing gaze locking onto his.

“Do you even care about this job?” she asked, her tone dripping with irritation. “Because it sure as hell doesn’t seem like it.”

Mikey’s throat felt dry. “I-I do care,” he stammered. “I’m trying my best, I swear.”

Kelly scoffed and shook her head. “Your best isn’t good enough, Mikey. I’ve been lenient with you so far, but I’m starting to think maybe you aren’t cut out for this.”

Panic surged through him. “Please, don’t fire me,” he begged, his voice cracking. “I need this job. I’ll do better, I promise.”

Kelly tilted her head as she studied him, her lips curling into a faint smirk. “Oh, you’ll do better?” she repeated with amusement. “Well, that depends on how far you’re willing to go to prove it.”

Mikey blinked at her nervously as she stepped closer to him, her heels clicking against the floor. He could smell her perfume—something floral and sweet—and it made his head spin. He wasn’t sure what she was getting at, but the way she looked at him sent electricity coursing through his body.

“Do you trust me, Mikey?” she asked softly as she reached up to brush a strand of hair away from his face.

He hesitated before nodding. “Y-yes.”

“Good,” Kelly murmured. “Then strip.”

Mikey froze, his eyes widening as he stared at her. “W-what?”

“You heard me,” she said firmly, her voice low but commanding. “Take off your clothes. All of them.”

His heart pounded in his chest as he fumbled with the buttons on his shirt, his fingers trembling so badly he could barely manage to undo them. Kelly watched silently as he peeled off his shirt and dropped it to the floor. Next came his pants, followed by his socks and underwear until he was standing naked in front of her, vulnerable and exposed.

Kelly’s gaze drifted downward, and a sly smile curled her lips. “Oh, Mikey,” she chuckled, her tone filled with mockery. “I didn’t realize how small you were.”

Heat flooded Mikey’s face as he instinctively covered himself with his hands. “I-I’m sorry,” he mumbled, unable to meet her eyes.

Kelly walked around him slowly, her hips swaying as her eyes roamed his body like he was some kind of object to be scrutinized. “Put your hands down,” she ordered. “I want to see all of you.”

Reluctantly, Mikey obeyed, letting his arms fall to his sides as Kelly stopped in front of him again. She leaned closer, her breath warm against his skin as she whispered into his ear. “Now stroke it for me.”

His breath hitched as he looked at her incredulously before hesitantly reaching down to wrap his hand around his half-hard cock. Kelly stepped back and folded her arms, clearly enjoying the show as Mikey began to jerk himself off. His movements were clumsy at first, but soon enough, his body responded to her command, and his cock grew harder in his hand.

“That’s it,” Kelly purred with amusement as she watched him. “Show me what you’ve got.”

Mikey’s face burned with embarrassment, but he couldn’t deny the thrill of being watched by her. He stroked faster, his breathing growing heavier as pleasure built inside of him. He fought back a moan as he approached the edge, his body trembling with anticipation.

“Stop.”

The word caught him off guard, and he froze immediately, overwhelmed by the sudden need for release. Kelly grinned at his obedience and stepped toward him again, her heels clicking against the floor. She ran a finger along his jawline, trailing it down his throat and chest until she reached his cock. She gave it a light tap, making Mikey flinch.

“Not yet,” she said with a smirk. “First, you’re going to please me.”

Kelly turned and walked back to her desk, slipping out of her heels before pulling off her pants and panties in one smooth motion. She climbed up onto the desk and spread her legs open wide beneath her skirt, revealing her slick folds glistening in the fluorescent light.

“Get over here and eat me,” she commanded, her gaze locking onto his like a predator sizing up its prey.

Mikey hesitated for only a moment before stepping forward, kneeling between her legs as the scent of her arousal hit him like a tidal wave. His heart raced as he leaned in and pressed his tongue to her clit, using slow, deliberate strokes to tease her sensitive spot. Kelly let out a soft gasp and threaded her fingers through his hair, guiding his movements as he worked her closer to the edge.

Mikey focused entirely on pleasing her, his lips and tongue moving skillfully against her as he tasted her wetness. Kelly’s breathing became ragged as she arched her back against the desk, moaning softly as pleasure surged through her body. The sound of her pleasure only spurred Mikey on, and he redoubled his efforts, making her shudder uncontrollably until she finally came with a loud cry.

Her legs clamped around his head as she rode out the wave of pleasure, her fingers tightening in his hair while her body trembled from the intensity of her orgasm. When she finally relaxed and let go, Mikey pulled back and looked up at her, his lips slick with her juices.

Kelly smiled down at him with a wicked gleam in her eye before sliding off the desk and walking over to a cabinet in the corner of the room. She opened it and pulled out a leather strap-on dildo, which she fastened around her hips with practiced ease. Mikey’s stomach flipped as he watched her lube up the toy, knowing exactly what was coming next.

“Bend over the desk,” Kelly commanded as she walked back toward him.

Fear and anticipation mingled inside of him as he complied, leaning forward until his chest was pressed against the cool surface of the desk. His cock twitched between his legs as he waited for what was next.

Kelly grabbed hold of his hips and positioned herself behind him, pressing the tip of the dildo against his entrance. She leaned forward until her lips were brushing against his ear. “Ready?” she whispered.

Mikey nodded shakily, unable to form words as Kelly eased the toy inside him inch by inch. The sensation was unlike anything he’d ever felt before—painful at first but quickly giving way to intense pleasure as the dildo pressed against every sensitive spot inside him. Kelly started to move faster, pushing deeper with each thrust until Mikey was practically screaming with pleasure.

“Please, Kelly,” he gasped hoarsely between moans. “Don’t stop.”

She chuckled breathlessly as she fucked him relentlessly, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the air around them. Tears streamed down Mikey’s face as his body reached its limit under her relentless rhythm until finally—blissfully—he came hard while still impaled on her cock.

Kelly slowed her movements as Mikey shuddered through his orgasm before pulling out completely once he had finished trembling beneath her touch. She stepped back and removed the strap-on before walking over to retrieve something else from the cabinet—a sleek black collar made of soft leather.

“Put this on,” she ordered while holding it out toward him.

Mikey took it from her hands without question and fastened it around his neck while still leaning against the desk for support. The cool leather felt strange against his flushed skin but strangely comforting too—a reminder that he belonged entirely to Kelly now.

“Good boy,” she praised as she ran a finger along the edge of the collar before stepping away from him toward the mirror mounted on one wall of the office where she fixed herself up quickly.

“Come on,” she said firmly while holding open the door leading back out into the main area of the restaurant where customers were waiting patiently, unaware of everything going on behind closed doors.

Kelly smiled at Mikey knowingly before speaking again: “It’s time we got back to work.”

And Mikey quickly scrambled after her, wearing his new collar.

5 - THE POSTMAN’S PACKAGE

FM / Femdom / Workplace / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Blindfold / Wax Play / Blowjob / Teasing / PIV Sex

Dave pulled up to the mansion, the engine of his postal van humming softly as he shifted into park. The house was massive, all sharp angles and glass, with a driveway that seemed to stretch forever. He grabbed the oversized box from the back, its weight awkward in his arms, and made his way to the front door. The knock echoed through the quiet afternoon, but no one answered. He tried again, louder this time, but still nothing.

Frowning, he glanced around. The backyard was visible through a side gate, slightly ajar. He hesitated for a moment—he wasn’t supposed to wander off—but the package needed to be delivered. Pushing the gate open, he stepped into the yard.

The sight stopped him in his tracks. A woman lay on a lounge chair by the pool, her skin glistening under the sun. She was wearing a tiny bikini, the kind that left little to the imagination. Her dark hair was piled up in a messy bun, and her sunglasses hid her eyes, but her lips curved into a smile as she turned her head toward him.

“Can I help you?” she asked, her voice smooth and teasing.

Dave cleared his throat, suddenly aware of how sweaty he must look in his uniform. “Uh, yeah. I’ve got a package for Gina. Needs a signature.”

She sat up slowly, sliding her sunglasses down her nose to look at him. “That’s me,” she said, standing and walking over.

Her hips swayed with every step, and Dave couldn’t help but notice the way her bikini clung to her curves. She took the clipboard from him, her fingers brushing against his, and signed with a flourish.

“Thanks,” Dave said, handing her the box. “Have a good day.”

Gina tilted her head, studying him. “You’re not in a rush, are you? It’s so hot out—come inside for a drink.”

Dave hesitated. “I’m on the clock…”

“Oh, come on,” she said, her smile widening. “One drink won’t hurt. Besides, I could use some help with this.” She gestured to the box.

He glanced at his watch. It was hot, and he could use a break. “Alright,” he said finally. “Just one.”

She led him inside, the cool air hitting him as soon as they stepped through the door. The living room was sleek and modern, all white furniture and glass tables. Gina set the box down on the coffee table and started opening it.

Dave watched as she pulled out item after item: leather cuffs, a blindfold, a bottle of lube, a vibrator, a butt plug… His eyes widened as he realized what he was looking at.

Gina noticed his expression and laughed. “Surprised?”

“Uh… yeah,” Dave admitted, his face heating up.

She stepped closer, her hand resting on his chest. “You don’t have to be shy. I like to have fun.” Her fingers trailed down to the buttons of his shirt, undoing them one by one. “Do you want to play?”

Dave’s heart was pounding. He should say no. He should leave. But she was so close, her body warm against his, and he couldn’t think straight. “I… I guess.”

Her smile was triumphant. “Good. Bring the box.”

She took his hand and led him upstairs to the bedroom. It was just as luxurious as the rest of the house, with a king-sized bed and soft lighting.

Gina turned to him, her hands on her hips. “Take off your clothes.”

Dave hesitated for only a moment before obeying, stripping down to his boxers.

Gina watched him with an approving smile, then reached into the box and pulled out a pair of leather cuffs. “Lie down,” she instructed.

He did as he was told, lying back on the bed. Gina climbed on top of him, straddling his hips as she fastened the cuffs around his wrists and attached them to the bedposts. Next came the blindfold, slipping over his eyes and plunging him into darkness.

“Relax,” she whispered, her breath warm against his ear. “I’ll take care of you.”

He felt her weight shift off him, then heard the sound of a match striking. A moment later, something hot dripped onto his chest—wax. He gasped at the sensation, the heat sharp but not painful. More drops followed, each one sending a jolt through him.

Her hands were on him then, exploring his body with a feather-light touch. She kissed his neck, his chest, his stomach, her lips soft and teasing. When she reached his boxers, she pulled them down slowly, freeing his cock. He was already hard, and she wrapped her hand around him, stroking him gently.

“You’re so eager,” she murmured, her voice low and sultry.

Dave groaned as she leaned down, taking him into her mouth. Her tongue swirled around the tip before she took him deeper, her lips tight around him. She moved slowly at first, then faster, her hand working in tandem with her mouth. He was close—so close—but then she stopped.

“Not yet,” she said, pulling away.

He heard her rummaging through the box again, then felt something cold and slick against his ass. She pressed against him, easing a butt plug inside. The sensation was strange but not unpleasant, and he moaned as she pushed it all the way in.

Gina climbed back on top of him, positioning herself over his cock. She lowered herself onto him slowly, taking him inch by inch until he was fully inside her. She began to move, rocking her hips in a steady rhythm. Her pussy was warm and tight around him, and he could feel every movement as she rode him.

Her breathing grew heavier as she picked up the pace, her hands braced against his chest. She moaned softly, her body trembling as she came, her pussy clenching around him. The sensation pushed him over the edge, and he came with a groan, filling her with his release.

Gina collapsed on top of him for a moment before sitting up and unbuckling the cuffs. She removed the blindfold, and Dave blinked up at her, still trying to catch his breath.

“Did you have fun?” she asked, her smile playful.

“Yeah,” he admitted, his voice hoarse.

“Good,” she said, leaning down to kiss him. “I hope I’ll see you again.”

Dave nodded, his mind still reeling from what had just happened. As he got dressed and headed back to his van, he couldn’t stop thinking about Gina—and wondering when their paths would cross again.

6 - THE WEATHERMAN’S DILEMMA

FM / Femdom / Small Penis Humiliation / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation / Sissy / Feminization / Blackmail / Bondage / Handjob / Teasing / Orgasm Denial / Chastity

“Take them off. Now.” Elaine’s voice was sharp, her arms crossed as she leaned against the motel room’s dresser. Her eyes bore into Mark with a mix of amusement and disdain.

Mark hesitated, his hands trembling as they hovered over the waistband of his pants. “Elaine, I—I didn’t mean to—”

“Didn’t mean to what?” she interrupted, her tone cutting through the air like a knife. “Send me that disgusting message? Think you could just slide into my DMs and get whatever you wanted because you’re the local weatherman? Take. Them. Off.”

Mark’s face burned as he fumbled with his belt, his mind racing. He’d been so confident when he sent that message, so sure that his charm and status would win her over. But now, standing in this dingy motel room, he felt small. Pathetic. His pants pooled at his feet, followed by his boxers, leaving him completely exposed.

Elaine let out a low laugh, her eyes flicking down to his cock. “Oh my god,” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “Is that it? That’s what you were so eager to show off? I’ve seen bigger on a prepubescent boy.”

Mark’s cheeks flushed even deeper, his cock twitching despite the humiliation. He couldn’t believe this was happening. Just an hour ago, he’d been scrolling through social media, admiring Elaine’s photos. She was stunning—long dark hair, piercing green eyes, and a body that made his mouth water. When he saw she’d liked one of his posts, he thought it was a sign. A chance. So he sent her a message, something flirty, something bold. And she responded. With an address.

He’d driven to the motel with a grin on his face, imagining how the night would go. But the moment he knocked on the door, everything changed. Elaine wasn’t smiling. She wasn’t impressed. And now, here he was, naked and humiliated, while she stood there, fully clothed, looking at him like he was nothing.

“Go on,” Elaine said, gesturing to his cock. “Jerk off for me. Let’s see what you can do with that little thing.”

Mark hesitated, his hand hovering uncertainly over his cock. “I—I don’t think—”

“Do it,” she snapped, her voice leaving no room for argument.

Swallowing hard, Mark wrapped his fingers around his shaft and began to stroke. It felt wrong, doing this in front of her while she watched with such obvious disdain. But there was something else too—something hot and shameful that made his cock twitch in his hand. He tried to focus on the sensation, on the way his hand moved up and down, but Elaine’s laughter kept pulling him back to reality.

“Pathetic,” she muttered, shaking her head. “You’re really getting off on this, aren’t you? You like being humiliated.”

Mark didn’t answer. He couldn’t. His breath came in short gasps as he stroked himself faster, his cock hardening in his hand. He was close—so close—but just as he felt the first tingles of an orgasm building, Elaine stepped forward and slapped his hand away.

“Not yet,” she said, her lips curling into a cruel smile. “You don’t get to cum until I say so.”

Mark groaned, his cock throbbing with need. He wanted to protest, to beg her to let him finish, but the look in her eyes silenced him. She reached into her bag and pulled out a pair of lace panties, holding them out to him.

“Put these on,” she ordered.

Mark stared at the panties, his mind reeling. “What? No, I—”

“Do it,” she said, her voice cold and firm. “Or I’ll send those messages to your boss. How do you think your viewers would feel if they found out their beloved weatherman was sending unsolicited dick pics?”

Mark’s stomach churned at the thought. He couldn’t lose his job—not over this. With trembling hands, he took the panties and stepped into them, pulling them up over his hips. The lace was soft against his skin, but the humiliation burned hotter than any physical sensation.

Elaine pulled out her phone and snapped a photo, her smile widening as she looked at the screen. “Perfect,” she said. “Now get on the bed.”

Mark obeyed, lying back on the mattress as Elaine produced a pair of silk ties from her bag. She bound his wrists to the bedposts, her movements quick and efficient. Once he was secured, she stood back and admired her handiwork.

“Good boy,” she said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Now let’s see if we can make that little cock of yours behave.”

She climbed onto the bed, straddling his thighs as she reached down to tease his cock with her fingers. Her touch was light, almost feathery, and it drove Mark wild. He bucked his hips, desperate for more friction, but Elaine pulled her hand away.

“Ah ah ah,” she chided. “You don’t get to decide when you cum. That’s my job now.”

Mark groaned, his cock aching with need. He’d never been so turned on in his life—or so humiliated. He wanted to hate her, to fight back, but the way she looked at him, the way she controlled him… it was intoxicating.

Elaine leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “From now on, you’re mine. You do what I say, when I say it. Understand?”

Mark nodded frantically, his breath coming in short gasps. “Yes,” he whispered. “Yes, I understand.”

“Good,” she said, sitting back up. “Now let’s see if you can handle a little more.”

She lowered her mouth to his cock, taking him into her mouth with a skill that left him gasping. Her tongue swirled around the tip, teasing him mercilessly as she worked him closer and closer to the edge. Mark’s hips bucked involuntarily, but Elaine held him down with one hand while the other continued to stroke him.

He was so close—so fucking close—but just as he felt the first waves of his orgasm building, Elaine pulled away again.

“No,” she said simply, watching as he writhed beneath her. “Not yet.”

Mark let out a strangled cry, his cock throbbing with unfulfilled need. Elaine reached into her bag once more and pulled out a small metal device—a chastity cage.

“This,” she said, holding it up for him to see, “is going to help you learn some self-control.”

Mark’s eyes widened in horror as she fastened the device around his cock, locking it in place with a small key that she tucked into her pocket. The cold metal pressed against his skin, trapping his erection in a way that was both painful and strangely arousing.

“There,” Elaine said, sitting back to admire her work. “Much better.”

She reached into her bag one last time and pulled out a black leather collar, fastening it around Mark’s neck with a click. The leather was soft against his skin, but the weight of it felt heavy—a constant reminder of who was in control.

“I want to see this collar when you do the weather forecast tomorrow,” Elaine said, her voice firm. “If I don’t see it, I’ll know you’re not taking this seriously.”

Mark nodded weakly, his mind spinning. He couldn’t believe this was happening—couldn’t believe he was letting it happen. But as he lay there, bound and collared, he realized something: he didn’t want it to stop.

Elaine climbed off the bed and grabbed her bag, heading for the door. She paused with her hand on the knob and looked back at him.

“I’ll be in touch,” she said with a smirk. “Be a good boy until then.”

And with that, she was gone, leaving Mark alone in the motel room with nothing but the sound of his own ragged breathing and the cold metal of the chastity cage pressing against his skin.

As he lay there, staring up at the ceiling, Mark couldn’t help but wonder what would happen next. He should have been terrified—should have been furious—but all he could think about was how much he wanted to see Elaine again.

And how much he wanted her to make him beg.

7 - FROM CONFIDENCE TO SUBMISSION

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Flogging / Buttplug / Wax Play / Teasing / Blowjob / Ruined Orgasm

“You couldn’t handle me,” Colleen said, her voice low and steady, her eyes locked on Kyle’s. She leaned back in her chair, swirling the ice in her glass with a smirk that made his stomach tighten.

Kyle laughed, leaning forward, his confidence unshaken. “Oh, I think I could. You’re not exactly intimidating.”

Her eyebrow arched, and she set her glass down with a soft clink. “Confident, aren’t you? But confidence doesn’t mean much when you’re on your knees, begging.”

He grinned, undeterred. “Try me.”

Colleen studied him for a moment, her gaze sharp, calculating. Then she stood, smoothing her dress. “Alright, Kyle. Let’s see if you can back up that big talk.”

—

It started an hour earlier.

Kyle had spotted her the moment he walked into the bar. Colleen was sitting alone, her legs crossed, a glass of whiskey in her hand. She was stunning—long dark hair, piercing green eyes, and a presence that commanded attention. He didn’t hesitate.

“Can I buy you a drink?” he asked, sliding into the seat across from her.

She looked him over, her expression unreadable. “Depends. What’s your name?”

“Kyle.”

“Colleen.” She extended her hand, and he shook it, her grip firm, almost challenging.

They talked for a while, Kyle doing most of the heavy lifting in the conversation. He was used to this—charming women, making them laugh, getting them into bed. But Colleen was different. She didn’t laugh at his jokes, didn’t blush at his compliments. She just watched him, her eyes narrowing slightly, as if she were sizing him up.

Finally, he leaned in, lowering his voice. “So, what do you say we get out of here? My place or yours?”

That’s when she dropped the bomb. “I’m into some pretty kinky stuff. It would probably be too much for you.”

—

And now here they were, walking into her house. Kyle wasn’t sure what he expected—maybe candles, maybe silk sheets—but it wasn’t this. The room she led him into was dimly lit, the walls lined with shelves filled with ropes, paddles, and other implements he couldn’t even name. In the center of the room was a padded bench, and against the wall stood a rack of whips and floggers.

Kyle froze. “What is this?”

Colleen turned to him, her smile sharp. “This is where I play. You said you could handle me. So let’s see if you meant it.”

He swallowed hard, his bravado faltering for the first time. But he wasn’t about to back down now. “Alright. What do you want me to do?”

“Get naked.” Her tone left no room for argument.

Kyle hesitated for only a second before stripping off his clothes, his heart pounding in his chest. He stood there, exposed, as Colleen walked around him, her eyes roaming over his body. She stopped behind him, and he felt something cool and leathery brush against his back.

“Bend over the bench,” she instructed.

He did as he was told, his hands gripping the edges of the bench as he bent at the waist. The leather was cool against his skin, and he shivered as he waited for whatever came next.

The first strike of the flogger caught him off guard. It wasn’t painful, exactly, but it stung, sending a jolt through his body. He gasped, his fingers tightening on the bench.

“Relax,” Colleen said, her voice calm. “Let yourself feel it.”

She struck him again, and this time he did relax, letting the sensation wash over him. It was strange—the pain was there, but so was something else, something warm and electric that spread through his body. He felt himself growing hard, his cock pressing against the bench.

Colleen noticed, of course. She ran a hand over his ass, her fingers tracing the red marks left by the flogger. “You like that, don’t you?”

Kyle didn’t answer, but he didn’t need to. His body was betraying him, his cock throbbing with every touch.

She stepped away for a moment, and he heard her rummaging through something on the shelf. When she returned, she held something in her hand—a small, black object that made his stomach twist with anticipation.

“This might be a bit much for you,” she said, holding up the vibrating butt plug. “But you said you could handle it.”

Kyle’s breath caught in his throat, but he nodded. “I can handle it.”

Colleen smirked, applying a generous amount of lube to the plug before pressing it against his entrance. He tensed at first, but she whispered soothing words in his ear, coaxing him to relax. Slowly, she pushed it in, the sensation both strange and exhilarating. When it was fully inside her, she turned it on, the vibrations sending shocks of pleasure through his body.

“How does that feel?” she asked, her voice dripping with amusement.

“Good,” Kyle managed to choke out, his hips rocking involuntarily against the bench.

Colleen chuckled, running her hands over his back as she moved to stand in front of him. She grabbed a candle from the shelf and lit it, letting the wax drip onto his chest. The heat was intense, but it only added to the overwhelming sensations coursing through him.

She reached down, wrapping her hand around his cock and stroking him slowly, teasingly. Kyle groaned, his hips thrusting into her hand as she worked him closer and closer to the edge. Just as he was about to cum, she stopped, pulling her hand away and leaving him trembling with frustration.

“Please,” he begged, his voice hoarse. “Let me cum.”

Colleen shook her head, a wicked smile on her lips. “Not yet.”

She knelt in front of him, taking his cock into her mouth and sucking him with a skill that made his toes curl. He was so close, so fucking close, but just as he was about to explode, she pulled away again, leaving him with nothing but a pathetic trickle of cum dripping from the tip of his cock.

Colleen laughed softly, standing up and wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “You’re not as tough as you thought, are you?”

Kyle didn’t answer. He was too overwhelmed, too embarrassed—and yet, he couldn’t deny how turned on he still was. He wanted more. He needed more.

Colleen seemed to sense it. She walked over to the shelf and returned with a collar in her hand. She fastened it around his neck, the leather cool against his skin.

“If you’re good,” she said, running her fingers along the collar, “maybe I’ll play with you again.”

Kyle nodded eagerly, his heart racing as she helped him to his feet. As he dressed and left her house, he couldn’t shake the feeling that he had just been changed in some fundamental way. He wasn’t the same man who had walked into that bar earlier that night. He was something else now—something submissive, something eager to please. And he couldn’t wait to see Colleen again.

8 - SEDUCTION IN THE OFFICE

FM / Femdom / Workplace / Cheating / Handjob / Teasing / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Mitch’s fingers hovered over the keyboard, the glow of his computer screen casting a pale light across his tired face. The office was silent except for the faint hum of the air conditioning. He glanced at the clock—9:47 PM. Everyone else had left hours ago, but he still had a mountain of reports to finish. He sighed, running a hand through his hair, when the sound of heels on the polished floor made him freeze.

Nia stood in the doorway, her silhouette framed by the dim light of the hallway. She leaned against the doorframe, one eyebrow arched, her lips curling into a sly smile. “Still here, Mitch? You’re such a workaholic.”

He swallowed hard, his throat suddenly dry. “Yeah, just trying to get this done before tomorrow.”

She stepped inside, closing the door behind her with a soft click. The sound made his heart skip a beat. Nia was new to the office, but she’d already made an impression. Confident, assertive, and undeniably beautiful, she carried herself with an air of authority that both intimidated and intrigued him. She walked over to his desk, her hips swaying with every step, and perched herself on the edge, crossing her legs.

“You know,” she said, her voice low and smooth, “you don’t have to do everything alone. I could help you… if you let me.”

Mitch’s eyes flicked up to hers, then quickly darted away. “I’m fine, really. I don’t want to keep you.”

She laughed softly, leaning forward just enough to make him acutely aware of how close she was. “Oh, Mitch. You’re not keeping me. I want to be here.”

His pulse quickened. He could feel the heat radiating from her, smell the faint scent of her perfume—something floral and intoxicating. He tried to focus on his screen, but his mind was racing. He had a girlfriend, Sarah, who he loved deeply. But there was something about Nia that stirred a part of him he’d been trying to ignore.

“You’re so tense,” she murmured, reaching out to brush a strand of hair from his forehead. Her touch sent a shiver down his spine. “You need to relax.”

“I’m okay,” he stammered, though his voice betrayed him.

Nia tilted her head, studying him with those piercing eyes. “Are you? Because I can see it in you, Mitch. You’re craving something… something Sarah isn’t giving you.”

His breath caught. How did she know? He hadn’t told anyone about his desires, his need to submit, to be controlled. It wasn’t something he could bring up with Sarah—she was sweet and kind, but she didn’t understand that side of him.

Nia slid off the desk and moved behind him, her hands resting on his shoulders. Her fingers began to knead the tension from his muscles, and he couldn’t suppress a soft moan.

“That’s it,” she whispered in his ear. “Let me take care of you.”

Her hands trailed down his chest, and he felt his body responding despite himself. She leaned in closer, her lips brushing against his neck as she spoke. “You don’t have to pretend with me, Mitch. I know what you want.”

He closed his eyes, his resolve crumbling. Her touch was electric, her words like a siren’s call. Before he could protest, she was in front of him again, kneeling between his legs. Her hands rested on his thighs, and she looked up at him with a predatory gleam in her eyes.

“Tell me you don’t want this,” she challenged, her fingers creeping toward the zipper of his pants.

He opened his mouth to speak, but no words came out. His heart was pounding, his cock already hard beneath the fabric of his slacks. Nia smirked, clearly pleased with his silence. She unzipped his pants slowly, deliberately, and reached inside to free his erection.

Her hand wrapped around him, and he gasped at the contact. She stroked him firmly, her thumb brushing over the sensitive tip. “You’re so hard for me already,” she purred. “I knew you wanted this.”

Mitch’s head fell back against the chair as she worked him, her movements expert and relentless. He could feel the pressure building, his body trembling with need. Just as he was on the edge, she stopped abruptly, pulling her hand away.

He groaned in frustration, his eyes snapping open to meet hers. Nia stood, a wicked smile playing on her lips. “If you want to finish,” she said, her voice dripping with authority, “you’ll have to satisfy me first.”

Without waiting for a response, she began to undress. Her blouse fell to the floor, revealing a black lace bra that barely contained her full breasts. She unzipped her skirt next, letting it pool at her feet, and stepped out of it with practiced ease. Mitch’s mouth went dry as he took in the sight of her—her toned legs, her smooth skin, the curve of her hips.

She climbed onto his desk, spreading her legs wide and leaning back on her elbows. “Come here,” she commanded.

Mitch hesitated for only a moment before obeying. He knelt between her legs, his hands trembling as he gripped her thighs. She was already wet, her arousal evident as he leaned in to taste her. His tongue flicked over her clit, and she let out a soft moan, her fingers tangling in his hair.

“That’s it,” she breathed, pressing his face closer. “Don’t stop.”

He licked and sucked at her eagerly, driven by the sounds she made and the way her body responded to him. Her hips rocked against his mouth, and he could feel her tightening around him as she neared her climax. When she came, it was with a sharp cry, her thighs clamping around his head as she shuddered with pleasure.

Nia pushed him back, her chest rising and falling as she caught her breath. “Good boy,” she said, her voice husky. “Now it’s your turn.”

She turned onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. Mitch didn’t need to be told twice. He positioned himself behind her, gripping her hips as he pushed inside. She was warm and tight, and he groaned at the sensation.

“Fuck me,” she demanded, looking over her shoulder at him. “Hard.”

He obeyed, thrusting into her with increasing intensity. The sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, mingling with their moans and gasps. Nia reached back to grab his ass, pulling him deeper into her with each stroke.

“Yes,” she hissed, her nails digging into his skin. “Just like that.”

Mitch could feel his own orgasm building, spurred on by the way she clenched around him. He pounded into her relentlessly, driven by a need he hadn’t realized was so strong. When he finally came, it was with a guttural groan, his release spilling inside her as she tightened around him once more.

They stayed like that for a moment, both of them panting and spent. Nia turned to face him, a satisfied smirk on her lips. “You’re mine now,” she said, her voice firm. “From now on, you’ll do whatever I say.”

Mitch nodded weakly, guilt already gnawing at him. But as he looked into Nia’s eyes, he knew he wouldn’t be able to resist her.

9 - TRYING SOMETHING NEW

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Foot Fetish / Foot Worship / Paddling / Strap-on / Pegging

Jeremy’s heart raced as he fumbled with his keys at the front door. The day had been long, the kind of day that made him crave the comfort of home and the warmth of his wife, Amy. But as he stepped inside, the air felt different—charged, almost electric. The soft hum of music played in the background, something sultry and slow, and the lights were dimmed to a warm, amber glow.

“Amy?” he called out, his voice tinged with curiosity and a hint of nervousness.

She appeared at the top of the stairs, and Jeremy’s breath caught in his throat. She was wearing a black leather catsuit that clung to her curves like a second skin, the material gleaming under the soft light. Her hair was down, cascading over her shoulders in loose waves, and her lips were painted a deep, commanding red. On her feet were black stilettos that added an extra layer of dominance to her already striking presence.

“Get on your knees,” she said, her voice low and firm, leaving no room for argument.

Jeremy’s knees hit the floor before he even realized he was moving. His heart pounded in his chest, a mix of fear and excitement coursing through him. He had never seen Amy like this before, and yet, it felt like something he had been waiting for without even knowing it.

She descended the stairs slowly, each step deliberate, the sound of her heels echoing in the quiet house. When she reached him, she stood before him, her presence towering over his kneeling form.

“Kiss them,” she commanded, lifting one foot slightly off the ground.

Jeremy hesitated for only a moment before leaning forward, pressing his lips to the toe of her shoe. The cool leather against his lips sent a shiver down his spine. He kissed her other shoe, then looked up at her, his eyes wide with a mixture of submission and desire.

“Good boy,” she purred, running a hand through his hair. “Now, follow me.”

She turned and walked toward the bedroom, her hips swaying with every step. Jeremy followed on his hands and knees, his arousal growing with each passing second. When they reached the bedroom, Amy turned to face him, her expression unreadable but her eyes burning with intensity.

“Strip,” she ordered, crossing her arms over her chest.

Jeremy’s hands trembled as he undressed, his clothes falling to the floor in a heap. He stood before her, completely exposed, his body trembling with anticipation.

“Bend over the bed,” she instructed, her voice calm but firm.

Jeremy obeyed without hesitation, bending over the edge of the bed and gripping the sheets tightly. He heard the sound of a drawer opening and closing, and then the sharp crack of a paddle against his ass. The pain was immediate, but it was quickly replaced by a deep, throbbing pleasure that made him moan.

Amy spanked him again, and then again, each strike sending waves of pleasure through his body. He could feel himself growing harder with each hit, his cock straining against the bed.

“You like that, don’t you?” Amy asked, her voice dripping with satisfaction.

“Yes,” Jeremy gasped, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Good,” she said, setting the paddle aside. “Now, let’s try something new.”

Jeremy heard the sound of a strap being adjusted, and then the unmistakable sound of a dildo being secured in place. His heart raced as he realized what was about to happen. He had never done anything like this before, but the thought of it excited him more than he cared to admit.

Amy stepped behind him, her hands resting on his hips. “Relax,” she whispered, her voice soft but commanding.

Jeremy took a deep breath, trying to relax his muscles as much as possible. He felt the tip of the dildo press against his entrance, and then Amy pushed forward, slowly but firmly. The sensation was unlike anything he had ever experienced—a strange mix of pain and pleasure that made him gasp.

“Oh god,” he moaned, gripping the sheets tighter as Amy began to thrust.

The rhythm was slow at first, allowing Jeremy to adjust to the sensation. But as he grew more comfortable, Amy increased the pace, her thrusts becoming harder and more forceful. Jeremy’s moans grew louder with each thrust, his body trembling with pleasure.

“That’s it,” Amy encouraged, her voice filled with satisfaction. “Take it like a good boy.”

Jeremy’s mind was a whirlwind of sensations—the feel of the dildo inside him, the sound of Amy’s voice, the way his body responded to every movement. He could feel himself getting closer and closer to the edge, his cock throbbing with need.

“I’m going to cum,” he gasped, his voice strained.

“Cum for me,” Amy commanded, her thrusts becoming even more intense.

With a loud moan, Jeremy came, his body convulsing with pleasure as he spilled onto the bed. Amy continued to thrust for a few more moments before slowing to a stop, her hands still resting on his hips.

“Good boy,” she whispered, leaning down to kiss his back. “You did so well.”

Jeremy lay there, panting and spent, his mind still reeling from the experience. He had never felt so vulnerable, so exposed, and yet, he had never felt so alive.

Amy stepped back, removing the strap-on and setting it aside. She climbed onto the bed beside him, running a hand through his hair as he caught his breath.

“How do you feel?” she asked softly.

“Amazing,” Jeremy replied, his voice still shaky. “That was… incredible.”

Amy smiled, her eyes filled with warmth and affection. “I’m glad you enjoyed it,” she said. “We’ll have to try more things like this in the future.”

Jeremy nodded, a small smile playing on his lips. He had always been afraid to share this side of himself with Amy, but now that he had, he felt a sense of freedom he hadn’t known was possible.

As they lay there together, Jeremy couldn’t help but feel a deep sense of gratitude for his wife. She had accepted him for who he was, and in doing so, had opened up a whole new world of possibilities for their relationship.

“Thank you,” he whispered, turning to look at her.

Amy smiled, leaning in to kiss him softly. “Anytime,” she replied. “Now, let’s get cleaned up and see what else we can explore.”

10 - A BDSM CLUB AWAKENING

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Public / Flogging / Cunnilingus / Restraints / Bondage / Vibrator / Teasing / Blowjob

The dim red lights of the club cast long shadows across the room, the air thick with the scent of leather and sweat. James stood frozen in the doorway, his heart pounding as he took in the scene before him. A man knelt on the floor, his back striped with red welts as a woman in black latex swung a flogger with practiced precision. The sound of leather meeting flesh echoed in the room, and James felt a strange heat rise in his chest.

Caylee’s hand slipped into his, her fingers warm and reassuring. “Come on,” she whispered, her voice low and sultry. “I’ve got something special for you.”

James followed her through the maze of rooms, his eyes darting to the various scenes unfolding around them. A woman bound to a St. Andrew’s cross, her moans mingling with the hum of a vibrator. A couple in the corner, one teasing the other with a feather, their laughter soft and intimate. His pulse quickened with every step, his body responding in ways he hadn’t expected.

Caylee led him into a private playroom, the door clicking shut behind them. The room was smaller than the others, but no less intimidating. A leather bench sat in the center, flanked by shelves lined with toys and restraints.

She turned to him, her eyes dark with intent. “Strip,” she commanded, her voice firm but not unkind.

James hesitated for a moment, his hands trembling as he reached for the hem of his shirt. He pulled it over his head, the cool air brushing against his skin. His pants followed, pooling at his feet as he stood before her, exposed and vulnerable. Caylee’s gaze raked over him, and he felt a shiver run down his spine.

“Bend over the bench,” she instructed, her tone leaving no room for argument.

James obeyed, his palms pressing into the smooth leather as he leaned forward. The surface was cool against his skin, and he could feel his heart racing in anticipation. Caylee stepped behind him, her presence looming as she picked up a flogger from the shelf. The leather strands brushed against his back, sending a jolt of electricity through him.

The first strike came without warning, the impact sharp and stinging. James gasped, his fingers gripping the edge of the bench as pain radiated through him. But beneath the pain, there was something else—a deep, aching arousal that he couldn’t ignore. Caylee struck him again, and again, each blow sending waves of sensation crashing over him. His breath came in short, ragged gasps, his body trembling with need.

When she finally stopped, James was panting, his skin tingling with the aftermath. Caylee set the flogger aside and stepped around to face him. Her eyes were dark with desire as she began to undress, peeling off her clothes with deliberate slowness. James watched, transfixed, as she revealed herself to him. Her body was flawless, her curves accentuated by the soft glow of the room’s lighting.

She climbed onto the bench, spreading her legs before him. “Eat me,” she ordered, her voice thick with want.

James didn’t need to be told twice. He leaned forward, his tongue finding her slick folds with ease. She tasted sweet and tangy, her arousal coating his tongue as he lapped at her eagerly. Caylee moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair as she guided him closer. He focused on her clit, swirling his tongue around the sensitive nub until she was writhing beneath him.

Her orgasm hit her hard, her body arching as she cried out. James felt her juices flood his mouth, and he drank her in greedily, savoring every drop. When she finally stilled, he pulled back, his lips glistening with her essence.

Caylee slid off the bench and gestured for him to lie down. James obeyed, stretching out on the cool leather as she secured his wrists above his head with leather restraints. The cuffs were tight but not uncomfortable, and he felt a thrill of excitement as she tested the bindings.

She picked up a wand vibrator from the shelf and turned it on, the low hum filling the room. James’s cock twitched as she brought it closer, the vibrations teasing his sensitive skin. She ran it along his length, her touch light and maddening. He groaned, his hips bucking as she focused on the head of his cock.

“Please,” he begged, his voice hoarse with need. “Let me cum.”

Caylee shook her head, a wicked smile playing on her lips. “Not yet,” she purred, continuing to tease him mercilessly.

James writhed beneath her touch, his body on fire with desire. The vibrations were driving him wild, but she kept him on edge, denying him release. Just when he thought he couldn’t take anymore, she set the wand aside and lowered her mouth to his cock.

Her lips wrapped around him, hot and wet, and James nearly came undone. She sucked him hard, her tongue swirling around the tip as she took him deeper. His hips jerked involuntarily, and she moaned around him, the vibrations sending shockwaves through his body.

It didn’t take long for him to reach the edge. “Caylee,” he gasped, his voice breaking as he came hard, his release spilling into her mouth. She swallowed every drop, her eyes locked on his as she pulled away.

She released his restraints and helped him sit up, her touch gentle now. James felt spent but exhilarated, his body still humming with pleasure. As they left the club, he couldn’t stop thinking about what had just happened—and what Caylee had promised for next time.

“We’re just getting started,” she said, her voice filled with promise.

11 - SHOE STORE SUBMISSION

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Foot Fetish / High Heels / Foot Worship / Masturbation / Jerk Off Instructions / Cunnilingus

Terry’s heart raced as he wandered into the women’s shoe section of the store. He told himself he was just browsing, but the truth was undeniable. The sleek lines of high heels, the delicate straps of sandals, the way they seemed to promise something forbidden—it all drew him in like a moth to a flame. His palms were sweaty, and he wiped them on his jeans as he picked up a pair of black stilettos, running his fingers along the smooth leather.

“Can I help you with something?” Her voice was smooth, confident, and it made Terry freeze.

He turned to see a woman standing there, her name tag reading Jessica. She was stunning—long legs, curves that hugged her uniform, and a smile that was equal parts inviting and knowing. Terry felt his face flush.

“Uh, yeah,” he stammered, clutching the heels like a lifeline. “I’m, uh, looking for a gift. For my girlfriend.”

Jessica raised an eyebrow, her lips curling into a smirk. “Your girlfriend, huh? What’s her size?”

Terry hesitated. He hadn’t thought that far ahead. “Uh… seven?”

Jessica tilted her head, her eyes narrowing slightly. “You don’t have a girlfriend, do you?”

Terry’s stomach dropped. He opened his mouth to protest, but the words caught in his throat.

Jessica stepped closer, her perfume wrapping around him like a warm embrace. “It’s okay,” she said softly. “I can tell what you’re really here for.”

He swallowed hard, his pulse quickening. “I… I don’t know what you mean.”

Jessica leaned in, her voice dropping to a whisper. “You like feet, don’t you?”

Terry’s breath hitched, and he nodded before he could stop himself. Jessica smiled, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Follow me.”

She led him through the store, past racks of shoes and displays of accessories, until they reached a small office in the back. She closed the door behind them, locking it with a soft click. Terry’s heart was pounding now, his mind racing with a mix of fear and anticipation.

Jessica sat down in her office chair, crossing one leg over the other. She reached down and slipped off her black pumps, revealing perfectly manicured feet with crimson-painted toenails. Terry couldn’t look away.

“Kiss them,” she said, her voice firm but not unkind.

Terry hesitated for only a moment before dropping to his knees in front of her. He took one of her feet in his hands, marveling at the softness of her skin. He pressed his lips to the arch, then moved to her toes, sucking gently on each one. Jessica let out a soft sigh, her head tilting back.

“Good boy,” she murmured. “Now take out your cock.”

Terry’s hands trembled as he fumbled with his belt, his arousal making it difficult to focus. Finally, he freed himself, his hard length springing free. He began to stroke himself slowly, his eyes never leaving Jessica’s feet.

“Faster,” she commanded, and he obeyed, his hand moving more urgently.

Jessica uncrossed her legs and lifted her skirt, revealing that she wasn’t wearing any underwear. Terry’s breath caught in his throat.

“Lie down,” she said, and he did as he was told, stretching out on the floor beneath her.

Jessica stood up and straddled his face, lowering herself onto his mouth. Terry’s tongue darted out instinctively, tasting her sweetness as she ground against him.

“Keep stroking,” she ordered, and he did, his hand moving in time with the rhythm of her hips.

Jessica moaned softly, her fingers tangling in his hair as she rode his face. Terry could feel himself getting closer, the pressure building inside him.

“Don’t stop,” Jessica whispered, her voice trembling with pleasure.

Terry obeyed, his tongue working furiously as he continued to stroke himself. With a groan, he came, his release spilling onto his trousers. Jessica cried out moments later, her body shuddering as she reached her own climax.

She climbed off him, smoothing her skirt and slipping her shoes back on. Terry lay there, dazed and breathless, as she unlocked the door and stepped back into the store.

“See you around,” she said with a wink before disappearing into the aisles.

Terry got to his feet, his legs shaky as he adjusted his clothes. He looked down at the stain on his pants and wondered if it had all been a dream. But the taste of her still lingered on his lips, and he knew it was real. As he left the store, he couldn’t help but hope he’d see Jessica again.

12 - A SPECIAL PIZZA DELIVERY

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Feather Tickler / Handjob / Teasing / Blowjob

Calvin pulled up to the mansion, the engine of his beat-up car sputtering as he shifted into park. The house loomed ahead, all sharp angles and gleaming windows, a stark contrast to the modest neighborhoods he usually delivered to. He grabbed the pizza box from the passenger seat, the warmth of it seeping through the cardboard, and made his way up the winding stone path. The door opened before he could even knock.

She stood there, a vision in a silk robe that clung to her curves like it was made just for her. Her hair fell in loose waves, and her lips curved into a smile that made his stomach tighten. “Hi,” she said, her voice smooth and low. “You must be the pizza guy?”

“Uh, yeah,” he stammered, holding out the pizza like a shield. “Delivery for Diamond?”

“That’s me.” She took the box from him, her fingers brushing against his for just a moment. “Come in for a second. I need to grab my wallet.”

Calvin hesitated, glancing back at his car. “I’m kind of on the clock…”

“It’ll just take a minute,” she said, stepping aside to let him in. Her tone left no room for argument, and before he knew it, he was standing in the foyer of her mansion, the door clicking shut behind him.

The air inside was cool and smelled faintly of vanilla. Diamond disappeared down a hallway, leaving him alone with his thoughts. What am I doing here? he wondered, but the question evaporated when she returned, wallet in hand.

“Here you go,” she said, handing him a crisp bill. “Keep the change.”

“Thanks,” he said, pocketing the money. He turned to leave, but her voice stopped him.

“You’re in a hurry,” she observed, tilting her head. “Got somewhere more exciting to be?”

“Not really,” he admitted, turning back to face her. “Just… work.”

She stepped closer, her robe parting slightly to reveal a sliver of lace beneath. “Why don’t you stay for a bit? I could use some company.”

Calvin’s heart skipped a beat. He was supposed to be working. If he didn’t get back to the pizza shop soon, his boss would be angry. “I shouldn’t…” he meekly replied.

“Just a little while,” she coaxed, her hand resting lightly on his arm. “I promise, it’ll be worth your time.”

He swallowed hard, his resolve crumbling under the weight of her gaze. “Okay.”

Her smile widened, and she took his hand, leading him deeper into the house. They descended a set of stairs, the air growing cooler with each step. At the bottom was a door, heavy and wooden, with an ornate handle. She pushed it open, revealing a room that made Calvin’s breath catch.

The walls were lined with shelves filled with ropes, paddles, and other implements he couldn’t even name. A large bench sat in the center of the room, its leather surface gleaming under the soft light. What the hell is this place?

Diamond turned to him, her eyes dark with intent. “Do you trust me?”

He hesitated, his pulse racing. “I… I think so.”

“Good.” She stepped closer, her hands moving to the belt of her robe. With a single tug, it fell open, revealing a black lace lingerie set that left little to the imagination.

Calvin’s mouth went dry.

“Take off your clothes,” she instructed, her voice firm but not unkind.

He blinked, stunned. “What?”

“You heard me.” She crossed her arms, waiting.

His hands trembled as he reached for the hem of his shirt, pulling it over his head. His pants followed, leaving him standing there in just his boxers. Diamond’s gaze raked over him, and he felt exposed in a way he never had before.

“All of it,” she said.

He hesitated for only a moment before sliding his boxers down, letting them pool at his feet. Diamond’s lips curved into a satisfied smile.

“Lie down on the bench,” she said, gesturing to the center of the room.

Calvin obeyed, his heart pounding as he stretched out on the cool leather. Diamond moved quickly, securing his wrists with leather restraints that felt both firm and strangely comforting. She reached for a blindfold next, tying it securely over his eyes.

The world went dark, and his other senses sharpened. He could hear the rustle of fabric as Diamond moved around the room, the soft clink of metal as she picked something up. Then he felt it—a feather-light touch skimming over his chest, sending shivers down his spine.

“Relax,” she murmured, her voice close to his ear. “Just feel.”

The feather trailed lower, teasing his stomach before moving to his thighs. Calvin’s breath came faster, his body responding despite his nerves. When the feather brushed against his cock, he couldn’t suppress a moan.

Diamond chuckled softly, the sound sending a thrill through him. “You like that?”

“Yes,” he gasped, his hips lifting instinctively.

Her hand replaced the feather, wrapping around him in a firm grip. She stroked him slowly at first, her thumb brushing over the sensitive tip with every pass. Calvin’s muscles tensed, pleasure building with each movement.

Just as he felt himself nearing the edge, she stopped. He groaned in frustration, his body aching for release.

“Patience,” she chided, her voice teasing. “We’re just getting started.”

Before he could protest, he felt her lips wrap around him, warm and wet. His back arched off the bench as she took him deeper, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock. Then he felt something else—a slick finger pressing against his entrance.

He tensed, unsure, but Diamond’s mouth didn’t stop. Her finger pushed inside, slow and deliberate, and the sensation was unlike anything he’d ever felt. Pleasure shot through him, intense and overwhelming.

“Oh god,” he moaned, his hands gripping the restraints as she worked him with her mouth and finger in perfect rhythm.

It didn’t take long for him to reach the edge again, and this time she didn’t stop. He came with a cry, his body shuddering as she swallowed every drop.

When it was over, Diamond released him from the restraints and removed the blindfold. He blinked up at her, still dazed.

“Did you enjoy yourself?” she asked, her smile knowing.

“Yeah,” he managed, his voice hoarse.

She handed him a piece of paper with her number scrawled on it. “Call me when you’re ready for round two.”

13 - THE FERTILITY PARTY

FFFM / Femdom / Wealthy / Hypnosis / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Whipping / PIV Sex / Blowjob

Dameon stood at the entrance of the mansion. He hadn’t been sure about attending, but boredom had driven him here. A few hours ago, he’d received an email from Clara. She’d seen his profile on a dating app, and she made it clear that she liked what she saw. She invited him to a party, explaining that she had some friends who would like to meet him. Dameon hesitated, but something about the request intrigued him.

The towering double doors swung open, revealing a grand foyer lit by soft, golden light. Inside, three women stood waiting, their eyes locking onto him with an intensity that made his pulse quicken.

“You must be Dameon,” Clara said, her voice smooth and inviting. She stepped forward, her heels silent on the marble floor. Her dark hair framed her face perfectly, and her red dress hugged her curves in all the right places. Beside her, Naomi and Sandi exchanged knowing glances, their smiles playful yet predatory.

“We’re so glad you came,” Naomi purred, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders. She wore a sleek black dress that left little to the imagination.

Sandi, the third woman, leaned casually against the staircase railing, her green eyes gleaming with mischief. Her outfit was a mix of lace and leather, daring and provocative.

“We have a game we’d like to play,” Clara continued, her lips curving into a sly smile. “Are you interested?”

Dameon hesitated for only a moment before nodding. The air was thick with anticipation, and he couldn’t deny the pull of curiosity—and something deeper—that drew him in.

The women led him down a spiral staircase into a dimly lit basement. The room was unlike anything he’d ever seen. Leather restraints hung from the walls, and a large bench dominated the center of the space. The scent of leather and something faintly sweet filled the air.

“Strip,” Clara commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Dameon complied, his hands trembling slightly as he removed his clothes. The women watched intently, their eyes roaming over his body with approval. Once he was naked, they began to undress as well, revealing lingerie that accentuated their figures. Clara’s red lace set contrasted beautifully with her pale skin, Naomi’s black silk clung to her like a second skin, and Sandi’s leather harness left little to the imagination.

Clara picked up a whip from the wall, running her fingers along its length. “Lie down on the bench,” she instructed.

Dameon obeyed, his heart pounding as he stretched out on the cool leather surface. The women secured his wrists and ankles with restraints, their touch firm but not unkind. He was completely at their mercy.

The first lash came without warning, the sting sharp but not unbearable. Clara’s movements were precise, each strike landing with calculated force. Dameon’s breath caught in his throat, a mix of pain and pleasure coursing through him. Naomi and Sandi watched, their eyes dark with desire.

After several minutes, Clara stepped back, handing the whip to Naomi. She took her turn, her strikes more rhythmic, almost hypnotic. Dameon’s body tensed and relaxed in waves, his cock hardening despite the pain. Sandi was last, her technique different—softer, teasing. By the time she finished, Dameon was panting, his skin tingling with sensation.

Naomi approached him, her fingers trailing along his chest. “We need your semen,” she said bluntly, her hand moving lower to grasp his cock.

Her touch was electric, and Dameon groaned as she began to stroke him. She climbed onto the bench, straddling him. Her pussy was already wet as she guided his cock inside her. The warmth and tightness were overwhelming, and Dameon’s hips bucked instinctively. Naomi moved with purpose, riding him with a steady rhythm that quickly had him on edge.

“That’s it,” she murmured, her voice low and sultry. “Give it to me.”

Dameon couldn’t hold back. With a deep groan, he came inside her, his release intense and satisfying. Naomi stayed on top of him for a moment longer before sliding off, a satisfied smile on her lips.

Clara was next. She knelt between his legs, her mouth closing around his cock. Her tongue swirled around the tip before she took him deeper, her movements slow and deliberate. Dameon’s hands clenched the restraints as pleasure surged through him. When she finally mounted him, her pussy was slick and ready. She rode him with a fervor that left him breathless, her moans filling the room.

Sandi watched with keen interest, her fingers idly playing with herself as Clara reached her climax. When Clara dismounted, Sandi took her place. She didn’t ride him immediately; instead, she stroked his cock with both hands, coaxing him back to full hardness. Her technique was masterful, and it didn’t take long before he was ready again.

She positioned herself over him, guiding his cock into her pussy. Her movements were slow at first, savoring every inch of him. But soon, she picked up the pace, her hips slamming down on him with increasing urgency. Dameon’s moans mingled with hers as they both neared the edge.

When he came again, Sandi didn’t stop. She continued to ride him until he was completely spent, his cum spilling inside her. Only then did she climb off, her body trembling with satisfaction.

Clara retrieved a turkey baster from a nearby table, handing it to Naomi. Together, they collected Dameon’s cum from Sandi’s pussy before carefully transferring it into the baster. Sandi lay back on the bench, spreading her legs as Naomi inserted the baster and released its contents into her.

“We hope you’ve fertilized at least one of us,” Clara said as she unbuckled Dameon’s restraints. Her tone was casual, as if this were an everyday occurrence.

Dameon sat up slowly, his mind reeling from what had just happened. The women watched him with expectant smiles, their bodies still glistening with sweat.

“We may need your help again,” Clara added, her eyes locking onto his with a promise of more to come.

14 - THE SPERM DONOR’S DESIRES

FFM / Femdom / Medical / Handjob / Masturbation / PIV Sex

Bryce stood in front of the fertility clinic, the flyer crumpled in his hand. The promise of quick cash had been too tempting to ignore. He pushed the door open, the sterile scent of antiseptic hitting him as he stepped inside. A receptionist glanced up, her smile polite but perfunctory, and directed him to a waiting room. He sat down, his leg bouncing nervously. This wasn’t exactly how he’d imagined spending his afternoon.

A few minutes later, a door opened, and a woman stepped out. She was stunning—long legs, curves that hugged her scrubs, and a smile that made his stomach tighten. “Bryce?” she asked, her voice smooth and inviting.

He nodded, standing up quickly.

“I’m Dana. Follow me.”

She led him down a hallway, her hips swaying slightly as she walked. Bryce couldn’t help but notice the way her scrubs clung to her body. They stopped at a small office, and she gestured for him to sit. “So, you’re here to donate,” she said, leaning against the desk. Her tone was casual, but there was something in her eyes that made him feel like she was sizing him up.

“Yeah,” Bryce replied, trying to sound confident. “I saw the flyer on campus. Figured it was easy money.”

Dana smiled, crossing her arms. “It is. But our clinic operates a little differently. We like to make the process… more personal.” She paused, letting the words hang in the air. “We have a client who’s very interested in your profile. She’s here today, actually. Would you be open to meeting her?”

Bryce blinked, caught off guard. “Uh, sure. I guess.”

Dana’s smile widened. “Great. Follow me.”

She led him to another room, this one more intimate than the last. A woman sat on a chair by the bed, her legs crossed elegantly. She looked to be in her forties, with soft features and a warm smile.

“Bryce, this is Mary,” Dana said. “Mary, this is Bryce.”

Mary stood, extending her hand. “It’s nice to meet you,” she said, her voice gentle but firm.

Bryce shook her hand, feeling a strange mix of curiosity and arousal. There was something about her presence that was undeniably attractive.

Dana stepped forward, her tone businesslike but with an undercurrent of something else. “Alright, let’s get started. Bryce, Mary is looking to conceive naturally. That means we’ll need you to… perform directly with her.”

Bryce’s eyes widened. “Wait, what? I thought this was just a donation.”

“It is,” Dana said smoothly. “But we’ve found that natural insemination has a higher success rate. And Mary prefers it this way.” She glanced at Mary, who nodded slightly.

Bryce hesitated, his mind racing. This wasn’t what he’d signed up for, but the thought of being with Mary—and the money—was hard to ignore. “Okay,” he said finally. “I’ll do it.”

Dana smiled, clearly pleased. “Good. Let’s get started.” She gestured toward the bed. “Both of you, strip.”

Bryce froze for a moment, then began to unbutton his shirt, his hands trembling slightly. Mary watched him, her gaze steady but not unkind. She stood and began to undress as well, her movements slow and deliberate. Bryce couldn’t help but stare as she revealed her body—soft curves, smooth skin, and a confidence that made his heart race.

Once they were both naked, Dana stepped forward, her eyes scanning Bryce’s body appreciatively. “Let’s get you ready,” she said, her voice low. She reached out, her fingers wrapping around his cock.

Bryce gasped as she began to stroke him, her touch firm and skilled. He hardened quickly under her ministrations, his breath coming in short gasps.

Mary climbed onto the bed, spreading her legs as she began to touch herself. Her fingers moved between her thighs, her eyes locked on Bryce as Dana continued to work him. The sight of Mary pleasuring herself while Dana stroked him was almost too much to handle. Bryce felt a surge of heat rush through him, his cock throbbing in Dana’s hand.

“Alright,” Dana said after a moment, releasing him. “Get on the bed.”

Bryce obeyed, climbing onto the bed and lying back. Mary moved over him, positioning herself above his cock. She lowered herself slowly, taking him inside her with a soft moan. Bryce groaned as he felt her warmth envelop him, her tightness sending waves of pleasure through his body.

Mary began to move, rocking her hips as she rode him. Her hands rested on his chest for balance, her eyes closed as she lost herself in the sensation. Bryce gripped her hips, helping her move as he thrust up into her. The room was filled with the sounds of their breathing and the slick slide of their bodies together.

Mary’s movements became more urgent, her moans growing louder. Bryce could feel her tightening around him, her body trembling as she neared her climax. With a final cry, she came, her body shuddering as she rode out the waves of pleasure.

Bryce wasn’t far behind. The sight of Mary coming undone above him pushed him over the edge. He thrust up into her one last time, spilling himself inside her with a groan.

As they both caught their breath, Dana stepped forward again. “Not so fast,” she said, her voice teasing. “We need a few more samples to make sure Mary gets pregnant.”

Bryce looked at her, confused but intrigued. Dana climbed onto the bed beside him, her hand wrapping around his cock once more. She began to stroke him, her touch firm and insistent. Mary watched from the side, her fingers moving between her thighs again as she pleasured herself.

It didn’t take long for Bryce to harden again under Dana’s skilled hands. She leaned down, taking him into her mouth this time. Her lips wrapped around him, her tongue swirling as she sucked him deep. Bryce groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she worked him.

When he was close, Dana pulled away, reaching for a cup on the bedside table. She positioned it over his cock and continued to stroke him until he came again, his seed spilling into the cup.

Dana handed the cup to Mary with a smile. “Use this tonight,” she instructed. Mary nodded, taking the cup with a look of determination.

As Bryce lay there, spent and dazed, Dana leaned in close. “You did great,” she whispered, her breath warm against his ear. “And if you’re interested, there are more opportunities like this.”

Bryce’s mind was still reeling as he got dressed and left the clinic. He couldn’t believe what had just happened—but he couldn’t wait to do it again.

15 - CAUGHT CROSSDRESSING AND BLACKMAILED

FM / Femdom / Crossdressing / Sissy / Verbal Humiliation / Blackmail / Masturbation / Jerk Off Instructions / Cunnilingus

Tommy stood in front of the mirror, the soft fabric of the dress brushing against his skin as he adjusted the hem. The makeup was a little messy—he was still getting the hang of it—but he liked the way it made him feel. The lipstick was a deep red, the eyeshadow a smoky gray. He turned slightly, admiring the way the dress hugged his body, the way it made him feel… different. Not like the guy everyone thought he was.

The knock at the door startled him. His heart jumped into his throat.

“Tommy? You in there?” Megan’s voice carried through the door, sharp and impatient.

Panic surged through him. He grabbed a tissue, frantically wiping at the lipstick, but it smeared instead of coming off. The eyeshadow was worse—he only managed to smear it across his cheek.

“I know you’re in there, Tommy. Open up!”

He froze. They’d been dating for six months. A few weeks ago, he’d given her a key. He’d never thought she’d use it like this.

The lock clicked. The door swung open.

Megan stepped inside, her eyes widening as she took him in. For a moment, she just stared. Then she laughed—a loud, mocking laugh that made Tommy’s face burn.

“Oh my God,” she said, shaking her head. “I can’t believe my boyfriend is a sissy loser.”

Tommy’s stomach twisted. He wanted to run, to hide, but his feet felt glued to the floor.

“This is pathetic,” Megan said, stepping closer. She reached out, grabbing his chin and tilting his face up. “Your makeup looks like a toddler did it.”

He flinched, but she didn’t let go. Her nails dug into his skin just enough to make him wince.

“Sit down,” she ordered, pointing to the chair by the vanity.

Tommy hesitated, but only for a second. He sat.

Megan picked up a makeup wipe and started cleaning his face. Her touch was rough, almost clinical, as she wiped away the smeared lipstick and eyeshadow. Then she grabbed his foundation, dabbing it onto his skin with a sponge. She worked quickly, her movements precise.

“Close your eyes,” she said, picking up the eyeliner.

He obeyed, feeling the cool tip of the liner trace along his lids. She moved on to the mascara, then the lipstick, her fingers gripping his chin to keep him still. When she was done, she stepped back, studying her work.

“Better,” she said, nodding. “But you’re not done yet.”

She walked over to his closet, pulling open the door and rifling through the clothes he’d hidden in the back. She pulled out a frilly pink bra and matching panties, holding them up with a smirk.

“Put these on,” she said, tossing them at him.

Tommy’s hands trembled as he caught them. He glanced at her, but her expression was unreadable. Slowly, he stood, turning his back to her as he stripped off the dress and his boxers. The bra was tight, the lace scratching against his skin as he fastened it. The panties were even worse—they clung to him, the fabric thin and delicate.

“Turn around,” Megan said.

He did, feeling exposed and vulnerable. She pulled out her phone, snapping a picture before he could react.

“What are you doing?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Insurance,” she said, smirking. “If you don’t do what I say, I’ll send this to everyone we know.”

Tommy’s stomach dropped. He couldn’t let that happen. He couldn’t let anyone see him like this.

“First,” Megan said, sitting on the edge of the bed and crossing her legs, “jerk off for me.”

His face burned, but he didn’t argue. He reached down, his hand trembling as he wrapped it around himself. He was already hard—humiliation and fear had done that to him—and he started stroking slowly.

Megan watched him, her eyes dark with amusement. “Look at you,” she said, her voice dripping with disdain. “Pathetic little sissy, jerking off in your pretty panties.”

Her words sent a shiver through him, his hand moving faster without thinking.

“That’s it,” she taunted. “Show me how much of a loser you are.”

He couldn’t stop himself. His hips bucked into his hand, his breath coming in short gasps as he got closer and closer.

“Stop,” Megan said suddenly.

He froze, his hand still gripping himself tightly.

“Get over here,” she ordered, spreading her legs on the bed. “Eat me out.”

Tommy hesitated for only a moment before dropping to his knees in front of her. She wasn’t wearing anything under her skirt, and he could smell her arousal as he leaned in. His tongue flicked out, tracing along her folds before finding her clit.

Megan moaned softly, her fingers tangling in his hair as she pushed him closer. “That’s it,” she murmured. “Show me you’re good for something.”

He licked and sucked at her clit, his own arousal building again as he listened to her moans. Her thighs tightened around his head as she came, her body trembling with pleasure.

When she finally pushed him away, he was panting, his cock straining against the fabric of the panties.

“Back to work,” Megan said, leaning back on the bed and watching him with a smirk.

Tommy’s hand found its way back to his cock, stroking himself as Megan continued to taunt him.

“You’re such a sissy,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “I can’t believe I’m dating someone who gets off on this.”

Her words pushed him over the edge. He came hard, his body shaking as he spilled into his hand.

Megan laughed softly as he collapsed onto the floor, spent and humiliated. “You’re mine now,” she said, her voice firm. “My sissy.”

Tommy’s heart raced, fear and arousal mixing in a way that left him dizzy. He didn’t know what she would do next, but he knew one thing for sure—he was completely at her mercy.

16 - A STEPBROTHER’S BDSM SECRET

FM / Femdom / Taboo / Verbal Humiliation / Masturbation / Jerk Off Instructions / Blackmail / Bondage / Cunnilingus / Handjob / Ruined Orgasm

David’s heart raced as Jessica snatched his laptop from the coffee table, her smirk already spreading across her face. Jessica had tormented David since they were kids. After David’s dad married Jessica’s mom, he couldn’t escape her taunts and bullying.

“I just need to check my email real quick,” Jessica said, her tone dripping with mock innocence.

He reached for it, but she twisted away, her fingers already tapping at the keyboard. His stomach dropped when he heard the sharp gasp that escaped her lips.

“Oh my God,” Jessica laughed, her voice high-pitched and mocking. “What the hell is this?”

She turned the screen toward him, and there it was—a BDSM site, open and glaringly obvious. David’s face burned. He could feel the heat creeping up his neck, his ears, his cheeks. He opened his mouth to explain, but no words came out.

Jessica’s laughter only grew louder. “David, I didn’t know you were into this kind of stuff! Tied up, huh? You like being told what to do?”

She leaned back on the couch, her eyes scanning him with a mix of amusement and something else—something that made his skin prickle. He shifted uncomfortably, trying to hide the growing bulge in his pants, but it was too late. Her gaze dropped to his lap, and her grin widened.

“Oh, wow,” she said, her voice low now, almost purring. “You’re actually turned on by this, aren’t you? You’re such a freak.” She stood up, towering over him as he sat frozen on the couch. “Take off your pants.”

David’s breath caught. “What? No—”

“Do it,” she interrupted, her voice sharp. “Or I’ll tell everyone about your little… hobby.” Her eyes flicked back to the laptop, then to him again. “Mom would love to hear about this. Dad too.”

His hands trembled as he fumbled with his belt. He couldn’t let her tell them. He couldn’t. The buckle clicked open, and he slid his pants down, his boxers tented obscenely. Jessica let out a low whistle, her eyes locked on his cock.

“Now jerk off,” she commanded, crossing her arms over her chest. “And don’t stop until I say so.”

David hesitated, his face burning hotter than ever. But the threat hung in the air, heavy and suffocating. He wrapped his hand around himself, his touch tentative at first. Jessica rolled her eyes.

“Faster,” she snapped. He obeyed, his hand moving quicker, the friction sending sparks through him.

He could feel himself getting closer, the tension building in his gut. But just as he was about to tip over the edge, Jessica’s voice cut through the haze.

“Stop.”

He froze, his hand still gripping his cock, his body trembling with the effort of holding back. Jessica smirked, clearly enjoying his struggle. She walked over to the closet and pulled out one of his neckties, the silk sliding through her fingers.

“Hands behind your back,” she ordered.

He complied without a word, his wrists pressed together as she tied them tightly with the tie. The fabric dug into his skin, but he didn’t dare complain. Jessica stepped back, surveying her work with satisfaction.

“Lie down,” she said, pointing to the floor. He did as he was told, his body stiff and awkward as he lowered himself onto the carpet.

Jessica straddled his face, her skirt riding up as she settled over him. The scent of her filled his nostrils, musky and sweet. She gripped his hair, forcing his mouth against her.

“Eat,” she commanded, her voice firm.

David’s tongue moved instinctively, lapping at her folds. She was wet already, her arousal evident in the way she ground herself against his face. He focused on her clit, swirling his tongue around it in tight circles. Jessica moaned, her grip on his hair tightening as she rocked against him.

“That’s it,” she breathed, her voice shaky now. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t. He couldn’t. His tongue worked faster, more insistently, and he could feel her thighs trembling around him. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, until finally, she came with a sharp cry, her body shuddering above him.

Jessica pulled away, her breathing heavy as she looked down at him. “Good boy,” she said, her voice dripping with condescension. She untied his hands and stood up, smoothing her skirt back into place. “Now beg me to let you cum.”

David’s cock throbbed painfully, still hard and aching. “Please,” he whispered, his voice hoarse. “Please let me cum.”

Jessica smirked and knelt beside him, her hand wrapping around his shaft. She stroked him slowly at first, her touch teasing and deliberate. He groaned, his hips bucking into her hand.

“Keep going,” he begged, his voice breaking.

She obliged, her hand moving quicker now, her grip tight. He was so close, so close—but then she stopped again, her hand stilling just as he was about to tip over the edge. A pathetic dribble of cum leaked from the tip of his cock, but it wasn’t enough. It wasn’t nearly enough.

Jessica laughed, her voice cruel and mocking. “Pathetic,” she said, standing up and wiping her hand on a tissue. “From now on, you do what I say. Got it?”

David nodded weakly, his body still trembling with unspent desire. “Yes,” he whispered.

“Good,” she said, her smirk widening. “Because if you don’t…” She glanced at the laptop again, letting the threat hang in the air.

David knew he had no choice. He would do whatever she said. Whatever it took to keep his secret safe.

17 - QUIET GIRL TURNED DOMINATRIX

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Foot Worship / Body Worship / Cunnilingus / Paddling / Strap-on / Pegging

Drew’s heart pounded as he stared at the screen, his fingers hovering over the keyboard. The website was sleek, dark, and filled with profiles of people who were nothing like the ones he’d grown up around. He scrolled through, his curiosity growing with every click. And then he saw her. Anna. His breath caught in his throat. It couldn’t be. But it was. The same soft brown eyes, the same sharp cheekbones, but now framed by a confidence that made her almost unrecognizable. In high school, she’d been quiet, reserved, the kind of girl who blended into the background. Now, she was front and center, dressed in leather, holding a whip, and staring straight into the camera with a smirk that sent a shiver down his spine.

Her profile was simple but commanding: Experienced Dominatrix. Discreet. By appointment only. Drew hesitated for only a moment before picking up his phone. His fingers trembled as he dialed the number listed on the site. When she answered, her voice was low, smooth, and utterly in control. He gave a fake name, arranged a time, and hung up before he could second-guess himself.

The drive to her house felt surreal. Drew’s mind raced with questions. Would she recognize him? Would she turn him away? He parked outside a modest suburban home, took a deep breath, and walked up to the door.

When she opened it, her eyes widened in surprise. “Drew?” she said, her voice tinged with disbelief.

He grinned nervously. “Hey, Anna. Long time no see.”

She crossed her arms, her expression shifting from shock to mild annoyance. “You should’ve told me it was you on the phone.”

“I didn’t think you’d agree to see me if I did,” he admitted, his voice soft but pleading. “Please, Anna. I’ve always been curious about this… about you.”

She studied him for a moment, her gaze piercing. Finally, she sighed and stepped aside. “Fine. Come in. But this is strictly professional. Understood?”

“Understood,” he said quickly, stepping inside.

The house was warm and inviting, but as she led him down a set of stairs to the basement, the atmosphere changed. The walls were painted black, the air smelled faintly of leather, and the room was filled with equipment that made his pulse quicken. A spanking bench, restraints, whips, and other tools he couldn’t even name. Anna turned to him, her demeanor shifting entirely. She was no longer the girl he’d known in high school. She was in charge here, and she knew it.

“Payment first,” she said briskly, holding out her hand.

He fumbled with his wallet, handing over the cash without a word.

She counted it quickly, then nodded. “Good. Strip.”

Drew hesitated for only a second before obeying, his hands trembling as he removed his clothes. When he stood naked before her, she circled him slowly, her eyes appraising every inch of his body.

“Not bad,” she said finally, her tone neutral. “Now, kneel.”

He dropped to his knees without question, his heart racing as she stepped closer. She sat down on a bench in front of him, crossing her legs elegantly. “Worship my feet,” she commanded.

Drew leaned forward, pressing his lips to the top of her foot. Her skin was soft, warm, and he kissed each toe gently, his hands resting on her calves. She let out a soft hum of approval, which encouraged him to continue. He moved to her other foot, his tongue tracing the arch before kissing each toe again.

“Good,” she murmured. “Now, my body.”

He looked up at her, his eyes wide with anticipation. She stood, shedding her leather outfit with practiced ease until she was completely naked. Her body was stunning—toned, curvy, and radiating power. Drew’s mouth went dry as she sat back down, spreading her legs slightly.

“Worship me,” she ordered.

He started at her ankles, his lips brushing against her skin as he worked his way up her legs. Her thighs were firm, and he lingered there for a moment before moving higher. When he reached her hips, she let out a soft moan, her hands tangling in his hair as he kissed her stomach. He could feel her muscles tense under his lips, and it only spurred him on.

“Higher,” she whispered, her voice thick with desire.

Drew obeyed, his mouth trailing up her torso until he reached her breasts. He took one nipple into his mouth, sucking gently as his hands cupped the other.

Anna’s breath quickened, her fingers tightening in his hair as she arched into him. “Yes,” she breathed. “Just like that.”

When he finally moved lower, his tongue flicking against her clit, she let out a gasp that sent a jolt of heat straight to his groin. He licked her slowly at first, savoring the taste of her arousal, before increasing the pressure and speed. Her moans grew louder, her hips rocking against his face as he devoured her. When she came, her body shuddered violently, her thighs clamping around his head as she cried out.

For a moment, she was silent, catching her breath before standing and walking over to a nearby table. She picked up a paddle and turned back to him, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Bend over the bench,” she ordered.

Drew obeyed instantly, his heart pounding as he positioned himself over the padded surface. The first strike of the paddle against his ass made him gasp, the sting sharp but strangely exhilarating. She spanked him again and again, each blow sending waves of pleasure-pain through his body. He could feel himself growing harder with every strike, his cock throbbing with need.

When she finally stopped, she ran her hand over his reddened skin, her touch surprisingly gentle. “You’re doing well,” she murmured. “But we’re not done yet.”

He heard the sound of a strap being adjusted and turned his head just enough to see her fastening a dildo around her hips. His breath caught in his throat as she approached him, the toy glistening with lube.

“Relax,” she said softly, her hand resting on his lower back.

Drew tried to do as she said, but when she pressed the tip of the dildo against his entrance, he tensed instinctively. She paused, waiting for him to adjust before pushing in slowly. The sensation was overwhelming—strange at first, but quickly turning into something intensely pleasurable as she began to move. Each thrust sent sparks of ecstasy through him, his cock leaking pre-cum onto the bench below.

“Fuck,” he gasped, his hands gripping the edges of the bench as she fucked him harder, deeper.

The sound of skin against skin filled the room, mingling with their ragged breaths and moans. When he came, it was explosive, his entire body shaking as he spilled onto the bench beneath him.

Anna slowed her movements, pulling out gently before removing the strap-on. She walked around to face him, a satisfied smile on her lips. “Well?” she asked, her tone teasing. “Was it everything you hoped for?”

Drew nodded, still catching his breath. “And more.”

She chuckled softly, running a hand through his hair. “Good. Because next time… it’ll be even better.”

18 - PUNISHED AND DENIED

FM / Femdom / Flogging / Cunnilingus / Masturbation / Jerk Off Instructions / Orgasm Denial / Chastity

Craig’s heart pounded as the sound of Betty’s footsteps echoed down the hallway. He’d been careless, leaving his laptop open on the couch, the screen still glowing with the unmistakable images of porn. He’d barely had time to close it before she walked in, but it was too late. Her sharp eyes had caught the flicker of movement, and now he was frozen, waiting for the inevitable.

“Craig,” she said, her voice low and steady, a tone that sent a shiver down his spine. “What do you think you’re doing?”

He swallowed hard, his throat dry. “I—I wasn’t—”

“Don’t lie to me,” she interrupted, stepping closer. Her presence filled the room, commanding and unyielding. “You know the rules. You know what happens when you break them.”

He did. Oh, he did. And the thought of it made his stomach twist with a mix of dread and anticipation. Betty didn’t wait for him to respond. She grabbed his wrist, her grip firm, and pulled him toward the bedroom. He stumbled after her, his mind racing, his body already reacting to the promise of what was coming.

Once inside, she released him and closed the door with a soft click. The sound felt final, like the sealing of his fate.

“Strip,” she ordered, her voice leaving no room for argument.

Craig’s hands trembled as he reached for the hem of his shirt, pulling it over his head and letting it fall to the floor. His pants followed, then his boxers, until he stood naked before her, exposed and vulnerable. Betty’s eyes raked over him, taking in every inch of his body, and he felt himself flush under her scrutiny.

She turned away, opening a drawer and pulling out a flogger. The sight of it made his breath catch. The leather tails swayed slightly as she held it up, testing its weight in her hand. “You know why I have to do this,” she said, her voice calm but firm.

He nodded, unable to speak. His cock twitched, betraying his arousal, and he knew she noticed. A small smile played at the corner of her lips as she stepped closer, circling him like a predator sizing up its prey.

The first strike came without warning, the leather tails landing across his back with a sharp crack. He gasped, the pain blooming across his skin, hot and stinging. But beneath the pain was something else—a deep, throbbing pleasure that made his knees weak.

“Count,” she commanded.

“One,” he managed to choke out, his voice shaky.

The flogger came down again, this time on his ass. He groaned, the sensation radiating through him, mixing pain with pleasure in a way that left him dizzy. “Two,” he said, louder this time.

Betty continued, each strike precise and deliberate, alternating between his back and ass. Craig’s body began to tremble, his moans growing louder with each hit. By the time she reached ten, he was panting, his skin flushed and sensitive, his cock hard and leaking.

She stepped back, setting the flogger aside. “Good boy,” she said, her voice softening just enough to make his chest tighten. “You took your punishment well.”

Craig’s legs felt like jelly as she moved to the bed, sitting down and spreading her legs. Her gaze locked onto his, and she crooked a finger, beckoning him closer. “Now it’s your turn to please me.”

He dropped to his knees between her legs, his hands trembling as he reached for her thighs. Her skin was warm and smooth under his touch, and he leaned in, pressing his mouth to her pussy. She let out a soft sigh as he began to lick her, his tongue moving slowly at first, exploring every fold and curve.

Betty’s fingers tangled in his hair, guiding him, urging him on. He obeyed eagerly, his tongue working faster, lapping at her clit until she was moaning above him. Her hips rocked against his face, grinding into him as she chased her pleasure. He could feel her getting closer, her body tensing, her breath coming in short gasps.

When she came, it was with a cry that sent a thrill through him. Her thighs clamped around his head, holding him in place as she rode out her orgasm. He kept licking, drawing out every last wave of pleasure until she finally pushed him away.

“Enough,” she said, her voice breathless but firm. She leaned back against the pillows, her chest rising and falling as she caught her breath. “Now stand up.”

Craig obeyed, his legs still shaky as he rose to his feet. His cock ached, desperate for release, but he knew better than to touch himself without permission. Betty’s eyes dropped to his erection, and she smirked.

“Stroke yourself,” she said, her voice low and teasing.

His hand wrapped around his cock almost instinctively, his fingers tightening as he began to pump. The sensation was overwhelming after everything that had happened, and he couldn’t hold back a groan. Betty watched him intently, her eyes dark with satisfaction.

“That’s it,” she purred. “Show me how much you want to cum.”

He stroked faster, his hips thrusting into his hand as he edged closer to release. Just as he felt himself teetering on the edge, Betty’s voice cut through the haze of pleasure.

“Stop.”

He froze, his hand still gripping his cock tightly. His entire body trembled with the effort of holding back, but he didn’t dare disobey. Betty reached into the drawer beside the bed and pulled out a chastity device. The sight of it made his stomach flip.

“You’ve been a very naughty boy,” she said, holding it up for him to see. “And naughty boys don’t get to cum whenever they want.”

She stood and stepped closer, her hands moving with practiced ease as she fitted the device around his cock. The cold metal pressed against his sensitive skin, and he let out a whimper as she locked it in place. His cock strained against the confines of the cage, desperate for release that wouldn’t come.

Betty stepped back, admiring her handiwork with a satisfied smile. “There,” she said. “Now your orgasms belong to me.”

Craig’s heart raced as he looked down at the chastity device, a strange mix of frustration and arousal coursing through him. He’d never felt more turned on in his life.

19 - A TASTE OF DENIAL

FM / Femdom / Chastity / Cunnilingus / Teasing / Orgasm Denial

“You’re not going to cum, Jim. Not tonight. Not until I say so.” Mia’s voice was low, commanding, and it sent a shiver down his spine.

Her fingers tightened around the base of his cock, squeezing just enough to make him groan. He was so close, so fucking close, but she stopped, her hand stilling as she leaned back, a sly smile playing on her lips.

Jim’s chest heaved, his body trembling with the need for release. “Mia, please,” he begged, his voice cracking. “I need it. Just let me—”

“No.” Her tone was firm, leaving no room for argument. She reached over to the nightstand, picking up the small, sleek chastity device she’d shown him earlier. “You promised me control, remember? And I’m going to take it.”

Jim’s heart raced as he watched her open the cage, the cold metal glinting in the dim light of the bedroom. He’d never been more turned on in his life, and yet, the thought of being locked up, denied, made his stomach twist with a mix of excitement and frustration.

—

It had started innocently enough. Jim had always been curious about BDSM, but it wasn’t until he stumbled across a forum dedicated to male chastity that he felt something click. The idea of a woman controlling his orgasms, deciding when and if he could cum, was intoxicating. He spent hours reading posts, imagining what it would be like to surrender that kind of power.

One night, he finally worked up the courage to make a post of his own. Looking for a dominant woman interested in chastity play, he typed, his fingers trembling slightly. He didn’t expect much—maybe a few responses from people who were just curious—but then he got a message from Mia.

Her profile was sparse, but her words were confident. I’ve been into chastity for years, she wrote. If you’re serious about this, we should meet.

Jim’s heart pounded as he read her message over and over. He wasn’t sure what he was getting himself into, but he knew he couldn’t pass up the opportunity. They exchanged a few more messages, and before he knew it, he was standing outside her apartment, his stomach in knots.

Mia opened the door with a smile, her eyes scanning him up and down. She was taller than he expected, with sharp features and an air of authority that made him feel both nervous and excited. “Come in,” she said, stepping aside to let him pass.

The apartment was neat and modern, with soft lighting and a faint scent of vanilla in the air. Mia led him straight to the bedroom, where she gestured for him to sit on the edge of the bed. She pulled a small box from the dresser and opened it, revealing the chastity device inside.

“This is what you’re here for, isn’t it?” she asked, holding it up for him to see.

Jim nodded, his mouth dry. “Yeah,” he managed to say.

Mia smiled again, a slow, knowing smile that made his pulse quicken. “Good. Let’s get started.”

—

Now, here he was, lying on her bed, his cock throbbing as she fastened the device around him. The metal was cool against his skin, and he winced slightly as she clicked the lock into place. It was snug, almost uncomfortably so, but the feeling of being completely at her mercy was intoxicating.

Mia leaned back, admiring her handiwork. “How does it feel?” she asked, her voice teasing.

“Weird,” Jim admitted, shifting slightly. “But… good.”

She laughed softly, running a finger along the edge of the cage. “You’ll get used to it. And trust me, by the time I let you out, you’ll be begging for more.”

Jim wasn’t sure if that was a promise or a threat, but either way, it made his stomach flip. He watched as Mia stood up, stripping off her clothes with slow, deliberate movements. Her body was lean and toned, her skin smooth and pale in the dim light. She climbed onto the bed, spreading her legs in front of him.

“Your turn,” she said, her voice soft but commanding. “Make me feel good.”

Jim didn’t need to be told twice. He moved between her legs, his hands trembling as he touched her thighs. She was already wet, her arousal evident as he leaned in, pressing his lips to her folds. The taste of her was sweet and tangy, and he moaned softly as he began to lick her in slow, deliberate strokes.

Mia sighed, her fingers tangling in his hair as she guided him closer. “That’s it,” she murmured. “Just like that.”

Jim focused on her pleasure, his tongue moving faster as he explored every inch of her. Her hips rocked against his face, her breath coming in short gasps as she got closer to the edge. He could feel her thighs tightening around his head, her moans growing louder as she finally came, her body shuddering with the force of it.

When she finally pushed him away, Jim was panting, his cock straining against the cage. Mia looked down at him, her eyes dark with desire. “You did well,” she said, her voice husky. “But now it’s my turn.”

She reached for him, her fingers wrapping around the base of the cage as she began to stroke him through the metal bars. The sensation was maddening—just enough pressure to drive him wild, but not enough to give him any real relief. Jim groaned, his hips bucking against her hand as he tried to get more friction.

“Please,” he begged, his voice hoarse. “Mia, I need—”

“I know what you need,” she interrupted, her grip tightening slightly. “But you’re not getting it. Not yet.”

She leaned down, her lips brushing against the tip of his cock as she teased him with her tongue. Jim’s entire body tensed, his hands gripping the sheets as he tried to hold on. She was driving him insane, her mouth hot and wet as she sucked him through the cage, her tongue flicking against the sensitive skin.

He was so close, so fucking close, but just as he felt himself about to tip over the edge, she pulled away. Jim let out a strangled cry, his body trembling with frustration.

“Not yet,” Mia whispered, her breath warm against his skin. “You’re mine now, Jim. And I decide when you cum.”

She reached for the key, holding it up so he could see it before slipping it into her pocket. Jim stared at her, his chest heaving as he tried to process what had just happened. He was frustrated, yes, but there was something else too—a deep, aching need that only she could satisfy.

Mia smiled down at him, her fingers trailing along his chest. “Get comfortable,” she said softly. “This is just the beginning.”

20 - FIRST TIME FEMINIZATION

FM / Femdom / Crossdressing / Sissy / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Strap-on / Pegging

“Take it off,” Adrienne commanded, her voice low and firm, her eyes locked on Chris as he stood trembling in the center of the room.

His hands fumbled with the hem of the silky lingerie she’d handed him moments ago, the fabric clinging to his skin like a second layer. He hesitated, his heart pounding in his chest, but her gaze didn’t waver.

“Now,” she insisted.

Chris swallowed hard, his fingers trembling as he slowly slid the delicate straps down his shoulders. The cool air hit his exposed skin, sending a shiver down his spine. He felt vulnerable, exposed, but there was something else too—a thrill he couldn’t quite name. Adrienne watched him with an intensity that made his stomach twist, her lips curling into a sly smile as the lingerie pooled at his feet.

“Good boy,” she purred, stepping closer. Her heels clicked softly against the hardwood floor, each step deliberate. She reached out, her fingers brushing against his cheek, and Chris flinched at the touch. “You’re doing exactly what you’re supposed to. Now, let’s make you feel like the woman you’ve always wanted to be.”

—

It had started innocently enough. Chris had been scrolling through a crossdressing forum late one night, his heart racing as he clicked through photos of men transformed into stunning women. He’d always been curious, but fear had held him back. What would people think? What if someone found out? But then he stumbled across a post from Adrienne, a dominatrix who offered to guide men like him through their feminization journey. Her words were confident, commanding, and something about her tone made him feel safe.

They exchanged messages, and before he knew it, he was standing outside her apartment, his palms slick with sweat.

She opened the door with a knowing smile, her eyes raking over him from head to toe. “Come in,” she said simply, stepping aside to let him pass.

The room she led him to was unlike anything he’d ever seen. Wigs lined the walls, their soft curls and sleek strands catching the light. Racks of dresses, skirts, and blouses filled the space, along with shelves of makeup and accessories. Chris felt overwhelmed, but Adrienne’s calm demeanor kept him grounded.

“Sit,” she instructed, gesturing to a chair in front of a vanity. He obeyed, his legs feeling like jelly as he lowered himself onto the seat. She stood behind him, her hands resting on his shoulders as she met his gaze in the mirror. “Relax. I’m going to take care of everything.”

Her touch was gentle but firm as she began applying makeup to his face. Foundation first, then blush, eyeshadow, and mascara. Each stroke of the brush felt like a revelation, like she was uncovering something hidden deep inside him.

When she finished, she stepped back, tilting her head as she admired her work. “Look at you,” she murmured. “You’re beautiful.”

Chris stared at his reflection, hardly recognizing the person staring back. His features were softer, more delicate, and the wig she’d placed on his head—a cascade of dark waves—completed the transformation. He felt a strange mix of emotions: fear, excitement, and something else he couldn’t quite put into words.

“Now for the final touch,” Adrienne said, handing him a set of lingerie. “Put this on.”

—

Back in the present, Chris stood naked before Adrienne, his body trembling with anticipation. She circled him slowly, her eyes appraising every inch of him. “You’re perfect,” she said finally, her voice dripping with approval. “But now it’s time to show you how two women make love.”

She stepped closer, her lips brushing against his in a soft, teasing kiss. Chris froze for a moment before melting into it, his hands instinctively reaching for her waist. Adrienne deepened the kiss, her tongue sliding against his as her hands roamed over his body. She broke away just long enough to strip off her own clothes, revealing her toned figure and smooth skin.

“Lie down,” she instructed, guiding him onto the bed.

Chris obeyed, his heart racing as she straddled him, her thighs pressing against his hips. She leaned down, her lips trailing kisses along his neck and collarbone before moving lower. When she reached his chest, she paused, her tongue flicking over one of his nipples. Chris gasped, his back arching off the bed as pleasure shot through him.

Adrienne smirked, clearly enjoying his reaction. She continued her exploration, her hands and mouth leaving no part of him untouched. When she finally reached between his legs, Chris thought he might explode from the anticipation. But instead of touching him directly, she shifted her weight, positioning herself above his face.

“Eat me,” she commanded, her voice firm but not unkind.

Chris hesitated for only a moment before obeying, his tongue darting out to taste her. She moaned softly, her hands tangling in his hair as she guided him closer. He focused on her clit, licking and sucking in rhythm with her movements until she came with a shuddering gasp. When she finally pulled away, Chris was breathless, his body aching for more.

Adrienne didn’t keep him waiting long. She reached for a strap-on dildo, securing it around her hips with practiced ease. “On your hands and knees,” she ordered.

Chris scrambled to comply, his heart pounding as he positioned himself on all fours. Adrienne knelt behind him, her hands gripping his hips as she lined up the dildo with his entrance. He tensed as she pushed inside, the sensation unfamiliar but not unpleasant. She started slow, giving him time to adjust before picking up the pace.

Each thrust sent waves of pleasure through Chris’s body, the dildo hitting just the right spot every time. He moaned loudly, his hands clutching at the sheets as Adrienne drove him closer and closer to the edge. When he finally came, it was with a cry of ecstasy, his entire body shaking with the force of it.

Adrienne slowed her movements, gently pulling out before collapsing onto the bed beside him. She turned to face him, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. “You look amazing as a woman,” she said softly. “I hope you’ll come back for another session.”

Chris nodded, still too overwhelmed to speak. He couldn’t wait to do it again.

21 - HEAVYWEIGHT DESIRES

FM / Femdom / BBW / Smothering / Strong Woman / Face Sitting / Cunnilingus / Masturbation / Verbal Humiliation / Jerk Off Instructions

Joe’s heart pounded as he stood outside the hotel room door, his hand trembling slightly as he raised it to knock. He’d been fantasizing about this moment for weeks, ever since he’d stumbled across Doreen’s profile on the fetish forum. Her photos had been intoxicating—her round belly spilling over the waistband of her lingerie, her wide hips and thick thighs, that ass that seemed to defy gravity. She was everything he’d ever wanted, and now she was just on the other side of this door.

He knocked, three sharp raps, and waited. The sound of footsteps approached, heavy and deliberate, and then the door swung open. Doreen stood there, even more stunning in person than in her photos. She was wearing a black lace corset that hugged her curves, her cleavage spilling out over the top, and a matching thong that barely contained her ample backside. Her dark hair was piled on top of her head, a few loose strands framing her face. She looked him up and down with a smirk.

“You must be Joe,” she said, her voice low and commanding. “Come in.”

He stepped inside, the door closing behind him with a soft click. The room was dimly lit, the air thick with the scent of her perfume—something sweet and musky that made his head swim. Doreen crossed her arms under her chest, accentuating her cleavage even more, and tilted her head as she studied him.

“Strip,” she ordered, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Joe hesitated for only a moment before obeying, his fingers fumbling with the buttons of his shirt. He could feel her eyes on him as he undressed, his skin prickling under her gaze. When he was down to his boxers, she raised an eyebrow.

“All of it,” she said, her voice firm.

He swallowed hard and slid his boxers down, stepping out of them and standing naked before her. His cock was already half-hard, twitching as she looked him over with a satisfied smile.

“Good boy,” she purred, stepping closer. She reached out and gave his cock a light tap with her fingernail, making him jump. “Now lie down on the bed.”

Joe moved quickly, lying back on the plush mattress and staring up at the ceiling. His heart was racing, his body tingling with anticipation. Doreen walked around the bed, her hips swaying with every step, and then climbed onto the mattress beside him. She knelt over him, her weight pressing into the mattress as she leaned down to whisper in his ear.

“You’ve been dreaming about this, haven’t you?” she asked, her breath warm against his skin. “About me sitting on you, crushing you under my weight.”

Joe nodded, unable to speak. His cock was fully hard now, throbbing against his stomach as he imagined what was coming next.

Doreen chuckled, a low, throaty sound that sent shivers down his spine. “Let’s make your dreams come true.”

She shifted her weight, moving so that she was straddling his chest. Joe’s breath caught as he felt the full weight of her settle on top of him, her soft belly pressing down on his chest, her thighs squeezing his sides. He tried to move, to shift her off of him, but she was too heavy—he was pinned, completely at her mercy.

“Oh, look at you,” Doreen teased, leaning forward so that her breasts were right in his face. “So helpless. So weak. You love this, don’t you?”

Joe nodded again, his hands gripping the sheets as he struggled to breathe under her weight. She laughed, the sound vibrating through her body and into his.

“Good,” she said. “Because I’m just getting started.”

She shifted again, moving so that she was sitting directly on his face. Joe’s world went dark as her ass pressed down on him, the soft flesh smothering him completely. He could feel the heat of her through her thong, the scent of her arousal filling his nostrils. He tried to turn his head, to get some air, but she grabbed his hair and held him in place.

“Eat me,” she commanded, grinding herself against his mouth. “Make me cum.”

Joe obeyed, his tongue darting out to lick at her through the fabric of her thong. She moaned above him, her hips rocking against his face as he worked to please her. The taste of her was intoxicating, sweet and tangy, and he found himself craving more. He reached up and tugged at her thong, pulling it aside so that he could lick her directly.

Doreen gasped as his tongue found her clit, her hands tightening in his hair as she ground herself against his face. “That’s it,” she moaned. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

Joe licked and sucked at her clit, his own arousal building as he felt her body tremble above him. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, and he knew she was close. He doubled his efforts, his tongue working furiously as he tried to push her over the edge.

With a cry, Doreen came, her body shuddering as she rode his face. Joe could feel her juices gushing out, soaking his chin and neck as she writhed above him. He kept licking, even as she collapsed forward, her weight pressing down on him even more.

When she finally pulled away, Joe gasped for air, his chest heaving as he tried to catch his breath. Doreen looked down at him with a satisfied smile, her cheeks flushed and her eyes sparkling with mischief.

“Not bad,” she said, reaching down to give his cock a teasing stroke. “But we’re not done yet.”

She moved down his body, settling herself on his hips so that his cock was trapped between her thighs. Joe groaned as she squeezed him with her thick legs, the pressure driving him wild.

“Stroke yourself,” she ordered, leaning back on her hands so that he could see all of her—her round belly, her full breasts, the wetness still glistening between her thighs. “I want to watch you cum.”

Joe reached down and wrapped his hand around his cock, stroking himself as Doreen watched with a wicked grin. She laughed as he struggled to keep up the pace under her weight, taunting him as he got closer and closer to the edge.

“Look at you,” she said, shaking her head. “So pathetic. So weak. You’re nothing but a little boy playing at being a man.”

Her words only turned him on more, and with a groan, Joe came, his cum spurting out in a small, pathetic load onto his stomach. Doreen laughed again, leaning forward to smear it across his chest with her hand.

“Pathetic,” she said again, but there was a hint of affection in her voice. “But I think you’ve earned a reward.”

She climbed off of him and lay down beside him, pulling him into her arms. Joe nestled against her soft body, feeling completely spent but utterly satisfied. As he drifted off to sleep, he couldn’t help but hope that this wouldn’t be the last time he saw Doreen.

22 - COMMANDING CURVES

FM / BBW / BDSM / Femdom / Handjob / Blowjob / Cunnilingus

Alexa leaned back in her leather chair, her fingers drumming lightly on the polished surface of her desk. The office was quiet, save for the faint hum of the air conditioning and the occasional rustle of papers. Her gaze flicked to the clock on the wall—3:45 PM. Tim would be here any minute. She adjusted the neckline of her fitted dress, the fabric hugging her curves in all the right places. She knew exactly what she wanted, and she wasn’t one to shy away from taking it.

The knock on the door came right on time. “Come in,” she called, her voice smooth and commanding.

Tim stepped inside, his tie slightly askew and his face pale. He looked like a man walking to his execution. “You wanted to see me, Ms. Carter?”

“Sit,” she said, gesturing to the chair across from her. Her eyes never left him as he obeyed, his movements stiff and nervous. She let the silence stretch, watching him squirm under her gaze. Finally, she spoke. “Do you know why you’re here?”

He swallowed hard. “I… I think so. The Henderson account. I messed up.”

“Messed up?” Alexa raised an eyebrow, her tone sharp. “That’s putting it mildly. You cost this company a significant amount of money, Tim. Do you have any idea what that means?”

He nodded, his hands gripping the edge of the chair. “I’m sorry, Ms. Carter. It won’t happen again.”

“No, it won’t,” she said, leaning forward slightly. Her cleavage peeked out just enough to catch his eye, and she noticed the way his gaze flicked downward before snapping back up. A small smile played on her lips. “Here’s the thing, Tim. I could fire you right now. But I’m willing to give you a second chance… if you’re willing to make it worth my while.”

His brow furrowed in confusion. “What do you mean?”

Alexa stood, her heels silent on the plush carpet as she rounded the desk. She stopped in front of him, her presence towering even though she wasn’t much taller than him. “I mean,” she said slowly, her voice dropping to a low purr, “that I want something from you in return for keeping your job.”

Before he could respond, she reached down and unzipped his pants. His eyes widened in shock, but he didn’t move as she slipped her hand inside, her fingers wrapping around his cock. It was already half-hard, and she smirked as she began to stroke him, her touch firm and deliberate.

“Ms. Carter—” he started, but she cut him off with a sharp look.

“Quiet,” she ordered, her hand moving faster now.

His breath quickened, and she could feel him growing harder in her grip. She dropped to her knees in front of him, her dress riding up slightly as she did. Without hesitation, she took him into her mouth, her lips wrapping around his length.

Tim groaned, his hands gripping the arms of the chair as she worked him with her mouth. Her tongue swirled around the tip before she took him deeper, her head bobbing up and down. She could feel him trembling beneath her, his hips bucking slightly as he tried to control himself.

When she finally pulled away, he was panting, his cock slick with her saliva. She stood, her eyes locked on his as she reached behind her and unzipped her dress. It fell to the floor in a pool of fabric, revealing her curvy body clad only in black lace lingerie. His eyes widened as he took her in, his gaze lingering on her full breasts and the curve of her hips.

“Lie down,” she commanded, pointing to the floor.

He hesitated for only a moment before obeying, lying back on the carpet. She straddled his face, her thighs framing his head as she lowered herself onto him. His hands gripped her hips as she pressed herself against his mouth, her wetness smearing across his lips.

“Eat,” she ordered, her voice firm.

He didn’t need to be told twice. His tongue darted out, licking at her folds as she ground against him. She moaned softly, her hands resting on his chest for balance as she moved against his mouth. His tongue found her clit, and she gasped, her hips rocking harder against him.

As he worked her with his mouth, she reached down and began stroking his cock again, her hand moving in time with the rhythm of his tongue. The sensations were overwhelming—his warm mouth on her, his cock throbbing in her hand—and she could feel herself getting closer and closer to the edge.

“Don’t stop,” she breathed, her voice trembling as she rode his face.

His tongue flicked over her clit faster now, and she could feel the tension building inside her. With a cry, she came, her body shuddering as pleasure washed over her.

She stayed there for a moment, catching her breath before climbing off him. He was still hard, his cock twitching in her hand as she stroked him. She leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “Cum for me.”

It didn’t take long. With a groan, he came, his release spilling over her hand and onto his trousers. She watched him for a moment, a satisfied smile on her lips before standing and grabbing a tissue from her desk to clean herself up.

“You can go now,” she said, slipping her dress back on. “And Tim? Don’t mess up again.”

He nodded, still dazed as he got to his feet and adjusted his clothes. As he left the office, Alexa couldn’t help but smile. She was already looking forward to their next encounter.

23 - A BBW DOMINATION PORN SHOOT
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Melanie stepped onto the set, her heart pounding in her chest. The room was dimly lit, with cameras set up around a plush couch in the center. Joe, the director, greeted her with a wide grin. “You must be Melanie. Ready to make some magic?”

She nodded, though her stomach churned with nerves. “Yeah, I’m ready. What’s the scene?”

Joe’s eyes gleamed as he explained. “It’s a fetish shoot. You’re going to dominate your co-star, Jay. You’ll sit on him, pin him down, smother him with that gorgeous body of yours. Think you can handle it?”

Melanie hesitated. She hadn’t expected this, but the money was too good to pass up. “I’ll do it.”

Joe clapped his hands. “Great! Go get changed into the lingerie we picked out for you.”

In the dressing room, Melanie slipped into the black lace lingerie. It hugged her curves perfectly, accentuating her full breasts and wide hips. She took a deep breath, trying to steady her nerves, and walked back onto the set.

Jay was already there, lying on the couch. He was lean and muscular, his eyes widening as he took in Melanie’s voluptuous figure. “Wow,” he murmured.

Melanie felt a flush of heat rise to her cheeks. “Hi,” she said softly.

Joe positioned them on the couch, instructing Melanie to sit on Jay’s lap. She hesitated for a moment before lowering herself onto him. Her weight pressed him into the cushions, and she could feel his body tense beneath her.

“Perfect,” Joe said, adjusting the camera angle. “Now, Jay, try to get up.”

Jay struggled, his muscles straining as he tried to push Melanie off. But she was too heavy, her body pinning him down effortlessly. A thrill shot through her as she realized the power she had over him.

“Good, good,” Joe said, his voice excited. “Keep going.”

Melanie shifted slightly, feeling Jay’s erection pressing against her ass. Her breath caught, and a wave of arousal washed over her. She hadn’t expected to feel this way, but the sensation was intoxicating.

“Now, Melanie,” Joe instructed, “take off the lingerie.”

Her hands trembled as she reached behind her back to unhook the bra. It fell away, revealing her full breasts. She stood up briefly to slide the panties down her legs, leaving her completely naked. Jay’s eyes roamed over her body, his desire evident.

Melanie sat back down on Jay’s lap, this time facing him. She could feel his hardness pressing against her thigh, and she couldn’t resist grinding against him slightly. A low moan escaped his lips, and she felt a surge of power.

“Now, sit on his face,” Joe directed.

Melanie hesitated for only a moment before positioning herself over Jay’s face. She lowered herself onto him, feeling his warm breath against her pussy. His tongue flicked out, teasing her folds, and she gasped at the sensation.

“Oh god,” she moaned, her hands gripping the back of the couch for support.

Jay’s tongue worked its magic, licking and sucking at her sensitive flesh. Pleasure coursed through her body, and she couldn’t help but rock her hips against his face.

“That’s it,” Joe encouraged. “Let him eat you out.”

Melanie’s moans grew louder as Jay’s tongue delved deeper, exploring every inch of her pussy. She could feel herself getting wetter, her arousal building with each passing second. Her thighs trembled as she neared the edge, her body craving release.

“Fuck,” she gasped, her nails digging into the couch. “Don’t stop.”

Jay obeyed, his tongue working furiously to bring her to climax. Melanie’s back arched as waves of pleasure crashed over her. She cried out, her body convulsing as she came hard on his face.

When the intensity subsided, Melanie climbed off Jay, her legs still shaky. Joe grinned at her. “Amazing. Now, bend over the couch.”

Melanie did as she was told, leaning over the back of the couch and presenting her ass to Jay. She could feel his hands gripping her hips as he positioned himself behind her. The head of his cock pressed against her entrance, and she bit her lip in anticipation.

“Fuck me,” she whispered.

Jay didn’t need to be told twice. He thrust into her, filling her completely. Melanie gasped at the sensation, her body stretching to accommodate him. He began to move, his hips slapping against her ass with each thrust.

“Yes,” she moaned, pushing back against him.

The sound of skin against skin filled the room, mingling with their heavy breathing. Melanie’s pussy clenched around Jay’s cock, urging him deeper.

“You feel so good,” Jay groaned, his hands tightening on her hips.

Melanie could feel another orgasm building, her body responding eagerly to Jay’s movements. She reached back to grab his ass, pulling him closer with each thrust. The pleasure was overwhelming, and she knew she wouldn’t last much longer.

“I’m gonna cum,” she panted, her voice trembling.

Jay’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming more frantic. Melanie cried out as her orgasm hit, her pussy contracting around him. Jay followed soon after, pulling out and spilling his cum onto her ass.

They both collapsed onto the couch, breathing heavily. Joe clapped his hands, clearly pleased with the shoot. “That was incredible. You two were amazing together.”

Melanie smiled, still catching her breath. “Thanks.”

Joe handed her a towel and a bottle of water. “We’d love to have you back for another shoot. Interested?”

Melanie thought about it for a moment before nodding. “Yeah, I’m in.”

24 - HYPNOTIZED BY ANGELA

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Hypnosis / Feminization / Sissy / Cunnilingus / Dildo / Pegging

Donald leaned against the bar, his fingers drumming lightly on the polished wood. The dim lighting of the place gave it a sultry vibe, and the hum of conversation around him was just loud enough to drown out his thoughts. He wasn’t usually one to approach women first, but something about her caught his eye. She sat a few stools down, her legs crossed elegantly, a glass of red wine in her hand. Her dark hair framed her face perfectly, and when she turned to glance at him, her eyes locked onto his with an intensity that made his stomach flip.

He took a deep breath, grabbed his drink, and slid into the seat beside her. “Can I buy you another?” he asked, gesturing to her nearly empty glass.

She smiled, a slow, knowing curve of her lips. “I wouldn’t say no,” she replied, her voice smooth and low, almost hypnotic. “I’m Angela.”

“Donald,” he said, extending his hand.

She shook it, her grip firm but not overpowering. There was something about the way she looked at him, like she could see right through him, that made him feel both exposed and intrigued.

They talked for a while, the conversation flowing easily. Angela had a way of making him feel like the most interesting person in the room, even though he knew she was the one who deserved that title. When she suggested they continue the conversation at her place, he didn’t hesitate.

Her apartment was sleek and modern, with soft lighting that made everything feel intimate. But it was the bedroom that caught his attention. The walls were lined with shelves holding an array of BDSM equipment—restraints, paddles, and things he couldn’t even name. His heart skipped a beat as he took it all in.

“Do you want to play?” Angela asked, her voice dropping to a whisper as she stepped closer to him.

Donald hesitated, his mind racing. He’d never done anything like this before, but the way she looked at him, the way her voice seemed to wrap around him, made it impossible to say no. “I… I think so,” he stammered.

Angela smiled, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “Good.” She stepped even closer, her hand resting lightly on his chest. “Close your eyes,” she instructed, her voice soft but commanding.

He obeyed without thinking, his body responding to her words before his mind could catch up. Her voice continued, low and steady, weaving a spell around him. “You’re going to let go of all your inhibitions,” she murmured. “You’re going to trust me completely. You’re going to become exactly what I want you to be.”

Donald felt a strange warmth spread through him, a sense of calm and surrender that he’d never experienced before. When he opened his eyes, Angela was holding a makeup brush and a palette of colors. “Sit down,” she said, guiding him to a chair.

He sat, his heart pounding as she began to apply makeup to his face. Her touch was gentle but precise, and he found himself relaxing under her hands. When she finished, she held up a mirror. Donald stared at his reflection, barely recognizing himself. His features were softened, his lips painted a deep red, his eyes lined and shadowed to make them look larger, more feminine.

“Do you like it?” Angela asked, her voice teasing.

Donald nodded, unable to speak. He felt a strange mix of excitement and nervousness, but there was no denying the thrill that ran through him as he looked at his transformed reflection.

Angela stepped back, her eyes raking over him with approval. “Now for the rest,” she said, pulling out a wig and a set of lingerie.

She helped him into the delicate lace panties and bra, then adjusted the wig until it fell in soft waves around his face. When she was done, she led him to a full-length mirror. Donald gasped as he saw himself. He looked like a completely different person—feminine, submissive, and undeniably sexy. His cock twitched in the tight confines of the panties, and he felt a flush of heat spread through his body.

Angela stepped behind him, her hands resting on his shoulders as she met his eyes in the mirror. “You’re beautiful,” she whispered, her breath warm against his ear. “And you’re mine.”

Donald shivered at her words, his body responding instantly. He wanted this, wanted her, more than he’d ever wanted anything.

Angela stepped back and began to undress, her movements slow and deliberate. Donald watched, transfixed, as she revealed her body inch by inch. Her skin was flawless, her curves perfect, and when she stood before him completely naked, he felt a surge of desire so strong it almost knocked him off his feet.

“On your knees,” she commanded, her voice firm.

Donald dropped to his knees without hesitation, his eyes fixed on her pussy. She stepped closer, her scent filling his nostrils, and he felt his mouth water in anticipation.

“Lick me,” she ordered, her hand tangling in his hair.

Donald leaned forward, his tongue darting out to taste her. She was sweet and tangy, and the sound of her moan as he licked her clit sent a jolt of pleasure straight to his cock. He focused on her clit, licking and sucking until she was writhing above him, her fingers tightening in his hair.

“Yes,” she gasped, her hips bucking against his face. “Just like that.”

Donald redoubled his efforts, his tongue working furiously as he brought her closer and closer to the edge. When she came, her thighs clamped around his head, and he drank in every drop of her release.

When she finally pulled away, she looked down at him with a satisfied smile. “Good boy,” she purred, stroking his cheek. “Now it’s your turn.”

She led him to the bed and pushed him down onto his back. Before he could react, she had his wrists bound to the bedposts with soft leather cuffs. His heart raced as she secured his ankles as well, leaving him completely at her mercy.

Angela reached for a dildo from the shelf, lubing it up with practiced ease. She knelt between his legs, her eyes locked on his as she pressed the tip against his asshole. Donald tensed for a moment, but then he forced himself to relax, trusting her completely.

She pushed in slowly, inch by inch, until the dildo was buried deep inside him. Donald gasped at the sensation, his cock straining against the lace panties as she began to move the dildo in and out of him.

“You’re such a good sissy,” Angela murmured, her free hand stroking his cock through the fabric. “You were made for this.”

Donald moaned, his hips bucking as pleasure surged through him. The combination of the dildo fucking him and Angela’s hand on his cock was overwhelming, and he knew he wouldn’t last long.

“Cum for me,” Angela whispered, her voice filled with command.

Donald obeyed instantly, his body convulsing as he came hard, his release soaking through the lace panties. Angela continued to fuck him with the dildo until he was spent, his body trembling with aftershocks.

When she finally released him from the restraints, Donald collapsed onto the bed, completely exhausted but utterly satisfied. Angela leaned down and kissed him softly before slipping a collar around his neck.

“You’re mine now,” she said, her voice filled with possessiveness. “My sissy.”

Donald looked up at her, his heart swelling with a strange mix of emotions. He didn’t know what the future held, but he knew one thing for sure—he couldn’t wait for their next encounter.

25 - SUBMITTING TO HER BEST FRIEND

FFM / Femdom / Group Sex / Threesome / Bondage / Restraints / Teasing / Handjob / Wax Play / Buttplug / Ruined Orgasm / Chastity

Edward’s heart raced as Kali led him by the hand toward the bedroom, her grip firm and unyielding. The air felt charged, electric, and he could already feel the familiar heat of anticipation pooling low in his stomach. She didn’t say a word, but the way she glanced back at him with that sly, knowing smile told him everything he needed to know. Something was about to happen—something he wasn’t prepared for.

When they reached the bedroom door, Kali paused, her fingers tightening around his wrist. “Close your eyes,” she commanded, her voice low and steady.

Edward obeyed instantly, his breath quickening as he heard the door creak open. She guided him inside, and he felt the soft carpet beneath his feet. The room smelled faintly of vanilla and something else—something sweet, intoxicating.

“Open them,” Kali said, and Edward did.

His eyes widened as he took in the scene before him. Marie, Kali’s best friend, was sitting on the edge of the bed, her legs crossed elegantly. She wore a black lace bodysuit that clung to her curves, and her lips curved into a mischievous smirk as she met Edward’s gaze. His stomach flipped. What was she doing here?

Kali stepped forward, her presence commanding the room. “Edward,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument, “strip. Now.”

Edward hesitated for only a moment before his hands moved to his shirt, fumbling with the buttons. His fingers trembled slightly as he peeled it off, letting it fall to the floor. Next came his pants, then his boxers, until he stood completely bare before them. The cool air brushed against his skin, making him shiver, but it was nothing compared to the heat of their gazes on him.

Marie stood, holding a set of leather restraints in her hands. She approached him slowly, her hips swaying with each step. “Lie down,” she instructed, her voice smooth and confident.

Edward obeyed, his heart pounding as he stretched out on the bed. Marie secured his wrists to the headboard, then moved to his ankles, binding them to the foot of the bed. He was completely at their mercy now, and the thought sent a thrill through him.

Kali climbed onto the bed, straddling his thighs. Her hands trailed up his chest, her nails lightly scratching his skin. “You’re going to be a good boy for us, aren’t you?” she purred, leaning down so her lips were just inches from his ear.

“Yes,” Edward whispered, his voice barely audible.

Marie joined them on the bed, sitting beside Kali. Her fingers traced patterns on Edward’s inner thigh, making him twitch. “He’s so sensitive,” she remarked, her tone teasing. “I wonder how long he’ll last.”

Kali chuckled, her hand moving to grip Edward’s cock. She stroked him slowly, her touch firm but not enough to push him over the edge. Edward groaned, his hips lifting slightly off the bed as he sought more friction. But Kali pulled her hand away, leaving him aching.

“Not yet,” she said, her voice laced with amusement.

Marie leaned down, her lips brushing against Edward’s neck. She nipped at his skin, then soothed the spot with her tongue. Her hand joined Kali’s, both of them now teasing him, their touches alternating between light and firm. Edward’s breath came in short gasps as he tried to hold back, but it was impossible. He was already on the edge, desperate for release.

“Please,” he begged, his voice strained. “Let me cum.”

Kali shook her head, her eyes dark with satisfaction. “No. You don’t get to decide when you cum. We do.”

Marie reached for something on the nightstand—a candle. She lit it, the flame flickering softly. Edward’s eyes widened as she tilted it over his chest, letting a few drops of hot wax fall onto his skin. He hissed at the sensation, the pain mingling with pleasure in a way that made his head spin.

Kali’s hand returned to his cock, stroking him faster now. Edward’s hips bucked involuntarily, but she stopped just as he was about to tip over the edge. He groaned in frustration, his body trembling with need.

Marie set the candle aside and picked up something else—a butt plug. She coated it with lube, then pressed it against Edward’s entrance. He tensed for a moment before relaxing, allowing her to push it inside. The stretch was intense, and he moaned as she worked it in slowly.

Kali’s hand was back on his cock, jerking him off with a steady rhythm. Edward’s breaths came in ragged gasps as he teetered on the edge of orgasm. Just as he was about to cum, Kali stopped again, pulling her hand away completely. A small spurt of semen trickled out, and Edward let out a frustrated cry.

Marie laughed softly, her fingers tracing the mess on his stomach. “Is that all you’ve got?” she teased.

Kali smirked, reaching for something else on the nightstand—a chastity device. She fitted it over Edward’s cock, locking it in place. “Your orgasms belong to me now,” she said, her voice firm. “You don’t get to cum unless I say so.”

Edward’s heart sank even as his body still thrummed with arousal. Kali released the restraints, and he lay there, spent but still craving more. As he looked up at her and Marie, he couldn’t help but hope that this wouldn’t be the last time they played together.

Kali leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “Maybe we’ll invite Marie again,” she whispered, her tone promising more to come.

26 - THE SISSY’S HYPNOTHERAPY

FM / Femdom / Medical / Crossdressing / Sissy / Hypnosis / Small Penis Humiliation / Strap-on / Pegging

Craig sat nervously on the edge of the plush leather couch in Dr. Gena Robinson’s office, his hands fidgeting in his lap. The room was warm, dimly lit, and smelled faintly of lavender. His eyes kept darting to Gena, who sat across from him in a sleek black pencil skirt and a crisp white blouse that hugged her curves perfectly. Her red lips curved into a reassuring smile, but there was something in her gaze that made his stomach flutter.

“So, Craig,” she began, her voice smooth and velvety, “what brings you here today?”

He swallowed hard, his throat dry. “I… I think I have a problem,” he stammered, avoiding her piercing eyes. “I’ve been having these… urges. Thoughts. They’re embarrassing, and I don’t know what to do about them.”

Gena leaned forward slightly, her elbows resting on her knees. “Tell me more,” she encouraged, her tone gentle but firm.

Craig hesitated, his face flushing. “I’ve been… fantasizing about… crossdressing. Wearing women’s clothes. I don’t know why, but it’s all I can think about sometimes. And it’s… it’s making me feel ashamed.”

Gena nodded slowly, her expression thoughtful. “There’s no need to feel ashamed, Craig. These desires are more common than you might think. In fact, I believe we can explore this together in a safe and supportive environment.”

He looked up at her, hope flickering in his eyes. “Really? You think so?”

“Absolutely,” she said with a confident smile. “In fact, I have a technique that might help you embrace these feelings rather than fight them. Have you ever tried hypnosis?”

Craig blinked, surprised. “Hypnosis? No, I haven’t.”

“It’s a powerful tool for unlocking the subconscious mind,” Gena explained, standing up and gesturing toward the couch. “Why don’t you lie down and get comfortable? Let’s see if we can help you understand yourself better.”

Craig hesitated for a moment before nodding and lying back on the couch. His heart raced as Gena pulled up a chair beside him, her presence both comforting and unnerving.

“Close your eyes,” she instructed softly, her voice taking on a hypnotic quality. “Take a deep breath in… and out. That’s it. Just relax.”

Craig obeyed, his body sinking into the couch as he focused on her voice. It was soothing, almost melodic, and he felt himself drifting into a state of calm.

“Now, Craig,” Gena continued, her tone steady and commanding, “I want you to imagine yourself letting go of all your fears and insecurities. You’re safe here. There’s no judgment, no shame. Just acceptance.”

He felt a warmth spread through him, his muscles relaxing further as her words washed over him.

“You’ve been fighting these desires for too long,” she said, her voice dropping to a whisper. “But deep down, you know they’re a part of who you are. You’re a sissy, Craig. And that’s okay.”

Craig’s breath caught at the word, but he didn’t resist. Something about the way she said it made it feel… right.

“Yes,” Gena murmured, her voice like honey. “You’re a sissy. You love the idea of wearing soft, silky lingerie. You crave the feeling of femininity. And you want to embrace it fully.”

Craig’s heart pounded as her words sank in, his body responding in ways he couldn’t control. He felt a stirring in his groin, his cock hardening against his will.

Gena noticed immediately, her lips curling into a sly smile. “See? Your body knows the truth, even if your mind is still catching up.”

She reached for a small makeup bag on the table beside her and pulled out a tube of lipstick. “Let’s start with something simple,” she said, uncapping it with a soft click. “Open your eyes, Craig.”

He did as he was told, his gaze locking onto hers as she leaned in close. Her fingers tilted his chin up gently, and he felt the cool touch of the lipstick as she applied it to his lips. The sensation was strange but oddly thrilling.

“There,” Gena said, sitting back to admire her work. “You look beautiful.”

Craig’s cheeks burned, but he couldn’t deny the rush of excitement that coursed through him. He felt exposed, vulnerable… and yet, he didn’t want her to stop.

Gena reached into her bag again and pulled out a compact mirror, holding it up so he could see himself. His reflection stared back at him, his lips now a deep crimson. He barely recognized himself.

“Do you like it?” Gena asked, her voice teasing.

Craig nodded slowly, his breath coming in shallow gasps. “Yes,” he whispered.

“Good,” she said, setting the mirror aside. “Now, let’s take this a step further.”

She stood up and walked over to a closet in the corner of the room, pulling out a delicate set of lingerie—a lacy black bra and matching panties. She held them up for him to see, her eyes gleaming with mischief.

“Put these on,” she instructed, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Craig’s hands trembled as he took the lingerie from her, his mind racing. He knew he should feel embarrassed, but all he felt was an overwhelming need to obey. He stood up awkwardly and began to undress, his movements slow and deliberate.

Gena watched him intently, her gaze lingering on his growing erection as he stripped down to nothing. He felt exposed under her scrutiny, but it only heightened his arousal.

Once he was naked, he slipped the panties on first, the soft fabric brushing against his skin in a way that sent shivers down his spine. Next came the bra, which he struggled to fasten until Gena stepped in to help.

“There,” she said once it was secure, her hands lingering on his shoulders. “You look stunning.”

Craig glanced down at himself, his heart pounding. The lingerie fit him perfectly, hugging his body in all the right places. He felt… pretty.

Gena stepped back and crossed her arms, her eyes raking over him appreciatively. “Now, touch yourself,” she commanded.

Craig hesitated for only a moment before reaching down to grip his cock, his fingers wrapping around the shaft. He began to stroke himself slowly, his breath hitching as pleasure coursed through him.

Gena watched him with a satisfied smile, her eyes dark with desire. “That’s it,” she purred. “Show me how much you love being my little sissy.”

Craig moaned softly, his hand moving faster as he lost himself in the sensation. His cock throbbed in his grasp, precum beading at the tip.

Gena stepped closer, her hand reaching out to cup his balls gently. “Such a small cock,” she teased, her voice dripping with mockery. “It’s perfect for a sissy like you.”

Craig whimpered at her words, his hips bucking into his hand as he edged closer to climax.

But Gena wasn’t done with him yet. She reached into her bag once more and pulled out a strap-on dildo, its size intimidating yet thrilling.

“Bend over the couch,” she ordered, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Craig obeyed without hesitation, his body trembling with anticipation as he positioned himself on all fours on the couch. Gena stepped behind him, her hands gripping his hips firmly.

She pulled down his panties, exposing his ass to the cool air of the room. He felt the tip of the dildo press against his entrance, and he gasped at the sensation.

“Relax,” Gena murmured, her voice soothing yet commanding. “This is what you’ve been craving.”

Craig took a deep breath and forced himself to relax as she pushed the dildo inside him slowly. The stretch was intense but pleasurable, and he moaned loudly as she began to thrust into him.

Gena set a steady rhythm, her hips slapping against his ass with each thrust. Craig’s cock twitched with every movement, his pleasure building to an unbearable level.

“You’re such a good sissy,” Gena praised, her voice breathless. “Taking me so well.”

Craig cried out as she hit a particularly sensitive spot inside him, his body trembling with ecstasy. He could feel his orgasm approaching rapidly, his cock leaking precum onto the couch.

Gena reached around to stroke him in time with her thrusts, her fingers working him expertly. “Cum for me,” she whispered in his ear.

That was all it took. Craig’s body convulsed as he came hard, ropes of cum splattering onto the couch beneath him. Gena continued to fuck him through his orgasm, prolonging his pleasure until he was spent and trembling.

Finally, she pulled out and stepped back, leaving Craig panting and limp on the couch. He turned to look at her, his eyes wide with awe and gratitude.

“Thank you,” he whispered hoarsely.

Gena smiled down at him, her expression warm but knowing. “You’re welcome, Craig. But this is just the beginning.”

She handed him a tissue to clean himself up before sitting back down in her chair. “I think we should schedule another session,” she said casually. “There’s so much more we can explore.”

Craig nodded eagerly, his heart racing at the thought. “Yes,” he agreed without hesitation.

Gena’s smile widened as she reached for her calendar. “Good. I promise you won’t regret it.”


27 - ROBBY’S TRAINING

FFM / Femdom / BDSM / Wealthy / Group Sex / Threesome / Paddling / Bondage / Restraints / Nipple Clamps / Vibrator / Teasing / Anal Play / Ruined Orgasm

The oppressive silence of the mansion’s foyer pressed against Robby’s ears as Shelly’s hand tightened around his wrist. Her fingernails dug into his skin just enough to make him shudder—a familiar bite of pain that sent warmth pooling low in his stomach.

The air smelled faintly of leather and incense, heavy and cloying, as Clara’s heels echoed ahead of them on the marble floor. She didn’t look back, her platinum-blonde hair a crisp wave against the black silk of her dress. Robby’s pulse throbbed in his throat. He’d never seen a place like this. High ceilings vaulted into shadows, the walls lined with oil paintings of women lounging with ropes, whips, creatures of dominion frozen in gilded frames.

“Ready for your first lesson, darling?” Shelly asked, her lips brushing his ear as she shoved him gently forward. Her voice was sweet, melodic, but edged with something that made his knees weak.

He nodded, swallowing hard, as Clara paused before a heavy oak door. Her gloved hand rested on the wrought-iron handle, her smile sharp.

“You’ll address me as Mistress Clara here,” she said, not turning. “Understood?”

“Yes,” Robby managed. The word stuck in his throat, dry and brittle.

Clara’s laugh was a low, rich sound. “Good boy.”

The door swung open.

The dungeon sprawled before them, lit by dim amber sconces that cast long shadows across stone walls. A bench upholstered in crimson leather stood at the center, flanked by shelves lined with instruments—polished wood paddles, coiled ropes, metal clamps gleaming under the light. Robby’s breath quickened. Shelly’s fingers slid down to tangle with his, squeezing once before releasing him.

“Clothes off,” Clara said, finally facing him. She crossed her arms, her gaze raking over him like a physical touch. “Now.”

Robby’s hands trembled as he fumbled with the buttons of his shirt. The fabric slipped from his shoulders, pooling at his feet. Cold air prickled his skin, raising goosebumps along his arms. Shelly watched him, her eyes dark, lips parted slightly as he unbuckled his belt. His jeans fell, and he stepped out of them, standing naked under the women’s scrutiny. Clara’s gaze lingered on his cock, already half-hard, a smirk playing at her mouth.

“Eager,” she said. She gestured to the bench. “Bend over. Hands flat on the seat.”

The leather was cool beneath his palms as he leaned forward, his ass exposed. He heard Shelly move behind him, the soft rustle of her dress, the click of a drawer opening.

“Count each strike,” Clara said. “If you lose track, we start over.”

The first smack of the paddle landed before he could brace. A searing arc of pain burst across his left cheek, radiating heat through his muscles. He gasped, fingers scrabbling against the bench.

“One,” he choked out.

Shelly’s hand smoothed over the throbbing flesh, her touch gentle, almost apologetic. The next strike came from the right, harder, the wood cracking against his skin. His hips jerked forward, his cock straining against the bench.

“Two.” Tears pricked his eyes.

Clara took her time. Each strike alternated sides, the paddle landing with precise, calculated force. By the tenth, Robby’s thighs were trembling, sweat dripping down his spine. His ass burned, the skin hot and angry. Shelly traced the welts with her nails, her breath warm against his lower back.

“Look at him,” she said, her voice husky. “He’s dripping.”

Clara chuckled, circling the bench. Her gloved hand closed around Robby’s cock, squeezing just enough to make him whimper. “Pathetic. And we’ve only just begun.”

The restraints came next—soft, supple cuffs lined with fleece, buckled tightly around his wrists and ankles. Clara secured him to the bench, her movements efficient, every tug of the leather straps testing his range of motion. Robby’s chest pressed against the cool leather, his hips forced upward, his exposed ass a throbbing focal point. Shelly dragged a fingertip along his inner thigh, her nail scraping lightly.

“Still with us, baby?” she whispered.

He nodded, his throat too tight to speak.

The clamps were cold. Clara pinched his right nipple first, rolling the stiff bud between her fingers until he hissed. The metal teeth bit down, the pressure sharp, unrelenting. His left nipple followed, the twin pain shooting straight to his cock. He groaned, arching against the restraints.

“Sensitive,” Clara noted. She clipped a chain between the clamps, the weight pulling at his chest. “Let’s see how long you last.”

The vibrator buzzed to life, a high-pitched hum that made Robby’s stomach clench. Clara dragged the head up the inside of his thigh, teasing the crease of his hip. He writhed, the sensation too light, too maddening. She skipped over his cock entirely, circling his navel instead, the vibrations skittering across his sensitive skin.

“Please,” he gasped.

“Please what?” Clara pressed the vibrator harder against his stomach, the plastic casing digging into his flesh.

“Please—let me—”

Shelly’s laughter cut through the air. Her hand slid between his cheeks, a fingertip pressing against his hole. Robby tensed, his muscles clamping down instinctively. She chuckled, spitting into her palm before rubbing the wetness over him. The intrusion was slow, deliberate, her finger working him open with torturous patience.

Clara finally brought the vibrator to his cockhead, the vibrations rippling through his shaft. Robby’s hips jerked, his breath coming in ragged bursts. The pleasure built too fast, a coil tightening in his gut. Shelly added a second finger, scissoring him, her knuckles brushing his prostate. Stars exploded behind his eyes.

“Wait—I’m gonna—”

Clara ripped the vibrator away. Robby cried out, his orgasm receding like a wave pulled back from shore. His cock twitched, desperate, but she kept the device just out of reach.

“Promise,” she said. “Promise to submit to us. To obey.”

“Yes—I promise, I promise—”

The vibrator returned, searing against his frenulum. Shelly crooned softly in his ear, her fingers pistoning faster. Clara’s free hand yanked the chain between his nipples, the pain-white and electric-colliding with the pleasure. Robby came with a shattered moan, his body bowing against the restraints. But Clara pulled the vibrator back again the moment his first pulse hit air, leaving him spasming, his orgasm fractured. Seed dribbled pathetically from his tip, pooling on the bench beneath him.

Shelly licked a stripe up his spine. “Good boy,” she whispered.

Clara unbuckled the restraints, her hands brisk, impersonal. The clamps came off with a swift tug, the aftershock jolting through him. She fastened a collar around his neck, the leather stiff, unyielding.

“Next time,” she said, securing the buckle, “we’ll see how well you keep that promise.”

Robby’s legs gave out as he stood. Shelly caught him, her arms steady, her lips brushing his. “You were perfect,” she said.

He believed her.

28 - DWAYNE’S SUBMISSIVE PROMISE

FM / Femdom / Interracial / BDSM / Public / Small Penis Humiliation / Jerk Off Instructions / Restraints / Blindfold / Dildo / Pegging

Dwayne walked into the Japanese restaurant, the scent of soy sauce and miso filling the air. His eyes immediately landed on the waitress behind the counter. She was stunning—sleek black hair tied back, her uniform hugging her figure in all the right places. Her name tag read Akiko. She glanced up, catching his gaze, and a small, knowing smile played on her lips as she approached.

“Welcome,” she said, her voice smooth and inviting. “Table for one?”

Dwayne nodded, unable to tear his eyes away. “Yeah, just me.”

She led him to a table, her hips swaying slightly as she walked. When she handed him the menu, their fingers brushed, and he felt a jolt of electricity. He cleared his throat, trying to focus on the menu, but his mind kept drifting back to her.

“So,” Akiko said, leaning in slightly, “what brings you here today?”

“Just… exploring,” Dwayne replied, his voice a little shaky. “I’ve never been here before.”

“Well, I hope you enjoy it,” she said, her smile widening. “Let me know if you need anything.”

As the meal went on, Akiko kept returning to his table, refilling his water, asking if he needed anything else. Each time, she lingered a little longer, her tone growing more flirtatious. By the time he finished his meal, Dwayne couldn’t resist.

“Hey, Akiko,” he said, looking up at her. “Would you… maybe want to go out sometime?”

She hesitated, her smile faltering for a moment. “A date?”

“Yeah,” Dwayne said quickly. “We can do whatever you want. Your choice.”

Akiko studied him for a moment, then nodded. “Alright. Give me your number.”

A few days later, Dwayne’s phone buzzed with a text from Akiko. She was outside his apartment. He grabbed his jacket and headed out, his heart racing. When he saw her car, he climbed in, giving her a nervous smile.

“Where are we going?” he asked.

“You’ll see,” she said, her tone playful.

They drove in silence for a while, the city lights passing by. When they finally stopped, Dwayne looked up at the building in front of them. It was sleek and modern, with a neon sign that read The Velvet Whip. His stomach dropped.

“A BDSM club?” he asked, his voice wavering.

Akiko turned to him, her expression serious. “You said we could do whatever I wanted.”

Dwayne swallowed hard, nodding. “Right. Yeah. I did.”

She smiled, reaching over to squeeze his hand. “Trust me.”

Inside, the club was dimly lit, the air thick with the scent of leather and sweat. Dwayne’s eyes widened as he saw men on their knees, being whipped by women in dominatrix outfits. His heart pounded in his chest as Akiko led him deeper into the club.

“This is where I come to unwind,” she said, her voice low. “Here, the women are in control.”

Dwayne nodded, his mouth dry. He didn’t know what to say.

Akiko spotted a woman across the room and waved her over. “Dwayne, this is Cami. She’s a friend of mine.”

Cami smiled, her eyes raking over Dwayne. “Nice to meet you.”

“Uh, yeah,” Dwayne stammered. “You too.”

Akiko took his hand again, leading him to a private room. The walls were lined with restraints and toys, and Dwayne felt a mix of fear and excitement bubbling inside him.

“Strip,” Akiko commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Dwayne hesitated, but the look in her eyes made him obey. He slowly removed his clothes, feeling exposed and vulnerable under their gaze.

Akiko and Cami exchanged a glance, then burst out laughing. “Oh my god,” Cami said, pointing at him. “It’s so small!”

Dwayne’s face burned with humiliation, but he couldn’t deny the thrill that shot through him.

“Jerk off,” Akiko ordered, crossing her arms.

Dwayne’s hands trembled as he wrapped them around his cock, stroking himself slowly. The women watched intently, their eyes dark with desire.

Cami grabbed a set of restraints and moved behind him, binding his wrists and ankles to a bench. Akiko stepped forward with a blindfold, tying it tightly around his eyes.

The world went dark, and Dwayne’s senses heightened. He felt Cami’s hand wrap around his cock, stroking him faster now. His breath came in short gasps as pleasure built inside him.

Then he felt something cold and slick press against his asshole. He tensed, but Akiko’s voice cut through the air. “Relax.”

The dildo pushed inside him, stretching him open. He moaned, the sensation overwhelming. Akiko began to thrust it in and out, each movement sending waves of pleasure through his body.

Cami’s hand worked his cock in rhythm with Akiko’s thrusts, and Dwayne felt himself teetering on the edge. “I’m gonna—” he started, but Akiko cut him off.

“Cum,” she commanded.

With a cry, Dwayne came, his body shuddering with release. The women continued to work him until he was spent, then they released the restraints and removed the blindfold.

Dwayne blinked up at them, his chest heaving. He felt humiliated, but also more turned on than he’d ever been in his life.

As they left the club, Akiko turned to him. “So… would you like to do it again?”

Dwayne hesitated for only a moment before nodding. “Yes.”

29 - A SMALL MAN SUBMITS

FM / Femdom / BBW / Masturbation / Jerk Off Instructions / Smothering / Strong Woman / Face Sitting / Cunnilingus / Handjob / Ruined Orgasm

“You call that a cock?” Cara’s voice was sharp, mocking, as she leaned back on the edge of the bed, her curvy figure framed by the dim light of the hotel room. Her eyes raked over Miles’s naked body, lingering on his small, trembling erection. She let out a low, throaty laugh, the sound both humiliating and electrifying. “Go on, then. Show me what you’ve got.”

Miles’s face burned, but his hand moved almost instinctively, wrapping around his shaft. He began to stroke himself, his movements awkward and self-conscious under her gaze. Cara watched him with a smirk, her full lips curling in amusement. “Pathetic,” she said, her voice dripping with disdain. “But I guess it’s all you’ve got, isn’t it?”

He didn’t answer. He couldn’t. His mind was a whirlwind of shame and arousal, the two emotions tangled together in a way he didn’t fully understand. He’d never felt like this before—so exposed, so vulnerable. And yet, there was something about the way she looked at him, the way she spoke to him, that made his heart race and his cock twitch in his hand.

Cara stood up, her movements slow and deliberate, and walked over to him. She was wearing nothing but a black lace bra and matching panties, her curves spilling out in all the right places. She was big, yes, but in a way that made her seem powerful, commanding. Miles couldn’t take his eyes off her.

“On the bed,” she ordered, pointing to the mattress behind her. “Now.”

Miles obeyed without hesitation, scrambling onto the bed and lying down on his back. His heart pounded in his chest as Cara climbed onto the bed after him, her weight pressing down on the mattress. She straddled his chest, her thighs framing his face, and leaned forward, her hands resting on either side of his head.

“You’re not going anywhere,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “You’re mine now.”

Miles tried to move, to shift beneath her, but her weight pinned him in place. He was trapped, completely at her mercy. The realization sent a shiver down his spine, his cock throbbing between his legs.

Cara reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the bed beside them. Her breasts spilled free, full and heavy, and Miles couldn’t help but stare.

She laughed again, the sound rich and warm. “Like what you see?” she asked, cupping one breast in her hand and squeezing it lightly. “Too bad you’ll never get to touch them.”

She shifted her weight slightly, moving lower on his body until she was sitting directly on his chest. Her thighs pressed against the sides of his face, and he could feel the heat radiating from her skin. She reached down and hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, sliding them down her legs and tossing them aside.

“Open your mouth,” she commanded, her voice firm.

Miles hesitated for a moment, but only a moment. Then he opened his mouth, his tongue darting out instinctively.

Cara lowered herself onto his face, her wetness pressing against his lips. “Lick,” she ordered, her voice breathless now.

He obeyed, his tongue flicking against her clit in slow, deliberate strokes.

Cara moaned softly, her hips grinding against his face as she rode his tongue. “That’s it,” she murmured, her voice thick with pleasure. “Just like that.”

Miles focused all his attention on her, his tongue working tirelessly to please her. He could feel her getting wetter, her moans growing louder with each passing second. It was intoxicating, the way she responded to him, the way she used him for her own pleasure.

Cara’s hands gripped the headboard for support as she rocked against his face, her movements becoming more urgent. “Don’t stop,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “Don’t you dare stop.”

He didn’t. His tongue moved faster, harder, driven by the need to make her cum. And then, with a loud cry, she did. Her body shuddered above him, her thighs clamping down on either side of his head as she came hard on his tongue.

For a moment, she stayed like that, riding out the waves of pleasure. Then she lifted herself off his face, her breathing heavy and uneven. She looked down at him, her eyes dark with satisfaction. “Not bad,” she said, a sly smile playing on her lips. “For a little man.”

Miles’s cock twitched at her words, the humiliation only fueling his arousal. Cara noticed and laughed softly. “Still hard, huh?” she teased, reaching down to wrap her hand around his shaft. “Let’s see if we can do something about that.”

She began to stroke him, her hand moving up and down his length in a slow, teasing rhythm. Miles groaned, his hips bucking involuntarily as pleasure shot through him. But just as he was about to reach the edge, Cara stopped, her hand stilling on his cock.

“Not yet,” she said, her voice firm. “You don’t get to cum yet.”

Miles whimpered, his body trembling with need. A small trickle of semen leaked from the tip of his cock, but it wasn’t enough. It wasn’t nearly enough.

Cara laughed again, the sound cruel and delicious. “Look at that,” she said, holding up her hand to show him the tiny drop of cum on her fingers. “You barely have anything in you. Pathetic.”

She wiped her hand on the sheets and climbed off the bed, leaving Miles lying there, desperate and humiliated. But as he watched her walk away, he realized something: he’d never been more turned on in his life.

“Get dressed,” Cara said over her shoulder as she picked up her clothes from the floor. “And don’t even think about asking for another round. You’re lucky I even let you touch me.”

Miles nodded silently, his mind still reeling from everything that had just happened. As he pulled on his clothes and left the hotel room, he couldn’t stop thinking about Cara—about the way she’d looked at him, the way she’d touched him, the way she’d made him feel.

He wanted more. He needed more. And he hoped—no, he prayed—that she would see him again.

30 - THE CONSEQUENCES OF INFIDELITY

FFM / Femdom / Medical / Sissy / Humiliation / Foot Worship / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation / Orgasm Denial / Chastity

Jerry shifted uncomfortably in the plush leather chair, his eyes darting between Hermione and the woman sitting across from them. Dr. Robin Brown was unlike any therapist he’d ever imagined. Her sharp, tailored suit hugged her figure in a way that made it hard for him to focus on anything else. Her dark hair was pulled back into a sleek ponytail, and her piercing green eyes seemed to see right through him. He felt exposed, vulnerable, and yet… intrigued.

Hermione crossed her arms, her expression a mix of frustration and determination. “Jerry promised he’d do whatever it takes to fix this,” she said, her voice firm. “He cheated, and now he needs to understand how I feel.”

Robin leaned forward, her lips curling into a faint smile. “And he will, Hermione. But first, Jerry needs to get in touch with his feminine side. Only then can he truly empathize with you.”

Jerry’s stomach dropped. “My… feminine side?” he stammered, his voice cracking slightly.

“Yes,” Robin replied smoothly, standing up and walking over to a small closet in the corner of her office. She opened it and pulled out a delicate set of lingerie—a lacy pink bra and matching panties, complete with a garter belt and sheer stockings. She held them out to Jerry, her gaze unwavering. “Put these on.”

Jerry’s face flushed crimson. “You can’t be serious.”

Hermione shot him a look. “You said you’d do whatever it takes, Jerry. Or was that just another lie?”

He swallowed hard, his pride warring with his desperation to save the relationship. Slowly, he reached out and took the lingerie from Robin’s hands. His fingers trembled as he clutched the soft fabric. “Where… where should I change?”

Robin gestured to a small bathroom off to the side. “In there. And don’t take too long.”

Jerry shuffled into the bathroom, his heart pounding. He stared at his reflection in the mirror, the lingerie dangling from his hand. This was humiliating. Degrading. And yet, as he began to undress, he couldn’t ignore the strange thrill that coursed through him. The lace felt foreign against his skin, but it also sent a shiver of excitement down his spine. He adjusted the bra awkwardly, the cups barely covering his chest, and stepped into the panties, pulling them up over his hips. The garter belt was trickier, but he managed to fasten it, attaching the stockings with trembling hands.

When he finally emerged from the bathroom, he felt like a fool. The lingerie clung to his body in all the wrong ways, and he could feel the heat of embarrassment creeping up his neck. Hermione’s eyes widened, and then she burst out laughing. Robin smirked, clearly enjoying his discomfort.

“Well, well,” Robin said, circling him slowly. “Look at you, Jerry. Quite the sissy, aren’t you?”

Jerry’s cheeks burned, but he didn’t respond. He couldn’t. His mind was a whirlwind of shame and arousal, and he wasn’t sure which emotion was stronger.

Hermione stopped laughing long enough to speak. “This is what you deserve, Jerry. You need to learn your place.”

Robin nodded in agreement. “Exactly. Now, Jerry, I want you to kneel before Hermione. Show her the respect she deserves.”

Jerry hesitated, but the look in Hermione’s eyes left no room for argument. He sank to his knees in front of her, the cool floor pressing against his bare skin. Hermione leaned back on the couch, extending one foot toward him. “Kiss it,” she commanded.

His heart raced as he leaned forward, pressing his lips to the top of her foot. The taste of her skin was faintly salty, and he could smell the subtle scent of her perfume. It was humiliating, but it also stirred something deep inside him. He moved to her toes, sucking gently on each one, his tongue swirling around them. Hermione let out a soft moan, her fingers tangling in his hair.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her voice dripping with condescension. “Now, touch yourself.”

Jerry froze, his hand hovering uncertainly over his crotch. “What?”

“You heard me,” Hermione said sharply. “Jerk off your little cock.”

His face burned even hotter, but he obeyed, his hand slipping beneath the lace of the panties to grasp his already-hard length. He began to stroke himself slowly, his breath coming in shallow gasps. The sensation was overwhelming—the softness of the lace against his skin, the way Hermione and Robin were watching him with such intensity. He could feel himself getting closer and closer to the edge.

But just as he was about to tip over, Robin’s voice cut through the haze of pleasure. “Stop.”

Jerry froze, his hand still gripping his cock tightly. He looked up at Robin, confusion and desperation written all over his face.

Robin walked over to him, holding something in her hand—a small, metal chastity device. She knelt down beside him, her fingers brushing against his thigh as she fastened the device around his cock. The cold metal sent a jolt through him, and he let out a whimper as she locked it in place.

“There,” Robin said, standing up and stepping back. “No more cheating, Jerry. Your orgasms belong to us now.”

Jerry stared down at the chastity device, his mind reeling. He should have been furious, humiliated, desperate to get it off. But instead, he felt… relieved. A strange sense of calm washed over him as he realized that he didn’t have to be in control anymore. He could just let go.

Hermione leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “You’re mine now, Jerry. And I’m going to make sure you never forget it.”

Jerry shivered, a wave of submission crashing over him. He didn’t know what would happen next, but for the first time in a long time, he felt like he was exactly where he belonged.

31 - A SHOCKING PUNISHMENT

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Porn / Paddling / Electric Wand / Handjob / Teasing / Orgasm Denial / Ruined Orgasm / Chastity

Corey walked through the front door, his shoulders tense, the weight of the day still pressing on him. He barely had time to kick off his shoes before Sarah’s voice cut through the quiet of the house. “In here. Now.” Her tone was sharp, commanding, and it sent a shiver down his spine. He knew that tone. It meant trouble.

He followed the sound of her voice to the bedroom, his heart pounding in his chest. The door was slightly ajar, and he pushed it open to find Sarah standing by the bed, arms crossed, her expression unreadable. On the big screen TV mounted on the wall, a paused porn video was displayed—the same one he’d been caught watching earlier that week. His stomach dropped.

“Sarah, I—” he started, but she cut him off with a single raised hand.

“Don’t,” she said, her voice low and steady. “You know the rules. No porn. And yet, here we are again.” She stepped closer, her eyes locking onto his. “You’ve left me no choice.”

Corey swallowed hard, his mouth suddenly dry. “Please, Sarah, I’m sorry. I won’t do it again. Just… don’t punish me.”

She tilted her head, a small, almost cruel smile playing on her lips. “Oh, Corey. You don’t get to decide that.” She gestured toward the bed. “Bend over.”

His legs felt like lead as he moved to the edge of the bed, his mind racing. He knew better than to argue when she was like this. He bent over, resting his hands on the mattress, his backside exposed as she pulled down his pants and boxers in one swift motion. The cool air hit his skin, making him shiver.

Sarah picked up the paddle from the nightstand, running her fingers along its smooth surface. “You need to learn,” she said, her voice calm but firm. “And if pain is what it takes, then so be it.”

The first strike came without warning, the sharp crack of the paddle against his ass sending a jolt of pain through him. He gasped, his fingers digging into the mattress. Another strike followed, then another, each one harder than the last. His skin burned, the sting radiating through him, but beneath the pain, something else stirred—a strange, twisted arousal that he couldn’t quite understand.

Sarah paused, setting the paddle aside. “Look at the screen,” she ordered.

Reluctantly, Corey turned his head, his eyes landing on the paused video. She hit play, and the sounds of moans and skin slapping filled the room. His cheeks flushed with embarrassment, but he couldn’t look away.

“This is what you wanted, isn’t it?” Sarah asked, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Well, now you get to watch it while I make sure you never forget this lesson.”

She grabbed a set of restraints from the drawer and quickly bound his wrists to the bedposts, pulling them tight so he couldn’t move. Then she picked up the electric wand, holding it up for him to see. “Let’s see how much you enjoy this.”

The first shock was mild, just enough to make him flinch. But the next one was stronger, a sharp jolt that made him cry out. She continued, alternating between light shocks and more intense ones, each one making his body tense and twitch. The pain was overwhelming, but so was the strange pleasure that came with it. He hated it and loved it all at once.

“Now,” Sarah said, switching off the wand and turning her attention back to the TV. She changed the video to one of a man submitting to a woman, the scene clearly designed to appeal to those with a submissive streak. “This is what you should be watching. This is what you should aspire to be.”

She moved behind him, her hands sliding down his back before wrapping around his cock. He was already hard, despite everything, and she gave him a slow, teasing stroke. “You’re going to learn to be a good submissive,” she whispered in his ear. “And I’m going to make sure you never forget who’s in charge.”

Her hand moved faster, her grip tightening just enough to make him groan. He could feel himself getting closer, the pressure building with every stroke.

“Please,” he begged, his voice trembling. “Please let me cum.”

Sarah laughed softly, her breath warm against his ear. “Not yet.” She slowed her hand, edging him closer and closer but never letting him tip over. “Beg for it.”

“Please,” he repeated, his voice breaking. “I need to cum. Please, Sarah.”

She sped up again, her hand moving in quick, firm strokes. He was right on the edge, his body trembling with anticipation. But just as he felt himself about to explode, she stopped completely, her hand leaving him entirely.

“No!” he cried out, his hips bucking involuntarily as a tiny dribble of cum escaped him. It wasn’t enough—not even close—and the frustration was almost unbearable.

Sarah laughed again, louder this time. “Pathetic,” she teased, leaning down to whisper in his ear. “But don’t worry. You’ll get used to it.”

She reached for the chastity device on the nightstand, unlocking it and sliding it onto his cock with practiced ease. The cold metal pressed against his sensitive skin, trapping him inside. He groaned, a mix of frustration and arousal coursing through him.

“There,” she said, stepping back to admire her handiwork. “Now you’ll think twice before disobeying me again.”

Corey lay there, his body still tingling from the shocks and the near-orgasm, his mind a whirlwind of emotions. He hated what she’d done to him—but at the same time, he’d never been more turned on in his life. The thought of being completely under her control, of giving himself over to her completely… it was intoxicating.

Sarah leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “You’re mine now. And I’m going to make sure you never forget it.”

32 - THE ISLAND OF ENCHANTMENT

FMMM / Femdom / Hypnosis / Wealthy / MM Handjob / Cunnilingus / Strap-on / Pegging

Shawn couldn’t believe his luck. The email had arrived out of nowhere, congratulating him on winning an all-expenses-paid tropical vacation. He’d never won anything in his life, and the timing couldn’t have been better. Work had been a grind, and the idea of escaping to a private island sounded like a dream come true. He packed his bags, boarded the private jet, and met the other winners—Tom and Mark. Both were handsome, confident men, and Shawn felt a flicker of curiosity about what the trip might entail.

The island was paradise. Palm trees swayed in the warm breeze, and the ocean sparkled under the sun. A sleek black car whisked them away to a sprawling mansion perched on a cliff overlooking the water. Inside, they were greeted by Ariana, their host. She was stunning—long, dark hair framing her face, piercing green eyes, and a smile that made Shawn’s stomach tighten. She welcomed them with champagne and a promise that this would be a vacation they’d never forget.

That evening, after a lavish dinner, Ariana led them to her bedroom. The room was dimly lit, candles casting flickering shadows on the walls. She turned to them, her voice low and hypnotic. “Gentlemen,” she began, “I have a confession to make. I’m not just your host. I’m a witch.” She paused, letting the words sink in. “And tonight, I’m going to show you pleasures you’ve never imagined.”

Before Shawn could process what she’d said, Ariana raised her hand, her fingers moving in a slow, intricate pattern. A strange warmth spread through his body, and his thoughts grew hazy. He glanced at Tom and Mark, who seemed equally entranced.

Ariana’s voice was soft but commanding. “Take off your clothes.”

Shawn didn’t hesitate. His hands moved almost on their own, unbuttoning his shirt and sliding off his pants. The air felt cool against his skin, but the heat inside him was building. Ariana handed each of them a piece of lingerie—frilly, delicate things that made Shawn blush as he slipped them on. He caught Tom’s eye, and for a moment, there was a flicker of uncertainty.

But then Ariana spoke again. “Touch each other.”

Tom’s hand reached out, brushing against Shawn’s cock. The sensation sent a jolt through him, and he gasped. His own hand moved instinctively, wrapping around Tom’s length. They stroked each other slowly at first, their breaths quickening as the pleasure built. Shawn’s heart pounded in his chest, his mind foggy but his body alive with sensation.

Ariana watched them with a satisfied smile, then began to undress. Her movements were deliberate, each piece of clothing falling away to reveal smooth, flawless skin. She lay back on the bed, spreading her legs invitingly. “Come here,” she murmured.

Shawn didn’t need to be told twice. He knelt between her legs, his mouth finding her pussy with an eagerness that surprised him. Her taste was intoxicating, sweet and musky, and he moaned against her as he licked and sucked. Tom and Mark joined him, their tongues exploring her folds as she writhed beneath them. The room was filled with the sounds of their heavy breathing and Ariana’s soft moans.

When she finally pulled away, Shawn felt dazed, his body thrumming with need. Ariana reached for a strap-on dildo, fastening it around her hips. She turned to Tom, guiding him onto his hands and knees. Shawn watched, transfixed, as she pushed into him, Tom’s gasp of pleasure sending a shiver down his spine. The sight was mesmerizing—Ariana’s hips moving rhythmically, Tom’s body trembling with each thrust.

Then it was Shawn’s turn. Ariana selected a larger dildo, her eyes locking with his as she approached. “Relax,” she whispered, her voice soothing yet commanding.

He lay back, his heart racing as she positioned herself between his legs. The first push made him tense, but she moved slowly, giving him time to adjust. The sensation was overwhelming—a mix of pressure and pleasure that made his head spin.

As she began to thrust, Shawn’s body responded eagerly. Each movement sent waves of ecstasy through him, his cock throbbing with need. He reached down, stroking himself in time with her rhythm. The room blurred around him, his focus narrowing to the feel of her inside him, the sound of her breathy moans. When he came, it was with a cry of release, his body shuddering as pleasure consumed him.

Ariana leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “Do you want to stay?” she asked, her voice soft but insistent. “Stay here with me, serve me.”

Shawn’s mind was still hazy, his body weak from the intensity of what he’d just experienced. He looked up at her, her green eyes holding him captive. “Yes,” he whispered, the word slipping out before he could think. “I’ll stay.”

She smiled, her fingers trailing down his chest. “Good boy.”

33 - THE PROFESSOR GETS PUNISHED

FM / Femdom / College / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation / Small Penis Humiliation / Bondage / Cunnilingus / Orgasm Denial / Chastity

Josh adjusted his tie nervously as he sat behind his desk, the late afternoon sunlight streaming through the blinds of his office. His heart pounded in his chest, a mix of anticipation and dread swirling in his gut. He’d been careful—or so he thought—but now Keisha stood in front of him, her arms crossed, her expression unreadable. She was stunning, as always, her dark eyes sharp and her lips pressed into a thin line. He’d been drawn to her from the moment she walked into his classroom, but this… this was a line he never should have crossed.

“Professor,” she said, her voice low and steady, “you’ve got some nerve.”

Josh swallowed hard, his throat dry. “Keisha, I… I didn’t mean to—”

“Save it,” she interrupted, taking a step closer. Her heels were silent on the carpeted floor, but her presence was anything but quiet. “You think I didn’t notice the way you looked at me? The way you talked to me? You’re lucky I haven’t gone straight to the dean.”

His stomach dropped. “Please, Keisha, let’s talk about this. I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable.”

She laughed, a short, bitter sound that made his skin crawl. “Uncomfortable? Oh, Professor, you have no idea what you’ve gotten yourself into.” She leaned over his desk, her face inches from his. “Take it out.”

Josh blinked, his mind racing. “What?”

“Your cock,” she said, her voice firm. “Take it out. Now.”

He hesitated, his hands trembling as he fumbled with his belt. His mind screamed at him to stop, to walk away, but something deeper, something he couldn’t quite name, compelled him to obey. He unzipped his pants, pulling himself free, his erection already half-hard despite the fear coursing through him.

Keisha glanced down, her lips curling into a smirk. “Pathetic,” she said, her tone dripping with disdain. “I expected more from you, Professor.”

Josh felt his face flush with humiliation, but he couldn’t look away. Her words stung, but they also sent a jolt of arousal through him that he couldn’t ignore. She stepped back, her eyes never leaving his.

“Lie down,” she commanded, pointing to the floor.

He obeyed without question, lowering himself onto the carpet. The coolness of the floor against his back was a stark contrast to the heat building inside him. Keisha knelt beside him, her fingers deftly untying his necktie. She pulled it free, then used it to bind his wrists together above his head. The fabric was tight, cutting into his skin just enough to remind him of his helplessness.

“Good,” she murmured, standing up and smoothing her skirt.

She lifted it slowly, revealing that she wasn’t wearing any panties. Josh’s breath caught in his throat as she straddled his face, her thighs pressing against either side of his head.

“Eat,” she ordered, her voice firm.

Josh hesitated for only a moment before leaning forward, his tongue finding her wetness. She was warm and sweet, her taste flooding his senses as he began to lick her slowly, deliberately. Keisha moaned softly, her hips grinding against his face as she took what she wanted from him. He could feel her arousal growing, her body trembling as she neared the edge.

“Faster,” she demanded, her hands gripping his hair tightly.

Josh obeyed, his tongue moving more quickly, more urgently. He could feel her clenching around him, her moans growing louder as she came, her juices flowing freely onto his face. She shuddered above him, her body going still for a moment before she pulled away, leaving him breathless and aching.

She knelt beside him again, her fingers trailing down his chest until they reached his cock. He was fully hard now, throbbing with need as she wrapped her hand around him. She stroked him slowly, her touch light and teasing.

“Please,” he begged, his voice hoarse. “Let me cum.”

Keisha shook her head, a wicked smile playing on her lips. “Not yet,” she said, releasing him and reaching into her bag. She pulled out a small device—a chastity cage—and held it up for him to see. “From now on, your orgasms belong to me.”

Josh’s eyes widened as she slid the cage onto him, locking it in place. The cold metal was a cruel reminder of his submission, his arousal trapped and denied. Keisha leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear.

“You’re mine now,” she whispered. “And I expect you to wear this tomorrow during class.” She pulled a collar from her bag, fastening it around his neck. The leather was soft but unyielding, a symbol of her control.

Josh’s mind raced, a mix of fear and excitement coursing through him. He wasn’t sure what he’d gotten himself into, but as Keisha stood up and smoothed her skirt, he couldn’t deny the thrill that ran through him at the thought of what was to come.

“See you tomorrow, Professor,” she said, her voice dripping with promise as she walked out of the office, leaving him bound and collared on the floor.

34 - ENTRANCED BY HER CURVES

FM / Femdom / BDSM / BBW / Cheating / Hypnosis / Cunnilingus / Bondage / Restraints / Wax Play / Vibrator / Teasing / Anal Play

George sat across from Kara at the small, dimly lit restaurant, picking at his food. The conversation was light, but his mind wandered. He couldn’t help but feel a growing dissatisfaction, a longing for something more. Kara was sweet, kind, and beautiful in her own way, but she wasn’t… her. She wasn’t the kind of woman who could take control, who could make him feel small, vulnerable, and utterly consumed. He pushed the thought away, guilt gnawing at him.

Then, he saw Charlene.

She walked into the restaurant like she owned the place. She was tall, curvaceous, and exuded confidence. Her hips swayed with every step, her full lips painted a deep red that made George’s mouth go dry. She caught his eye almost immediately, her gaze locking onto his with an intensity that made his heart race. He looked away quickly, cheeks burning, but he could feel her eyes on him still.

When he dared to glance back, she was smiling—a slow, knowing smile that sent a shiver down his spine. She winked at him, and George felt his stomach flip. He tried to focus on Kara, on the conversation they were having, but his attention kept drifting back to Charlene. She was sitting alone now, sipping a glass of wine, her eyes never leaving him.

By the time dinner was over, George was a mess. He kissed Kara goodbye, promising to call her later, and headed for the door. But as he stepped outside, he felt a hand on his arm. He turned, and there she was.

“Leaving so soon?” Charlene purred, her voice low and sultry. “I couldn’t help but notice you staring at me all night.”

George stammered, his face flushing. “I—I wasn’t—”

“Oh, don’t lie,” she interrupted, stepping closer. Her perfume enveloped him, warm and intoxicating. “You were looking at me like you wanted to devour me. Or maybe… like you wanted me to devour you.”

George’s breath caught. He should have walked away. He should have gone home to Kara. But he didn’t. He couldn’t. Charlene’s presence was magnetic, pulling him in, and before he knew it, he was nodding.

“Good boy,” she said, her smile widening. “Let’s go.”

Her apartment was just a few blocks away, and the walk felt like an eternity. George’s heart pounded with every step, his mind racing with both excitement and guilt. But when they stepped inside, all thoughts of Kara vanished.

The bedroom was unlike anything he’d ever seen. The walls were adorned with dark, sensual artwork, and in the corner stood a collection of BDSM equipment—restraints, whips, candles, and more. George’s eyes widened, his pulse quickening.

Charlene turned to him, her expression serious now. “Take off your clothes.”

George hesitated, his hands trembling. “I—I don’t know if I can—”

“Do it,” she commanded, her voice firm but not unkind. “You want this. I can see it in your eyes.”

It was as if he was hypnotized by her beauty. As she gazed into his eyes, his resistance vanished. Slowly, he began to undress, his movements clumsy and awkward. Charlene watched him with an appraising gaze, her lips curving into a satisfied smile as he stood before her, completely exposed.

“Now get on the bed,” she ordered.

George obeyed, lying down on the soft mattress. Charlene stripped off her dress with practiced ease, revealing her voluptuous body in all its glory. She climbed onto the bed, straddling his face without hesitation.

“Eat me,” she commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument.

George hesitated for only a moment before leaning forward, his tongue finding her clit. She tasted incredible—sweet and tangy, with a hint of something earthy that made his head spin. He licked and sucked eagerly, his hands gripping her thighs as she moaned above him.

“That’s it,” she breathed, grinding against his face. “Just like that.”

Her pleasure was intoxicating, and George found himself lost in the rhythm of it. He could feel her body tensing, hear her breathing quicken, and then she came with a loud cry, her juices flooding his mouth.

When she finally pulled away, George was panting, his cock throbbing with need. But Charlene wasn’t done with him yet.

She reached for a set of restraints, binding his wrists and ankles to the bedposts with practiced ease. George’s heart raced as she leaned over him, a wicked gleam in her eyes.

“You’re mine now,” she whispered, trailing a finger down his chest. “And I’m going to make you feel things you’ve never felt before.”

She grabbed a candle from the nightstand, lighting it with a match. George’s eyes widened as she tilted it over his chest, letting the hot wax drip onto his skin. The pain was sharp but fleeting, quickly replaced by a strange, tingling pleasure.

“Do you like that?” she asked, her voice teasing.

George nodded, unable to speak. His cock twitched as she continued to drizzle the wax over his body, each drop sending a jolt of sensation through him.

When she finally set the candle aside, Charlene wrapped her hand around his cock, stroking him slowly at first, then faster as he grew harder in her grasp. George groaned, his hips bucking against the restraints.

“Please,” he begged, his voice hoarse. “Please let me cum.”

Charlene smirked, reaching for a vibrator on the nightstand. She turned it on, the low hum filling the room as she pressed it against the base of his cock. George gasped, his entire body trembling with anticipation.

But then she did something he wasn’t expecting. She moved the vibrator lower, pressing it against his asshole. George’s eyes flew open, a strangled moan escaping his lips as she pushed it inside.

The sensation was overwhelming—intense pleasure mixed with a deep, aching need. Charlene worked the vibrator in and out of him, her other hand still stroking his cock. It didn’t take long before George was on the edge, his entire body tensing as he came harder than he ever had before.

When it was over, Charlene released him from the restraints, her expression soft now. “So,” she said, running a hand through his hair. “Will I be seeing you again?”

George hesitated for only a moment before nodding. “Yes,” he said quietly. “I’ll be back.”

As he left her apartment, his mind was a whirlwind of emotions. Guilt gnawed at him, but it was overshadowed by something else—something deeper. He knew he should feel bad about betraying Kara, but all he could think about was Charlene. She was everything he’d been craving, everything he’d been too afraid to admit he wanted.

And he knew he couldn’t stay away.

35 - A STRONG WOMAN’S DOMINANCE

FM / Femdom / BDSM / BBW / Public / Vibrator / Teasing / Cunnilingus / Strap-on / Pegging

Finn stood outside the unassuming building, his heart pounding in his chest. The neon sign above the door blinked softly, casting a faint glow on the sidewalk. The Labyrinth, it read. He’d heard whispers about this place—a BDSM club where people explored their deepest desires. He’d never considered himself bold, but curiosity had gotten the better of him. Tonight, he’d step into the unknown.

The bouncer at the door gave him a nod, and Finn flashed the membership card he’d nervously applied for online. Inside, the atmosphere was electric. The dim lighting, the low hum of conversation, and the occasional flash of leather and latex all combined to create a world that felt surreal. Finn’s palms were sweaty as he wandered through the space, his eyes darting from one scene to another. He felt out of place, but there was something thrilling about being here.

Then he saw her.

Erin was impossible to miss. She was tall, towering over most of the people in the room, her curves accentuated by a tight spandex outfit that clung to her like a second skin. Her presence was magnetic, and Finn found himself staring, unable to look away. She stood near the bar, a glass of wine in her hand, her gaze scanning the room with a confidence that made Finn’s legs feel weak.

When her eyes landed on him, Finn froze. She smiled, a slow, knowing smile that sent a shiver down his spine. Before he could think of what to do, she was walking toward him, her hips swaying with every step.

“First time?” she asked, her voice low and smooth.

Finn nodded, his throat suddenly dry. “Yeah.”

She tilted her head, studying him. “You look nervous. Don’t be. What’s your name?”

“Finn,” he managed to say.

“I’m Erin,” she said, extending a hand. Her grip was firm, and Finn felt a jolt of electricity from the contact. “So, Finn, what brings you here?”

He hesitated, unsure of how to answer. “I… I’ve always been curious. About… submission.”

Erin’s smile widened. “Curiosity is a good place to start. Would you like to explore that?”

Finn’s heart raced. “Yes.”

“Good,” she said, her tone shifting slightly, taking on a more commanding edge. “Follow me.”

She led him through the club, her presence commanding attention wherever she went. Finn felt like every eye was on them, but he couldn’t bring himself to care. He was too focused on Erin, on the way she moved, on the way she made him feel.

They entered a private room, the door closing behind them with a soft click. The room was spacious, dominated by a large bed in the center. Finn’s nerves returned in full force, but Erin’s calm demeanor helped steady him.

“Strip,” she said, her voice firm but not unkind.

Finn blinked, his hands trembling as he reached for the hem of his shirt. He hesitated, but Erin’s sharp look spurred him into action. Piece by piece, he removed his clothing until he stood before her completely exposed. His skin prickled under her gaze, and he felt a mix of vulnerability and excitement.

Erin stepped closer, her eyes raking over his body. “You’re more than I expected,” she said, her voice softening slightly. “Lie down on the bed.”

Finn obeyed, his movements awkward but eager. He settled onto the soft mattress, his breathing shallow as he watched Erin approach. She moved with a grace that belied her size, her every action deliberate and unhurried.

Without warning, she reached down and grabbed him, lifting him effortlessly onto the bed. Finn gasped, his body flattening against the mattress as she pinned him down. Her weight pressed against him, and he could feel the strength in her arms as she held him in place. He struggled briefly, testing her hold, but she didn’t budge.

“Good,” she murmured, her breath warm against his ear. “You’re strong, but not strong enough to escape me.”

Finn’s cock twitched at her words, and Erin noticed. She smirked, reaching between them to grasp him firmly. His hips bucked involuntarily, but her grip was unyielding. Using her free hand, she produced a small vibrator, the buzzing sound filling the room.

“Let’s see how well you can handle this,” she said, pressing the vibrator to the tip of his cock.

Finn gasped, his back arching off the bed. The sensation was intense, sending jolts of pleasure through his body. He writhed beneath her, desperate for more, but Erin kept the pace slow and teasing.

“Please,” he begged, his voice trembling. “More.”

Erin chuckled, the sound dark and sultry. “Patience, Finn. You’ll get what you want when I decide you’ve earned it.”

She continued to tease him, varying the intensity of the vibrations and watching as his reactions grew more and more desperate. Finally, she relented, pulling the vibrator away and releasing his cock. Finn groaned in frustration, but Erin was already moving.

She stood, her hands moving to the zipper of her spandex outfit. Slowly, she peeled it off, revealing her voluptuous body. Finn’s breath caught as he took her in—the soft curves of her hips, the fullness of her breasts, the way her skin glowed in the dim light. She was stunning, and Finn felt a surge of desire that left him lightheaded.

Erin climbed onto the bed, her weight pressing into the mattress as she straddled Finn’s face. “Earn your reward,” she said, lowering herself onto his mouth.

Finn didn’t hesitate. He buried his face between her thighs, his tongue working eagerly to please her. Erin moaned, her hands gripping the headboard as she ground against him. He could taste her, sweet and intoxicating, and he felt a thrill knowing he was the one making her feel this way.

Her moans grew louder, her movements more frantic as she neared her climax. With a final, shuddering gasp, she came, her thighs tightening around Finn’s head as she rode out the waves of pleasure.

When she finally pulled away, Finn was panting, his cock aching with need. Erin smiled down at him, her eyes dark with satisfaction. “You’re not done yet,” she said, reaching for a strap-on dildo that had been lying on the bedside table.

Finn’s eyes widened as she fastened the harness around her hips, the dildo jutting out from between her legs. She pushed him onto his stomach, positioning herself behind him. Finn felt a mix of fear and anticipation as she coated the dildo with lube, her hands spreading him open.

“Relax,” she murmured, pressing the tip against his entrance. “This will feel good if you let it.”

Finn took a deep breath, forcing himself to relax as she pushed inside. The stretch was intense, but the pleasure quickly followed. Erin began to move, her thrusts steady and deep. Finn moaned, his hands grabbing at the sheets as she filled him completely.

The sensation was overwhelming, and Finn felt himself unraveling beneath her. His cock throbbed, precum dripping onto the sheets as Erin continued to fuck him. He could feel her hips slamming against his ass, the sound of skin against skin filling the room.

“Yes,” he gasped, his voice hoarse. “Harder.”

Erin obliged, her thrusts growing more forceful. Finn’s body trembled, his pleasure building with every movement. With a final, desperate cry, he came, his cock pulsing as he spilled onto the bed. Erin continued to fuck him through his climax, her own moans growing louder until she finally stilled, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

They lay there for a moment, the room silent except for their breathing. Eventually, Erin pulled away, removing the strap-on and sitting on the edge of the bed. Finn rolled onto his back, his body still tingling from the aftershocks.

Erin looked down at him, a small smile playing on her lips. “You did well,” she said. “Better than I expected.”

Finn felt a swell of pride at her words. “Thank you.”

She stood, gathering her clothes and tossing Finn his. “Get dressed,” she said. “We should talk.”

Finn obeyed, his movements slow as he pulled on his clothes. When they were both dressed, Erin turned to him, her expression thoughtful.

“I’d like to see you again,” she said. “If you’re interested.”

Finn nodded eagerly. “I’d love that.”

Erin smiled, pulling out her phone. “Give me your number. We’ll arrange something.”

Finn handed over his phone, watching as she typed in her contact information. As he left the club, his mind was buzzing with excitement. He couldn’t believe what had just happened, but he knew one thing for certain—he couldn’t wait to see Erin again.

36 - AN INTERCEPTED PACKAGE

FM / Femdom / Strap-on / Pegging / Dildo Blowjob

“What the hell is this?” Minnie held up the silicone dildo, her eyebrow arched in a mix of amusement and surprise. Her voice was sharp, cutting through the silence of the living room like a knife.

Robert froze in the doorway, his briefcase slipping from his hand and hitting the floor with a dull thud. His face burned crimson as he stared at the object in her hand. The strap-on dildo he’d ordered online—his secret experiment—was now dangling between Minnie’s fingers, its glossy surface catching the light.

“I-I can explain,” Robert stammered, his throat dry.

Minnie tilted her head, a sly grin spreading across her lips. “Oh, I think this explains itself,” she said, waving the dildo in the air. “Are you going to tell me you ordered this for a friend? Or maybe you’re starting a new hobby?” She laughed, a low, teasing sound that made Robert’s stomach twist.

He swallowed hard, his heart pounding in his chest. “I thought—I thought maybe we could… try something new,” he mumbled, unable to meet her eyes.

Minnie’s grin widened. “New? Oh, honey, this is very new.” She stepped closer, the dildo still in hand. “Why didn’t you just tell me? Were you scared I’d laugh at you?”

Robert’s cheeks burned hotter. “Maybe,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper.

Minnie reached out, her fingers brushing against his cheek. “You’re silly, you know that?” she said softly. “But I like it. Come on, let’s see what this thing can do.”

She took his hand and led him toward the bedroom. Robert’s legs felt like jelly, his mind racing. He hadn’t expected this—hadn’t expected her to be so bold, so commanding. Part of him wanted to run, but another part, deeper and more insistent, was throbbing with anticipation.

Inside the bedroom, Minnie turned to him, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Strip,” she ordered, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Robert hesitated, but only for a moment. Slowly, he began to undress, his hands trembling as he unbuttoned his shirt. Minnie watched him, her gaze steady, her lips curved in a knowing smile. When he was down to his boxers, she stepped forward and hooked her fingers into the waistband, pulling them down in one swift motion.

His erection sprung free, already hard and aching. Minnie glanced at it, then back up at him. “Looks like someone’s excited,” she teased. She reached out, her fingers grazing the tip, and Robert shuddered.

Minnie stepped back, her hands going to the buttons of her blouse. She undressed slowly, teasingly, revealing a black lace lingerie set that made Robert’s breath catch. She smirked at his reaction, then picked up the strap-on from where she’d set it on the bed. She fastened it around her waist, adjusting the harness until the dildo hung prominently between her legs.

“On your knees,” she commanded, her voice firm.

Robert sank to the floor, his heart pounding. He looked up at her, the dildo mere inches from his face. It was larger than he’d expected, thicker, and the sight of it made his stomach flip with both fear and desire.

“Open up,” Minnie said, her tone leaving no room for hesitation.

Robert parted his lips, and Minnie guided the tip of the dildo into his mouth. The silicone was smooth, tasteless, and cool against his tongue. He began to suck tentatively, his cheeks hot with embarrassment.

“That’s it,” Minnie murmured, her voice soft and encouraging. “Take it deeper.”

Robert obeyed, sliding more of the dildo into his mouth. It pressed against the back of his throat, and he gagged slightly. Minnie’s hand tangled in his hair, holding him in place.

“Good boy,” she purred. “Such a pretty mouth. Now suck it like you mean it.”

Robert closed his eyes, focusing on the sensation of the silicone filling his mouth. He moved his tongue around it, sucking harder, his inhibitions melting away with every second. The humiliation of it all—the way Minnie was watching him, the way she was controlling him—only fueled his arousal.

Minnie pulled the dildo out of his mouth with a slick pop. “Not bad,” she said with a smirk. “But we’re just getting started.”

She reached for the bottle of lube on the nightstand, squeezing a generous amount onto her fingers. “Turn around,” she ordered. “On your hands and knees.”

Robert hesitated, his nerves flaring again, but the look in Minnie’s eyes—intense, commanding—left no room for doubt. He turned around, positioning himself on the bed, his ass exposed. The cool air against his skin sent a shiver down his spine.

Minnie knelt behind him, her fingers slick with lube. She traced his entrance, teasing him, making him squirm. “Relax,” she said softly. “This is going to feel so good.”

Robert clenched his fists in the sheets, his breath coming in short, shallow gasps. When Minnie pressed a finger inside him, he gasped, the sensation both foreign and electrifying. She moved her finger slowly, stretching him, preparing him. Then she added a second finger, and Robert moaned, his hips pushing back against her hand.

“You like that, don’t you?” Minnie whispered, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “You can’t wait to feel this inside you.”

Robert nodded, unable to form words. The pleasure was overwhelming, consuming, and he wanted more.

Minnie withdrew her fingers and picked up the strap-on, positioning it against him. “Ready?” she asked, her voice low and sultry.

“Yes,” Robert whispered, his voice trembling.

Minnie pushed forward, the tip of the dildo pressing into him. Robert’s body resisted at first, but then it gave way, and the silicone slid inside him, stretching him, filling him. He groaned, the sensation unlike anything he’d ever felt before.

Minnie gripped his hips, guiding him onto the dildo with slow, steady strokes. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure through Robert, his cock throbbing with need. He rocked back against her, losing himself in the rhythm, in the feeling of being completely dominated by her.

“That’s it,” Minnie murmured, her breath hot against his ear. “Take it all. You’re such a good sissy for me.”

Her words sent a jolt of arousal through him, and he moaned, his body trembling with the intensity of it. Minnie’s thrusts grew harder, faster, pushing him closer to the edge. His orgasm built, a coiled spring ready to snap.

“I’m close,” Robert gasped, his voice ragged.

“Cum for me,” Minnie commanded, her tone leaving no room for disobedience.

With a cry, Robert came, his body convulsing as pleasure erupted through him. The dildo filled him, stretching him, and he clung to the sensation, wanting it to last forever.

Minnie slowed her thrusts, easing him down from the high. She leaned over him, her lips brushing against his ear. “You were amazing,” she whispered. “And next time, it’s going to be even better.

Robert trembled, his body still pulsing with aftershocks. He didn’t know what had come over him, but he knew one thing for certain—he wanted more.

37 - HIS BOSS’S COMMAND

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Workplace / Boss Employee / Cunnilingus / Whipping / Strap-on / Pegging

“Get on your knees, Frank,” Serena commanded, her voice sharp and unwavering. Her black leather outfit gleamed under the dim basement lighting, the air thick with tension and the faint scent of leather and musk.

Frank hesitated, his heart pounding in his chest. He had never imagined his boss, Serena, the composed and unapproachable woman he had admired from afar for months, would ever be standing before him like this. But here she was, her piercing gaze daring him to disobey.

“Now,” she snapped, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Frank dropped to his knees, the cold concrete floor pressing against his skin through his slacks. His throat felt dry, his mind racing with a mix of fear and anticipation. He had come here to save his job, but it was clear now that Serena had something entirely different in mind.

Serena stepped closer, her heels clicking softly against the floor. She tilted his chin up with a gloved hand, forcing him to meet her eyes. “You’ve been staring at me all week, Frank,” she said, her voice low and dangerous. “You think I didn’t notice? You think I didn’t see the way you looked at me in the boardroom, in the elevator, in my office?”

Frank swallowed hard, his face flushing with embarrassment. He had tried to hide his attraction, but apparently, he hadn’t been as discreet as he thought.

“I… I’m sorry, Serena,” he stammered, his voice trembling.

“Don’t be sorry,” she replied, a sly smile curving her lips. “Be obedient.” She stepped back, her eyes never leaving his. “Strip. Now.”

Frank’s hands shook as he reached for his tie, pulling it loose and tossing it to the side. His shirt followed, then his pants, until he was kneeling before her completely exposed, his skin prickling under the cool air of the basement.

Serena watched him with a predatory gaze, her gloved hands resting on her hips. “Good boy,” she purred, her approval sending a shiver down his spine. She unzipped the crotch of her leather outfit, revealing her smooth, shaved skin beneath. She didn’t wear underwear, and the sight of her bare pussy made Frank’s breath catch.

She walked over to a bench against the wall and sat down, spreading her legs wide. “Come here,” she ordered, her voice commanding yet smooth.

Frank crawled toward her on his hands and knees, his cock already hard and throbbing. When he reached her, she placed a hand on the back of his head, guiding his face between her legs.

“Lick,” she instructed, her tone leaving no room for hesitation.

Frank obeyed, his tongue flicking out to taste her. She was already wet, her arousal evident in the way her juices coated his tongue. He pressed his mouth against her, delving deeper, savoring her flavor as he explored her folds with his tongue.

Serena let out a soft moan, her fingers tightening in his hair. “That’s it,” she encouraged, her voice breathy. “Don’t stop.”

Frank buried his face deeper, his tongue circling her clit before plunging into her entrance. He worked her with a steady rhythm, his hands gripping her thighs as he devoured her. Serena’s moans grew louder, her body writhing against his mouth as she drew closer to her climax.

When she came, it was with a sharp cry, her hips bucking against his face as her orgasm washed over her. Frank didn’t stop, continuing to lick and suck until she pushed him away, her chest heaving as she caught her breath.

“Good,” she said, her voice thick with satisfaction. “Now, bend over the bench.”

Frank hesitated for a moment, but the look in Serena’s eyes told him there was no room for argument. He stood, his knees weak, and bent over the bench, his ass exposed to her.

Serena picked up a whip from a nearby rack, running her fingers along its length before cracking it against his backside. The sting was sharp and immediate, and Frank gasped, his hands gripping the edge of the bench as she struck him again.

With each lash, the pain mingled with a strange, growing pleasure. His cock throbbed harder with every strike, his body responding to the mix of pain and dominance. Serena didn’t hold back, her strikes precise and deliberate, each one leaving a mark on his skin. When she finally stopped, Frank was panting, his body trembling with arousal.

Serena stepped closer, running her hand over his ass, feeling the heat of his skin beneath her fingers. “Do you like that, Frank?” she asked, her voice dripping with satisfaction.

“Yes,” he whispered, his voice hoarse.

She chuckled, a low, throaty sound that sent another shiver through him. “Good. Because there’s more.”

She walked over to a shelf, picking up a strap-on dildo and fastening it around her hips. The sight of it made Frank’s stomach clench with both fear and anticipation.

“Ready?” she asked, positioning herself behind him.

Frank nodded, his heart pounding in his chest. He felt the cold tip of the dildo press against his entrance, and he gripped the bench tighter, bracing himself.

Serena pushed into him slowly, the stretch intense but not unbearable. Frank gasped, his body adjusting to the intrusion as she began to thrust, her pace steady and deliberate.

The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of pleasure and pain that made his head spin. With each thrust, the dildo pressed against that spot inside him that sent waves of pleasure coursing through his body. His cock was so hard it ached, precum dripping onto the bench beneath him.

“You’re taking it so well,” Serena murmured, her voice thick with approval. She grabbed his hips, thrusting deeper, faster, until Frank felt himself on the edge.

When he came, it was with a cry, his cock pulsing as ropes of cum splattered onto the bench. Serena kept fucking him, his orgasm only intensifying the pleasure until she finally pulled out, leaving him trembling and spent.

She stepped back, a satisfied smile on her lips as she removed the strap-on. “Good boy,” she said, running her fingers through his hair. “You’ve earned your job… for now.”

Frank could only nod, his mind hazy with exhaustion and pleasure. Serena walked over to a drawer, pulling out a black leather collar. She fastened it around his neck, the cool leather pressing against his skin.

“Wear this to work tomorrow,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument. “Let everyone know who you belong to.”

Frank touched the collar, a strange sense of pride swelling in his chest. He had never imagined submitting to someone like Serena, but now, he couldn’t imagine anything else.

“Yes, Serena,” he murmured, his voice filled with reverence.

She smiled, leaning down to kiss the top of his head. “Now, get dressed. You have work tomorrow.”

Frank obeyed, his body still buzzing with the aftermath of their encounter. As he pulled on his clothes, he couldn’t help but wonder what Serena had in store for him next. And for the first time, he realized he couldn’t wait to find out.

38 - A CELEBRITY AT THE DEPARTMENT STORE

FM / Femdom / Celebrity / Wealthy / BDSM / Cunnilingus / Vibrator / Strap-on / Pegging

Chris was restocking shelves in the men’s department when he felt it—a shift in the air, a sudden buzz that made him glance up from the pile of shirts in his arms. And there she was. Claire Jacobs, the Claire Jacobs, stood just feet away, her presence commanding the entire room. She wore oversized sunglasses perched on her nose, a sleek leather jacket hugged her frame, and her heels clicked softly against the polished floor as she approached him. Chris froze, his heart skipping a beat.

“Hi,” she said, her voice smooth and low, pulling off her glasses to reveal piercing blue eyes that locked onto his. “You’re Chris, right?”

“Uh, yeah,” he stammered, quickly setting down the shirts and wiping his hands on his pants. “That’s me. Can I help you with something?”

Claire smirked, a playful glint in her eyes as she stepped closer. “Actually, I think you’re the something I need help with.” Her gaze traveled over him, lingering on the curve of his shoulders, the way his shirt clung to his torso. “You work here every day?”

Chris felt his cheeks heat up. “Yeah, most days. Why?”

“Good,” she purred, taking another step closer. “I might need to come back more often.” Her fingers brushed against his arm, sending a shiver down his spine. “You’re exactly my type, Chris.”

He swallowed hard, trying to keep his composure. “I—thanks. That’s… flattering.”

Claire laughed softly, a sound that was both intoxicating and disarming. “Don’t be shy. I like a man who knows how to handle himself.” She leaned in, her breath warm against his ear. “What time do you get off work?”

“Six,” he managed to say, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Perfect,” she murmured, pulling back just enough to look at him again. “My limo will be waiting outside. Don’t keep me waiting.”

Before he could respond, she slipped her sunglasses back on and walked away, leaving Chris standing there, heart pounding in his chest. The rest of his shift dragged on, every minute feeling like an eternity. His mind raced with possibilities, his body buzzing with anticipation. He couldn’t stop thinking about her—her voice, her touch, the way she looked at him like she could see straight through him.

—

Finally, the clock struck six. Chris clocked out, his hands trembling as he grabbed his jacket and headed for the exit. Sure enough, a sleek black limo was parked at the curb, the driver holding the door open for him. Chris climbed in, the leather seats cool against his skin, and the car pulled away.

The ride was a blur, his nerves twisting into knots as they drove through the city and into a sprawling estate. The limo stopped in front of a massive mansion, its towering windows glowing with soft light. Chris stepped out, his breath catching in his throat as he took in the grandeur of the place.

Claire greeted him at the door, dressed in a silk robe that clung to her curves. “You made it,” she said with a sly smile, ushering him inside.

The interior was just as opulent as the exterior, with chandeliers sparkling overhead and art lining the walls. She led him to a sitting room where a bottle of wine and two glasses waited.

“Drink?” she offered, pouring him a glass without waiting for an answer.

Chris took it, his fingers brushing hers as he accepted the glass. “Thanks.”

They sat on the plush couch, Claire’s robe slipping slightly to reveal the delicate lace of her lingerie beneath. She smiled knowingly, her gaze never leaving his. “So, Chris,” she began, her voice low and teasing, “do you like to play?”

He blinked, unsure of how to respond. “Play?”

She leaned in closer, her lips hovering just inches from his. “You know… games. Fun. The kind that makes you forget everything else.”

Chris felt his pulse quicken. “I—I guess I could be open to that.”

Claire’s smile widened. “Good. Come with me.”

She stood, offering him her hand. He took it, letting her lead him through the mansion and up a grand staircase to her bedroom. The moment they stepped inside, Chris’s eyes widened. The room was filled with ropes, cuffs, and various pieces of equipment that left little to the imagination.

“Surprised?” Claire asked, her tone dripping with amusement.

“A little,” he admitted, his gaze darting around the room.

She stepped closer, her fingers trailing up his chest. “Don’t be. Everything here is for pleasure. Our pleasure.” She tilted her head, studying him. “Are you interested?”

Chris hesitated, his mind racing, but the heat in her eyes was undeniable. “Yeah,” he said finally, his voice steady despite the storm of emotions inside him.

Claire’s smile was triumphant. “Good. Strip.”

He obeyed, his hands trembling as he pulled off his shirt and pants, leaving him bare before her.

Claire’s gaze roamed over his body, her lips curling into a satisfied smirk. “You’re even better than I imagined,” she murmured, stepping closer. She reached out, her fingers tracing the lines of his torso before moving lower, her touch sending waves of heat through him. “Lie down,” she instructed, her voice firm yet soft.

Chris obeyed, lying back on the bed as Claire climbed onto it, straddling his hips.

She leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “Trust me,” she whispered before shifting her weight, moving up until she was positioned above his face.

Chris’s heart pounded as Claire lowered herself onto him, her warmth pressing against his mouth. He hesitated for a moment before tentatively flicking his tongue against her, tasting her sweetness. Claire let out a soft moan, her hands gripping the headboard for support as she began to move against him.

Her rhythm was slow at first, teasing, but soon she was riding his face with abandon, her moans growing louder with each passing second. Chris focused on her clit, his tongue working in circles as she ground against him. Her thighs tightened around his head, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps as she neared her release.

When she came, her body shuddered, her juices coating his tongue as she cried out. She stayed there for a moment, panting, before sliding off him and lying beside him, a satisfied smile on her lips.

“You’re good at that,” she purred, reaching over to grab a small vibrator from the nightstand. “Now it’s your turn.”

She turned it on, the buzzing sound sending a jolt of anticipation through Chris. She moved it closer, teasing the tip of his cock before running it along the length. He groaned, his hips bucking instinctively, but Claire held him down with her free hand.

“Not yet,” she said, her voice firm. She continued to tease him, moving the vibrator in slow, deliberate strokes until he was trembling beneath her, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

“Please,” he begged, his voice hoarse.

Claire smirked. “Please what?”

“Let me cum,” he pleaded, his hips thrusting upward as she continued to torment him.

She chuckled softly. “Okay. But first…” She reached for a strap-on dildo, securing it around her hips before grabbing a bottle of lube. She coated the toy generously before positioning herself behind him. “Get on your hands and knees.”

Chris obeyed, his body trembling with anticipation as Claire lined the dildo up with his entrance. She pressed it against him, sliding it in slowly, inch by inch, until it was fully sheathed inside him. Chris let out a low groan, the sensation both overwhelming and intoxicating.

Claire gripped his hips, her thrusts slow and deliberate at first, but soon she was pounding into him with increasing intensity. Chris’s moans filled the room, his body shaking with pleasure as she drove him closer and closer to the edge.

When he finally came, it was with a guttural cry, his release spilling out as Claire continued to fuck him, her thrusts relentless until he was completely spent. She pulled out slowly, a satisfied smile on her lips as she climbed off the bed.

“You were amazing,” she said, leaning down to kiss him softly. “I hope this won’t be the last time we do this.”

Chris nodded, his mind still reeling from the experience. “Me too.”

Claire reached over to the nightstand and picked up a sleek black collar. She fastened it around his neck, her fingers brushing against his skin as she did. “There. Now you’re mine.”

Chris looked up at her, a mix of awe and desire in his eyes. He couldn’t believe what had just happened, but one thing was certain—he couldn’t wait to do it again.

39 - A STRONG WOMAN’S DOMINANCE

FM / Femdom / BDSM / BBW / Strong Woman / Public / Vibrator / Teasing / Cunnilingus / Strap-on / Pegging

Finn stood outside the unassuming building, his heart pounding in his chest. The neon sign above the door blinked softly, casting a faint glow on the sidewalk. The Labyrinth, it read. He’d heard whispers about this place—a BDSM club where people explored their deepest desires. He’d never considered himself bold, but curiosity had gotten the better of him. Tonight, he’d step into the unknown.

The bouncer at the door gave him a nod, and Finn flashed the membership card he’d nervously applied for online. Inside, the atmosphere was electric. The dim lighting, the low hum of conversation, and the occasional flash of leather and latex all combined to create a world that felt surreal. Finn’s palms were sweaty as he wandered through the space, his eyes darting from one scene to another. He felt out of place, but there was something thrilling about being here.

Then he saw her.

Erin was impossible to miss. She was tall, towering over most of the people in the room, her curves accentuated by a tight spandex outfit that clung to her like a second skin. Her presence was magnetic, and Finn found himself staring, unable to look away. She stood near the bar, a glass of wine in her hand, her gaze scanning the room with a confidence that made Finn’s legs feel weak.

When her eyes landed on him, Finn froze. She smiled, a slow, knowing smile that sent a shiver down his spine. Before he could think of what to do, she was walking toward him, her hips swaying with every step.

“First time?” she asked, her voice low and smooth.

Finn nodded, his throat suddenly dry. “Yeah.”

She tilted her head, studying him. “You look nervous. Don’t be. What’s your name?”

“Finn,” he managed to say.

“I’m Erin,” she said, extending a hand. Her grip was firm, and Finn felt a jolt of electricity from the contact. “So, Finn, what brings you here?”

He hesitated, unsure of how to answer. “I… I’ve always been curious. About… submission.”

Erin’s smile widened. “Curiosity is a good place to start. Would you like to explore that?”

Finn’s heart raced. “Yes.”

“Good,” she said, her tone shifting slightly, taking on a more commanding edge. “Follow me.”

She led him through the club, her presence commanding attention wherever she went. Finn felt like every eye was on them, but he couldn’t bring himself to care. He was too focused on Erin, on the way she moved, on the way she made him feel.

They entered a private room, the door closing behind them with a soft click. The room was spacious, dominated by a large bed in the center. Finn’s nerves returned in full force, but Erin’s calm demeanor helped steady him.

“Strip,” she said, her voice firm but not unkind.

Finn blinked, his hands trembling as he reached for the hem of his shirt. He hesitated, but Erin’s sharp look spurred him into action. Piece by piece, he removed his clothing until he stood before her completely exposed. His skin prickled under her gaze, and he felt a mix of vulnerability and excitement.

Erin stepped closer, her eyes raking over his body. “You’re more than I expected,” she said, her voice softening slightly. “Lie down on the bed.”

Finn obeyed, his movements awkward but eager. He settled onto the soft mattress, his breathing shallow as he watched Erin approach. She moved with a grace that belied her size, her every action deliberate and unhurried.

Without warning, she reached down and grabbed him, lifting him effortlessly onto the bed. Finn gasped, his body flattening against the mattress as she pinned him down. Her weight pressed against him, and he could feel the strength in her arms as she held him in place. He struggled briefly, testing her hold, but she didn’t budge.

“Good,” she murmured, her breath warm against his ear. “You’re strong, but not strong enough to escape me.”

Finn’s cock twitched at her words, and Erin noticed. She smirked, reaching between them to grasp him firmly. His hips bucked involuntarily, but her grip was unyielding. Using her free hand, she produced a small vibrator, the buzzing sound filling the room.

“Let’s see how well you can handle this,” she said, pressing the vibrator to the tip of his cock.

Finn gasped, his back arching off the bed. The sensation was intense, sending jolts of pleasure through his body. He writhed beneath her, desperate for more, but Erin kept the pace slow and teasing.

“Please,” he begged, his voice trembling. “More.”

Erin chuckled, the sound dark and sultry. “Patience, Finn. You’ll get what you want when I decide you’ve earned it.”

She continued to tease him, varying the intensity of the vibrations and watching as his reactions grew more and more desperate. Finally, she relented, pulling the vibrator away and releasing his cock. Finn groaned in frustration, but Erin was already moving.

She stood, her hands moving to the zipper of her spandex outfit. Slowly, she peeled it off, revealing her voluptuous body. Finn’s breath caught as he took her in—the soft curves of her hips, the fullness of her breasts, the way her skin glowed in the dim light. She was stunning, and Finn felt a surge of desire that left him lightheaded.

Erin climbed onto the bed, her weight pressing into the mattress as she straddled Finn’s face. “Earn your reward,” she said, lowering herself onto his mouth.

Finn didn’t hesitate. He buried his face between her thighs, his tongue working eagerly to please her. Erin moaned, her hands gripping the headboard as she ground against him. He could taste her, sweet and intoxicating, and he felt a thrill knowing he was the one making her feel this way.

Her moans grew louder, her movements more frantic as she neared her climax. With a final, shuddering gasp, she came, her thighs tightening around Finn’s head as she rode out the waves of pleasure.

When she finally pulled away, Finn was panting, his cock aching with need. Erin smiled down at him, her eyes dark with satisfaction. “You’re not done yet,” she said, reaching for a strap-on dildo that had been lying on the bedside table.

Finn’s eyes widened as she fastened the harness around her hips, the dildo jutting out from between her legs. She pushed him onto his stomach, positioning herself behind him. Finn felt a mix of fear and anticipation as she coated the dildo with lube, her hands spreading him open.

“Relax,” she murmured, pressing the tip against his entrance. “This will feel good if you let it.”

Finn took a deep breath, forcing himself to relax as she pushed inside. The stretch was intense, but the pleasure quickly followed. Erin began to move, her thrusts steady and deep. Finn moaned, his hands grabbing at the sheets as she filled him completely.

The sensation was overwhelming, and Finn felt himself unraveling beneath her. His cock throbbed, precum dripping onto the sheets as Erin continued to fuck him. He could feel her hips slamming against his ass, the sound of skin against skin filling the room.

“Yes,” he gasped, his voice hoarse. “Harder.”

Erin obliged, her thrusts growing more forceful. Finn’s body trembled, his pleasure building with every movement. With a final, desperate cry, he came, his cock pulsing as he spilled onto the bed. Erin continued to fuck him through his climax, her own moans growing louder until she finally stilled, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

They lay there for a moment, the room silent except for their breathing. Eventually, Erin pulled away, removing the strap-on and sitting on the edge of the bed. Finn rolled onto his back, his body still tingling from the aftershocks.

Erin looked down at him, a small smile playing on her lips. “You did well,” she said. “Better than I expected.”

Finn felt a swell of pride at her words. “Thank you.”

She stood, gathering her clothes and tossing Finn his. “Get dressed,” she said. “We should talk.”

Finn obeyed, his movements slow as he pulled on his clothes. When they were both dressed, Erin turned to him, her expression thoughtful.

“I’d like to see you again,” she said. “If you’re interested.”

Finn nodded eagerly. “I’d love that.”

Erin smiled, pulling out her phone. “Give me your number. We’ll arrange something.”

Finn handed over his phone, watching as she typed in her contact information. As he left the club, his mind was buzzing with excitement. He couldn’t believe what had just happened, but he knew one thing for certain—he couldn’t wait to see Erin again.

40 - A FAT CHICK FANTASY

FM / Femdom / BBW / Strong Woman / Hypnosis / Handjob / Teasing / Strap-on / Pegging

The bar was alive with the hum of conversation and the clinking of glasses. Richard leaned against the counter, his polished confidence on full display as he smirked at his best friend, Mike. "You see that?" he said, nodding toward a woman across the room. "I’m all for body positivity, but damn, that dress looks like it’s gonna bust at the seams. Fat chicks, am I right?" He chuckled, sipping his whiskey.

Mike laughed nervously, glancing at the woman. She was curvy, her presence commanding despite the cruel words Richard had just spoken. But then, something shifted. The woman turned her head, her piercing gaze locking onto Richard’s. His smug grin faltered. She wasn’t just curvy—she was strong, her broad shoulders and powerful frame radiating an intensity that made Richard’s stomach tighten.

She started walking toward them, her strides purposeful. Richard felt a strange mix of embarrassment and dread. He hadn’t meant for her to hear. Shit. As she approached, he opened his mouth to apologize, but she beat him to it.

"Melissa," she said, her voice low and smooth. "And you’re Richard, right? The guy who loves to run his mouth."

Richard swallowed hard. "Look, I didn’t mean—"

"Save it," Melissa interrupted, her eyes locking onto his. There was something in her gaze, something that made Richard’s thoughts scatter. Her voice dropped, almost to a whisper. "You want to know what a ‘fat chick’ can do?"

Before he could respond, her eyes seemed to pull him in, a strange warmth flooding his mind. His body felt light, his thoughts hazy. He nodded without thinking, his usual defiance replaced by an odd sense of submission. Mike stared, confused, as Richard followed Melissa out of the bar without a word.

—

Melissa’s house was dimly lit, the air thick with anticipation. She led Richard to a bedroom that was anything but ordinary—chains hung from the walls, leather restraints lay on the bed, and a variety of toys were neatly arranged on a nearby table.

Richard hesitated, his usual bravado gone. "What is this?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Melissa turned to him, her gaze steady. "You’ve been running that mouth of yours all night," she said, stepping closer. "It’s time you learned how to listen."

She placed her hands on his shoulders, her grip firm but not painful. Her eyes locked onto his again, and Richard felt that same warmth flood his mind. His resistance melted away, replaced by a strange desire to obey.

She began to undress him with practiced ease, her hands moving confidently over his body. His shirt fell to the floor, then his pants. Melissa’s fingers traced the lines of his chest, sending shivers down his spine.

She leaned in, her breath warm against his ear. "You’re going to behave for me, aren’t you, Richard?"

He nodded, his voice caught in his throat. Melissa smiled, a hint of satisfaction in her eyes. She picked him up effortlessly, tossing him onto the bed with a force that left him breathless. The mattress bounced beneath him as he landed, his heart pounding in his chest.

Melissa stood at the edge of the bed, slowly removing her own clothes. Her curves were undeniable, her body a testament to her strength. Richard couldn’t look away, his earlier embarrassment replaced by a growing arousal. She climbed onto the bed, straddling him with a confident ease that left him pinned beneath her weight.

Her hands moved to his cock, stroking it with a slow, deliberate rhythm that made Richard’s breath catch. He groaned, his hips lifting involuntarily.

Melissa smirked, her grip tightening slightly. "Not yet," she said, her voice firm. "You’re going to wait for me."

Richard whimpered, his body trembling with need. Melissa leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. "Beg for it," she whispered.

"Please," Richard gasped, his voice trembling. "Please, Melissa."

She chuckled softly, her hand moving faster now. Richard’s moans grew louder, his body arching beneath her. Just as he was on the edge, she stopped, leaving him desperate and panting.

"Turn over," she commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument.

Richard obeyed without hesitation, positioning himself on his hands and knees. Melissa reached for the strap-on dildo, securing it around her hips with practiced ease. She grabbed a bottle of lube, coating the dildo generously before positioning it at Richard’s entrance.

He tensed, but Melissa’s hand on his back steadied him. "Relax," she said, her voice softening just enough to be reassuring.

She pressed forward slowly, the dildo entering him inch by inch. Richard gasped, the sensation overwhelming but not unpleasant. Melissa’s hands gripped his hips as she began to thrust, each movement sending waves of pleasure through him.

Richard’s moans filled the room, his body moving in sync with hers. The pressure built until he couldn’t hold back any longer. He came hard, his body shaking as Melissa continued to fuck him with the dildo, driving him higher and higher. When she finally stopped, Richard collapsed onto the bed, his chest heaving.

Melissa leaned down, kissing the nape of his neck. "Good boy," she murmured, her voice warm but firm. She reached for a collar, fastening it around his neck with a satisfied smile.

Richard’s eyes fluttered closed, a sense of contentment washing over him. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d felt so… complete.

Melissa helped him up, her touch gentle now. "Let’s get you back to your friend," she said, guiding him toward the door.

When they returned to the bar, Mike’s eyes widened at the sight of the collar around Richard’s neck. "What the hell happened?" he asked, his voice filled with disbelief.

Richard grinned, his usual confidence returning. "Let’s just say… I’ve got a new appreciation for fat chicks."

41 - EDDY’S PEGGING ADVENTURE

FM / Femdom / Strap-on / Dildo Blowjob / Spanking / Pegging

Eddy had been nervous all day. The confession he’d made to Marcia the night before lingered in his mind, replaying over and over like a loop he couldn’t escape. He’d finally told her about his fantasy, his deepest, most secret desire—pegging. It had taken him weeks to muster the courage, and when the words had spilled out, he’d braced himself for rejection, humiliation, anything but what he got.

Marcia had listened intently, her dark eyes narrowing with interest, a small smile tugging at the corners of her lips. She hadn’t laughed. She hadn’t dismissed him. Instead, she’d simply said, “Let’s try it.”

Now, as he stepped through the front door of their apartment, his heart was pounding in his chest. He wasn’t sure what to expect, but the way Marcia had looked at him when he left for work that morning—gleaming with anticipation—had left him both excited and terrified.

“Eddy,” Marcia called from the bedroom, her voice smooth and commanding. “Come here.”

He swallowed hard, setting his bag down by the door and obeying. The apartment was quiet except for the sound of his footsteps on the hardwood floor. When he reached the bedroom, Marcia was sitting on the edge of the bed, dressed in nothing but black lingerie that clung to her curves in a way that made his mouth go dry. Her legs were crossed, one foot bouncing slightly as she waited for him. On the bed beside her lay a strap-on harness, the dildo attached to it thick and intimidating.

“Take off your clothes,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Eddy hesitated for only a moment before reaching for the hem of his shirt, pulling it over his head and tossing it aside. His hands trembled as he unbuckled his belt and pushed his pants down, stepping out of them clumsily. He stood there, completely exposed, his cock already half-hard just from the way she was looking at him.

Marcia stood, her movements slow and deliberate as she reached for the strap-on. She stepped into the harness, tightening the straps snugly around her hips. The sight of her like this—confident, powerful—sent a shiver down his spine. She adjusted the dildo, running her hand along its length as she approached him.

“On your knees,” she commanded, her voice low and steady.

Eddy dropped to his knees instantly, his breath catching as she stepped closer. The dildo loomed in front of him, and he couldn’t help but stare. It was larger than he’d imagined, thick and veined, and the thought of it inside him made his pulse quicken.

Marcia placed a hand on the back of his head, guiding him forward. “Open your mouth,” she said, and he obeyed without hesitation.

The tip of the dildo pressed against his lips, and he opened wider, letting her push it into his mouth. The taste of silicone filled his senses, and he gagged slightly as she thrust deeper, filling his throat.

Marcia’s grip on his hair tightened as she began to move, fucking his face with slow, steady strokes. Eddy’s eyes watered as he struggled to take it all, his hands gripping her hips for balance. The sound of her moans above him only fueled his arousal, and he found himself wanting more, wanting to please her.

“That’s it,” she murmured, her voice thick with pleasure. “Take it all.”

Eddy gagged again as she pushed deeper, but he didn’t pull away. Instead, he focused on the sensation, the way his throat clenched around the dildo, the way his cock throbbed with need. Marcia’s thrust became more erratic, her moans louder, until she finally pulled back, leaving him gasping for air.

“Good boy,” she praised, stroking his cheek. “Now, get on the bed.”

Eddy climbed onto the bed, his body trembling with anticipation. Marcia followed, her hand coming down sharply on his ass as she bent him over. The slap echoed through the room, and he let out a startled yelp, the sting only fueling his arousal. She spanked him again, harder this time, and he moaned, his cock twitching against his stomach.

Marcia leaned over him, her breath hot against his ear. “You like that, don’t you?” she whispered, her voice dripping with dominance.

Eddy nodded, unable to form words. She spanked him once more before reaching for the lube on the bedside table. He heard the cap pop open, and a moment later, he felt her fingers slick and cold against his ass. She pressed one finger inside him, and he gasped, his body tensing at the intrusion.

Marcia worked him open slowly, adding a second finger and stretching him carefully. Eddy moaned, his hips pushing back against her hand. The sensation was strange but pleasurable, and he found himself craving more.

“You ready?” she asked, her voice husky.

Eddy nodded, his heart pounding. “Yes,” he breathed.

Marcia positioned herself behind him, the tip of the dildo pressing against his entrance. She pushed forward, and Eddy’s breath hitched as the thick head pressed inside. It was overwhelming, the stretch almost too much, but he forced himself to relax, wanting it, needing it.

Marcia slid deeper, inch by inch, until she was fully inside him. Eddy moaned, his hands gripping the sheets as she began to move, fucking him with slow, deep thrusts. The sensation was incredible, the fullness unlike anything he’d ever felt before. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure through him, and he could feel himself getting closer and closer to the edge.

Marcia’s pace quickened, her thrusts becoming harder, more urgent. Eddy’s moans filled the room, his cock dripping with precum as she pounded into him. The sound of skin slapping against skin echoed around them, and he could feel his orgasm building, unstoppable.

“Fuck,” he gasped, his voice breaking as he came, his cock spurting cum onto the bed beneath him.

Marcia groaned, her thrusts slowing as she rode him through his orgasm. Finally, she pulled out, leaving him feeling empty and spent. She climbed off the bed, removing the strap-on and tossing it aside. Eddy lay there, his chest heaving, his body still tingling with pleasure.

Marcia knelt beside him, brushing a strand of hair from his forehead. “Did you enjoy that?” she asked, her voice soft but still edged with authority.

Eddy nodded, a small smile tugging at his lips. “Yes,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “I did.”

Marcia smiled, leaning down to kiss him gently. “Good,” she murmured against his lips. “Because next time, I’m going to make it even more intense.”

42 - A HUSBAND BECOMES A WOMAN

FM / Femdom / Sissy / Crossdressing / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / Sixty-nine / Strap-on / Pegging

Dwayne stood in front of the mirror, his heart pounding as he adjusted the strap of Felicia’s black lace lingerie. The silk felt foreign against his skin, but it was a sensation he couldn’t deny he enjoyed. His wife had insisted on helping him transform into the woman he’d always fantasized about being, and now, as he stared at his reflection, he barely recognized himself. His jawline softened under the careful application of foundation, his lips painted a deep crimson that matched Felicia’s. His eyes, lined with charcoal, seemed to gleam with a new kind of confidence.

Felicia stood behind him, her hands resting on his shoulders. She wore a matching set of lingerie, the lace clinging to her curves in a way that made Dwayne’s breath quicken. Her dark hair fell in loose waves around her face, and her lips curved into a smile as she met his gaze in the mirror.

“You look stunning,” she whispered, her voice low and sultry.

Dwayne swallowed hard, his cock twitching with anticipation beneath the fabric of the panties. He’d never felt this way before—shy, yet exhilarated. The fantasy he’d kept hidden for so long was finally coming to life, and Felicia was right there with him, her own desires aligning perfectly with his.

Felicia stepped closer, her body pressing against his back. She reached around him, her fingers tracing the outline of his chest through the lace. “You really do,” she murmured, her breath warm against his neck. “I’ve always wanted to know what it would be like to be with another woman. And now… I get to do it with you.”

Her hands slid down to his hips, and she turned him around to face her. Their eyes locked, and for a moment, the air between them was electric. Felicia leaned in, her lips brushing against his in a soft, tentative kiss. It was different from any kiss they’d shared before—softer, more exploratory. Dwayne’s hands found her waist, pulling her closer as the kiss deepened.

Felicia’s tongue slipped into his mouth, and he groaned, his body responding instantly. He felt her hands slide up his back, unhooking the bra and letting it fall to the floor. His chest was bare now, and Felicia’s lips trailed down his neck, her teeth grazing his skin as she went lower. She knelt before him, her fingers hooking into the waistband of the panties. Slowly, she pulled them down, revealing his hard cock, already glistening with precum.

Felicia looked up at him, her eyes dark with desire. “You’re so beautiful,” she whispered before taking him into her mouth.

Dwayne’s knees nearly buckled at the sensation. Her lips were warm and wet, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock with practiced ease. He tangled his fingers in her hair, his hips thrusting forward involuntarily. Felicia moaned around him, the vibration sending waves of pleasure through his body.

After a moment, she pulled away, standing up and taking his hand. “Come to bed,” she said, her voice husky.

They moved to the bed, Felicia lying down and spreading her legs. Dwayne hesitated, but only for a moment. He knelt between her thighs, his hands trembling as he touched her for the first time as the woman he’d become. Her skin was soft, her folds already slick with arousal. He leaned in, his tongue flicking out to taste her.

Felicia gasped, her hips lifting off the bed. “Oh, God,” she moaned, her hands gripping the sheets.

Dwayne’s tongue worked faster, exploring every inch of her pussy. He’d never done this before, but instinct took over, and he reveled in the way her body responded to him.

When Felicia’s breathing became ragged, she pulled him up, positioning him above her. They fell into a sixty-nine, Dwayne’s cock brushing against her lips as he buried his face between her legs again. Felicia took him back into her mouth, her tongue teasing the sensitive underside of his shaft.

Dwayne groaned, his hips thrusting as he lost himself in the rhythm of her mouth. He focused on her pussy, his tongue driving her closer to the edge. Felicia’s moans grew louder, her body trembling beneath him. She came first, her thighs clamping around his head as she cried out.

Her mouth left him long enough to grab the strap-on dildo from the nightstand. Dwayne watched as she fastened it around her hips, the sight of her wielding the thick, black dildo sending a shiver down his spine.

“Turn around,” she ordered, her voice firm.

Dwayne obeyed, getting on his hands and knees. Felicia positioned herself behind him, her hands spreading his cheeks. He felt the tip of the dildo press against his asshole, and he tensed, but Felicia’s soothing voice calmed him.

“Relax,” she murmured. “Just let me take care of you.”

Slowly, she pushed the dildo inside him, inch by inch. Dwayne moaned, the sensation overwhelming but intensely pleasurable. Felicia’s hips moved, thrusting the dildo deeper, hitting a spot inside him that made his toes curl.

“Oh, fuck,” he gasped, his hands gripping the sheets for dear life.

Felicia’s pace quickened, her hips slapping against his ass as she fucked him harder. Dwayne’s cock throbbed, his orgasm building with every thrust. When he came, it was explosive, his body shaking as he spilled onto the bed. Felicia groaned, her own hips stuttering as she reached her peak again.

They collapsed onto the bed, Felicia pulling the dildo free and curling up beside him. Dwayne turned to face her, his heart still racing. “That was…” he trailed off, unable to find the right words.

Felicia smiled, her fingers tracing patterns on his chest. “Amazing,” she finished for him. “You were amazing.” She kissed him softly, her lips lingering against his. “We should do this more often.”

Dwayne nodded, a lazy smile spreading across his face. “Absolutely.”

43 - ACCIDENTAL SUBMISSION

FM / Femdom / Public / Hypnosis / Bondage / Restraints / Wax Play / Vibrator / Strap-on / Pegging

Carl pulled up to the address he’d found online, the GPS blinking insistently on his dashboard. The building looked nondescript, almost industrial, with a faded sign he couldn’t quite read from the car. He frowned, glancing at his phone to double-check the location. This had to be it. The fitness app had pointed him here, and he wasn’t about to waste his first day in the new neighborhood driving around aimlessly.

He parked his car and stepped out, the crisp evening air biting at his skin. The street was quiet, save for the occasional distant hum of traffic. Carl walked up to the entrance, hesitating for a moment before pushing the door open. The inside was nothing like he’d expected. The walls were painted a deep crimson, the lighting dim and sultry. A faint scent of leather and something sweet lingered in the air. His eyes adjusted, and he realized he wasn’t standing in a gym.

People were scattered throughout the room, some dressed in leather, others in lingerie. Chains, whips, and other equipment hung on the walls. Carl’s heart raced as the realization hit him—he’d walked into a BDSM club. He turned on his heel, ready to bolt, but a voice stopped him in his tracks.

“Leaving so soon?”

The voice was smooth, melodic, and impossible to ignore. Carl turned back to see a woman walking toward him. She was stunning—long, auburn hair cascading down her back, her curves accentuated by a tight leather dress that hugged every inch of her. Her eyes were dark, almost predatory, and they locked onto his with an intensity that made his stomach flip.

“I... uh, I think I’m in the wrong place,” Carl stammered, his voice catching in his throat.

She smiled, a slow, knowing grin that sent a shiver down his spine. “Are you sure about that? Maybe this is exactly where you’re supposed to be.”

Carl swallowed hard, his eyes flicking around the room before returning to hers. There was something about her—something magnetic. He couldn’t look away.

“I’m Fiona,” she said, extending a hand. Her voice was like honey, dripping with confidence.

“Carl,” he mumbled, shaking her hand. Her grip was firm, her skin warm against his.

“Well, Carl,” she purred, stepping closer, “since you’re already here, why don’t you stay a while? Let me show you around.”

He should’ve said no. He should’ve turned and walked out the door. But the way she looked at him, the way she spoke—it was intoxicating. Before he could protest, Fiona had looped her arm through his and was leading him deeper into the club.

The farther they went, the more Carl’s nerves began to fray. Each room was more provocative than the last—people bound, whipped, and teased in ways he’d only ever imagined. His pulse quickened, a mixture of fear and arousal coiling in his gut.

Fiona stopped in front of a closed door, her hand resting on the handle. “This is one of my favorite rooms,” she said, her voice low. She opened the door, revealing a space dominated by a large bed and an array of restraints and toys.

Carl froze, his mind racing. “I... I don’t think—”

“Shhh,” Fiona interrupted, placing a finger over his lips. Her touch was electric, silencing him instantly. She stepped closer, her body brushing against his. “Let me take care of you, Carl. Trust me.”

Her gaze held his, and he felt himself drawn in, powerless to resist. She leaned in, her lips grazing his ear as she whispered, “Take off your clothes.”

He hesitated, his hands trembling at his sides. Fiona’s eyes narrowed, her expression softening yet commanding. “Do it,” she urged, her voice gentle but firm.

With shaky hands, Carl began to undress, each piece of clothing falling to the floor. Fiona watched him intently, her eyes roaming over his toned physique. When he stood naked before her, she smiled approvingly.

“Good,” she murmured, stepping closer. Her fingers traced the outline of his chest, sending sparks of pleasure through his body. She grabbed a pair of leather restraints from the bed and fastened them around his wrists, binding him securely to the headboard.

Carl’s breath quickened as Fiona moved to a nearby table, selecting a candle and a lighter. She lit the candle, the flame dancing softly in the dim light. She returned to his side, tilting the candle slightly.

The first drop of hot wax hit his chest, and he gasped, the sensation sharp and intense. Fiona watched his reaction closely, her lips curling into a smirk. She continued, dripping the wax in slow, deliberate patterns across his torso. The pain was mixed with pleasure, a strange and intoxicating combination that left him craving more.

Next, she picked up a vibrator, its soft hum filling the room. She pressed it to his nipple, the vibrations sending jolts of ecstasy through his body. Carl arched his back, a groan escaping his lips. Fiona moved the vibrator to his other nipple, then down to his cock, teasing him mercilessly.

“Please,” Carl begged, his voice hoarse.

Fiona shook her head, her smile never faltering. “Not yet,” she said, her tone firm.

She set the vibrator aside and grabbed a strap-on dildo, securing it around her hips. She released the restraints, guiding Carl onto his hands and knees. He hesitated, uncertainty flashing in his eyes, but Fiona’s hand on his back reassured him.

“Relax,” she whispered, positioning herself behind him.

Carl felt the tip of the dildo press against his entrance, and he tensed. Fiona leaned down, her lips brushing his ear. “Breathe,” she instructed, her voice soothing.

He obeyed, inhaling deeply as she pushed inside. The sensation was overwhelming—pain and pleasure intertwining in a way he’d never experienced. Fiona moved slowly at first, allowing him to adjust. Then, she picked up the pace, thrusting deeper with each movement.

Carl’s moans filled the room, his body trembling with the intensity of it all. He couldn’t believe what was happening—what he was doing—but it felt incredible. Fiona’s hands gripped his hips, guiding him as she fucked him harder, deeper.

The pleasure built, a pressure coiling in his core. “I’m going to—” Carl started, his voice breaking.

“Yes,” Fiona urged, her own breath coming faster. “Cum for me.”

The words tipped him over the edge, and Carl came hard, his body shuddering as waves of pleasure crashed over him. Fiona continued to thrust until his tremors subsided, finally pulling out and leaving him breathless.

She helped him lie back on the bed, her fingers gently brushing through his hair. “You did so well,” she murmured, her voice filled with pride.

Carl’s eyes met hers, a sense of euphoria washing over him. Fiona leaned down, placing a soft kiss on his lips before stepping back.

“Get dressed,” she said, her tone warm but firm.

Carl obeyed, pulling his clothes back on with trembling hands. Fiona watched him, her gaze lingering. She reached for the collar on the table and fastened it around his neck.

“Tomorrow night,” she said, her voice low. “Come back.”

Carl nodded, his heart pounding in his chest. He couldn’t wait to see what she had in store for him next.

44 - HOW TO QUIT SMOKING

FM / Femdom / Medical / Hypnosis / Masturbation / Jerk Off Instructions / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Jared walked into the dimly lit office, his fingers twitching toward the pack of cigarettes in his pocket. He didn’t believe in hypnosis—not really—but after months of failing to quit smoking, he was willing to try anything. Even this. Dr. Phaedra Jones stood behind her desk, her sharp eyes locking onto his the moment he entered. She was tall, her presence commanding, her voice smooth like honey laced with something sharper.

“Jared,” she said, her tone calm but firm. “Take a seat on the couch.”

He hesitated for a moment before complying, sinking into the plush leather. The room smelled faintly of lavender, the scent almost overwhelming his urge to light up. Phaedra moved gracefully, her heels clicking softly against the hardwood floor as she approached him.

“Relax,” she instructed, her voice lowering to a soothing cadence. “Close your eyes. Listen to my voice, and only my voice.”

Jared did as he was told, though skepticism still lingered in the back of his mind. He felt her presence shift, and he heard her take a seat beside him. Her voice was impossibly quiet but still clear, weaving its way into his thoughts like a thread slipping through fabric.

“You’re feeling calm,” she murmured. “Your body is heavy. Your mind is soft. You trust me completely, Jared. You’ll do exactly as I say.”

He didn’t know when it happened, but the tension in his body melted away. His breathing slowed, his thoughts drifting like leaves on water. Phaedra’s voice was the only thing he could focus on, and it felt good—safe, even.

“Take out your cigarettes,” she commanded.

His hand moved almost of its own accord, fishing the pack from his pocket.

“Crumple them up. Throw them away.”

Jared obeyed without hesitation, crushing the pack in his fist before tossing it into the trash bin beside the couch. A pang of loss flashed through him, but it was quickly drowned out by the soothing tone of Phaedra’s voice.

“Good,” she purred. “Now, take off your clothes.”

His eyes remained closed, his body relaxed, but his heart skipped a beat. The command felt odd, wrong even, but he couldn’t bring himself to resist. His fingers fumbled with his shirt buttons, then his belt, until he was completely bare. The air felt cool against his skin, but he didn’t care. All that mattered was her voice.

“Touch yourself,” she instructed, her tone calm but firm.

Jared’s hand moved to his cock, already half-hard. He stroked himself slowly, the sensation dulled by the trance but still pleasurable.

“Faster,” Phaedra commanded.

He complied, his pace quickening. A soft groan escaped his lips as pleasure began to build.

“Now slower,” she said, her voice smooth and unhurried.

His hand obeyed, the change in rhythm sending a shiver through his body.

“You’re doing so well, Jared,” Phaedra murmured, her voice closer now. He heard the rustle of fabric, felt the weight of her hand on his thigh.

When he opened his eyes, she was naked, her body illuminated by the soft glow of the room. Her skin was flawless, her curves inviting. She straddled his hips, her thighs brushing against his.

“Keep touching yourself,” she said, her voice low and commanding.

Jared’s hand moved instinctively, his eyes locked on her. She leaned forward, her breath warm against his ear.

“You’re going to please me,” she whispered. “You’ll do whatever I say.”

Her words sent a jolt of excitement through him. He nodded, his movements becoming more desperate. Phaedra shifted her weight, positioning herself over his face.

“Eat me,” she ordered, her tone leaving no room for refusal.

Jared’s hands moved to her hips, pulling her closer. His tongue traced her folds, savoring her taste as she let out a soft moan. He licked and sucked, his movements becoming more urgent as she pressed herself against him.

“Deeper,” she gasped, her fingers tightening in his hair.

He obeyed, his tongue delving into her as she ground against his mouth. Her moans grew louder, her thighs trembling as she neared her climax.

“Good boy,” she purred, her voice trembling with pleasure.

Jared’s cock throbbed, aching for release, but he didn’t stop. He wanted to please her, to hear her voice praising him again.

Phaedra lifted herself off his face, her eyes dark with desire. She straddled his hips, positioning herself over his cock. “You’re mine now,” she whispered, lowering herself onto him.

He gasped as she took him in, her warmth enveloping him completely. She moved slowly at first, her hips rocking against his as she savored the sensation.

“Faster,” she commanded, her voice sharp with need.

Jared’s hips bucked in response, thrusting into her with growing urgency. Her moans filled the room, her hands gripping his shoulders as she rode him.

“Harder,” she gasped, her nails digging into his skin.

He obliged, his thrusts becoming more forceful. The pleasure was overwhelming, his body trembling as he neared the edge.

“Cum for me,” she demanded, her voice a breathless whisper.

Jared’s body convulsed, his release crashing over him as he obeyed. Phaedra rode him through it, her own climax following moments later. She collapsed against his chest, her breathing heavy.

“You’re mine,” she murmured, her lips brushing against his ear. “You won’t want to smoke anymore. You’ll only want me.”

Jared nodded, his mind still foggy with pleasure.

“Wake up,” she said, her voice firm.

He blinked, his senses returning to him slowly. Phaedra was already dressed, watching him with a knowing smile.

“How do you feel?” she asked.

Jared sat up, surprised to find that the urge to smoke was gone. In its place was a new desire, one that burned brighter than any craving he’d ever known.

“I feel good,” he admitted, his voice hoarse.

“Good,” she said, her smile widening. “Make another appointment, Jared. We’re not done yet.”

He nodded, his mind still reeling from what had just happened. He wasn’t sure if it was hypnosis or something else entirely, but he didn’t care. All he knew was that he wanted more.

And Phaedra wasn’t finished with him yet.

45 - WINNING ANGELICA’S LOVE

FMMM / Femdom / BDSM / Group Sex / Celebrity / Whipping / Bondage / Rope / Handjob / Teasing / Vibrator / Ruined Orgasm / Chastity

The moment Nigel stepped into the mansion, he felt the air shift. The luxurious foyer was grand, opulent, but it wasn’t the chandeliers or the marble floors that caught his attention. It was her. Angelica stood at the top of the staircase, her presence commanding every ounce of focus. She wore a sleek black dress that hugged her curves in all the right places, her heels clicking softly against the steps as she descended. Her dark hair fell in waves over her shoulders, and her eyes—sharp, calculating—locked onto Nigel’s.

“Welcome,” she said, her voice smooth but laced with something that sent a shiver down his spine. “I hope you’re ready for what’s to come.”

Nigel swallowed hard. He’d imagined this moment countless times since he’d been cast on the show, but nothing could’ve prepared him for the intensity of her gaze. He nodded, trying to muster some semblance of confidence. “I’m ready.”

Angelica’s lips curved into a knowing smile. “Good. Follow me.”

She led him through the mansion, her hips swaying with every step. Nigel couldn’t help but watch, his heart pounding in his chest. He wasn’t alone—Mark and Luke trailed behind him, their silence spoke volumes. They were all here for the same reason: to win Angelica’s heart and the hundred thousand dollars that came with it. But Nigel wasn’t sure anymore if the money was what he wanted most.

They reached a room at the end of a long hallway. Angelica pushed the door open, revealing a space that was nothing short of shocking. The walls were adorned with chains, whips, and ropes. A large bed dominated the center of the room, its sheets black and silken. A chest of drawers sat against one wall, filled with devices Nigel couldn’t even begin to name.

“Welcome to my playground,” Angelica said, her voice dripping with amusement. She turned to face the three men, her arms crossed over her chest. “Strip.”

The command was sharp, leaving no room for argument. Nigel hesitated for a moment, glancing at Mark and Luke. Both men were already shedding their clothes, their movements quick and obedient. Nigel followed suit, his fingers trembling slightly as he undid his shirt buttons. By the time he was done, all three of them stood naked before Angelica, their vulnerability laid bare.

Angelica’s eyes roamed over their bodies, assessing them like a predator sizing up its prey. She stepped forward, her heels clicking softly against the floor. She stopped in front of Luke first, her hand reaching out to trace a line down his chest. “You’re nervous,” she observed, her tone almost teasing. “Don’t be. I’m going to enjoy this.”

She grabbed a whip from the wall, its leather handle fitting perfectly in her grip. Without warning, she brought it down across Luke’s chest. The sound was sharp, followed by a muffled gasp from Luke. His body tensed, but he didn’t move away. Angelica struck him again, and again, each blow leaving a red mark on his skin.

Nigel watched, his stomach tightening with a mix of fear and arousal. He’d never been into anything like this, but something about the way Angelica wielded the whip, the way she seemed to relish in their discomfort, stirred something deep inside him.

Next, she turned to Mark, her gaze predatory. “Your turn,” she said, her voice low and commanding.

Mark’s eyes widened, but he didn’t protest. Angelica repeated the process, the whip cracking against his skin with unrelenting force. Mark gritted his teeth, his hands clenched into fists, but he stayed still.

Then, it was Nigel’s turn. Angelica stepped in front of him, her eyes locking onto his. “Last chance to back out,” she said, her tone almost challenging.

Nigel shook his head, his heart pounding. “I’m not backing out.”

Angelica’s lips curved into a wicked smile. “Good.”

The first strike came without warning, the leather snapping against his chest. The pain was sharp, immediate, but it was quickly followed by a strange, almost electric sensation. Nigel gasped, his body trembling as Angelica whipped him again. Each strike sent a jolt through him, his skin burning with a mix of pain and pleasure. By the time she stopped, Nigel’s chest was marked with red lines, his breath coming in short, uneven gasps.

Angelica stepped back, her eyes scanning his body with a satisfied smirk. “You’re handling this better than I expected,” she said, her voice almost approving.

She grabbed a coil of rope from the wall, moving behind Nigel. He felt the rough fibers against his skin as she tied his wrists together, pulling them behind his back. The rope was tight, digging into his flesh, but Nigel didn’t resist. He watched as Angelica tied Mark and Luke in the same manner, their bodies now completely at her mercy.

Angelica stepped in front of Nigel, her hand reaching out to grip his chin. “You’re going to enjoy this,” she said, her voice low and sultry. “I promise.”

She knelt down in front of him, her hand wrapping around his cock. Nigel’s breath caught in his throat as she began to stroke him, her touch firm and deliberate. He felt himself hardening under her fingers, his body responding despite the pain that still lingered on his skin.

Angelica’s other hand reached out to tease his balls, her fingers brushing against them with just enough pressure to make him groan. She leaned forward, her lips brushing against the tip of his cock. “You want to cum, don’t you?” she whispered, her breath hot against his skin.

Nigel nodded, his voice barely a whisper. “Yes.”

Angelica chuckled, her fingers tightening around his cock. “Too bad.”

She stopped, leaving Nigel throbbing and desperate. He watched as she moved onto Mark, her lips wrapping around his cock and teasing him with the same cruel precision. Mark groaned, his body trembling as she sucked him, each movement calculated to drive him wild.

Next, she gave Luke a handjob, her fingers stroking him with practiced ease. Luke’s hips bucked, but Angelica kept him on edge, denying him the release he so clearly craved.

Finally, she turned back to Nigel, her eyes gleaming with mischief. She grabbed a vibrator from the chest of drawers, turning it on and bringing it to his cock. The vibrations sent a shockwave of pleasure through him, his body trembling as he teetered on the edge of orgasm.

Just as he was about to cum, Angelica pulled the vibrator away, leaving Nigel frustrated and unsatisfied. A small trickle of cum escaped his cock, but it was nothing compared to what he wanted.

Angelica stood up, her smirk widening. “You’ll have to do better than that if you want to win,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement.

She grabbed three chastity devices from the chest, locking each man’s cock in place. Nigel felt the cold metal against his skin, the device restricting any further movement.

“These will stay on until the show is done filming,” Angelica said, her tone final. “If you remove them, you’re disqualified. Understood?”

Nigel nodded, his cock throbbing painfully in the chastity device. Despite the frustration, he found himself strangely excited by the prospect. He couldn’t wait to see what Angelica had in store for them next.

46 - QUEEN RIVERA’S PALACE

FM / Femdom / BBW / Wealthy / Hypnosis / Cunnilingus / Handjob / Teasing / Ruined Orgasm

The island was unlike anything Jake had ever seen. The air was thick with the scent of salt and earth, and the sun hung low, casting a golden glow over the jagged cliffs and lush greenery. As he stepped off the small boat that had brought him here, the first thing he noticed was the people. The women towered over the men, their muscular frames commanding attention. They carried heavy baskets of fruit and stone with ease, their laughter echoing through the village. The men, by contrast, were slight and soft-spoken, trailing behind them like shadows. It was a strange dynamic, one that made Jake’s pulse quicken with curiosity—and something else he couldn’t quite name.

Jake adjusted the strap of his medical bag, his eyes scanning the crowd. He was here to provide care, to offer his skills as a doctor. But as he walked deeper into the village, he couldn’t shake the feeling that he was being watched. The women’s gazes lingered on him, their eyes sharp and appraising. He felt small under their scrutiny, though he stood at a respectable six feet tall. It was unsettling, yet oddly thrilling.

His attention was pulled away by the sound of drums. A procession approached, led by a woman who exuded power from every pore. She was taller than the rest, her broad shoulders and strong limbs accentuated by the golden robes that clung to her frame. Her dark hair was braided into intricate patterns, and her eyes—cold and calculating—locked onto Jake’s as she approached.

“You must be the doctor,” she said, her voice low and commanding. “I am Rivera, queen of this island. Welcome.”

Jake swallowed, nodding. “Thank you, Your Majesty. I’m here to assist in any way I can.”

Rivera’s lips curved into a sly smile. “Oh, I’m sure you will.” She turned, gesturing for him to follow. “Come. We have much to discuss.”

Jake hesitated for a moment before falling into step beside her. The walk to her palace was short but tense, the weight of her presence pressing against him. When they arrived, she led him through towering doors and into a lavish chamber filled with plush cushions and flickering candles. The air was heavy with the scent of incense, intoxicating and warm.

Rivera turned to him, her gaze piercing. “As my guest, you will abide by my rules. Do you understand?”

Jake nodded, though unease prickled at the edges of his mind. “Of course.”

“Good.” She stepped closer, her hand brushing against his chest. “Now, let’s move to a more… private setting.”

Before he could protest, she took his hand and led him into a bedroom. The moment the door closed behind them, Jake felt a shift in the air. Rivera turned to face him, her eyes locking onto his with an intensity that made his breath catch. She murmured something under her breath, words he couldn’t understand, but they seemed to seep into his mind, soothing and commanding all at once.

Suddenly, his thoughts felt fuzzy, distant. He blinked, trying to clear his head, but it was no use. Rivera’s voice cut through the haze, soft and hypnotic. “Take off your clothes.”

Jake’s hands moved without hesitation, unbuckling his belt and sliding out of his shirt. His pants followed, pooling at his feet until he stood naked before her. His body felt like it wasn’t his own, his movements sluggish yet precise. Rivera’s eyes raked over him, her expression unreadable.

“You’re such a tiny man,” she said, her tone almost teasing. She stepped closer, her hand brushing against his chest. Her touch was firm, almost possessive, and it sent a shiver down his spine. “Go on. Touch yourself.”

Jake’s hand moved to his cock without thought, his fingers wrapping around the shaft. His breath hitched as he began to stroke, the sensation unfamiliar yet electric. Rivera watched him, her lips curved into a smirk.

“Faster,” she commanded, her voice sharp.

Jake obeyed, his movements quickening. His arousal grew with each stroke, his cock hardening in his hand. Rivera laughed, low and throaty, the sound sending a jolt of heat through him. She stepped closer, her hand gripping his chin and forcing him to meet her gaze.

“You’re both pitiful and intriguing,” she said, her breath warm against his skin. “But I think I’ll keep you.”

With that, she lifted him effortlessly, tossing him onto the bed. Jake landed with a soft thud, his heart racing. Rivera climbed onto the bed, straddling his chest. Her thighs pressed against his shoulders, her weight pinning him in place.

“Eat me,” she ordered, her voice leaving no room for argument.

Jake leaned forward, his tongue flicking against her clit. The taste of her was sharp and sweet, and he found himself craving more. He licked and sucked, his movements guided by her soft moans. Her hips rolled against his face, her pleasure mounting with each stroke of his tongue.

Rivera’s hands tangled in his hair, pulling him closer. “Yes, that’s it,” she murmured, her voice thick with desire. “Make me cum.”

Jake obeyed, his tongue working faster. He could feel her trembling above him, her breaths coming in short, sharp gasps. With a final thrust of her hips, she came, her body shuddering as waves of pleasure ripped through her.

She fell back onto the bed, her chest rising and falling rapidly. Jake lay there, his cock aching with need. Rivera turned to him, her eyes dark with hunger.

“Not yet,” she said, her hand wrapping around his shaft. She began to stroke him, her touch firm and deliberate. Jake groaned, his hips thrusting into her hand. He was so close, so damn close.

“Please,” he begged, his voice hoarse. “Let me cum.”

Rivera’s grip tightened, her thumb brushing over the tip of his cock. She smiled, her expression cruel. “No.”

She stopped abruptly, pulling her hand away. Jake’s orgasm was ripped from him, leaving only a small trickle of cum to spill onto his stomach. He groaned, frustration and pain mingling in a dizzying mix.

Rivera stood, smoothing her robes. “Get dressed,” she said, her tone cold. “You’ll learn your place soon enough.”

Jake obeyed, his movements mechanical. As Rivera fastened a collar around his neck, he felt a strange sense of belonging. The haze in his mind began to lift, but the arousal remained, burning hotter than ever.

As he stepped out of the palace, the sun hit his face, and he blinked, clarity returning. Yet, despite everything, he couldn’t wait to see her again.

47 - THE BOSS’S HYPNOTIC SOLUTION

FM / Femdom / Workplace / Boss Employee / BBW / Hypnosis / Cunnilingus / Handjob / PIV Sex

Blake’s heart raced as he stepped into Martha’s office. The air was thick with the scent of her perfume—something warm and commanding, like vanilla mingled with spice. She sat behind her desk, her eyes locked onto him with an intensity that made him shift uncomfortably. Martha was a force of nature, her presence dominating the room. Her curvy form was accentuated by the tailored suit she wore, though Blake couldn’t help but notice how tightly it hugged her frame. She exuded confidence, authority, and something else… something he couldn’t quite name.

“Sit, Blake,” she said, her voice low and smooth, like velvet wrapping around his senses.

He obeyed without hesitation, sinking into the chair across from her. She leaned forward, her large breasts pressing against the desk, and he felt his throat go dry. Her gaze never wavered, holding him captive.

“I’ve been thinking,” she began, her tone deliberate. “We need to find a new way to increase productivity around here. And I think I’ve found the perfect solution.” Her lips curled into a knowing smile, and Blake felt a shiver run down his spine.

Martha reached up and unclasped the pendant around her neck, holding it up for him to see. The silver chain dangled from her fingers, the pendant catching the light. “Keep your eyes on the pendant, Blake,” she instructed, her voice softening into a rhythmic cadence.

He blinked, unsure what was happening, but unable to look away. The pendant swung back and forth, slow and steady, and he felt his mind begin to drift.

Her voice continued, soothing and hypnotic, weaving its way into his thoughts. “Focus on the movement, Blake. Let everything else fade away. Just the pendant and my voice.”

His breathing slowed, his muscles relaxing as he fell deeper into the trance. Martha’s voice was all he could hear, guiding him effortlessly. “Good. Very good. Now, when I tell you to, I want you to stand up and take off your clothes. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” Blake murmured, his voice distant, as though it belonged to someone else.

Martha’s smile widened. “Good boy. Now, stand up.”

He rose from the chair, his movements smooth and unhurried. His hands went to the buttons of his shirt, undoing them one by one. The fabric slipped from his shoulders, pooling at his feet. Next came his belt, the leather sliding free with a soft click. His pants followed, leaving him in nothing but his boxers. Martha watched with satisfaction, her eyes roaming over his toned body.

“Take those off too,” she instructed, her voice firm yet gentle.

Blake obeyed without hesitation, stripping away the last barrier between them. He stood before her, completely exposed, his body trembling slightly under her gaze. Martha rose from her chair, her movements slow and deliberate. She stepped around the desk, her heels silent against the carpet. Her hands went to the buttons of her blazer, unfastening them with ease. She shrugged it off, revealing the soft curve of her stomach beneath her blouse.

“Now me,” she said, her voice dripping with authority.

Blake hesitated for a moment, his hands trembling as he reached for the buttons of her blouse. He worked his way down, revealing the lace of her bra beneath. Her skin was warm, her scent intoxicating. He slipped the blouse from her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. Martha’s hands went to the clasp of her skirt, unfastening it with practiced ease. The fabric slid down her hips, pooling at her feet. She stepped out of it, standing before him in nothing but her lingerie.

Her curves were soft and inviting, her body a testament to her confidence. She reached behind her back, undoing her bra and letting it fall away. Her breasts spilled free, full and heavy, her nipples already hardening. Blake’s eyes widened, his breath catching in his throat.

“Beautiful, aren’t they?” Martha purred, her voice dripping with satisfaction. She reached for the waistband of her panties, sliding them down her legs and stepping out of them. She stood before him now, completely naked, her body on full display.

“Now,” she said, her voice commanding, “sit in the chair.”

Blake obeyed, sinking into the chair behind her desk. Martha positioned herself in front of him, spreading her legs as she leaned back against the edge of the desk. She reached between her legs, parting her folds with her fingers. “Eat,” she ordered, her voice firm.

Blake leaned forward, his tongue flicking out to taste her. She was warm and wet, her juices coating his tongue. He licked her slowly, savoring the flavor as she moaned softly above him. His tongue moved in circles around her clit, teasing her until her hips began to rock against his face.

“Faster,” she breathed, her voice hitching slightly.

He obeyed, his tongue moving quicker as he lapped at her eagerly. Her moans grew louder, her hands gripping the edge of the desk as she ground herself against him. He could feel her trembling, her body growing tense as she neared her climax.

“Yes, yes!” she cried out, her voice echoing through the room. Her body shuddered as she came, her juices flooding his mouth. Blake swallowed eagerly, lapping up every drop as she rode out her orgasm.

When she finally came down, Martha looked down at him with a satisfied smile. “Good boy,” she purred, her voice dripping with approval. She stepped away from the desk, clearing a space as she gestured for him to lie down.

Blake obeyed, stretching out on the cool surface of the desk. Martha positioned herself between his legs, her hand wrapping around his cock. She stroked him slowly, her touch teasing and deliberate. He groaned softly, his hips bucking against her hand as she worked him closer to the edge.

“Not yet,” she whispered, her voice a soft warning. She released him, climbing onto the desk and straddling him. She positioned herself above him, guiding his cock into her wetness. She sank down slowly, taking him inch by inch until he was fully sheathed inside her.

“Fuck,” Blake groaned, his hands gripping the edge of the desk as she began to move.

Martha rode him with purpose, her hips grinding against him as she took her pleasure. She moaned softly, her body trembling with each thrust. He could feel her tightening around him, her walls gripping him tightly as she neared her climax once more.

“Cum inside me,” she ordered, her voice breathless.

Blake obeyed, his body responding to her command as he spilled himself inside her. Martha cried out, her body shuddering as she came around him. She collapsed against his chest, her breathing ragged as they both came down from their high.

After a moment, Martha slid off him, standing on wobbly legs. “Get dressed,” she instructed, her voice returning to its usual firm tone.

Blake obeyed, his movements slow and deliberate as he pulled on his clothes. Martha dressed as well, her demeanor calm and collected as though nothing had happened. When they were both fully clothed, she snapped her fingers, the sound sharp and sudden.

Blake blinked, his mind clearing as he looked around the office. He felt disoriented, unsure of what had just happened. Martha was back behind her desk, her expression calm and professional.

“You can go now,” she said, her tone dismissive.

Blake nodded, stepping out of the office. As he walked down the hall, his mind raced, trying to piece together what had just occurred. He couldn’t shake the feeling of euphoria that lingered in his body, nor the thought of how much he wanted to do it again.

48 - A POKER PLAYER’S HUMILIATION

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Whipping / Handjob / Ruined Orgasm

“All in,” John said, his voice low, eyes locked on Maya’s across the table.

She smiled, that damn smile that always made him second-guess himself. “Call,” she replied without hesitation, pushing her chips forward with a flick of her wrist.

The cards were dealt. John had a full house—kings over queens. A damn good hand. But when Maya turned over her cards, he felt his stomach drop. Four of a kind. Queens. She’d beaten him again.

John leaned back in his chair, running a hand through his hair. “How do you keep doing this?” he muttered, more to himself than to her.

Maya leaned forward, her elbows on the table, her chin resting on her hands. “Maybe you’re just not as good as you think you are.”

Her words stung, but there was something else there. A challenge in her eyes that made his pulse quicken. “One more game,” he said before he could stop himself.

She raised an eyebrow. “Oh? And what’s the stakes this time?”

John hesitated. He couldn’t keep losing to her, but he couldn’t walk away now. Not when she was looking at him like that. “If I win, I get my money back. All of it.”

Maya tilted her head, considering. “And if I win?”

“You tell me.”

She grinned, slow and dangerous. “How about we play a different kind of game? Follow me.”

John’s heart pounded as he followed her down the hallway, his pride warring with something else. Something hotter, more insistent. She led him to her bedroom, and when she opened the door, his breath caught.

The room was nothing like he’d expected. The walls were lined with shelves filled with ropes, restraints, and other equipment he couldn’t even name. A large bed dominated the center of the room, its black silk sheets gleaming under the soft light.

Maya turned to him, her eyes dark with intent. “Strip,” she said, her voice firm.

John’s hands trembled as he undid his shirt, buttons slipping through his fingers. He kicked off his shoes, his pants pooling around his ankles. When he stood naked before her, she nodded, appraising him like a piece of meat.

“Bend over the bed,” she ordered.

He hesitated for a moment, but the look in her eyes brooked no argument. He moved to the bed, leaning over the edge, his hands gripping the sheets. The cool silk against his skin sent a shiver through him.

He heard the crack of the whip before he felt it, the sharp sting across his backside making him gasp. The pain was sharp, but there was something else beneath it. A heat that spread through him, pooling low in his gut.

Maya dragged the whip down his spine, the leather trailing over his skin like a promise. “You’re mine now,” she whispered, her voice low and husky. “And if you want to win, you’ll have to follow my rules.”

John’s breath came in short, shallow gasps as she tied his wrists to the bedposts, the restraints biting into his skin. She stood over him, her hand moving down his back, fingertips skimming over the welts she’d left.

Then her hand was on his cock, fingers curling around him, stroking him with a slow, teasing rhythm. He groaned, his hips jerking involuntarily. She laughed softly, her breath warm against his ear.

“If you cum, you lose,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement.

John clenched his teeth, trying to hold back, but it was impossible. Her hand moved faster, her thumb brushing over the head of his cock, and he felt himself teetering on the edge.

“Please,” he gasped, his voice breaking. “I forfeit. Just let me cum.”

Maya’s laughter was soft, almost cruel, as she released him, stepping back just as he was about to tip over. His orgasm was ruined, a small spurt of semen dripping down his length.

She untied him, her fingers brushing over his wrists as she freed him. “Get dressed,” she said, her voice calm now, almost clinical.

John’s hands shook as he pulled on his clothes, humiliation burning in his chest. But beneath it, there was something else. A heat that wouldn’t dissipate. He left her house, her laughter echoing in his ears, and knew he’d never be able to forget this night. Or her.

49 - A TINY MAN’S BIG LESSON

FM / Femdom / BBW / Hypnosis / Small Penis Humiliation / Foot Worship / Cunnilingus / Handjob / Ruined Orgasm

“I don’t date fat chicks,” Rick said flatly, his tone dripping with disdain as he stood in the doorway of the restaurant, his eyes scanning the woman seated at the table.

Kendra, a voluptuous, curvy woman with dark, cascading hair and a confident smile, didn’t flinch. Instead, she leaned back in her chair, her crimson lips curling into a smirk. “Well, Rick,” she said, her voice smooth and deliberate, “since you’re already here, why don’t you sit down for a few minutes? If you still want to leave after that, I won’t stop you.”

Rick hesitated, his hand gripping the edge of the doorframe. His friend Kyle had insisted on setting him up on this blind date, and now he was face-to-face with someone who was the complete opposite of the skinny, model-esque women he usually pursued. Damn Kyle, he thought bitterly. But something about Kendra’s tone, her unshakable confidence, made him pause. Against his better judgment, he slid into the seat across from her.

As soon as he sat down, Kendra reached across the table, taking his hands in hers. Her touch was warm, almost electric, and Rick found himself unable to pull away. She gazed into his eyes, her dark, penetrating stare locking onto his. It was as if she had some kind of power over him, a magnetic pull that he couldn’t resist. His heart raced, and he felt a strange, unfamiliar heat begin to stir in his chest.

“Rick,” she said softly, her voice like velvet, “you’re not as shallow as you think you are. You just haven’t met the right person yet.”

He blinked, his mind foggy, his earlier judgment fading away. What’s happening? he thought, but he didn’t pull away. Instead, he found himself nodding, his earlier rudeness replaced by an inexplicable desire to please her.

“I—I’m sorry,” he stammered, his voice uncharacteristically unsure. “I didn’t mean to be rude. I’ll... I’ll do better.”

Kendra smiled, her lips curving into a satisfied grin. “You can start by buying me dinner.”

The rest of the evening passed in a blur. They ate, they talked, and Rick found himself increasingly drawn to her. Kendra was witty, intelligent, and effortlessly charming. Every time she laughed, a deep, throaty sound that sent shivers down his spine, he felt himself falling deeper under her spell. By the time the check arrived, Rick was hooked. He couldn’t bear the thought of the night ending.

“Kendra,” he said, his voice tinged with desperation, “can we... can we spend more time together? Please?”

She studied him for a moment, her eyes narrowing slightly, as if assessing him. Then, with a slow, deliberate nod, she stood. “Alright, Rick. Let’s go to my place.”

The drive to her house was silent, but the tension between them was palpable. Rick’s mind raced with anticipation, his earlier reservations completely forgotten. When they arrived, Kendra led him inside, her hips swaying hypnotically as she walked. Rick followed her into the bedroom, his heart pounding in his chest. That’s when he saw it—an array of BDSM equipment neatly arranged in the corner of the room. His eyes widened, but before he could say anything, Kendra turned to him, her expression calm and commanding.

“Get naked,” she ordered, her voice firm.

Without hesitation, Rick began to undress, his hands trembling as he fumbled with his buttons. He stripped down completely, standing bare before her. Kendra’s eyes raked over his body, and she let out a soft, mocking laugh.

“You’re a tiny man, aren’t you?” she teased, her gaze lingering on his small, flaccid penis. “So... unimpressive.”

Rick felt a flush of humiliation, but he didn’t protest. Instead, he stood there, his body exposed, his mind consumed by the need to please her. Kendra, meanwhile, began to undress, stripping down to her lingerie—a black lace bra and matching panties that hugged her curves perfectly. Rick stared, his mouth dry, his pulse quickening. She was breathtaking.

“On your knees,” she commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Rick dropped to his knees immediately, his breath hitching as he looked up at her. She stepped closer, her feet inches from his face. “Kiss them,” she ordered.

He obeyed without hesitation, pressing his lips to her feet, his hands trembling as he gripped her ankles.

Kendra let out a low, satisfied hum, her fingers tangling in his hair as she guided him. “Good boy,” she purred.

When she finally stepped back, Rick was panting, his body aching with desire. Kendra climbed onto the bed, spreading her legs wide. “Now,” she said, her voice dripping with authority, “eat my pussy.”

Rick scrambled onto the bed, his heart racing as he positioned himself between her thighs. He buried his face in her folds, his tongue flicking against her clit. Kendra moaned, her hips bucking against his mouth as he licked and sucked eagerly. She tasted sweet, intoxicating, and Rick couldn’t get enough. He devoured her, his tongue working furiously as she writhed beneath him. When she came, her body convulsed, her juices gushing into his mouth. He swallowed every drop, his own arousal reaching a fever pitch.

“Good,” Kendra murmured, her breath coming in shallow gasps. “Now, lie down.”

Rick obeyed, his cock throbbing painfully as he lay back on the bed. Kendra straddled him, her hand wrapping around his shaft. She stroked him slowly, teasingly, her eyes locked on his. Rick groaned, his hips thrusting involuntarily as she worked him.

“Please,” he begged, his voice trembling. “Let me cum.”

Kendra shook her head, her grip tightening just enough to keep him on edge. “No,” she said firmly. “You don’t deserve it.”

Rick’s breath hitched, his body trembling as he fought to hold back. Just as he felt himself on the brink of orgasm, Kendra stopped, pulling her hand away. His cock twitched, a small trickle of semen dripping pathetically onto his stomach. Kendra laughed, a low, mocking sound that sent a wave of humiliation crashing over him.

“So small,” she taunted, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “So... pitiful.”

Rick’s cheeks burned, but he didn’t argue. He just lay there, panting, his body trembling with unfulfilled desire.

“Get dressed,” Kendra ordered, climbing off the bed. “It’s time for you to leave.”

Rick scrambled to obey, pulling his clothes back on with shaky hands. As he stood by the door, he turned to her, his eyes pleading. “Kendra, can I... can I see you again?”

She shook her head, her expression cold. “No, Rick. I don’t date tiny men. You’re a skinny loser, and I have no use for you.”

His heart sank, but he knew she was right. He’d been shallow, judgmental, and cruel. And now, he’d gotten exactly what he deserved. As he walked out into the night, his body aching with humiliation, he vowed to do better. But deep down, he knew he’d never forget Kendra—or the lesson she’d taught him.

50 - HYPNOTIZED BY DESIRE

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Hypnosis / Bondage / Restraints / Blindfold / Buttplug / Feather Tickler / Teasing / Handjob / Ruined Orgasm / Kissing

Jasper stepped into Amelia’s apartment, his heart pounding with a mix of excitement and nerves. The evening had been perfect—flirty conversation, shared laughs, and a connection that felt almost electric. But now, standing in her living room, his eyes drifted toward the open door of her bedroom. His breath caught in his throat. The dim light revealed an array of leather straps, ropes, and strange devices he couldn’t even name.

“What… what is all that?” Jasper asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Amelia turned to him, her lips curling into a sly smile. “Just a few things I enjoy,” she said casually, as if discussing her favorite wine. “Don’t worry, Jasper. It’s all about trust and pleasure.”

Jasper shook his head, taking a step back. “No, this… this isn’t for me. I think I should go.”

Amelia moved closer, her hand reaching out to gently grasp his. “Stay for just a few minutes. I promise, if you still want to leave, you can.”

Her voice was soft, almost hypnotic, and before he knew it, Jasper found himself nodding hesitantly. She led him into the bedroom, her touch warm and reassuring. She took both of his hands, her eyes locking onto his with an intensity that made his knees weak.

“Look at me, Jasper,” she murmured, her voice low and soothing. “Just focus on my eyes.”

He couldn’t look away. Her gaze was like a magnet, pulling him deeper into her world. He felt a strange sensation creeping over him, like a warm blanket wrapping around his mind. His thoughts grew hazy, his resistance melting away.

“You want to please me, don’t you?” Amelia’s voice was velvety, threading through his consciousness.

Jasper nodded slowly, his body feeling oddly light. “Yes,” he whispered, the word slipping out without hesitation.

Amelia smiled, a satisfied glint in her eyes. “Good. Now, take off your clothes.”

His hands moved almost automatically, stripping off his shirt, then his pants, until he stood before her completely bare. Amelia stepped closer, her fingers trailing down his chest, sending shivers down his spine.

“Such a good boy,” she purred, grabbing a pair of leather restraints from the bed. She guided him onto the mattress, tying his wrists securely to the bedposts. The cool leather bit into his skin, a stark contrast to the heat pooling in his groin.

“Amelia, I—” Jasper started, but she silenced him with a finger to his lips.

“Shh, just let go,” she whispered, her breath warm against his ear. She pulled out a blindfold, slipping it over his eyes. The world went dark, amplifying every sensation.

He felt her hands roam his body, her touch light and teasing. Then, something cold and slick pressed against his ass. He tensed, but Amelia’s soothing voice calmed him.

“Relax, Jasper. You’re safe with me.”

With a gentle push, she slid the buttplug inside him, the fullness making him gasp. His hips instinctively bucked, but the restraints kept him immobile.

“You’re mine tonight,” Amelia said, her voice dripping with dominance. “My toy, my plaything.”

Her feather-light touch danced across his chest, tickling his skin and making him squirm. She moved lower, her fingers brushing against his cock, already hard and aching. She wrapped her hand around him, slowly stroking up and down, her grip just tight enough to tease.

“Amelia, please,” Jasper moaned, his voice trembling with need.

“Please what?” she teased, her pace maddeningly slow.

“I need to cum,” he begged, his hips thrusting against her hand.

But Amelia stopped abruptly, leaving him teetering on the edge. His body tensed, desperate for release, but it never came.

“Not yet,” she whispered, her lips brushing against his ear.

She resumed her strokes, bringing him to the brink once more. Just as he started to climax, she released him again, ruining his orgasm. A small trickle of cum dribbled from the tip of his cock, leaving him frustrated and wanting more.

Amelia chuckled softly, her fingers trailing down his abdomen. “Patience, Jasper. You’ll learn to wait for me.”

She untied his wrists, freeing his hands. Before he could react, she slipped a collar around his neck, the leather cool against his skin.

“You’re mine now,” she declared, her voice firm yet laced with affection.

Jasper felt a strange mix of submission and excitement. The hypnotism still lingered in his mind, clouding his thoughts and intensifying his desire to please her.

Amelia straddled him, her body pressing against his. She leaned down, capturing his lips in a deep, passionate kiss. Jasper moaned into her mouth, his hands gripping her hips as she ground against him.

“Again,” he whispered, his voice pleading.

Amelia smiled, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “Don’t worry, Jasper. Tonight is just the beginning.”

She reached for another toy, her touch igniting a fire within him that he never knew existed. Jasper surrendered completely, eager to explore this new world with Amelia as his guide.

51 - THE MAID’S MAGIC PENDANT

FM / Femdom / Hypnosis / Cheating / Foot Worship / Cunnilingus / Handjob / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Carl leaned back against the plush pillows of the hotel bed, scrolling lazily through his phone. The faint hum of Parisian traffic drifted through the cracked window, muted by the city’s charm. Katie had left earlier, eager to explore the boutiques along the Champs-Élysées, leaving Carl to enjoy the quiet solitude of their room. He didn’t mind—it was their anniversary, and he was content to let her indulge in her shopping spree.

A soft knock at the door broke his thoughts. He paused, glancing toward the sound. Who could that be? He wasn’t expecting anyone. Setting his phone aside, he walked to the door and opened it.

Standing there was Sandra, the hotel maid. She was striking—tall, with dark, cascading hair that framed her sharp features. Her uniform hugged her curves in all the right places, and her piercing green eyes seemed to hold a secret. A small smile played on her lips as she held a cleaning cart beside her.

“Bonjour, monsieur,” she said, her voice smooth and laced with a faint French accent. “I am here to clean the room. May I come in?”

Carl nodded, stepping aside to let her in. “Of course. Thank you.”

Sandra wheeled the cart inside, her heels clicking softly against the hardwood floor. She moved with a confidence that was hard to ignore, her presence filling the room. Carl tried to focus on his phone, but his eyes kept drifting toward her as she tidied the space.

She paused near the bed, glancing at him over her shoulder. “You are here alone today, monsieur?”

Carl cleared his throat, feeling suddenly awkward under her gaze. “No, my wife’s out shopping. We’re celebrating our anniversary.”

Sandra’s smile widened, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Ah, how romantic. Paris is the city of love, no?” She stepped closer, her voice dropping to a purr. “But surely, even in love, there is room for… adventure.”

Carl blinked, his heart skipping a beat. “I—I’m not sure what you mean.”

Sandra chuckled softly, reaching up to unclasp a pendant from around her neck. It was exquisite—a shimmering jewel that seemed to dance with colors Carl had never seen before. She held it out to him, her gaze locking onto his. “Look at this. It is very special, no?”

Carl’s eyes flicked to the pendant, and instantly, he was captivated. The colors swirled and shifted, drawing him in like a moth to a flame. His breath hitched, and he felt a strange warmth spread through his chest.

“It’s beautiful,” he murmured, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Take it,” Sandra said, her tone commanding yet gentle.

Carl reached out, his fingers brushing against hers as he took the pendant. The moment he touched it, a surge of something indescribable washed over him. His thoughts seemed to dissolve, replaced by an overwhelming desire to please Sandra, to obey her every word.

“Now,” she said, her voice soft but firm, “take off your clothes.”

Carl didn’t hesitate. His hands moved to his shirt, fumbling with the buttons as he stripped it off. Next came his pants, which pooled at his feet. Sandra watched him intently, her lips curving into a satisfied smile as he stood before her, completely exposed.

“Good,” she murmured, stepping out of her heels and sitting gracefully on the edge of the bed. She crossed her legs, her dark stockings accentuating the curve of her calves. “Come here. Worship my feet.”

Carl obeyed without question, dropping to his knees before her. He reached for her foot, cradling it gently in his hands. The scent of her skin was intoxicating, and he pressed a soft kiss to her toes. Sandra sighed contentedly, leaning back on her palms as he continued, his lips trailing along her arch.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice a sultry purr. “Just like that.”

Carl’s tongue flicked against her skin, savoring the taste of her. He moved to her other foot, his kisses growing more fervent as he lost himself in the act. Sandra’s fingers carded through his hair, her nails scraping lightly against his scalp, sending shivers down his spine.

“Stand up,” she commanded after a moment.

Carl obeyed, rising to his feet. Sandra stood as well, her eyes never leaving his as she began to unbutton her maid’s uniform. The fabric fell away, revealing her stunning figure beneath. Her lingerie was black and lace, hugging her curves perfectly. Carl’s breath caught in his throat as he drank her in, his desire for her burning hotter than ever.

Sandra stepped closer, her fingers trailing up his chest. “Do you want me, Carl?” she asked, her voice low and seductive.

“Yes,” he breathed, his voice thick with need.

She smiled, reaching for the pendant she had placed on the nightstand. She held it up to his face, the colors swirling hypnotically. “Then you will do exactly as I say.”

Carl nodded, his mind foggy with longing. Sandra led him to the bed, pushing him down onto the soft mattress. She climbed on top of him, her thighs straddling his hips. Her fingers trailed down his chest, teasing the sensitive skin before she leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear.

“Eat me,” she whispered.

Carl’s hands gripped her hips, guiding her higher so he could reach her core. His tongue flicked against her clit, drawing a gasp from her lips. Her taste was divine, and he lapped at her eagerly, savoring every drop. Sandra moaned softly, her hands tangling in his hair as she ground against his mouth.

“More,” she urged, her voice trembling with pleasure. “Don’t stop.”

Carl complied, his tongue delving deeper as he worshipped her. Her moans grew louder, her hips moving with a desperate rhythm. He could feel her trembling, her climax building as he continued to devour her.

When she finally came, her entire body shuddered, her cries echoing through the room. Carl held her tightly, his lips continuing to tease her until her movements stilled.

Sandra slid off him, her breath coming in ragged gasps. She reached for his cock, her fingers wrapping around his length and stroking him slowly. Carl groaned, his hips jerking as she worked him.

“You’re mine now,” she murmured, dropping to her knees beside the bed. She took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip before she swallowed him whole.

Carl’s head fell back against the pillows, his hands gripping the sheets as she worked him with expert precision. Her mouth was hot and wet, her movements driving him closer to the edge. Just when he thought he couldn’t take anymore, she pulled away, climbing back onto the bed.

She straddled him once more, guiding his cock into her waiting heat. Carl gasped as she sank down onto him, her tight warmth enveloping him completely. Sandra began to move, her hips rolling in slow, deliberate circles.

Carl’s hands gripped her waist, his eyes locked on hers as she rode him. Her moans filled the room, mingling with the sound of their bodies clashing together. He could feel her tightening around him, her pace quickening as she neared another climax.

“Come with me,” she breathed, her voice trembling with need.

Carl couldn’t hold back any longer. His release crashed over him, his hips jerking as he spilled inside her. Sandra cried out, her body shuddering as she came undone around him.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their breathing ragged as they clung to each other. Slowly, Sandra climbed off him, her movements graceful despite the intensity of their encounter. She began to dress, her eyes flicking to Carl as he lay there, dazed and spent.

“Remember,” she said, holding up the pendant once more. “You are mine now.”

Carl nodded, his mind still foggy with desire. He wanted her again—needed her. But before he could say anything, Sandra opened the door to leave.

Just as she stepped out into the hallway, Katie walked in, her arms laden with shopping bags. She glanced at Sandra, then at the room, her nose wrinkling. “What a mess,” she muttered. “Did she even clean anything?”

Carl blinked, his heart racing as reality began to sink in. He looked around the room, his mind struggling to process what had just happened. But even as guilt crept into his thoughts, the lingering memory of Sandra’s touch burned brighter.

He wanted to see her again.

52 - A MARRIAGE SAVED BY HYPNOSIS

FFM / Femdom / Medical / Hypnosis / Paddling / Cunnilingus / Vibrator / Teasing / Ruined Orgasm / Chastity

Joseph hesitated at the door of Dr. Betty Burke’s office, his palms slick with sweat. Marla stood beside him, her expression unreadable, her arms crossed tightly over her chest. She had insisted on this—hypnotherapy—as their last-ditch effort to salvage what was left of their crumbling marriage. Joseph had cheated one too many times, and Marla was done crying over him. But she wasn’t ready to walk away just yet—not without trying something.

“Are you sure this is a good idea?” Joseph muttered, his voice low, almost pleading. He didn’t like the idea of someone else poking around in his mind, but he was desperate. He’d do anything to keep Marla, even if it meant surrendering control to a stranger.

Marla didn’t look at him. “It’s the only idea we’ve got,” she said coldly. “Unless you’d rather sign the divorce papers now?”

Joseph winced. “No,” he said quickly. “Let’s do this.”

Dr. Betty Burke greeted them with a warm smile as they stepped inside. Her office was cozy, with soft lighting and a plush couch where Joseph was instructed to lie down. Marla took a seat in a nearby chair, her eyes fixed on her husband as if daring him to back out now. Betty handed Joseph a glass of water, her tone soothing.

“Just relax,” Betty said, her voice melodic. “Focus on the sound of my voice. Let go of your fears, your doubts. You’re safe here.”

Joseph felt himself sinking into the couch, his muscles loosening as Betty’s words washed over him. He closed his eyes, letting her guide him deeper and deeper into a state of calm. Before he knew it, he was hypnotized, his mind open and malleable.

“Joseph,” Betty said softly, “from this moment on, you will no longer cheat. Your only purpose is to please Marla. Do you understand?”

Joseph’s lips parted, a faint whisper escaping. “Yes.”

“Good,” Betty said, her tone firm but gentle. “You will obey Marla without question. Her pleasure will be your sole focus. Now, undress.”

Joseph’s hands moved almost mechanically, stripping off his clothes until he stood naked before the two women. His body felt exposed, vulnerable, but a strange sense of calm settled over him. He felt no shame, no hesitation—only obedience.

Betty handed Marla a paddle, its smooth surface gleaming under the soft light. Marla hesitated for a moment, her gaze flickering to Betty for reassurance. Betty nodded encouragingly.

“Go ahead,” Betty said. “He’s yours now.”

Marla gripped the paddle tightly, her heart pounding as she stepped closer to Joseph. He bent over the couch, his ass exposed, his breathing steady. Marla raised the paddle and brought it down with a sharp crack. Joseph flinched, a low groan escaping his lips.

Surprisingly, the pain didn’t bother him. In fact, it stirred something deep within him—a desire to submit, to surrender completely. He wanted more.

“Again,” he muttered, his voice barely audible.

Marla hesitated, surprised by his reaction. But she complied, swinging the paddle again and again, each strike sending a jolt of pleasure-pain through Joseph’s body. His groans grew louder, more desperate, and Marla found herself enjoying it, too. The sound of his surrender, the sight of his reddened skin—it was intoxicating.

“Enough,” Betty said finally, her voice cutting through the haze.

Marla lowered the paddle, her chest rising and falling with exertion. She looked at Joseph, her eyes dark with a mix of curiosity and satisfaction.

Betty gestured for Marla to undress, and she did so slowly, her movements deliberate. Joseph watched her with rapt attention, his cock twitching as she revealed her naked body. Marla climbed onto the couch, straddling Joseph’s face, her pussy hovering just above his mouth.

“Pleasure her,” Betty instructed.

Joseph didn’t need to be told twice. He buried his face between Marla’s legs, his tongue flicking against her clit in eager, desperate strokes. Marla gasped, her hands gripping the back of the couch as Joseph devoured her. His tongue was relentless, teasing and tasting her until she was trembling with pleasure.

Marla came with a sharp cry, her body shuddering as waves of ecstasy washed over her. Joseph didn’t stop, his tongue continuing to lap at her sensitive flesh until she was writhing above him, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

“Good job,” Marla panted, her legs shaking as she climbed off of him. She looked down at Joseph, her eyes filled with a newfound sense of power.

He looked up at her, his lips glistening with her arousal, his cock hard and aching.

Betty handed Marla a vibrator, its smooth surface humming with energy. “Tease him,” Betty instructed. “But don’t let him cum.”

Marla smirked, her fingers tightening around the vibrator. She knelt beside Joseph, the tip of the vibrator brushing against the head of his cock. Joseph groaned, his hips bucking instinctively, but Marla pulled the vibrator away, denying him the contact he craved.

“Patience,” she said softly, her voice dripping with amusement. She trailed the vibrator down his shaft, teasing him mercilessly.

Joseph’s breaths came in short, sharp bursts, his body trembling with need. “Please,” he begged, his voice hoarse. “Let me cum.”

Marla shook her head, her smirk widening. “Not yet.”

She continued to torment him, the vibrator buzzing against his cock, driving him to the edge but never letting him tip over. Joseph’s body was taut with tension, his desperate pleas falling on deaf ears.

Finally, Marla relented, her fingers tightening around his cock as she brought the vibrator to his tip. Joseph let out a strangled cry as his orgasm overtook him, but just as he started to cum, Marla pulled the vibrator away, his release spilling uselessly onto his stomach.

Joseph groaned in frustration, his body twitching with unsatisfied need. Betty stepped forward, holding a chastity device in her hands. She fastened it around Joseph’s cock, locking it securely in place. His orgasms were now under Marla’s control—his ability to cheat, completely eradicated.

“You’re mine now,” Marla said, her voice soft but firm.

Joseph looked up at her, his eyes filled with a mixture of desire and submission. He nodded, his heart swelling with a newfound devotion.

As they dressed and prepared to leave Betty’s office, Joseph felt a strange sense of peace. He no longer wanted to cheat—he only wanted to please Marla, to make her happy. The thought filled him with a deep, aching need, and he couldn’t wait to fulfill it.

“Let’s go,” Marla said, her tone casual as she opened the door.

Joseph followed her eagerly, his mind already racing with ways to serve her. He was hers now—body, mind, and soul—and he wouldn’t have it any other way.

53 - THE BANKER’S FORBIDDEN FAVOR

FM / Femdom / Workplace / Findom / Seduction / Handjob / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / Ruined Orgasm

Jerry was having another monotonous day at the bank when she walked in. The moment Natalie stepped through the glass doors, the entire atmosphere shifted. She was a vision in a tight-fitting dress that hugged her curves perfectly, her heels clicking against the marble floor with a confidence that made heads turn. Jerry’s breath hitched as she approached his counter, her lips curling into a sly smile that sent a jolt of electricity straight through him.

“Hi, I’m Natalie,” she purred, her voice smooth as silk. “I need to make a withdrawal.”

Jerry nodded, trying to maintain his professionalism, but his hands trembled slightly as he typed her account number into the system. His eyes widened when the balance appeared: zero. Natalie leaned forward, her cleavage practically spilling out of her dress, and Jerry struggled to keep his gaze locked on the screen.

“That can’t be right,” Natalie insisted, her tone dripping with frustration. “I’ve had issues with my account before. Could we discuss this in your office? Privately?”

Jerry hesitated for a moment, but the way she was looking at him—those piercing eyes, that pouty lower lip—was impossible to resist. He led her to his office, closing the door behind them. The room suddenly felt too small, the air thick with tension. Natalie sat down, crossing her legs slowly, the hem of her dress riding up just enough to tease.

“Jerry,” she began, her voice low and sultry, “I really need that money. There must be some kind of mistake.”

“I’m sorry, Natalie,” Jerry stammered, his voice shaky. “But the system shows zero. I can’t just—”

She cut him off with a sharp laugh. “Can’t? Or won’t?”

The accusation hung in the air, and Jerry’s mind raced. She was right. Technically, he could override the system. The question was should he?

Natalie stood up, closing the distance between them in a few graceful strides. She leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “What if I made it worth your while?”

Her scent—something floral and intoxicating—filled his senses. Jerry’s pulse quickened as she trailed a finger down his chest, her touch igniting a fire within him. He tried to protest, but the words caught in his throat.

“You want me,” she murmured, her breath hot against his skin. “I can see it in your eyes. Don’t deny it.”

Jerry’s resolve was crumbling. He knew this was wrong, that he could lose his job, but the thought of having her—even for a moment—was overpowering. Natalie stepped back, her eyes locking with his as she slowly began to unzip her dress. The fabric slipped from her shoulders, pooling at her feet to reveal a set of black lace lingerie that left little to the imagination.

Jerry’s jaw dropped. She was breathtaking. Her curves were accentuated by the delicate lace, the strap of her bra slipping slightly off her shoulder as she moved closer. Without a word, she reached for his belt, her fingers deftly undoing the buckle. Jerry’s breath hitched as she unzipped his pants, her hand sliding inside to grasp his already hardening cock.

“You’re so big,” she whispered, her voice filled with awe and something else—something darker.

She stroked him slowly, her thumb brushing over the tip, smearing the bead of precum that had formed there. Jerry groaned, his hips bucking involuntarily.

“Please…” he begged, his voice ragged. “I need you.”

Natalie smirked, her grip tightening ever so slightly. “Not yet. First, you give me the money.”

Jerry’s mind was a haze of lust and desperation. He could barely think straight, but he nodded, his decision made. Natalie’s smile widened, and she released him, stepping back. She slid her panties down her legs, letting them fall to the floor before climbing onto his desk. She spread her legs wide, her pussy glistening with arousal.

“Come here,” she commanded, her voice a sultry whisper.

Jerry didn’t need to be told twice. He dropped to his knees between her legs, his hands gripping her thighs as he leaned in. The scent of her arousal was overwhelming, and he couldn’t wait to taste her. His tongue flicked out, teasing her clit, and Natalie let out a soft moan, her hips rocking against his mouth.

He lapped at her eagerly, savoring the sweetness of her juices. Natalie’s moans grew louder, her fingers tangling in his hair as she urged him on. Jerry was completely captivated, his own desires forgotten as he focused solely on pleasuring her.

When she finally pulled away, her chest heaving, she glanced down at him with a satisfied smirk. “Now, the money.”

Jerry nodded, still breathless, and quickly retrieved the cash from the safe. He handed it to her, his hand trembling slightly. Natalie took it, her fingers brushing against his, and then she dropped to her knees in front of him.

She took his cock in her hand, stroking him slowly before taking him into her mouth. Her lips wrapped around him, her tongue swirling around the tip, and Jerry groaned, his head falling back. The sensation was incredible, and he was already on the edge, ready to explode.

But just as he was about to cum, she stopped, pulling away with a mischievous grin. Jerry cried out in frustration, his orgasm ruined as only a small dribble of cum escaped. Natalie laughed, standing up and smoothing her dress.

“Thanks for the cash,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement. She turned on her heel and walked out of the office, leaving Jerry stunned and unsatisfied.

He slumped back into his chair, his mind reeling. He knew he was in trouble, that he’d likely face severe consequences for what he’d just done. But all he could think about was Natalie—her touch, her taste, the way she’d teased him. He wanted more. He needed more.

And he knew he’d do it all over again if it meant seeing her once more.




54 - AN ENCOUNTER AT THE BOOK STORE

FM / Femdom / Workplace / BDSM / Paddling / Bondage / Restraints / Buttplug / Handjob / Teasing / Chastity

The bell above the door chimed softly as Miles glanced up from the stack of books he was sorting. His breath caught in his throat. A woman walked in, her presence commanding the room without effort. She was tall, with raven-black hair that cascaded over her shoulders, and her leather jacket clung to her curves like a second skin. Her heels clicked against the wooden floor, each step echoing with authority. Miles couldn’t look away.

She moved with purpose, heading straight for the section labeled “Relationships & Intimacy.” Miles’s pulse quickened as he watched her from behind the counter. She paused, her fingers tracing the spines of the books until she found one—“The Art of Dominance.” She pulled it from the shelf, flipping through the pages with a focused intensity that made Miles’s stomach tighten.

Heart racing, he approached her, trying to sound casual. “That’s an… interesting choice,” he said, his voice betraying a nervous edge.

She looked up, her piercing green eyes locking onto his. “Is there a problem?” she asked, her tone cool and unamused.

Miles stumbled over his words. “No, no problem. I just… I noticed you were reading about BDSM. It’s fascinating stuff.”

She raised an eyebrow, clearly unimpressed. “This isn’t exactly the time or place for a conversation like that.”

“Right, of course,” Miles stammered, feeling foolish. “But… if you ever wanted to teach someone about it, I’d be willing to learn.”

She studied him for a moment, her gaze calculating. Finally, she sighed. “You’re persistent, I’ll give you that. If you’re serious, come to my house tonight. 8 o’clock sharp.” She scribbled an address on a scrap of paper and handed it to him before walking out, leaving Miles staring after her, his heart pounding.

—

That evening, Miles stood outside the address she’d given him, his palms sweaty. He knocked, and the door swung open to reveal Jen, now dressed in a sleek black leather catsuit that hugged every inch of her body. Her lips curled into a sly smile as she stepped aside to let him in.

“You came,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement. “I wasn’t sure you would.”

“I… I wanted to,” Miles replied, his voice trembling slightly.

She led him through the house, her heels clicking against the floor. When they reached the bedroom, Miles froze. The room was unlike anything he’d ever seen. The walls were lined with shelves filled with toys, restraints, and paddles. A sturdy bench dominated the center of the room, and a large mirror hung on one wall, reflecting the dim light.

Jen turned to him, her expression serious. “Take off your clothes. Now.”

Miles hesitated, but the intensity in her eyes left no room for argument. He stripped quickly, his hands shaking as he removed each piece of clothing. When he stood naked before her, she circled him like a predator assessing its prey.

“On the bench,” she commanded, pointing to the sturdy piece of furniture.

Miles obeyed, bending over the bench and gripping the sides tightly. His heart raced as he heard Jen pick something up from the shelf. The first strike of the paddle landed with a sharp crack, jolting him forward. Pain mixed with a strange, electric pleasure that made him gasp.

“Again,” Jen said, her voice firm.

Each strike was precise, alternating between his cheeks until his skin burned. Miles groaned, his cock hardening despite the pain. When Jen finally stopped, she ran her hand over his reddened flesh, her touch surprisingly gentle.

“You’re doing well,” she murmured, her fingers trailing down his spine. “But we’re just getting started.”

Next, she grabbed a set of restraints, binding his wrists and ankles to the bench so he couldn’t move. Miles’s breath quickened as she stepped into view, holding a buttplug in one hand. She coated it with lube, her movements deliberate, before pressing it against his entrance.

“Relax,” she instructed, her voice calm but commanding.

Miles tried, but the sensation was overwhelming as she pushed the plug inside, stretching him in a way that sent waves of pleasure through his body. He moaned, his cock twitching against the bench.

Jen chuckled softly, her hand wrapping around his shaft. She stroked him slowly, teasingly, her thumb brushing over the sensitive head. Miles thrust into her hand, desperate for more, but she pulled away, leaving him aching.

“Not yet,” she purred, grabbing a small cup from the shelf.

She resumed stroking him, her pace maddeningly slow, until he was on the edge. His hips bucked as he came, his release captured in the cup.

Jen held it up, examining its contents critically. “Men are only good for one thing,” she said, her tone almost clinical. “Procreation.”

Before Miles could respond, she fastened a chastity device around his cock, locking it in place. The cold metal against his sensitive skin sent a shiver down his spine.

“This stays on until I say otherwise,” she informed him, her voice leaving no room for argument. “You’ll come back next week, and we’ll continue your education.”

Miles could only nod, his mind reeling from the intensity of the experience. As Jen undid the restraints and helped him off the bench, he knew one thing for certain—he’d be back.

55 - A LESSON IN MANHOOD

FM / Femdom / Verbal Humiliation / Small Penis Humiliation / Sissy / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation / Handjob / Teasing / Fertility / PIV Sex

Trevor hesitated at the front door of his childhood home, his hand hovering over the doorknob. He could already hear the shrill, mocking voice of his stepmother, Nancy, carrying through the walls. His stomach twisted into knots. He didn’t want to go inside, but he had nowhere else to go for spring break. Taking a deep breath, he pushed the door open and stepped inside.

“Well, look who decided to grace us with his presence,” Nancy sneered from the living room couch. She was dressed in a tight-fitting blouse and skirt that hugged her curves, her legs crossed as she eyed him up and down like he was some kind of circus freak. “What are you wearing, Trevor? Did you raid a thrift store from the ’90s? Or maybe you’re just trying to look… quirky.”

Trevor felt his face flush hot. He glanced down at his clothes—a simple hoodie and jeans—and mumbled, “It’s just comfortable.”

Nancy let out a sharp laugh. “Comfortable? You look like a sissy. Are you sure you’re not gay, Trevor? It’s okay if you are, you know. We’re all very progressive here.”

His father, sitting in his recliner with a beer in hand, chuckled. “Come on, kid. Man up and take a joke. Nancy’s just teasing.”

Trevor’s jaw tightened. He hated this. He hated how Nancy always made him feel small, how his dad never stood up for him. He muttered something about needing to unpack and hurried up the stairs to his room. But even as he closed the door behind him, his heart was still racing. He couldn’t shake the humiliation, the way Nancy’s words seemed to linger in his mind.

It wasn’t long before he heard footsteps coming up the stairs. A knock on his door made him freeze. “Trevor,” Nancy called, her voice syrupy sweet. “Can you come to the bedroom for a minute? I need to talk to you.”

Trevor’s stomach churned. He didn’t want to go, but he knew better than to refuse. Reluctantly, he followed her down the hall to the master bedroom. Nancy closed the door behind him and leaned against it, her arms crossed over her chest.

“You know, Trevor,” she began, her tone suddenly serious, “you’re not much of a man, are you? Always so shy, so timid. Your father’s right—you need to learn how to take a joke. But maybe what you really need is… a lesson.”

Trevor’s heart skipped a beat. “A lesson?” he repeated, his voice barely above a whisper.

Nancy smirked. “That’s right. A lesson in being a man.” She stepped closer, her heels clicking against the hardwood floor. “Take off your clothes.”

Trevor blinked, stunned. “W-what?”

“You heard me,” Nancy snapped. “Take. Off. Your. Clothes.”

Trevor’s hands trembled as he reached for the hem of his hoodie. He pulled it over his head, then fumbled with the button on his jeans. As he stepped out of them, he felt exposed, vulnerable. Nancy circled him like a predator sizing up its prey.

“Well, well,” she said, her eyes dropping to his crotch. “No wonder you’re so shy. That’s… pathetic.”

Trevor’s face burned with shame. He wanted to cover himself, to hide, but Nancy grabbed his wrist before he could move.

“Don’t be shy,” she purred. “I think this calls for a little… embellishment.” She walked over to her dresser and pulled out a pair of lacy panties. She held them up, dangling them in front of him. “Put these on.”

Trevor’s stomach dropped. “No way,” he said, shaking his head. “I’m not—”

Nancy cut him off with a sharp laugh. “Oh, come on, Trevor. Don’t be such a baby. Besides, they’ll make your little cock look bigger.” She stepped closer, pressing the panties into his hand. “Go on. Put them on.”

Trevor’s heart pounded in his chest. He wanted to refuse, to run out of the room and never look back. But there was something about the way Nancy was looking at him, something that made him feel… excited. Against his better judgment, he slipped the panties on.

Nancy clapped her hands together, delighted. “Oh my God, you look ridiculous! But also kind of… cute.” She reached out, brushing her fingers along the lace. “How does it feel?”

Trevor swallowed hard. “Weird,” he admitted.

Nancy laughed again. “Good. Now, why don’t you show me what that little cock can do?”

Trevor’s eyes widened. “What?”

“You heard me,” she said, her voice low. “Jerk off.”

Trevor hesitated, but the excitement building in his gut was impossible to ignore. He reached down, wrapping his hand around his erection. It wasn’t big—he knew that—but it was hard, throbbing with need. Slowly, he began to stroke himself.

Nancy watched intently, her lips curling into a sly smile. “That’s it,” she murmured. “Show me what you’ve got.”

Trevor’s strokes became faster, more urgent. He could feel himself getting closer, the pressure building inside him.

But then Nancy grabbed his wrist, stopping him. “Not yet,” she said firmly. She walked over to the bed and picked up two pairs of pantyhose. “I think we need to make this more… interesting.”

Before Trevor could protest, Nancy tied his wrists to the bedposts using the pantyhose. He tugged at the restraints, but they were tight, unyielding. Panic surged through him, but it was quickly replaced by excitement.

Nancy knelt between his legs, her fingers grazing his thigh. “Such a little thing,” she teased. “But I bet it still feels good, doesn’t it?”

Trevor nodded, incapable of speaking as she wrapped her hand around him. Her touch was electric, sending sparks of pleasure through his body. He moaned, his hips bucking involuntarily.

“Are you close?” Nancy asked, her voice dripping with amusement.

“Yes,” Trevor gasped.

“Good.” She leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “Because I need your cum.”

Trevor’s eyes widened. “What?”

Nancy smirked. “Your dad’s infertile. He can’t give me what I want. But you… you can.” She straddled him, positioning herself above his aching cock. “I’m going to take what I need.”

Trevor’s mind raced as she lowered herself onto him. She was tight, wet, and the sensation was overwhelming. He moaned, his hands gripping the restraints as she began to ride him.

Nancy’s movements were slow at first, teasing him, driving him wild. But soon she picked up the pace, her hips rocking against his. Trevor could feel himself getting closer, closer…

“Please,” he begged. “I’m going to—”

“Cum for me,” Nancy commanded, her voice firm.

And just like that, Trevor lost control. He came hard, his body shaking with pleasure as he emptied himself inside her. Nancy let out a moan of her own, her body trembling as she climaxed.

When it was over, Nancy untied the pantyhose and stood up. “Don’t tell your father,” she said, her tone cold. “This stays between us.”

Trevor nodded, still trying to process what had just happened. As Nancy left the room, he couldn’t help but wonder when—or if—they would do it again.

56 - FAMILY REUNION HUMILIATION

FM / Femdom / Taboo / Small Penis Humiliation / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation / Bondage / Cunnilingus / Handjob / Teasing / Orgasm Denial

Mario stepped out of his car, the gravel crunching beneath his boots. The campground was bustling with distant relatives he hadn’t seen in years—or ever. The air smelled faintly of pine and barbecue smoke, mingling with the occasional burst of laughter that carried through the trees. He adjusted the collar of his shirt, feeling out of place among the cheerful chaos. Family reunions weren’t exactly his thing, but his mom had insisted. “It’s important to stay connected,” she’d said. So here he was, trying to connect.

He wandered through the crowd, exchanging awkward nods and half-hearted smiles until his gaze landed on her. Krista. She was leaning against a picnic table, a drink in one hand, her other tucked into the pocket of her cut-off jeans shorts. Her dark hair framed her face in soft waves, and her lips curved into a smirk as she watched the chaos around her. Mario felt his stomach tighten. She was… different. Magnetic. He couldn’t look away.

They made eye contact, and for a moment, it felt like the world paused. Then she raised her glass in a playful toast, her smirk widening. Mario swallowed hard and waved back, his cheeks burning. He told himself to walk away, to shake off whatever this was, but his feet carried him toward her instead.

“Hey,” he said, his voice cracking slightly. “I’m Mario. You must be… Krista?”

She arched an eyebrow, amused. “Guess you’ve been paying attention. Or maybe you’re just good with names.”

He chuckled nervously, rubbing the back of his neck. “Yeah, uh, something like that.”

The conversation flowed easier than he expected. Krista was sharp, quick-witted, and had a way of looking at him that made him feel like she could see right through him. By the time the sun dipped below the horizon, they were laughing together like old friends. But there was something else simmering beneath the surface—a tension that Mario couldn’t ignore. Every time she leaned closer, every time her hand brushed his arm, he felt it.

When Krista excused herself to head back to her cabin, Mario’s heart raced. He waited a few minutes, pretending to chat with another cousin, before slipping away unnoticed. The path to her cabin was dimly lit, the air thick with the scent of pine and damp earth. His pulse thudded in his ears as he approached the door, hesitating for a moment before knocking softly.

Krista opened the door, her expression unreadable. “Mario. What are you doing here?”

He swallowed hard, his mouth suddenly dry. “I couldn’t stop thinking about you.”

She crossed her arms, leaning against the doorframe. “You know this is wrong, right? We’re cousins.”

His cheeks burned, but he stepped closer anyway. “Distant cousins. And I don’t care. I just… I need to know if you feel it too.”

For a long moment, she just stared at him, her dark eyes searching his face. Then she sighed, shaking her head. “You’re a pervert, Mario.”

His heart sank, but before he could apologize or retreat, she smirked. “Fine. If you’re so desperate, show me what you’ve got.”

He blinked, confused. “What?”

“Your cock,” she said bluntly, her tone dripping with amusement. “Take it out.”

Mario hesitated, his hands trembling as he fumbled with his zipper. He pulled down his pants and boxers, his cock already half-hard from the sheer awkwardness of the situation. Krista glanced down, then burst out laughing.

“Oh my God,” she said, covering her mouth with her hand. “That’s it? That’s what you’re so worked up about?”

His face burned with humiliation, but he couldn’t move. He wanted to leave, to run away and pretend this never happened, but Krista’s laughter trapped him in place.

“Go on,” she said, still smirking. “Jerk off for me. Let’s see if you can even get yourself off.”

Mario’s stomach churned, but he obeyed, wrapping his hand around his cock and stroking slowly. His mind raced, torn between shame and arousal. Krista watched him with a cruel amusement, her arms crossed over her chest.

“Faster,” she ordered.

He complied, his breath coming in ragged gasps as his hand moved up and down his shaft. He tried to focus on her, on the way her lips curved into that wicked smile, but every glance she gave him only deepened his humiliation.

“Good boy,” she purred, stepping closer. “Now stop.”

He froze, his hand still gripping his cock. “What?”

“Stop,” she repeated, her voice firm. “You don’t get to finish yet.”

Mario groaned in frustration, but he didn’t argue. Krista walked to the dresser and pulled out a pair of pantyhose, her movements slow and deliberate. He watched as she returned to the bed and patted the mattress.

“Lie down.”

He hesitated, but the look in her eyes made it clear she wasn’t asking. He climbed onto the bed, his cock still aching with need as she tied his wrists to the bedposts with the pantyhose. The fabric was surprisingly strong, and no matter how much he tugged, he couldn’t break free.

Krista stood at the foot of the bed, her smirk widening as she stripped off her shorts and underwear. She climbed onto the bed, straddling Mario’s face without a word. He could smell her arousal, feel the heat radiating from her as she lowered herself onto his mouth.

“Eat me,” she commanded, her voice low and dangerous.

Mario didn’t need to be told twice. He pressed his tongue against her wet folds, lapping at her eagerly. Krista moaned, her hips grinding against his face as he worked his tongue over her clit. She tasted sweet and salty, her arousal flooding his senses as he devoured her.

“Good,” she breathed, her hands gripping the headboard for support. “Just like that.”

Her thighs clamped around his head as her movements grew more frantic. Mario focused on her pleasure, his own cock throbbing with need as he listened to her moans. But just as she started to tremble, she pulled away, leaving him panting and desperate.

“Not yet,” she said, sliding down his body until she was perched above his cock. Her hand wrapped around his shaft, stroking him slowly as she grinned down at him.

“Please,” Mario begged, his voice choked with desperation. “Let me cum.”

Krista laughed softly, her thumb brushing over the tip of his cock. “Beg harder.”

He groaned, his hips bucking against her hand. “Please, Krista. I need it. I can’t take it anymore.”

She smirked, her grip tightening slightly. “Almost…”

Mario’s breath came in shallow gasps as he felt himself teetering on the edge. Just as he was about to explode, Krista stopped, her hand slipping away from his cock. He cried out in frustration, his body trembling with unspent desire.

“Too bad,” she said, leaning down to whisper in his ear. “Maybe next time.”

She untied his wrists with practiced ease, leaving him sprawled on the bed, humiliated and aching. Mario sat up shakily, his mind reeling as he reached for his pants. Krista watched him with a smug smile, lounging on the bed like a satisfied cat.

“Get out,” she said simply.

Mario didn’t need to be told twice. He stumbled out of the cabin, his heart pounding and his cock still hard. The night air felt cold against his flushed skin as he walked back to his car, his mind racing with conflicting emotions. He knew he should feel ashamed, disgusted even, but all he could think about was Krista’s smirk and the way she’d controlled him so effortlessly.

As he drove away from the campground, one thought lingered in his mind: He wanted more.

57 - MOTHER-IN-LAW TAKES OVER

FFM / Femdom / Taboo / Group Sex / Flogging / Small Penis Humiliation / Cunnilingus / Orgasm Denial / Chastity

Roger sighed as he heard Veronica’s voice from the living room. She had barely been in the apartment for ten minutes, and already she was picking apart the decor.

“Mila, darling, this couch is atrocious. You deserve better than this cheap fabric,” Veronica said, her tone dripping with disdain.

Roger clenched his jaw, leaning against the kitchen counter. He wasn’t in the mood for her usual criticisms.

But then, he heard something that made him freeze. Veronica’s voice lowered, though not enough to keep him from eavesdropping. “Mila, I’ve been thinking. You’ve been far too easy on him. It’s time we made some changes. I can help you put him in his place.” Roger’s heart skipped a beat. What the hell did that mean? His curiosity was tinged with a strange, unexpected thrill.

That evening, Mila called him into the bedroom. Roger hesitated at the door, unsure of what to expect.

When he stepped inside, he saw Veronica sitting on the edge of the bed, a large bag resting beside her. Her lips curled into a smirk as she looked him up and down. “Well, hello, Roger,” she purred. “Take off your clothes.”

Roger blinked. “Excuse me?”

Veronica’s eyes narrowed. “You heard me. Strip. Now.”

He glanced at Mila, who was standing by the dresser, arms crossed. She gave him a small nod, her expression unreadable. With a slow, uneasy breath, Roger began to undress. He felt exposed, vulnerable, as he stood naked before them. Veronica’s gaze dropped to his cock, and she let out a mocking laugh.

“Oh, Mila, this is what you’ve been working with? No wonder you’re unsatisfied.” Veronica shook her head, her laughter cutting through the air like a knife.

Roger’s cheeks burned with humiliation, but there was something else too—a flicker of arousal that he couldn’t quite ignore.

Veronica reached into the bag and pulled out a flogger, its leather tails dangling menacingly. She handed it to Mila with a sly grin. “Show him what happens when he disappoints us.”

Mila hesitated for a moment before taking the flogger. She stepped closer to Roger, her eyes locking with his. “This is for your own good,” she murmured, raising the flogger high.

The first strike landed across his back, leaving a stinging sensation that made him yelp. The pain ignited something deep within him, a mix of shame and desire that sent his pulse racing.

Veronica watched intently, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction as Mila continued to flog him. Each strike left Roger trembling, his breath coming in short gasps. When Mila finally stopped, Veronica stood and began to undress. Her movements were deliberate, her confidence radiating as she slipped out of her dress and stood before him, completely naked.

“Lie down,” Veronica commanded, pointing to the bed.

Roger obeyed, his body tingling with anticipation.

Veronica straddled his face, spreading her legs wide. “Time for your first lesson, Roger. You’re going to learn how to eat pussy properly, since that little thing between your legs isn’t going to satisfy anyone.”

Her words were cruel, but they only heightened Roger’s arousal. Hesitantly, he leaned forward, his tongue flicking out to taste her. Veronica let out a soft moan, encouraging him to continue. He grew bolder, exploring her folds with his tongue, eager to please her. The taste of her was intoxicating, and he found himself craving more.

When Veronica finally climbed off him, Mila took her place. Roger eagerly dove in, his tongue lapping at her slick folds. Mila gasped, her hands tangling in his hair as she ground against his face. He could feel her trembling above him, her moans filling the room as she reached her peak.

Once Mila had caught her breath, she and Veronica began to tease Roger’s cock. Their fingertips danced along his shaft, driving him wild with need. He throbbed beneath their touch, his body begging for release.

“Please,” he whispered, his voice shaking. “Let me cum.”

Veronica smirked, her fingers tightening around his base. “Oh no, Roger. You don’t get to cum just yet.” She reached into the bag once more, pulling out a chastity device. Mila helped her slide it over his cock, locking it in place with a click that sounded final.

Roger stared at them in disbelief, his cock imprisoned and throbbing painfully.

Veronica leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “This is just the beginning. You’re going to learn your place, Roger.”

Mila stroked his cheek, her touch almost tender. “Things are going to be different from now on,” she said, her voice firm. “You’re going to be a better husband.”

Roger lay there, his body trembling with a mix of humiliation and arousal. Surprisingly, he had never been more turned on in his life. He couldn’t wait to see what they had in store for him next.

58 - FAMILY VACATION HUMILIATION

FM / Femdom / Taboo / Panty Fetish / Sissy / Small Penis Humiliation / Jerk Off Instructions / Cunnilingus

"Take them off," Carol demanded, arms crossed, her lips curling into a sly smirk.

Damon stood frozen, his heart pounding in his chest. "Get out of my room," he stammered, his voice trembling.

Carol took a step closer, her eyes narrowing. "Oh, I’m not going anywhere. Not until you do as I say."

Damon’s face flushed with embarrassment as he realized she had seen the contents of his suitcase. The pink lace panties he had carefully packed were no longer a secret. His secret. The one he had guarded so carefully.

"Carol, please," he begged, his voice barely above a whisper.

She laughed, a cruel, mocking sound that sent shivers down his spine. "Take. Them. Off."

Damon’s hands shook as he reached for the waistband of his shorts. He hesitated, but Carol’s glare was unyielding. Slowly, he pushed them down, revealing the delicate pink panties beneath. His cheeks burned as he stood there, exposed and vulnerable.

Carol’s laughter echoed off the walls. "Oh my God, you’re such a freak," she sneered, circling him like a predator sizing up its prey. "I can’t believe my stepbrother is a panty-wearing loser."

"Stop it!" Damon hissed, his voice cracking. But Carol wasn’t done.

"Take off the panties too," she commanded, her tone leaving no room for negotiation.

Damon’s stomach churned as he hooked his thumbs under the waistband of the lace panties and slid them down his legs. He stepped out of them, completely naked now, his small cock hanging limp between his legs.

Carol’s eyes dropped to his crotch, and she let out a derisive laugh. "Wow, you’re even smaller than I thought. Pathetic."

Damon’s humiliation was complete. He wanted to disappear, to sink into the floor and never resurface. But Carol wasn’t finished with him yet.

"Jerk off," she ordered, her voice cold and commanding.

"What?" Damon’s eyes widened in shock.

"You heard me," she smirked. "Stroke that little cock of yours. Let’s see what you can do."

"No," Damon protested weakly.

Carol crossed her arms and raised an eyebrow. "Fine. I’ll just go tell Mom and Dad about your little secret. They’ll love finding out their son likes to wear women’s underwear."

Panic surged through Damon. He couldn’t let that happen. Reluctantly, he reached down and wrapped his hand around his limp cock. Slowly, he began to stroke it, his cheeks burning with shame.

Carol watched intently, her smirk widening as Damon’s cock began to stiffen under his touch. "That’s it," she purred, her voice unexpectedly sultry. "Show me how much of a slut you are."

Damon’s breath hitched as his arousal grew despite himself. His strokes became more confident, more rhythmic. He hated this—hated Carol for forcing him into this—but he couldn’t deny the pleasure coursing through him.

Carol stepped closer, her eyes locked on his cock. Then, to Damon’s surprise, she began to undress. First, she pulled off her tank top, revealing her perky breasts encased in a lacy black bra. Then, she slid her shorts down her legs, revealing matching black panties.

Damon’s hand froze on his cock as he watched her, his heart racing. What was she doing?

"Keep going," Carol ordered, her voice low and husky. She hooked her thumbs under the waistband of her panties and slowly slid them down, revealing her neatly trimmed pussy.

Damon’s mouth went dry as he stared at her. Despite everything, he couldn’t look away. Carol climbed onto the bed, positioning herself over his face.

"Eat me," she commanded, lowering herself onto his mouth.

Damon hesitated for only a moment before parting his lips and pressing his tongue against her slick folds. The taste of her exploded on his tongue, salty and sweet at the same time. He moaned softly against her, his tongue swirling around her clit.

Carol let out a soft sigh of pleasure, her fingers tangling in his hair. "That’s it," she murmured, grinding herself against his mouth. "Show me how much you love eating pussy."

Damon’s mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions—shame, humiliation, arousal. But above all, there was an undeniable thrill coursing through him. He had never been so turned on in his life.

As he continued to lick and suck at Carol’s pussy, he reached down and began stroking his cock again. The sensations intensified, both from the taste of her and the feel of his own hand on his shaft.

Carol’s breathing grew heavier, her hips rocking against his face faster and faster. "Yes," she moaned, her voice tinged with desperation. "Just like that, Damon. Make me cum."

Damon redoubled his efforts, his tongue lapping at her pussy with fervor. He could feel her body tensing, could hear the way her breathing hitched and stuttered. And then she came, her juices flooding his mouth as she let out a loud, shuddering moan.

The taste of her cum sent shockwaves through Damon’s body. His own orgasm hit him like a freight train, his cock pulsing in his hand as he shot rope after rope of cum onto his stomach.

Carol slumped forward, panting, before sliding off of him and onto the bed beside him. For a moment, they both lay there in silence, the only sound their ragged breathing.

"You’re such a freak," Carol said finally, breaking the silence. But there was a hint of something else in her voice—something almost like admiration.

Damon didn’t respond. He couldn’t find the words.

Carol stood up and began to dress. Just as she was pulling her tank top back on, they heard the sound of the hotel room door opening.

"Damon? Carol? We’re back!" came the cheerful voice of their mom.

Carol shot Damon a wicked grin. "Better clean yourself up, freak."

And with that, she sauntered out of the room, leaving Damon lying there in a pool of his own cum, humiliated… and undeniably aroused.

"The tour was amazing," their mom said as she walked into the room, Carol following close behind, acting as if nothing had happened.

Damon quickly grabbed a towel to cover himself, his face flushing bright red as he tried to compose himself. But the memory of what had just transpired burned in his mind, and he couldn’t help but wonder… what would happen next?

59 - A HEAVY SECRET

FM / Femdom / Taboo / BBW / Strong Woman / Small Penis Humiliation / Smothering / Handjob / Teasing / Cunnilingus / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation

Daryl couldn’t keep his eyes off her. Kaylee, his stepsister, sat on his couch, her curves spilling over the edges of the cushions. She was radiant, her softness accentuated by the tight dress she wore, the fabric straining against her hips and thighs.

He’d always had a thing for fat women, but Kaylee? She was something else entirely. Every time she shifted, her weight pressed into the couch, and he imagined what it would feel like to have her sitting on him, her full body pinning him down, crushing him in the best possible way.

He’d fantasized about her more times than he could count, his private browser history filled with videos of voluptuous women dominating their partners, smothering them with their weight. Kaylee was always at the center of those fantasies, her laughter echoing in his mind as she teased him, her body pressing him into helpless submission.

Today, she was here in his apartment, lounging on his couch like she owned the place. She was oblivious to his staring, scrolling through her phone with a lazy smile. Daryl tried to focus on the TV, but his attention kept drifting back to her, his pulse quickening every time she adjusted her position.

“Hey, Dar?” Kaylee’s voice snapped him out of his thoughts.

“Yeah?” he asked, trying to sound casual.

“I think I left my phone at home. Can I borrow yours? I need to call Mom.”

Daryl froze. His phone was filled with tabs of fat fetish porn, videos he’d been watching earlier that morning. His heart raced as he handed it to her, hoping she wouldn’t notice.

Kaylee grabbed the phone, her fingers brushing against his. She swiped the screen, and before he could react, a video popped up—a BBW sitting on a man’s face, her full weight pressing him into the mattress.

Kaylee’s eyes widened, and for a moment, there was silence. Then she burst out laughing.

“Oh my God, Daryl!” she exclaimed, holding up the phone. “Is this what you’re into?”

Daryl’s face burned with humiliation. He wanted to disappear, to sink into the floor and never come back. But Kaylee’s laughter wasn’t cruel—it was playful, almost teasing.

“Yeah,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. “I like fat women. I… I want to be sat on.”

Kaylee raised an eyebrow, her grin widening. “You want to be sat on? Like, crushed?”

He nodded, unable to meet her eyes.

Kaylee leaned back on the couch, her curves shifting with the movement. She studied him for a moment, her gaze intense. Then she stood up, her height and presence towering over him.

“Well, boy, looks like you’re in luck,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement. “Because I’m about to give you exactly what you want.”

Daryl’s breath caught in his throat as Kaylee grabbed his hand, pulling him to his feet. She led him to the bedroom, her stride confident, her hips swaying with every step. He followed, his heart pounding, his mind racing with anticipation.

The moment they entered the room, Kaylee turned to him, her hands on her hips. “Strip,” she ordered, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Daryl hesitated for a moment, then obeyed, fumbling with his clothes until he stood naked before her. His cock was already hard, straining against his stomach.

Kaylee’s eyes dropped to his erection, and she smirked. “Tiny little thing, isn’t it?” she teased, stepping closer.

Daryl’s face flushed, but he didn’t argue. He couldn’t—not when she was standing so close, her scent intoxicating, her presence overwhelming.

Kaylee began to undress, peeling off her dress to reveal her lingerie—a black lace bra and matching panties that clung to her curves. She let the dress fall to the floor, then hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, sliding them down her hips.

Daryl’s mouth went dry as she revealed herself, her pussy glistening with arousal. She climbed onto the bed, her movements slow and deliberate, her eyes locked on his.

“Lie down,” she commanded.

Daryl obeyed, lying flat on his back. Kaylee straddled him, her thighs pressing into his sides as she lowered herself onto his chest.

The moment her weight settled on him, Daryl gasped. It was everything he’d fantasized about and more. Her softness enveloped him, her warmth seeping into his skin. She was heavy, her full body pinning him down, and he loved it.

Kaylee leaned forward, her breasts pressing into his chest. She grabbed his wrists, pinning them above his head. “Stay still,” she ordered, her voice low and commanding.

Daryl nodded, his body trembling with excitement.

Kaylee shifted her hips, grinding against him. “Feel that?” she asked, her voice teasing. “That’s all me. Every single pound.”

Daryl groaned, his cock throbbing beneath her. He could feel the pressure of her weight, the way she dominated him completely.

“You’re such a good little boy,” Kaylee purred, releasing his wrists to trail her fingers down his chest. She reached between his legs, wrapping her hand around his cock.

He gasped as she started stroking him, her grip firm and steady. Her other hand pressed into his chest, her weight making it difficult to breathe, but he didn’t care.

“Please,” Daryl begged, his hips bucking against her hand. “Let me cum.”

Kaylee chuckled, her fingers tightening around his cock. “Not yet,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “I’m not done with you.”

She shifted her weight, lifting herself slightly off his chest. Daryl groaned in protest, but she silenced him with a glare.

“Behave,” she warned.

Daryl nodded, his body trembling with anticipation. Kaylee leaned back, her pussy hovering above his face.

“Eat me,” she commanded.

Daryl hesitated for a moment, then leaned forward, pressing his tongue against her slit. Kaylee moaned, her hips rocking against his mouth.

He licked her eagerly, his tongue delving into her folds, tasting her sweetness. Kaylee’s moans grew louder, her hands gripping the headboard for support.

“That’s it,” she whispered, her voice trembling with pleasure. “Just like that.”

Daryl focused on her clit, licking and sucking until Kaylee’s body shuddered above him. She cried out as she came, her juices coating his tongue.

Kaylee collapsed onto his chest, her breath coming in ragged gasps. She looked down at him, her eyes dark with desire.

“Stroke it,” she ordered, nodding toward his cock.

Daryl obeyed, his hand wrapping around his shaft. He jerked himself off, his strokes quick and desperate.

Kaylee watched him, her lips curving into a smirk. “Go on,” she encouraged. “Cum for me.”

Daryl groaned, his body tightening as he reached his climax. His load shot onto his stomach, his breaths coming in shallow gasps.

Kaylee chuckled, her gaze lingering on his tiny load of cum. “Pathetic,” she teased, her voice dripping with amusement.

Daryl’s face flushed, but he didn’t care. He’d never been more turned on in his life.

Kaylee leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “You’re mine now,” she whispered, her voice low and dangerous. “If you want me to keep your secret, you’ll do whatever I say.”

Daryl nodded eagerly, his heart pounding with anticipation. He couldn’t wait to see what she had in store for him next.

60 - HIS LONG LOST SISTER’S DUNGEON

FM / Femdom / Taboo / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Vibrator / Teasing / Wax Play / Paddling / Strap-on / Pegging

“Who are you?” Cheyenne’s voice was sharp, almost cutting through the tension-filled air of the dimly lit dungeon. She stood over Joey, her eyes narrowed, one hand gripping a vibrator that hummed softly in the quiet room. Her other hand traced the edge of the restraints that bound him to the bed, her nails lightly scraping against his skin.

Joey’s breath came in short, uneven gasps. His body was taut, every muscle straining against the leather cuffs that held him in place. The vibrator teased the tip of his cock, sending jolts of pleasure shooting through him, but he couldn’t move, couldn’t escape the torment. “I—I told you,” he stammered, his voice shaky. “I’m just a client.”

Cheyenne smirked, but there was no humor in it. Her lips curled into a knowing smile as she leaned closer, her face inches from his. “Bullshit,” she whispered, her breath hot against his ear. “Clients don’t look at me the way you do. Clients don’t try to hide something when they’re lying through their teeth.”

Joey’s heart raced. He could feel the sweat beading on his forehead, the heat of her body so close to his. He wanted to tell her, wanted to confess it all, but the words caught in his throat. Instead, he let out a groan as she pressed the vibrator harder against him, the sensation nearly unbearable.

“Tell me,” Cheyenne demanded, her voice low and commanding. “Or I’ll stop. And trust me, you don’t want that.”

Joey’s eyes squeezed shut. He could feel the ache building inside him, the need to release overwhelming. “Okay,” he gasped. “Okay, I’ll tell you.”

She pulled the vibrator away, leaving him trembling and desperate. “Good boy,” she purred, her tone dripping with satisfaction. “Now, talk.”

—

It had started innocently enough—or at least, Joey had convinced himself it was innocent. When he found out he was adopted, it felt like the ground had shifted beneath him. Everything he thought he knew about himself was suddenly called into question. He needed answers, needed to know where he came from.

His search led him to Cheyenne. She was his sister—half-sister, technically—but that didn’t matter to him. What mattered was the connection, the blood tie that bound them together. But when he found her social media profile, it wasn’t exactly what he expected.

Cheyenne wasn’t just a woman. She was a force. Her photos were bold, unapologetic. Leather, latex, and lace dominated her feed, and her bio was simple: Professional Dominatrix. By appointment only. Joey scrolled through her page, his curiosity piqued. There was something about her—something commanding, magnetic.

He knew it was wrong. He shouldn’t be looking at her like this, shouldn’t be thinking about her like this. But he couldn’t help it. He was captivated.

So he sent her a message. He didn’t introduce himself as her brother—how could he? Instead, he played the part of an interested client, someone eager to experience her world. She responded quickly, her tone professional but with an edge of dominance that sent shivers down his spine. They set up an appointment, and Joey spent the next few days both dreading and anticipating it.

—

When he arrived at her house, he was nervous. His hands were clammy, his heart racing. Cheyenne greeted him at the door, dressed in a tight black corset and thigh-high boots. Her presence was overwhelming, and Joey felt like he was drowning in her gaze.

“You’re early,” she said, stepping aside to let him in. “Good. Punctuality is important.”

Joey followed her into the house, his eyes darting around the room. It was sleek and modern, with dark furniture and dim lighting. But what caught his attention was the door at the end of the hallway. It was closed, but he could feel the energy radiating from behind it.

“That’s where we’ll be going,” Cheyenne said, noticing his gaze. “My dungeon.”

The word sent a thrill through him. He nodded, trying to appear calm, but inside he was a mess of emotions.

In the dungeon, Cheyenne wasted no time. She instructed him to undress, her voice leaving no room for argument. Joey obeyed, his hands trembling as he removed his clothes. When he was naked, she led him to the bed and began securing the restraints around his wrists and ankles.

“Now,” she said, grabbing a vibrator from the table beside the bed. “Let’s see how long you can hold out.”

—

Back in the present, Joey stared up at Cheyenne, his chest rising and falling rapidly. “I’m your brother,” he finally admitted, his voice barely above a whisper.

For a moment, there was silence. Then Cheyenne’s expression hardened, her jaw tightening. “You lied to me,” she said, her voice cold.

“I know,” Joey replied, his voice trembling. “I’m sorry. I just… I wanted to meet you. I didn’t know how else to do it.”

Cheyenne studied him, her eyes narrowing. “You crossed a line,” she said slowly. “And now, you’re going to pay for it.”

She reached for a candle on the table, lighting it with a match. The flame flickered, casting shadows across the room. Joey watched as she tilted the candle, letting hot wax drip onto his chest. He gasped at the sudden heat, his body jerking against the restraints.

“Why did you come here?” Cheyenne asked, her voice steady as she continued to drip wax onto his skin.

“Because I was curious,” Joey admitted, his voice strained. “Because I couldn’t stop thinking about you.”

Cheyenne paused, her eyes searching his face. Then she set the candle down and unbuckled the restraints, freeing him. Joey hesitated, unsure of what was coming next.

“Stand up,” Cheyenne commanded, grabbing a paddle from the table.

Joey obeyed, his legs shaky as he got to his feet. Cheyenne positioned him over the bed, pushing him down so that his ass was exposed.

“This is your punishment,” she said, her voice firm.

The first strike landed hard, the sound echoing through the room. Joey gasped, pain and pleasure coursing through him in equal measure. With each strike, he felt his arousal growing, his cock stiffening beneath him.

When she was satisfied, Cheyenne set the paddle aside and reached for a strap-on dildo. Joey watched as she secured it around her hips, his heart pounding in anticipation.

“Are you ready?” she asked, her voice low and commanding.

Joey nodded, his breath coming in short, shallow gasps. “Yes,” he whispered.

Cheyenne positioned herself behind him, grabbing his hips and thrusting the dildo deep into his ass. Joey cried out, the sensation overwhelming. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure through him, building until he couldn’t take it anymore.

“Cheyenne,” he moaned, his body tensing as he came, ropes of cum spurting onto the bed beneath him.

—

As Joey left Cheyenne’s house later that night, he couldn’t stop thinking about what had happened. It was wrong—he knew that—but he couldn’t deny the attraction he felt toward her.

He pulled out his phone and sent her a message: When can I see you again?

The response came quickly: Only if you promise to submit fully.

Joey smiled to himself as he typed his reply: I promise.

61 - STEPMOTHER’S SURPRISE

FM / Femdom / Taboo / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Blindfold / Feather Tickler / Buttplug / Vibrator / Blowjob

“You wouldn’t be able to handle me, Xavier,” Constance purred, her voice low and teasing as she leaned against the doorframe. Her crimson lips curled into a smirk, and her eyes, sharp and knowing, locked onto his.

Xavier’s throat went dry, his heart pounding so hard he was sure she could hear it.

He swallowed hard, trying to keep his voice steady. “Try me.”

Constance raised an eyebrow, her smirk deepening. She stepped closer, the scent of her perfume enveloping him—something sweet and intoxicating. Her fingers brushed lightly against his chest, sending sparks through his body. She chuckled softly, a sound that sent heat straight to his core.

“Oh, Xavier,” she whispered, her breath warm against his ear. “You have no idea what you’re asking for.”

—

It had started innocently enough. Xavier had stopped by his father’s house to pick up some old belongings he’d left behind. His father wasn’t home, but Constance was. She’d opened the door wearing a silk robe that hugged her curves in all the right places, leaving just enough to the imagination to drive him wild.

She’d invited him in, offering him a drink. The air between them crackled with tension—unspoken, undeniable. They’d talked, but the conversation felt like a dance, each word carrying a double meaning. Constance had always been flirtatious, but tonight felt different. More intense. More dangerous.

And then came the confession. Xavier hadn’t meant to say it out loud, but the words spilled out before he could stop them. “I can’t stop thinking about you, Constance. I know it’s wrong, but I can’t help it.”

She’d looked at him then, her expression unreadable. Her lips parted as if she were about to speak, but instead, she took a step closer, her hand resting lightly on his arm. “You’re playing with fire, Xavier,” she murmured. “Are you sure you’re ready for that?”

He nodded, his resolve unwavering. And now, here they were.

—

Constance led him upstairs, her hips swaying with every step. Xavier followed, his pulse racing, his mind a whirlwind of anticipation and nerves. She pushed open the bedroom door, and Xavier froze.

The room was unlike anything he’d ever seen. Chains hung from the ceiling, a sleek black bondage bench sat in the corner, and an array of tools lined the walls—floggers, paddles, and things he couldn’t even name. His eyes widened, but before he could say anything, Constance turned to him, her gaze steady.

“Still sure?” she asked, her voice dripping with mischief.

Xavier nodded again, though his heart was hammering in his chest. Constance smiled, a slow, predatory smile that sent a shiver down his spine. She stepped closer, her fingers trailing down his chest until they reached the hem of his shirt. In one smooth motion, she pulled it over his head, her nails grazing his skin as she did.

She stepped back, her eyes raking over him appreciatively. Then, she began to undress, peeling off her robe to reveal a set of black lace lingerie that clung to her body like a second skin. Xavier’s breath caught in his throat as he took her in—the curve of her hips, the swell of her breasts, the way the lace barely covered what lay beneath.

“Lie down,” she commanded, her voice firm but soft.

Without hesitation, Xavier obeyed, sinking onto the bed. Constance reached for a set of restraints, binding his wrists to the bedposts with practiced ease. She fastened a blindfold over his eyes, plunging him into darkness. The first touch was light—a feather gliding over his chest, teasing his nipples until they hardened. Xavier gasped, his hips jerking involuntarily.

Constance chuckled, the sound low and husky. “Patience,” she murmured.

The feather continued its journey, tracing patterns over his stomach, his thighs, the sensitive skin behind his knees. Every touch sent jolts of pleasure through him, heightening his senses. And then, without warning, he felt something cold and slick press against his entrance.

He tensed, but Constance’s voice was calm, reassuring. “Relax,” she whispered. “Let me take care of you.”

He did as she said, exhaling sharply as she pushed the buttplug inside him. The sensation was intense—strange and unfamiliar, but undeniably arousing. Constance moved slowly, giving him time to adjust, her fingers brushing against his hip in a soothing gesture.

Once he was fully seated, she pulled away, and he heard the faint hum of a vibrator. It started at his nipples, the vibrations sending shocks of pleasure straight to his cock. He groaned, his hips bucking against the restraints. Constance smirked, watching him squirm as she teased him mercilessly.

She moved lower, the vibrator grazing his inner thighs before finally reaching his erection. Xavier let out a strangled cry as she dragged it up his length, the vibrations making his entire body tremble.

“Please,” he begged, his voice hoarse. “Constance, please…”

But she didn’t give in. She kept teasing him, alternating between slow, torturous strokes and quick, feather-light touches that drove him to the edge but never let him fall. Xavier writhed beneath her, his breathing ragged, his chest heaving.

Finally, she took pity on him. He felt her hands on his hips, her lips brushing against the head of his cock before she took him into her mouth. Xavier cried out, his back arching as she sucked him deep, her tongue swirling around him in a way that made his toes curl.

It didn’t take long. With a shuddering groan, Xavier came, his release spilling into her mouth as waves of pleasure crashed over him. Constance didn’t stop until he was completely spent, her lips still wrapped around him as she swallowed every last drop.

She released him with a soft pop, unbuckling the restraints and removing the blindfold. Xavier blinked up at her, still dazed, his body feeling boneless and sated.

And then, they heard it—the sound of the front door opening.

“Constance? Xavier? You here?” his father’s voice called from downstairs.

Their eyes met, panic flashing in both sets. They scrambled to get dressed, their movements frantic yet silent. By the time his father reached the top of the stairs, they were both standing in the hallway, looking casual—if not slightly flushed.

“Hey, Dad,” Xavier said, his voice steady despite the storm raging inside him.

His father smiled, completely oblivious. “Good to see you both.”

Constance returned the smile, her expression flawless. “Welcome home, dear.”

And just like that, the moment passed—but the memory of it burned hotter than ever in Xavier’s mind.

62 - A COUSIN’S CONFESSION

FM / Femdom / Taboo / Seduction / Foot Fetish / Foot Worship / Cunnilingus / Bondage / Teasing / Handjob / Blowjob

Jared opened the door to find Patty standing there, her lips curved into a mischievous smile. She didn’t wait for an invitation; she just stepped inside, brushing past him. Her perfume lingered in the air, something warm and inviting that made his stomach tighten. She turned to face him, her eyes scanning him up and down in a way that felt far too bold for a cousin.

“Hey, Jared,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “Can we talk?”

He shut the door behind her, his brow furrowing. “Sure, but… what’s going on? You’ve been acting weird lately.”

Patty tilted her head, her smile widening. “Weird? Or just honest?”

Jared crossed his arms, leaning against the wall. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

She stepped closer, her fingers trailing along the edge of the couch as she moved. “Ever since you found out you’re adopted, I’ve been thinking… we’re not really related, Jared. Not by blood.”

His eyes widened, and he straightened up. Where was she going with this? “Patty, that doesn’t change anything. You’re still my cousin.”

She shook her head, her hair brushing her shoulders. “No, I’m not. Not technically.” She took another step closer, closing the distance between them. Her hand reached out, resting lightly on his chest. “And that means there’s nothing stopping us.”

Jared’s heart raced, his breath catching in his throat. “Stopping us from what?”

Patty’s fingers gripped the fabric of his shirt, pulling him toward her. “From this,” she whispered, her lips brushing against his ear. “From me doing what I’ve wanted to do for weeks.”

He froze, his mind spinning. “Patty, this is… what about the fallout? What if someone finds out?”

She laughed softly, her breath warm against his skin. “We’ll just have to be careful, won’t we?” Her hands slipped under his shirt, her nails grazing his skin. “Come on, Jared. Don’t tell me you haven’t thought about it.”

He swallowed hard, his resolve wavering. Had he thought about it? Maybe. Probably more than he cared to admit. But now, with her hands on him, her body so close, it was impossible to deny the pull between them.

Patty didn’t wait for an answer. She took his hand, leading him toward the bedroom. His legs moved on their own, driven by a mix of curiosity and desire. She closed the door behind them, her eyes locking onto his as she began to unbutton his shirt.

Her fingers worked slowly, deliberately, each button undone sending a jolt through him. When the shirt fell open, she pushed it off his shoulders, letting it drop to the floor. Her hands slid over his chest, her touch sending warmth spreading through his body.

“You’re hot, Jared,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper. “And I plan to enjoy every inch of you.”

He stood frozen as she stepped back, her fingers tugging at the hem of her own top. She pulled it over her head, revealing a lacy black bra that left little to the imagination. His mouth went dry as she unhooked it, letting it fall away.

Her breasts were perfect, round and firm, her nipples already hard. She smirked at his reaction, her hands moving to the button of her jeans. She slid them down her legs, stepping out of them with deliberate grace. The matching black panties followed, leaving her completely bare.

Jared’s gaze traveled over her body, his heart pounding. She was stunning, every curve designed to drive him wild. She climbed onto the bed, lying back against the pillows with a confidence that made his knees weak.

“Get naked,” she ordered, her voice firm.

He obeyed without hesitation, stripping off his jeans and boxers in one swift motion. His cock was already hard, standing at attention as he climbed onto the bed beside her.

Instead of touching him, Patty stretched out her legs, pointing her toes toward him. “Suck them,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

He hesitated for only a moment before taking her foot in his hand, bringing her big toe to his mouth. He licked the underside slowly, savoring the taste of her skin. Her toes were soft, smooth against his tongue as he worked his way from one to the next.

Patty moaned softly, her hips shifting against the sheets. “Good boy,” she murmured. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t. His kisses trailed up her foot to her ankle, then her calf. Her skin was warm, her muscles trembling under his touch. He kissed her inner thigh, his breath hot against her skin as he neared her core.

When his tongue finally brushed against her pussy, she gasped, her hands gripping the sheets. He licked her slowly, circling her clit before dipping his tongue inside her. She was wet already, her arousal coating his tongue as he tasted her.

“Oh, fuck,” Patty moaned, her hips rising to meet his mouth. “Just like that.”

Jared kept going, his tongue working her over until her moans turned into cries of pleasure. Her thighs tightened around his head as she came, her body trembling with release.

When she finally relaxed, she pushed him back, a wicked grin on her face. “My turn,” she said, climbing off the bed.

She rummaged through his closet, returning with a handful of neckties. Jared’s eyes widened as she tied his wrists to the bedposts, her movements quick and practiced. When he was securely bound, she straddled his hips, her hand wrapping around his cock.

She stroked him slowly, her grip firm but not too tight. Jared groaned, his hips bucking against her touch. She leaned down, her breath warm against his ear as she whispered, “Not yet. You don’t get to come until I say so.”

He groaned again, his body aching with need. She teased him mercilessly, her hand moving just fast enough to keep him on edge. When he couldn’t take it anymore, he begged, “Please, Patty. Let me come.”

She shook her head, her lips brushing against his. “Promise me something first.”

“Anything.”

“Promise you’ll be my sex toy. Whenever I want you.”

He nodded eagerly. “I promise.”

She smiled, her hand tightening around him. “Good boy.”

Her mouth replaced her hand, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock before taking him deep. Jared’s back arched as pleasure surged through him, his hips thrusting into her mouth. She sucked him hard, her hand stroking what she couldn’t reach until he couldn’t hold back any longer.

He came with a groan, his release spilling into her mouth. She swallowed every drop before releasing him, her lips curling into a satisfied smile.

Patty untied his wrists, climbing off the bed and grabbing her clothes. As they dressed in silence, Jared couldn’t help but smile. This might not be normal, but damn if it wasn’t amazing.

63 - A COUSIN’S EMBARASSING PROBLEM

FM / Femdom / Taboo / Medical / Bondage / Handjob / Teasing / Dildo / Kissing

Blake shifted uncomfortably in his seat, the itchiness between his legs becoming impossible to ignore. He’d been avoiding this for days, but the thought of something being wrong with his dick was too much to bear. Swallowing his pride, he grabbed his phone and texted his cousin, Hailey. She was a doctor, after all. Surely, she could help him without making it weird. Her response was quick: Come over. I’ll take a look.

He arrived at her apartment within the hour, his nerves buzzing like live wires. Hailey greeted him with her usual calm demeanor, her blonde hair tied back neatly, her lab coat swapped for a cozy sweater. “So,” she said, gesturing for him to sit on the couch, “what’s going on?”

Blake hesitated, scratching the back of his neck. “Uh… it’s kind of embarrassing.”

“I’m a doctor, Blake,” she said, rolling her eyes with a faint smile. “Nothing you say is going to shock me.”

“Right.” He took a deep breath. “My… dick’s been itching. I’m worried it might be… you know, an STD.”

Hailey raised an eyebrow but didn’t miss a beat. “Alright, let’s take a look then. Don’t worry, it’s probably nothing serious.”

Blake followed her into the bedroom, his heart pounding in his chest. The room was tidy, the bed neatly made, but there was something about the intimacy of the space that made his stomach twist.

Hailey closed the door behind them and turned to him, crossing her arms. “Go ahead,” she said, nodding toward his pants.

His fingers fumbled with his zipper as he tried to maintain some semblance of composure. Slowly, he pulled out his flaccid dick, his face burning with embarrassment. Hailey didn’t react outwardly, her doctor’s mask firmly in place. She stepped closer, her gaze focused as she leaned in to inspect him.

Her fingers were cool as they wrapped around his shaft, turning it gently for a better look. Blake’s breath caught in his throat as a jolt of electricity shot through him. He tried to ignore it, but the sensation was impossible to dismiss. Within seconds, he felt himself growing hard under her touch.

Hailey paused, her eyes flicking up to meet his. “Blake,” she said, her voice calm but tinged with amusement, “are you getting turned on by this?”

He swallowed hard, his voice barely above a whisper. “Yeah…”

She tilted her head, her lips curling into a sly smile. “Interesting.” Her fingers lingered on him, her touch light but deliberate. “Well, I don’t see any signs of an STD. You’re perfectly healthy.”

Relief washed over him, but it was short-lived as Hailey’s expression shifted. Her smile turned mischievous, her eyes darkening with something he couldn’t quite place. “You’ve been a bad boy, though,” she said, her tone teasing but firm. “You need to learn to keep your dick to yourself so you don’t end up with a real problem.”

Before he could respond, she stepped away, opening a drawer and pulling out a stash of silk scarves. Blake’s eyes widened as she approached the bed, tying one end of a scarf to the bedpost. “What are you doing?” he asked, his voice shaky.

“Teaching you a lesson,” she replied, her smirk widening.

She grabbed his wrist, tying it to the bedpost with practiced ease. He wanted to protest, to tell her this was insane, but the words died in his throat as she moved to the other side of the bed, securing his other wrist.

Once he was restrained, Hailey straightened up, her hands moving to the hem of her sweater. She pulled it off slowly, revealing a black lace bra that hugged her curves perfectly. Blake’s mouth went dry as she unbuttoned her jeans, sliding them down her legs to reveal matching lingerie. She stood before him, confident and commanding, her eyes locked on his.

“Hailey…” he started, but she cut him off with a finger to his lips.

“Shh,” she whispered, her voice dripping with authority. “Just relax.”

She knelt on the bed beside him, her hand wrapping around his throbbing cock once more. Her touch was firm now, her fingers stroking him with purpose. Blake groaned, his hips bucking involuntarily.

She chuckled softly, her free hand pressing down on his stomach to keep him still. “Behave,” she chided, her thumb brushing over the sensitive tip of his cock. He whimpered, his body trembling with need. She continued to stroke him, her pace slow and teasing, keeping him on the edge without letting him tip over.

“Please…” Blake begged, his voice breaking.

“Not yet,” she said, her tone firm.

She reached under the bed, pulling out a sleek black dildo. His eyes widened as she coated it with lube, her movements efficient and unhurried. Before he could process what was happening, she positioned herself between his legs, her free hand massaging his inner thigh.

“Relax,” she murmured, her voice soft but commanding.

She pressed the tip of the dildo against his entrance, applying gentle pressure. Blake tensed, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

“Breathe,” she instructed, her tone soothing.

He obeyed, forcing himself to relax as she pushed the dildo inside him inch by inch. The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of discomfort and pleasure that sent sparks shooting through his body. Hailey’s hand returned to his cock, stroking him in time with the thrusts of the dildo. Her movements were relentless, driving him closer and closer to the edge.

“Hailey, I’m gonna—” he gasped, but she silenced him with a kiss, her lips capturing his hungrily.

Her mouth moved to his neck, teeth grazing his skin as she sucked gently. The combination of sensations was too much for him to handle. With a cry, he came, his hips jerking as he spilled into her hand. Hailey didn’t stop immediately, milking every last drop from him until he was spent and trembling. She pulled the dildo out slowly, setting it aside before untying his wrists.

Blake lay there, his chest heaving, his mind a haze of pleasure and disbelief. Hailey smiled down at him, her fingers brushing through his hair. “From now on,” she said, her voice firm but affectionate, “you’re mine. No more sex with other women.”

He nodded weakly, unable to form words. She leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to his lips. “Good boy,” she murmured. As she stood and walked toward the door, Blake couldn’t help but wonder what she had planned for their next encounter.

64 - A DISTANT COUSIN AT THE BDSM CLUB

FM / Femdom / Taboo / Public / Bondage / Buttplug / Handjob / Teasing / Dildo / Anal

Rick’s heart pounded as he stood outside the BDSM club, the neon sign casting an eerie glow on the cracked pavement. He had been here for nearly ten minutes, shifting his weight from one foot to the other, his hands shoved deep into his pockets. The sound of laughter and muffled music spilled out every time the heavy door opened, and each time, Rick flinched. What the hell am I doing here? he thought, his stomach churning with a mix of anxiety and curiosity. He had always been drawn to the idea of submission, of letting go, but the reality of stepping into this world felt like diving into the deep end without knowing how to swim.

Finally, he took a deep breath and pushed the door open.

The inside was dimly lit, the air thick with the scent of leather and sweat. The walls were lined with equipment—benches, crosses, chains—and the center of the room was alive with activity. A man knelt on the floor, his back crisscrossed with red welts as a woman in black latex cracked a whip above him. Another man was strapped to a wooden frame, his moans drowned out by the thumping bass of the music. Rick’s throat tightened. He felt like an intruder, someone who didn’t belong in this world of pain and pleasure.

He turned to leave, but a voice stopped him.

“First time?”

Rick froze. The voice was soft yet commanding, and it sent a shiver down his spine. He turned to see a woman leaning casually against the wall, her arms crossed. She was tall, her figure accentuated by a tight black corset that hugged her curves. Her dark hair framed her face, and her piercing eyes seemed to look straight through him.

“I… uh…” Rick stammered, his mouth suddenly dry.

The woman smiled, a slow, knowing smile that made Rick’s pulse quicken. “You look lost,” she said, pushing off the wall and stepping closer. “I’m Carrie.”

“Rick,” he managed to choke out.

Carrie circled him slowly, her gaze appraising. “You’re nervous,” she observed. “That’s okay. Everyone is nervous their first time.” She stopped in front of him, her lips curling into a smirk. “Unless you’re not here for the first time?”

“No, I mean… yes, it’s my first time,” Rick admitted, his cheeks burning.

“Good,” Carrie said, her voice smooth. “I like breaking in new subs.”

Rick’s breath caught. Her words sent a jolt of excitement through him, mixed with a faint edge of fear. Before he could respond, Carrie took his hand and led him through the club, weaving past the scenes of domination and submission until they reached a private room at the back.

The room was smaller than the main area, with a padded bench in the center and shelves lined with various toys and restraints. Carrie closed the door behind them, and the sudden silence felt heavy.

“Take off your clothes,” she commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Rick hesitated for a moment, then began to undress, his hands trembling as he fumbled with the buttons on his shirt. Carrie watched him intently, her arms crossed, her expression unreadable. When he was finally naked, she gestured toward the bench.

“Lie down.”

Rick obeyed, his heart racing as he stretched out on the cool, padded surface. Carrie walked over to the shelf and selected a set of leather restraints, quickly binding Rick’s wrists and ankles to the bench. The leather was snug but not painful, and the feeling of being immobilized sent a thrill through him.

“Comfortable?” Carrie asked, her lips curving into a sly smile.

Rick nodded, his throat too dry to speak.

“Good.” Carrie ran a finger along his chest, her touch light but electric. “You don’t remember me, do you?”

Rick frowned, confused. “Should I?”

Carrie leaned closer, her breath warm against his ear. “We’re family, Rick. Distant cousins.”

Rick’s eyes widened. “What? How—”

“It doesn’t matter,” Carrie interrupted, straightening up. “In fact, it makes this even better.” She reached for something on the shelf, and Rick’s stomach tightened when he saw the butt plug in her hand. It was small but intimidating, sleek and black.

“Relax,” Carrie murmured, her voice soothing as she coated the plug with lube.

Rick tensed as she positioned it at his entrance, his body instinctively resisting. But Carrie was patient, applying gentle pressure until the plug slipped inside. The sensation was strange—a mix of fullness and discomfort—but as Carrie began to move it in shallow thrusts, the discomfort gave way to a strange kind of pleasure.

“Feel good?” Carrie asked, her hand moving to his cock, which was already hard and leaking.

“Yes,” Rick gasped, his hips bucking involuntarily as she began to stroke him.

“Good boy,” Carrie purred, her grip tightening slightly. “But don’t cum yet.”

Rick groaned, his body trembling as Carrie continued to tease him, alternating between stroking his cock and playing with the plug. The pleasure was overwhelming, but whenever he got close to orgasm, she would slow down or stop entirely, leaving him desperate and frustrated.

“Please,” Rick begged, his voice hoarse. “Let me cum.”

“Not yet,” Carrie said firmly, removing the plug and replacing it with a larger dildo.

She coated it with lube and positioned it at his entrance once more. This time, there was no gentleness. She pushed the dildo inside him in one smooth motion, and Rick cried out, the stretch almost too much to bear.

But then she started to move it, thrusting it in and out at a steady pace, and the pain gave way to pleasure once more. Rick’s moans grew louder as Carrie fucked him with the dildo, her hand working his cock in rhythm with her thrusts.

“Come on, Ricky,” she taunted, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “Cum for me.”

Rick’s body convulsed as he finally reached his climax, his release spurting onto his chest as Carrie continued to thrust the dildo inside him. The pleasure was intense, almost too much to handle, and when she finally stopped, Rick was left panting and spent.

Carrie unbuckled the restraints and helped him sit up, her expression softening. “You did well,” she said, brushing a strand of hair from his forehead. “Just remember… what happens here stays here. Our secret.”

Rick nodded, his mind still reeling from the experience. As he watched Carrie leave the room, he couldn’t help but wonder what would happen next.

65 - HIS SISTER-IN-LAW’S PANTIES

FM / Femdom / Taboo / Panty Fetish / Small Penis Humiliation / Masturbation / Jerk Off Instructions / Bondage / Handjob / Fertility / PIV Sex

“Where are they, Hal?” Karla’s voice was sharp, her arms crossed over her chest as she stood in the doorway.

Hal felt his stomach drop. He hadn’t expected her to confront him like this. Not now. Not ever.

“I—I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Hal stammered, his face flushing as he shifted his weight from one foot to the other.

Karla raised an eyebrow, stepping inside without waiting for an invitation. “Don’t play dumb with me. I know you took them. My panties. They were in the hamper this morning, and now they’re gone. Joe’s out of town, and you were the only one in the house.”

Hal’s throat went dry. He opened his mouth to protest, but the words stuck in his throat. Karla’s eyes narrowed, and she crossed the room in a few quick strides, standing so close he could smell her perfume—something light and floral, mixed with the faint scent of sweat from the day.

“You’re a terrible liar, Hal,” she said softly, her lips curling into a smirk. “Now, are you going to tell me where they are, or do I have to search this place myself?”

Hal swallowed hard, his mind racing. He couldn’t think of a way out of this. Reluctantly, he gestured toward the bedroom. Karla followed him, her heels echoing on the hardwood floor. When they reached the room, Hal hesitated, his hands trembling as he reached under the pillow and pulled out the crumpled pair of panties.

Karla’s eyes lit up as she snatched them from his hand, holding them up like a trophy. “You really couldn’t resist, huh?” she taunted, her voice dripping with amusement. “My brother-in-law, sneaking around to steal my dirty underwear.”

Hal’s face burned with humiliation. He couldn’t look at her, couldn’t bring himself to meet her gaze. But Karla wasn’t done teasing him.

“Take it out,” she ordered, her tone suddenly serious.

Hal froze. “What?”

“You heard me,” Karla said, stepping closer. “Take out your cock. Or do I need to tell Joe about this little fetish of yours?”

Panic surged through Hal. He knew she was serious. Slowly, reluctantly, he unzipped his pants, his hands shaking as he pulled out his half-hard cock. Karla let out a low laugh, her eyes raking over him.

“Oh my God,” she said, smirking. “It’s even smaller than I imagined.”

Hal’s humiliation deepened, but there was something else too—a strange, twisted arousal that he couldn’t ignore. Karla knelt in front of him, her fingers brushing against his shaft as she examined him.

“Go on,” she said, leaning back slightly. “Jerk off for me.”

Hal hesitated, but the sharp look in Karla’s eyes left no room for argument. He wrapped his hand around his cock slowly, moving it up and down as he tried to ignore the heat creeping up his neck. Karla watched him intently, her lips parted slightly as she enjoyed the sight of him degrading himself for her amusement.

After a moment, she stood up, pacing the room like she was thinking. Then she turned back to him, her eyes gleaming with mischief.

“Put them on,” she said, holding out the panties.

Hal stared at her, confusion and shame swirling inside him. “What?”

“The panties,” Karla repeated, her voice firm. “Put them on.”

Hal shook his head, his voice barely above a whisper. “I can’t—”

“You can, and you will,” Karla interrupted, her tone leaving no room for argument. “Or I’ll call Joe right now and tell him everything.”

Hal’s heart raced as he took the panties from her hands. His fingers fumbled as he stepped into them, pulling them up over his hips. The fabric clung to him, soft and silky, and he hated how strangely thrilling it felt.

Karla let out a mocking laugh, circling him like a predator inspecting its prey. “Look at you,” she said, her voice dripping with disdain. “My brother-in-law, wearing my panties like a little sissy.”

Hal clenched his fists, but he didn’t dare defy her. Karla turned toward the closet, rummaging through it until she found a few silk ties. She returned to him, her movements confident as she grabbed his wrists and tied them to the bedposts.

“What are you doing?” Hal asked, his voice shaky as she secured the knots.

“Shut up,” Karla said sharply, her hands moving down to his exposed cock. She wrapped her fingers around it, stroking him slowly as she leaned in close to his ear. “You’re going to do exactly what I say, understand?”

Hal nodded, his breathing uneven as her touch sent jolts of pleasure through him. Karla continued teasing him, her grip tightening slightly as she moved her hand up and down his length.

“Does that feel good?” she murmured, her lips brushing against his ear. Hal nodded again, unable to speak as the sensation overwhelmed him.

“Beg me to let you cum,” Karla whispered, her voice low and commanding.

Tears pricked at Hal’s eyes as he forced the words out. “Please…please let me cum.”

Karla chuckled darkly, her fingers tightening around his shaft. “Not yet,” she said, her breath hot against his skin. “First, there’s something you need to know.”

She leaned back slightly, her hand still working his cock as she looked him straight in the eye. “Joe’s infertile,” she said bluntly. Hal’s eyes widened, his mind struggling to process what he was hearing.

“But I’m determined to have a baby,” Karla continued, her voice steady. “And you’re going to help me.”

Before Hal could respond, Karla climbed onto the bed, straddling him as she positioned herself over his cock. She reached down, guiding him inside her as she lowered herself onto him inch by inch. Hal gasped at the sensation of her warmth enveloping him, his body trembling beneath her.

“That’s it,” Karla murmured, her hands gripping his shoulders as she began to move. Her hips rolled against his, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through both of them.

“Oh God…” Hal moaned, biting his lip trying to hold back but Karla was relentless and so goddamn perfect that he couldn’t stop himself.

Then, with one final thrust, Hal exploded inside her, his entire body shaking with pleasure as he came undone. Karla stayed on top of him for a moment longer, her breath uneven as she enjoyed the last remnants of their shared ecstasy.

Finally, she untied Hal’s wrists, her movements quick and efficient as she got off the bed. She straightened her clothes, looking down at him with a smug smile.

“This stays between us,” she said firmly. “If Joe finds out, you’re dead. Understand?”

Hal nodded weakly, his mind still reeling from what had just happened. Karla grabbed her purse and headed for the door, pausing briefly to glance back at him.

“Oh, and Hal?” she said, her voice casual now. “Be ready for next time. I’m not done with you yet.”

With that, she walked out, leaving Hal lying there on the bed, still wearing her panties and utterly unsure of what he had just gotten himself into.

“So,” she said, leaning casually against the doorframe, “same time next week?”

66 - DONNIE’S DISAPPOINTMENT

FM / Femdom / Taboo / Small Penis Humiliation / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation / Cunnilingus

Donnie’s thumb hovered over the send button, his heart pounding in his chest. The text to Kaitlyn was simple, but it felt like the most important thing he’d ever written. “Come over. We need to talk.” He hit send before he could second-guess himself, tossing the phone onto the couch beside him. He leaned back, rubbing his temples, wondering if she’d even respond.

She did. “Fine. Be there in 20.”

Those words sent a chill down his spine. Twenty minutes. That was all the time he had to prepare for this conversation—no, confrontation. Kaitlyn wasn’t the type to mince words, and she’d made her choice clear when she’d agreed to marry Gary. But Donnie couldn’t let it go. Not without understanding why.

When the knock came, he almost jumped out of his skin. He opened the door, and there she was, standing in the hallway with her arms crossed, her expression a mix of annoyance and curiosity. She didn’t wait for an invitation, brushing past him into the apartment. Her heels tapped sharply against the hardwood floor as she made her way to the couch, sitting down with a sigh.

“Alright, Donnie,” she said, leaning back and crossing her legs. “What’s so important that you had to summon me here?”

Donnie sat down across from her, his hands clasped tightly together. He could feel the sweat forming on his palms, the weight of his own insecurity pressing down on him. “Why?” he blurted out, unable to hold it back any longer. “Why did you choose Gary? What does he have that I don’t?”

Kaitlyn raised an eyebrow, a faint smirk playing on her lips. She looked at him like he was a child who’d asked a stupid question. “Really, Donnie? You honestly don’t know?”

He shook his head, his chest tightening. “No. I don’t.”

She laughed softly, leaning forward, her elbows resting on her knees. “Fine. I’ll spell it out for you. It’s your dick, Donnie. It’s… small. Like, really small. You couldn’t satisfy me if you tried.”

The words hit him like a punch to the gut. He blinked, his face flushing with embarrassment and anger. “That’s not fair,” he stammered. “I… I can do better. Just give me one more chance. Please.”

Kaitlyn tilted her head, considering him for a moment. Then she laughed again, shaking her head. “You’re serious? You actually think you can change my mind?”

“Yes,” he said, his voice trembling with desperation. “Just give me one more chance.”

She sighed, standing up and looking down at him with a mixture of pity and amusement. “Alright, Donnie. Let’s see what you’ve got.”

They moved to the bedroom, the tension thick in the air. Kaitlyn stood by the bed, her arms crossed, waiting. Donnie hesitated, his hands trembling as he reached for his belt. “Take it out,” she said, her voice cold and commanding. “Let me see it.”

He obeyed, pulling down his pants and underwear, exposing himself to her. Kaitlyn’s eyes flicked down, and she smirked. “Oh, my god. It’s even smaller than I remembered.”

Donnie’s face burned with shame, but he couldn’t deny the way her words made him feel. There was something about her cruelty, her indifference, that sent a jolt of arousal through him. He hated it, but he couldn’t help it.

“Go on,” she said, gesturing toward him. “Jerk off. Let’s see how pathetic you really are.”

He hesitated for a moment, then wrapped his hand around himself, starting to stroke slowly. Kaitlyn watched with a smirk, her arms still crossed. “Look at you,” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “So desperate. So weak. Do you seriously think you could ever compare to Gary?”

Her words cut deep, but they only fueled his arousal. His strokes became faster, more urgent, his breath coming in shallow gasps. Kaitlyn stepped closer, leaning down to whisper in his ear. “You’re nothing, Donnie. You’ll never be enough for me.”

Her words sent a shiver down his spine, and he felt himself getting closer to the edge. But before he could finish, Kaitlyn pulled away, shaking her head. “That’s enough. Get on the bed.”

He obeyed quickly, lying down on the bed as she stripped off her clothes.

She stood before him, completely naked, her body just as perfect as he remembered. She climbed onto the bed, spreading her legs wide. “Eat me,” she commanded, her voice cold and unyielding.

Donnie hesitated for a moment, then leaned forward, his tongue finding her clit. He licked slowly at first, savoring the taste of her, the way she gasped and moaned above him. He increased the pressure, swirling his tongue around her clit, listening to the sounds she made.

Kaitlyn’s hands gripped the sheets, her back arching as she pressed herself harder against his mouth. “Oh, god,” she moaned, her voice trembling with pleasure. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

Donnie obeyed, focusing all his attention on her clit, sucking and licking until she was writhing beneath him. Her moans grew louder, more frantic, until she finally came with a shuddering gasp, her body trembling with the force of her orgasm.

She lay back against the pillows, catching her breath, a satisfied smile on her lips. “Well,” she said, her voice soft but mocking. “At least you’re good for one thing.”

Donnie felt a pang of humiliation, but he couldn’t deny the thrill he’d felt from pleasuring her. It was something, at least.

“Donnie,” Kaitlyn said, sitting up and looking down at him with a serious expression. “Gary can never find out about this. Do you understand? If he does, this will never happen again.”

He nodded quickly, his heart pounding in his chest. “I won’t tell him. I swear.”

She smirked, leaning down to kiss him briefly before pulling away. “Good. Maybe, if you’re lucky, I’ll let you do this again sometime.”

Donnie watched as she got dressed, his mind racing with conflicting emotions. He hated himself for being so weak, for letting her treat him this way. But at the same time, he couldn’t deny the way her cruelty had turned him on. He wanted more. He needed more.

As Kaitlyn headed for the door, she glanced back at him one last time. “Remember, Donnie. This stays between us.”

He nodded again, watching silently as she walked out of the apartment and closed the door behind her. He lay back on the bed, staring up at the ceiling, his mind still reeling from what had just happened. He felt used, humiliated… but also strangely satisfied.

And he knew he’d do anything to feel that way again.

67 - FRANK’S SURPRISE REUNION

FM / Femdom / Taboo / Bondage / Rope / Blindfold / Nipple Clamps / Blindfold / Dildo / Anal

"Strip." Mara's voice was low, commanding, and left no room for argument.

Frank hesitated for only a second before his hands moved to the hem of his shirt, pulling it over his head. The air felt cool against his skin, but it did nothing to calm the heat rising in him.

Mara watched him intently, her eyes dark with something that made his stomach twist in excitement and fear. Her lips curled into a sly smile as she stepped closer, her heels silent against the plush carpet. "Everything," she added, her tone sharp.

Frank’s fingers fumbled with his belt, then the button of his jeans. Soon, he stood bare before her, his body trembling slightly under her gaze.

She circled him slowly, her eyes raking over every inch of him. "You’ve been a good boy so far," she murmured, her voice smooth as silk. "But we’re just getting started."

Frank swallowed hard, his heart pounding in his chest. He had been dreaming of this moment, fantasizing about it in the quiet hours of the night. But now that it was here, he felt both exhilarated and terrified.

—

It started a few weeks ago.

Frank had always been submissive. One evening, he was browsing through the posts on a BDSM forum. That’s when he saw her. Mistress Mara was the name on her profile. Something in her eyes was familiar, reminding him of pleasures long ago. He knew he had to meet her.

He quickly sent her a message, and to his surprise, she wrote back. When she invited him over to her house for a session, Frank was thrilled.

—

Now, Frank was standing naked in Mara’s bedroom.

Mara stepped away briefly, returning with a length of rope in her hands. She didn’t say a word as she guided him toward the bed, her touch firm but not unkind. Frank’s knees hit the edge of the mattress, and he let her push him down onto his back. She worked quickly, tying his wrists to the headboard with practiced ease. The rope bit into his skin just enough to remind him of his helplessness. She moved to his ankles, securing them to the foot of the bed. When she was done, he was spread out before her, completely at her mercy.

"You look perfect like this," she said, her voice dripping with satisfaction. She stepped back, tilting her head as she admired her handiwork.

Then, without warning, she reached for the hem of her dress and pulled it over her head. Frank’s breath caught in his throat as she revealed the black lace lingerie underneath. It clung to her curves, leaving little to the imagination. She was stunning, and he couldn’t take his eyes off her.

"Do you recognize me yet?" she asked suddenly, her tone shifting.

Frank frowned, confusion flickering across his face. That sense of familiarity he’d been trying to place since he first saw her suddenly surged forward.

"Think hard," she urged, her smile turning sly. Memories began to surface—summer days by the lake, laughter, a girl with the same piercing eyes. But now, she was using a different name. His stomach dropped. "Amy…?" he whispered, his voice barely audible.

"That’s right," she said, her smile widening. "Your half-sister. Surprised?"

Frank’s mind raced, his heart pounding even faster now. This couldn’t be real. He hadn’t seen Amy since they were kids. It had to be some kind of twisted joke. But the look in her eyes told him otherwise. "Why…?" he managed to choke out, struggling against the ropes in a sudden burst of panic.

"Because I want you," she said simply, as if that explained everything. She leaned down, her face inches from his. "And because I know you want this too. Don’t bother denying it."

Frank’s cheeks burned with shame, but he couldn’t deny the truth in her words. His body betrayed him, his cock already hard and straining against nothing. Mara noticed, of course, and laughed softly. "Good boy," she purred.

She straightened, reaching for something on the bedside table. A blindfold—black and soft—appeared in her hands. She didn’t ask for permission before slipping it over his eyes, plunging him into darkness. Suddenly, every sensation was amplified. He could feel the warmth of her body as she leaned over him, the faint scent of her perfume filling his nose. Her fingers brushed against his chest, and he shuddered.

"Let’s see how much you can take," she murmured, her voice low and teasing.

Something cold and metallic touched his skin—nipple clamps. She attached them one by one, tightening them just enough to make him gasp. The pain was sharp but fleeting, quickly replaced by a strange, throbbing pleasure. Mara’s hands trailed down his torso, her nails scraping lightly against his skin. He squirmed under her touch, his cock twitching in anticipation.

Then, he felt it—the unmistakable buzz of a vibrator against his inner thigh. He groaned, his hips bucking instinctively. Mara laughed again, the sound sending shivers down his spine. "You’re so needy," she teased, moving the vibrator closer to his cock but not quite touching it.

Frank whimpered, his entire body begging for release. "Please," he whispered, the word slipping out before he could stop it.

"Please what?" she asked, her voice dripping with mock innocence. "Say it."

Frank hesitated, humiliation washing over him. But the need was too strong to resist. "Please… let me cum," he begged, his voice trembling.

Mara rewarded him by finally pressing the vibrator against the base of his cock. The sensation was overwhelming, and he arched off the bed with a strangled cry.

But she didn’t let him finish. Just as he was on the edge, she pulled the vibrator away, leaving him aching and desperate. "Not yet," she said, her tone firm.

Frank groaned in frustration, but there was nothing he could do but wait. He heard her moving around, the sound of something being opened—a drawer, maybe. Then, he felt something cold and slick against his entrance. His eyes widened behind the blindfold. "Mara—"

"Shh," she interrupted, her voice soothing. "Relax."

She pressed the tip of the dildo against him, slowly pushing it inside. Frank gasped, his body tensing momentarily before giving way. The stretch was intense but not unbearable, and soon she was sliding it in deeper and deeper. Once it was fully inside her, she began to move it in slow, steady thrusts. The sensation was unlike anything he’d ever felt—strange and overwhelming, but incredibly pleasurable.

"You like that, don’t you?" Mara asked, her voice knowing.

Frank nodded weakly, too lost in the sensation to form words. She picked up the pace, fucking him harder with the dildo until he was writhing beneath her. The combination of the vibrator and the dildo was too much, and he felt himself teetering on the edge once again.

"Mara, I’m going to—" he started, but she cut him off.

"Cum," she commanded.

And just like that, he did. Waves of pleasure crashed over him as he came harder than he ever had before. Mara didn’t stop until he was completely spent, pulling the dildo out slowly and removing the blindfold.

When he could finally focus again, Mara was smiling down at him. She untied the ropes binding him to the bed, her touch almost gentle now.

Once he was free, she reached for something else—a black leather collar. She fastened it around his neck with a soft click. "Same time next week," she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Frank didn’t argue. He couldn’t. All he could think about was how much he already wanted more.

68 - SURRENDING TO HIS HALF-SISTER

FM / Taboo / Femdom / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Cunnilingus / Wax Play / Buttplug / Vibrator

Kyle knocked on the door of Mica’s house, his heart racing. He hadn’t expected to find out he had a half-sister, let alone one who lived just a few towns over. Curiosity had driven him to reach out, and now, standing on her porch, he felt a mix of nerves and anticipation. The door swung open, and there she was—Mica. She looked like him in some ways, the same sharp cheekbones and hazel eyes, but her presence was entirely her own.

“Kyle,” she said with a smile, stepping aside to let him in. “Come on in.”

He walked into her living room, and his eyes immediately widened. The space was sleek and modern, but what caught his attention were the leather restraints hanging from hooks on the wall, the assortment of whips and paddles neatly arranged on a shelf, and the unmistakable scent of leather lingering in the air. His stomach tightened, a strange heat creeping up his neck.

Mica noticed his expression and chuckled softly. “Surprised?”

“Uh… yeah,” he stammered, glancing around. “I wasn’t expecting… this.”

She tilted her head, studying him with a playful smirk. “Does it make you uncomfortable?”

Kyle hesitated. Uncomfortable wasn’t the word he’d use. It was something else, something he couldn’t quite put his finger on. His gaze lingered on a pair of handcuffs hanging from a nearby hook, and he felt an unexpected tug of arousal. His jeans suddenly felt too tight.

Mica’s eyes flicked downward, noticing the subtle bulge in his pants. Her smirk widened. “Oh, Kyle,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “We’re family. You shouldn’t be looking at me like that.”

His face burned, but he couldn’t tear his eyes away from her. “I… I know. I’m sorry. It’s just…”

She stepped closer, her gaze piercing. “Just what?”

The words spilled out before he could stop them. “I want you to dominate me.”

For a moment, Mica just stared at him, her expression unreadable. Then, slowly, she nodded. “Alright,” she said softly. “But remember, this stays between us. No one can ever know.”

Kyle nodded fervently. “I promise.”

She took his hand and led him down the hallway to her bedroom. The room was dimly lit, the walls adorned with more BDSM equipment. Mica gestured toward the bed. “Take off your clothes.”

His hands trembled as he obeyed, stripping down until he was completely naked. Mica watched him, her eyes roaming over his body. She turned and opened a drawer, pulling out a sleek black leather catsuit. She stepped into it, the material clinging to her curves as she zipped it up. The sight of her in the tight outfit made Kyle’s cock twitch.

She grabbed a set of leather restraints and approached him. “Lie down,” she commanded.

He obeyed, lying back on the bed as she secured his wrists and ankles to the bedposts. The restraints were tight, but the sensation only heightened his arousal. Mica climbed onto the bed, straddling his chest. She reached behind her, unzipping the crotch of her catsuit.

“Open your mouth,” she ordered.

Kyle did as he was told, and she lowered herself onto his face. Her wetness pressed against his lips, and he instinctively began to lick and suck. Mica moaned softly, grinding against him as she rode his face. Her movements grew more intense, her moans louder, until she finally came with a shudder, her juices flowing into his mouth.

She climbed off him, her cheeks flushed. “Good boy,” she purred, running a hand through his hair.

Next, she grabbed a candle from the nightstand and lit it. She held it over his chest, tilting it just enough to let the hot wax drip onto his skin. Kyle hissed at the sensation, his body jerking against the restraints. The pain mixed with pleasure, sending jolts of electricity through him.

Mica continued to drip wax onto his body, moving down toward his hips. She set the candle aside and picked up a buttplug, slicking it with lube. Without warning, she pressed it into his ass. Kyle gasped, his cock throbbing as the plug stretched him.

She grabbed a vibrator and turned it on, the faint hum filling the room. She dragged it along his cock, teasing him until he was begging.

“Please,” he groaned. “Let me cum.”

Mica shook her head, a wicked smile on her lips. “Not yet.”

She teased him relentlessly, edging him closer and closer to release. Finally, she leaned down, her breath hot against his ear. “Promise me you’ll keep this a secret.”

“I promise,” Kyle gasped.

“Good.” She turned the vibrator up to its highest setting, pressing it against his cock. Kyle came with a cry, his body trembling as waves of pleasure crashed over him.

Mica unbuckled the restraints, freeing him. He lay there, panting, his mind racing. This was wrong—so wrong—but he couldn’t deny the thrill of it.

Mica leaned down, brushing a strand of hair from his forehead. “We’ll play again soon,” she whispered.

Kyle nodded, a flicker of anticipation already stirring inside him. He knew it was wrong, but he wanted more.

69 - WRESTLING WITH DESIRE

FM / Femdom / BBW / Strong Woman / Smothering / Erotic Wrestling / Handjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

“Guess you’re not as tough as you thought, huh?” Casey smirked, her voice dripping with playful taunts as she leaned over Rob, her ample hips pinning him firmly to the bed.

Her weight pressed down on him, warm and unyielding, and Rob’s breath left him in a rush. He squirmed beneath her, his muscles straining against her strength, but she held him effortlessly. Her thighs, thick and powerful, trapped him in place, and her soft belly brushed against his chest as she shifted her weight.

Rob’s face flushed, a mix of embarrassment and arousal flooding him. His hands gripped her hips, feeling the softness of her skin beneath his fingers, but he couldn’t budge her. “I… I didn’t know you were this strong,” he admitted, his voice shaky.

Casey laughed, a rich, deep sound that vibrated through her chest and made his body tremor beneath her. “Told you I’m a wrestler, didn’t I?” she teased, leaning closer until her face was inches from his. Her breath was warm on his skin, and her lips curved into a sly grin. “But I don’t think you’re really complaining, are you?”

Her hips ground down against his, and Rob felt his cock twitch in response, trapped beneath the fabric of his boxers.

—

It had started innocently enough—or as innocent as things could get when Rob’s eyes had landed on Casey across the bar. She was sitting alone at a corner table, a glass of wine in her hand, her curves accentuated by the snug fit of her dress. Rob had always been drawn to women like her—soft, full, unapologetically confident. He’d mustered up the courage to approach her, offering to buy her a drink.

She’d raised an eyebrow, her lips quirking into a knowing smile. “Sure,” she’d said, her voice smooth and inviting. “But fair warning—I’m not your typical girl.”

Rob had laughed, intrigued. “I wouldn’t want you to be.”

They’d talked for hours, the conversation flowing easily between them. Casey had revealed she was a female wrestler, her tone tinged with pride as she described the adrenaline rush of the ring. Rob had been captivated, his fascination growing with every word.

When she’d leaned in close, her lips brushing his ear as she whispered, “I don’t think you could handle me,” Rob had felt a thrill shoot through him.

“Prove it,” he’d challenged, his voice low and daring.

Now, here he was, pinned beneath her, his body burning with desire as she loomed over him, her confidence radiating like a physical force.

—

“Look at you,” Casey murmured, her hands sliding up Rob’s chest, her fingers tracing the lines of his muscles. “All broad shoulders and confidence, but you’re completely at my mercy.” Her eyes locked with his, dark and teasing, and Rob felt a shiver run down his spine. “You like that, don’t you? Being the little man under a big, strong woman?”

Rob’s breath caught in his throat. He nodded, unable to form words as her hips shifted again, her weight pressing harder against him. He could feel the heat of her through the thin fabric of his boxers, and his cock strained against the material, desperate for release.

Casey’s grin widened, and she leaned back slightly, her hands moving to the hem of her lingerie. “Let’s see if you can handle me for real,” she said, pulling the fabric down her thighs with deliberate slowness.

Rob’s eyes locked onto her, his mouth going dry as she revealed herself to him. Her skin was smooth, her thighs thick and inviting, and the sight of her pussy, glistening with arousal, sent a jolt of heat straight to his groin.

“Get those boxers off,” she commanded, her voice firm but playful.

Rob obeyed, fumbling as he pushed the fabric down his legs and kicked them aside. His cock sprang free, hard and aching, and Casey’s eyes darkened with desire as she took him in.

“Not bad,” she murmured, her hand wrapping around him, her fingers warm and firm as she stroked him slowly.

Rob groaned, his hips lifting off the bed as pleasure surged through him. Casey’s grip tightened, her thumb brushing over the head of his cock, and he shuddered, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

“But let’s see if you can handle this,” she said, shifting her hips forward until she was positioned over his face. Rob’s eyes widened as she lowered herself down, her pussy hovering inches from his mouth. “Lick me,” she ordered, her voice commanding, and Rob obeyed without hesitation.

His tongue darted out, tracing the soft folds of her pussy, and Casey moaned, her hips grinding against his face. Her taste was sweet and intoxicating, and Rob’s tongue worked eagerly, lapping at her juices as they flowed freely. Casey’s hand continued to stroke him, her grip firm and steady, and Rob’s body shook with pleasure as the sensations overwhelmed him.

“That’s it,” Casey purred, her voice breathless as she rocked against his mouth. “You’re doing so good, little man. Just like that.” Her hips moved faster, her thighs tightening around his head, and Rob’s tongue delved deeper, searching for the sensitive spot that would make her come undone.

Casey’s moans grew louder, her fingers tightening around his cock as she stroked him faster. “Fuck,” she gasped, her hips jerking against his face. “I’m so close…” Her thighs clenched, her body trembling as her orgasm washed over her, her juices dripping into Rob’s mouth as he drank her in.

She collapsed forward, her chest heaving as she caught her breath, and Rob’s cock throbbed in her hand, desperate for release. Casey grinned down at him, her eyes dark and hungry. “Not done yet,” she said, shifting her hips until she was positioned over his cock. Rob’s breath hitched as she lowered herself down, her pussy enveloping him in a tight, wet heat.

Casey moaned, her hips grinding against him as she took him fully, her body vibrating with pleasure. “You feel so good,” she murmured, her hands gripping his chest as she began to move.

Rob’s hands found her hips, holding on tightly as she rode him with slow, deliberate strokes. Her body was soft and warm, her movements fluid and powerful, and Rob felt himself lost in the sensation of her. His cock throbbed inside her, pleasure building with every thrust, and Casey’s moans grew louder, her hips moving faster.

“Come on, little man,” she whispered, her voice low and husky. “Show me what you’ve got.”

Rob groaned, his hips lifting off the bed as he thrust into her, his orgasm crashing over him in waves. His cock pulsed inside her, his release spilling into her pussy as Casey moaned, her body trembling with her own climax.

She collapsed onto his chest, her breathing ragged, and Rob’s arms wrapped around her, holding her close. For a moment, they lay there in silence, the only sound the rapid beating of their hearts.

“So,” Casey murmured, her lips brushing his ear. “You’re not so little after all.”

Rob smirked, his fingers tracing lazy patterns on her back. “Does that mean I get to see you again?”

Casey laughed, the sound soft and warm. “We’ll see, big guy. We’ll see.”

70 - A BULLY GETS CRUSHED

FM / Femdom / BBW / Small Penis Humiliation / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation / Face Sitting / Cunnilingus / Handjob / Teasing / Orgasm Denial

Gabriel smirked as he leaned back in his chair, his loud, mocking laughter cutting through the lecture hall. The professor was droning on about some historical event, but Gabriel’s attention was elsewhere—Jessie, the quiet, heavyset girl who always sat in the corner. Today, she’d been brave enough to raise her hand and answer a question. Big mistake.

“Nice try, Jessie,” Gabriel sneered, his voice loud enough to carry. “But maybe stick to eating instead of talking. You’re better at that.”

The class erupted in uncomfortable laughter, and Jessie’s face turned beet red. She slumped in her seat, her eyes fixed on the floor. Gabriel didn’t care. He was already mentally checking out, thinking about the beer he’d crack open back in his dorm.

Hours later, Gabriel sprawled on his bed, scrolling through his phone. The knock at the door startled him. He frowned. Who the hell would be bothering him at this hour? He swung open the door, ready to snap at whoever was on the other side, but the words died in his throat.

Krissy stood there, arms crossed over her ample chest, her expression as sharp as a knife. She was big—bigger than Jessie—but there was an undeniable presence about her. Her dark eyes locked onto Gabriel with an intensity that made him take a step back.

“You must be Gabriel,” she said, her voice low and threatening. Before he could respond, she pushed past him into the room, her hips swaying with confidence. Gabriel blinked, caught off guard. “I’m Jessie’s sister. Krissy.”

He opened his mouth to say something snarky, but something in her gaze stopped him. She wasn’t here to play games.

“Yeah, so?” he managed, trying to sound unaffected. “What do you want?”

She stepped closer, her height nearly matching his. “I heard you’ve been bullying my little sister. Making fun of her. Humiliating her.” Her voice was calm, but there was an edge to it that made Gabriel’s stomach twist.

He shrugged, trying to brush it off. “It was just a joke. Relax.”

Krissy’s lips curled into a cold smile. “A joke, huh? You think it’s funny to pick on someone like that? You think you’re some kind of big man?” She leaned in, her face inches from his. “Let me tell you something, little man. You’re not.”

Gabriel’s jaw tightened. He hated being talked down to, but something about Krissy’s tone made him hesitate. She wasn’t scared of him. Not even a little. “What are you gonna do about it?” he challenged, though his voice lacked its usual bravado.

Her smile widened, and there was something dangerous in it. “Oh, I’m going to make sure you never forget this conversation.” She stepped back, folding her arms again. “Take it out.”

His brow furrowed. “What?”

“Your cock. Take it out. Now.”

Gabriel stared at her, stunned. “What the hell are you—”

“Don’t make me repeat myself.”

There was something about the way she said it—firm, unyielding—that made Gabriel’s hands move before he could think twice. He unzipped his pants, his heart pounding as he pulled out his half-hard cock. Krissy’s eyes dropped to it, and she let out a sharp laugh.

“Pathetic,” she said, shaking her head. “No wonder you feel the need to pick on girls. You’ve got nothing else going for you.”

Heat flooded Gabriel’s face, but to his horror, he felt his cock twitch in response to her words. He couldn’t explain it, but something about her dominance—her sheer confidence—was waking something inside him he didn’t know existed.

“Jerk off,” Krissy commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument.

His hand wrapped around his shaft almost instinctively. He began to stroke, his movements slow and hesitant at first. But as Krissy watched him, her eyes narrowed and her lips curled in disdain, he found himself growing harder, faster.

“That’s it,” she said mockingly. “Show me how much of a pathetic little worm you are.”

Gabriel’s breath quickened as he stroked himself, his cock now fully erect. He couldn’t believe this was happening, but he also couldn’t stop. Every insult, every degrading word from Krissy only fueled the fire burning inside him.

Finally, Krissy stepped forward, grabbing him by the ear. Gabriel winced as she dragged him toward the bed.

“Sit,” she ordered, shoving him down onto the mattress.

He obeyed without protest, his heart racing as she began to undress.

First came her jacket, then her shirt, revealing a black lace bra that barely contained her full breasts. She unhooked it with practiced ease, letting them spill free. Gabriel’s mouth went dry as she peeled off her jeans, revealing matching lace panties. She stood before him, completely confident in her body, and Gabriel couldn’t look away.

Krissy climbed onto the bed, straddling him with her thighs pinning his sides. Her weight pressed down on him, making it hard to breathe, but he didn’t dare complain. She reached behind her back, unhooking her bra and tossing it aside. Then, with a smirk, she hooked her thumbs into her panties and slid them down her legs.

Her pussy was inches from his face, and Gabriel’s cock twitched again as her scent filled his nostrils. Krissy grabbed the back of his head, forcing him forward. “Eat.”

Gabriel hesitated for only a moment before burying his face between her thighs. His tongue flicked against her clit, and she let out a soft moan. Encouraged, he licked harder, exploring her folds with desperate urgency. Krissy’s breath hitched as she gripped his hair, guiding his movements.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Maybe you’re not completely useless after all.”

Her words sent a jolt of shame and arousal through Gabriel. He lapped at her pussy with renewed fervor, determined to prove himself. Krissy’s moans grew louder, her thighs tightening around his head as she ground herself against his mouth. Finally, with a shuddering cry, she came, her juices coating Gabriel’s tongue.

She pulled away, panting slightly as she looked down at him with a satisfied smirk. “Not bad,” she said, wiping her fingers across her clit before sliding them into his mouth. He sucked eagerly, savoring the taste of her. Krissy chuckled, clearly amused by his eagerness.

“Now,” she said, shifting her weight onto his lap once more, “let’s see if you can finish what you started.” She reached down, wrapping her hand around his cock and stroking him firmly.

Gabriel groaned, his hips bucking instinctively as pleasure shot through him. Krissy’s hand moved with practiced precision, squeezing just enough to make him gasp but denying him the release he craved.

“Please,” he begged, his voice trembling. “Let me cum.”

Krissy laughed, a cruel, dismissive sound. “Oh no, little man. You don’t get to cum until I say so.” She slowed her strokes, teasing him mercilessly as Gabriel writhed beneath her.

Just as he felt himself on the edge, she stopped altogether, pulling her hand away. Gabriel cried out in frustration, his cock throbbing painfully. Krissy leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear.

“Remember this feeling,” she whispered. “And remember who owns you now.”

71 - A SMALL MAN IN THE OFFICE

FM / Femdom / BBW / Small Penis Humiliation / Masturbation / Jerk Off Instructions / Face Sitting / Cunnilingus / Orgasm Denial

Jim’s heart pounded as he stood outside Janet’s office door. The sound of her voice, low and confident, filtered through the crack in the frame. He’d been thinking about her all day—her curves, her confidence, the way she seemed to fill every room she walked into. He’d never been able to resist women like her. There was something magnetic about Janet, something that made his thoughts spiral into places they shouldn’t go during work hours. He took a deep breath, knocked, and stepped inside.

Janet glanced up from her desk, her sharp eyes locking onto his. “Jim? What is it?” Her tone was clipped, professional, but Jim could hear the edge of irritation in her voice.

He swallowed hard, his mouth suddenly dry. “I… I was wondering if you’d like to grab a drink after work. Just… just to get to know each other better.”

Her eyebrows shot up, and she leaned back in her chair, folding her arms across her ample chest. “Excuse me?” Her voice was like ice.

Jim felt his face flush. “I mean, we’ve been working together for a while now, and I thought—”

“Let me stop you right there,” Janet interrupted, her voice rising. “Do you have any idea how inappropriate that is? You’re my subordinate. This is sexual harassment, Jim.”

His stomach dropped. “No, no, that’s not what I meant. I didn’t—”

“Save it,” she snapped, standing up. Her presence was commanding, her figure towering over him even though they were nearly the same height. She walked around the desk, her heels clicking sharply against the floor. Jim took a step back, but she closed the distance quickly.

“You thought what, exactly?” she demanded, her eyes narrowing. “That you could just waltz in here and ask me out because you’ve been staring at me all week? Because you’ve been fantasizing about me?”

Jim’s face burned. He couldn’t meet her gaze. “I… I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to offend you.”

Janet let out a cold laugh. “Oh, you’re sorry, are you? That’s rich.” She crossed her arms again, leaning against the edge of her desk. “You know, Jim, I could report this. I could have you fired.”

Panic surged through him. “Please, don’t do that. I’ll… I’ll do anything.”

Her lips curled into a sly smile. “Anything? Is that so?” She tilted her head, studying him like a predator sizing up its prey. “Take it out.”

Jim blinked, confused. “What?”

“Your cock,” she said, her tone firm. “Take it out. Now.”

His heart raced. “I… I can’t do that.”

“You just said you’d do anything,” Janet reminded him, her voice dripping with mock sweetness. “Or should I go straight to HR?”

Jim’s hands trembled as he fumbled with his belt. He couldn’t believe this was happening. His mind screamed at him to stop, but his body moved on its own. He unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock, his face burning with humiliation.

Janet looked down at him and burst out laughing—a loud, mocking laugh that filled the room. “Oh my God,” she said between laughs. “It’s so small. I mean, I expected as much, but… wow.”

Jim’s cheeks burned as he looked down at the floor, unable to meet her eyes. His cock was half-hard, but under her scrutiny, it began to shrink.

“Don’t stop now,” Janet said, her laughter fading but her smirk remaining. “Stroke it. Let me see what you’ve got.”

Jim hesitated for a moment, then wrapped his hand around his cock. He started to stroke himself, his movements slow and clumsy. His humiliation only made him harder, his cock twitching in his hand.

Janet watched intently, her smile widening. “Pathetic,” she muttered under her breath. “Now lie down on the floor.”

Jim’s eyes widened. “What? Here?”

“Yes, here,” she snapped. “On your back. Now.”

He obeyed reluctantly, lowering himself onto the carpeted floor. The cool surface pressed against his skin as he lay there, exposed and vulnerable.

Janet stepped over him, her shadow falling across his body. She hiked up her skirt, revealing the soft mounds of her thighs and the curve of her hips. She reached down and pulled off her panties, tossing them aside. Then, without warning, she lowered herself onto his face.

Jim’s nose pressed against her soft, warm flesh as she settled herself on top of him. The scent of her overwhelmed him—sweet and musky, intoxicating.

“Eat,” she commanded, her voice firm.

Jim hesitated for a moment, then tentatively stuck out his tongue. He licked along her folds, tasting her as she gasped above him. His humiliation burned through him, but there was something else too—something dark and thrilling that made his cock throb.

Janet moaned softly, grinding herself against his face as he ate her out. Her thighs clamped around his head, trapping him in place. Jim’s tongue worked faster, lapping at her clit as she moved against him.

“That’s it,” she breathed, her voice low and commanding. “Just like that.”

Jim’s hands gripped her thighs as he focused on pleasuring her. Her moans grew louder, more frantic, until she finally came with a shuddering gasp. She leaned back slightly, letting him breathe for a moment before reaching down to grab his cock.

Her hand wrapped around him, stroking him firmly. Jim arched his back, his breath coming in short gasps as she worked him over.

“Please,” he begged, his voice trembling. “Let me cum.”

Janet’s grip tightened, and she slowed her strokes. “Not yet,” she said, her voice cold. “You don’t get to cum until I say so.”

Jim whimpered, his cock throbbing in her hand. He was so close—too close—but she stopped abruptly, pulling her hand away.

He groaned in frustration, a small trickle of semen leaking from the tip of his cock. Janet laughed again—a cruel, mocking laugh that sent a shiver down his spine.

“Look at that,” she sneered. “Couldn’t even hold it in. Pathetic.”

Jim lay there, panting and humiliated, as Janet stood up and straightened her skirt. She looked down at him like he was nothing more than a bug she’d crushed under her heel.

“From now on,” she said, her voice icy, “you’ll do exactly as I say. Understand?”

Jim nodded weakly, his mind reeling. He couldn’t believe what had just happened—couldn’t believe how turned on he was despite everything.

Janet smiled—a cold, calculating smile—and walked back to her desk. “Good,” she said, sitting down and crossing her legs. “Now get out of here before someone sees you.”

Jim scrambled to his feet, tucking himself back into his pants as quickly as he could. He stumbled out of the office, his face still burning with humiliation and desire.

As he walked down the hall, he couldn’t shake the feeling that this was just the beginning. Janet had him right where she wanted him—and there was no escaping her now.

72 - THE SMALL MAN APPRECIATION SOCIETY


FFFMMM / Femdom / BBW / Group Sex / Orgy / Face Sitting / Cunnilingus / Ass Eating / Smothering / Handjob / PIV Sex

Jacob stood frozen in the doorway, clutching the invitation in his hand like it might vanish if he loosened his grip. The mansion loomed before him, its grandeur both intimidating and electrifying. He’d never been inside a place like this—hell, he’d never even been invited somewhere like this.

The envelope had arrived that morning, unmarked except for his name in elegant script. No explanation, no return address. Just a time, a date, and an address. Curiosity gnawed at him, pulling him here despite the nagging voice in his head whispering, What if this is a mistake?

He swallowed hard, straightened his tie, and stepped inside. The foyer was massive, with a chandelier that sparkled like it held stars. Soft music played somewhere unseen, and the air smelled faintly of vanilla and something richer, more sensual. Before he could take it all in, he heard footsteps. Three women appeared, their heels tapping against the marble floor. Jacob’s breath caught.

They were tall. Each one towered over him, their curves accentuated by tight, elegant dresses that clung to their bodies like a second skin. The tallest of them, with dark skin and a smile that could light up a room, stepped forward. “You must be Jacob,” she purred, her voice smooth and inviting. “I’m Kiara. Welcome.”

The other two women introduced themselves as Shelly and Catie. Shelly had fiery red hair and a mischievous glint in her eye, while Catie’s platinum blonde hair framed her round, cherubic face. All three were stunning, confident, and overwhelmingly big. Jacob felt himself shrink under their gaze, his usual insecurities about his height flaring up like a spark to dry kindling.

Kiara must have noticed because her smile widened. “Don’t be shy,” she said, stepping closer. Her hand brushed his arm, and he felt a jolt of electricity shoot through him. “We have a special appreciation for men like you. Smaller men.” She said it like it was a compliment, like his height was something to be celebrated rather than ashamed of. Jacob’s cheeks burned, but he didn’t pull away.

Two more men arrived shortly after—Rory and Jeff. They were both short like him, though Rory had a stocky build while Jeff was leaner. They seemed just as nervous as Jacob felt, but Kiara’s warmth and confidence put everyone at ease. She led them to a dining room where a lavish dinner was served. The food was incredible, but Jacob could barely focus on it. His mind kept wandering back to the women, their laughter, their presence. What was this place? What did they want?

After dinner, Kiara stood, her towering height commanding attention. “Follow me,” she said, her tone playful yet firm. They obeyed without question, trailing behind her like eager puppies.

The room she led them to was something out of a fantasy. It was spacious, with three large beds draped in silken sheets. The walls were lined with shelves holding an array of sex toys and BDSM equipment—ropes, paddles, blindfolds, things Jacob had only ever seen in movies or read about online. His heart pounded in his chest, his nerves mixing with a growing thrill.

Shelly clapped her hands, drawing everyone’s attention. “Alright, boys,” she said with a sly grin. “Clothes off. Now.”

Rory and Jeff stripped down eagerly. Jacob hesitated, his hands hovering over his shirt buttons. But when he saw the other two men standing there, naked and unashamed, he felt a strange sense of courage wash over him. He undressed slowly, his movements awkward, but no one commented. The women, meanwhile, began slipping out of their dresses, revealing lingerie that left little to the imagination. Jacob’s mouth went dry.

Kiara approached him, her hips swaying with every step. She was even more breathtaking up close, her skin glowing under the soft light of the room. She reached out, her fingers brushing against his chest before trailing down to his cock, which was already hard and eager.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her voice dripping with approval.

Her touch sent shivers through him, and he couldn’t help but moan softly.

Shelly and Catie were busy with Rory and Jeff. Shelly climbed onto one of the beds, her thick thighs straddling Rory’s face as she lowered herself onto him. “Eat,” she commanded, her voice firm but playful. Rory obeyed eagerly, his hands gripping her hips as he buried his face between her legs.

Catie, meanwhile, positioned herself on all fours on another bed, her ass high in the air. She glanced over her shoulder at Jeff, her lips curving into a smirk. “You know what to do,” she said, her tone sultry. Jeff didn’t need to be told twice. He knelt behind her, his tongue darting out to lap at her asshole while his hands gripped her hips for leverage.

Kiara’s attention returned to Jacob. She climbed onto the bed, her weight pressing him down into the mattress. Her body was heavy, overwhelmingly so, but it felt good. The way she pinned him beneath her, her breasts pressing against his chest, her thighs trapping him—it was intoxicating. She reached down, her hand wrapping around his cock again, stroking him with a rhythm that made his toes curl.

“Please,” he begged, his voice trembling. “I want to cum.”

She shook her head, her dark hair brushing against his skin. “Not yet,” she whispered, her breath warm against his ear. She shifted her weight, sliding down his body until her thighs framed his head. Her pussy hovered inches from his face, the scent of her arousal filling his senses. “Show me what my little man can do,” she teased.

Jacob didn’t need to be told twice. He pressed his lips to her folds, his tongue darting out to taste her. She gasped, her hips rocking gently against his mouth. Her taste was sweet, intoxicating, and he lapped at her hungrily, desperate to please her. Her moans grew louder, her thighs tightening around his head as she ground against his face. When she came, it was with a cry that made his cock ache between his legs.

Before he could recover, she was moving again, straddling his hips this time. She reached down, guiding him inside her with a practiced ease. Her pussy was warm and wet, clenching around him as she sank down onto his cock.

She moved slowly at first, her hips rolling in a way that drove him wild. But then she picked up the pace, bouncing on him with a ferocity that left him gasping for air. Jacob couldn’t hold back any longer. With a hoarse cry, he came, spilling inside her as she rode him through his orgasm.

When she finally stilled, she leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “Such a good little man,” she purred.

The room was filled with the sounds of pleasure—Shelly’s moans as Rory continued to eat her out, Catie’s gasps as Jeff worshipped her ass, and the rhythmic creaking of the beds as they all lost themselves in the moment.

When it was over, the women gathered the men together, their smiles warm and satisfied. “We’ll be doing this again soon,” Kiara said, her tone leaving no room for argument. “Would you boys like to come back?”

Jacob barely hesitated. “Yes,” he said hoarsely.

Rory and Jeff nodded eagerly.

As Jacob drove home later that night, his mind was a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions. He couldn’t believe what had just happened—what he’d done, what he’d experienced. But more than anything, he couldn’t wait to do it again.

73 - EARNING REBECCA’S TRUST

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Kissing / Restraints / Feather Tickler / Blowjob / Chastity

John’s heart raced as he stood outside Rebecca’s door, his knuckles hovering just above the wood. He’d been messaging her for weeks, and now, finally, he was here. Her photo had been stunning—long, dark hair, piercing green eyes, and a smile that seemed to promise something he couldn’t quite name. But the woman who opened the door was even more breathtaking in person. She wore a sleek black dress that hugged her curves, and her lips curved into a knowing smile as she stepped aside to let him in.

“You’re here,” she said, her voice low and smooth. “I wasn’t sure you’d actually come.”

“I told you I would,” John replied, his voice steady despite the nervous energy coursing through him. “I meant it.”

Rebecca led him into the living room, where a bottle of wine and two glasses waited on the coffee table. They sat close, their knees brushing as she poured the wine. The conversation flowed easily, but there was an undercurrent of tension that neither of them acknowledged. John could feel it in the way her eyes lingered on him, in the way she leaned in just a little too close when she laughed.

After a while, Rebecca set her glass down and stood, extending her hand to him. “Come with me,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

John took her hand, letting her lead him down the hallway to her bedroom. The room was dimly lit, the air thick with anticipation. His eyes immediately went to the bed—and the restraints attached to the corners. His breath caught in his throat.

Rebecca turned to him, her expression serious. “You said you’d do whatever it takes to earn my trust,” she reminded him. “Do you still mean that?”

John nodded, his throat dry. “Yes.”

She stepped closer, her fingers trailing up his chest as she kissed him. Her lips were soft but demanding, and he felt himself melting into her touch. Slowly, she began to undress him, her hands moving with purpose as she peeled away his shirt, then his pants. When he was completely bare, she guided him to the bed and secured his wrists and ankles with the restraints.

John’s heart pounded as he lay there, completely at her mercy. Rebecca stood at the foot of the bed, her eyes raking over him with a hunger that made his skin tingle. She reached for something on the nightstand—a long, delicate feather—and trailed it lightly over his chest.

The sensation was maddening. The feather danced across his skin, teasing and taunting him as it moved lower, tracing the lines of his abs before brushing against his cock. He groaned, his hips bucking involuntarily.

“Patience,” Rebecca murmured, her voice like silk. “This is about trust, remember?”

She continued to tease him, the feather gliding over his thighs, his stomach, his inner arms. Every touch was light and fleeting, just enough to drive him wild without giving him any real relief. When she finally set the feather aside and leaned down to take him in her mouth, he thought he might lose his mind.

Her tongue was warm and wet as it slid along his length, her lips wrapping around him in a way that made his toes curl. She took her time, savoring every inch of him, but just when he felt himself nearing the edge, she pulled away.

“Rebecca,” he gasped, his voice desperate. “Please…”

She smiled, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Not yet.”

She repeated the process again and again, bringing him to the brink only to stop before he could finish. Each time, the ache grew more intense, the need more urgent. By the time she finally let him come, he was trembling with release.

But Rebecca wasn’t done. As he lay there, spent and panting, she reached for something else on the nightstand—a small, metal device. She held it up for him to see.

“This is a chastity cage,” she explained, her voice calm but firm. “From now on, your orgasms are under my control. That way, I’ll know you won’t cheat.”

John’s eyes widened as she fastened the device around him, locking it in place. The sensation was strange—restrictive but not painful—and he felt a surge of arousal at the thought of being completely at her mercy.

“Do you understand?” Rebecca asked, her gaze locking with his.

“Yes,” John replied, his voice hoarse. “I understand.”

She smiled, leaning down to kiss him softly. “Good boy.”

As she climbed onto the bed beside him, John realized that this was exactly what he wanted. He had never felt so alive, so connected to someone. Rebecca had changed everything, and he couldn’t wait to see what she had in store for him next.

74 - MITCH’S NEW ADDICTION

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Whipping / Bondage / Restraints / Cunnilingus / Handjob / Teasing Blowjob / Vibrator

Mitch stumbled through the front door, the faint smell of smoke clinging to his clothes. His eyes were bloodshot, pupils dilated from whatever he’d been chasing all night. He tried to steady himself against the wall, but the room spun just enough to remind him he wasn’t in control. The silence of the house was heavy, broken only by the ticking of the clock in the hallway. He wasn’t alone—Maya was waiting.

She stood at the edge of the living room, arms crossed, her expression unreadable. There was no anger in her eyes, just a cold, calculated disappointment that cut deeper than any shouting ever could. Mitch opened his mouth to apologize, to promise her this was the last time, but she cut him off with a sharp shake of her head.

“We’re done with this,” Maya said, her voice low and firm. “Follow me.”

Mitch hesitated, his heart pounding in his chest. He didn’t have the energy to argue, so he followed her down the narrow staircase to the basement. The air was cooler down there, and the dim light from a single bulb cast long shadows across the room. What he saw stopped him dead in his tracks.

The basement had been transformed. Leather straps hung from the walls, a padded bench sat in the center, and a collection of whips, restraints, and other implements were neatly arranged on a nearby table. Mitch’s mouth went dry. He’d known Maya was into this kind of thing—she’d hinted at it before—but he’d never expected her to go this far.

“This is your last chance,” Maya said, turning to face him. “You either obey me, or we’re done. No more excuses, no more promises. Just submission.”

Mitch nodded, his throat too tight to speak. He wasn’t sure what he was agreeing to, but he knew he didn’t want to lose her. Maya stepped closer, her gaze locking onto his. She reached into his pocket, pulling out the small baggie of drugs he’d stashed there earlier. Without a word, she tossed it into a trash bin by the door.

“You’ve been a bad boy,” she murmured, her voice dripping with authority. “Take off your clothes. All of them.”

Mitch’s hands trembled as he obeyed, stripping down until he stood naked in front of her. The cool air whispered over his skin, raising goosebumps. Maya circled him like a predator assessing its prey, her fingertips grazing his shoulder as she passed.

“Bend over the bench,” she instructed, picking up a whip from the table.

Mitch hesitated, his gut twisting with a mix of fear and something deeper—something that made his pulse quicken. He bent over the padded bench, resting his forearms on the cool leather surface. The first strike came without warning, the crack of the whip echoing through the basement. Pain bloomed across his backside, sharp and white-hot. He gasped, but before he could process it, another strike landed just below the first.

The pain was intense, but it was also…strangely exhilarating. Mitch’s breath came faster, his body reacting in ways he hadn’t expected. His cock stiffened, pressing against the bench as the whip struck again and again. Maya didn’t hold back, each strike delivered with precision and purpose.

“This is your new addiction,” she said, her voice steady as she continued to punish him. “Submission. And you’re going to learn to crave it.”

When she finally stopped, Mitch’s skin was flushed, his body trembling. But he wasn’t trembling from fear—it was from arousal. Maya stepped closer, running her hand over the welts she’d left on his backside. The sensation sent a shiver through him, his cock twitching in response.

“Good,” she murmured, reaching for a set of restraints. She secured his wrists and ankles to the bench, leaving him completely at her mercy.

Mitch’s breath hitched as she climbed onto the bench, straddling his face. Her thighs pressed against his cheeks, the heat of her body unmistakable. He didn’t need to be told what to do—he leaned forward, his tongue finding her clit with eager precision. Maya moaned softly, her fingers tangling in his hair as she ground herself against his mouth.

He licked and sucked, desperate to please her, to prove he could be good for her. Her moans grew louder, her thighs tightening around his head as she reached her climax. She shuddered above him, her grip on his hair tightening as she rode out the waves of pleasure.

When she finally climbed off, Mitch’s face was wet, his cock aching with need. Maya stood beside him, her gaze dropping to his erection. She reached out, wrapping her fingers around his shaft and stroking him slowly.

“You want more?” she asked, her voice teasing.

“Yes,” Mitch gasped, his hips jerking into her touch. “Please.”

Maya smirked, her hand moving faster. “You’ll have to earn it. Where’s your phone?”

Mitch hesitated, his mind foggy with arousal. “P-pants pocket,” he stammered.

Maya retrieved his phone, scrolling through his contacts with a pointed look before setting it aside. “No more calls to your dealer,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

She returned to him, her tongue flicking over the tip of his cock before she took him into her mouth. The sensation was electric, her lips and tongue working him with expert precision. Mitch groaned, his hips bucking against the restraints as she teased him relentlessly.

Just when he thought he couldn’t take anymore, Maya reached for a small vibrator, pressing it against his cock. The vibrations sent sparks of pleasure shooting through him, but it was nothing compared to when she slid it into his ass. Mitch cried out, his body convulsing as the combined sensations pushed him over the edge. He came hard, his release spilling over Maya’s hand as she continued to work him.

When it was over, Maya released the restraints, her fingers gently stroking the welts on his backside. Mitch collapsed onto the bench, his body spent but his mind clearer than it had been in months. He looked up at her, a newfound determination burning in his eyes. For the first time in a long time, he felt like he had a purpose—one that didn’t involve drugs.

As Maya helped him up, Mitch realized something he’d never expected: submission felt better than any high ever could. And he was ready to embrace it—completely.

75 - THE VIRGIN’S FIRST LESSON

FM / Femdom / Fertility / Small Penis / Handjob / Teasing / Restraints / Vibrator / Chastity

“Take it off.”

Caroline’s voice was low, commanding, and Teddy felt his heartbeat quicken as he stood frozen in her lavish bedroom. The room was bathed in soft light, the kind that made everything look like it belonged in a dream. He swallowed hard, his fingers trembling as they hovered over the hem of his shirt.

“Are you nervous?” she asked, tilting her head, her lips curling into a playful smile. Her red hair cascaded over one shoulder, and the way she looked at him—like she was waiting for him to melt—made it impossible to think straight.

“I, uh… yeah?” Teddy stammered, his voice cracking. He felt like an idiot standing there, his face burning.

Caroline chuckled softly, stepping closer. Her heels clicked against the polished floor, each step echoing in the room. She reached out, her fingers brushing against his chest as she gently pushed his hands aside. “Let me help you.”

She pulled his shirt over his head, her gaze lingering on his bare chest for a moment before moving lower. Her eyes narrowed, and her smile widened as she tugged at the waistband of his pants. “Off,” she said again, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Teddy fumbled with the button, his fingers clumsy, but eventually managed to push his pants down. He stood there in just his boxers, feeling exposed and vulnerable. Caroline made a show of looking him up and down, her lips pursed as if she were considering something.

“Hmm,” she murmured, circling him slowly. Her fingertips trailed along his shoulders, down his back, sending shivers racing through him. “You’re exactly what I was hoping for.”

Teddy didn’t know what to say. He wasn’t sure what she meant by that, but he didn’t care. She was close enough now that he could smell her perfume—something sweet and intoxicating—and it was overwhelming.

“Do you know why I chose you, Teddy?” she asked, her voice a purr.

He shook his head, unable to form words.

“Because you’re… unspoiled,” she said, her fingers brushing against his cheek. “You’re untouched. Pure. And that’s exactly what I need.”

Teddy’s breath caught in his throat. He wasn’t sure if he should feel flattered or embarrassed, but the way she was looking at him—like he was something precious—made his stomach flip.

“Now,” she said, stepping back and crossing her arms. “Take off the boxers.”

He hesitated, but only for a moment. His hands shook as he hooked his thumbs into the waistband and pushed them down, stepping out of them. He stood there naked, his cock already half-hard just from her attention.

Caroline’s eyes dropped to his groin, and she let out a soft laugh. “Oh, Teddy,” she said, her voice teasing. “You’re adorable.”

He felt his face flush, but before he could say anything, she turned and walked toward the bed. She grabbed the edge of the silk robe she was wearing and let it slide off her shoulders. Underneath, she wore black lingerie that hugged her curves perfectly. The sight of her like that—confident, radiant—made his heart race.

“Come here,” she said, patting the bed.

Teddy moved on autopilot, his legs carrying him to the edge of the bed. He sat down, his hands trembling as he gripped the edge of the mattress.

Caroline knelt on the bed in front of him, her knees brushing against his thighs. She reached out, her fingers wrapping around his cock, and Teddy sucked in a sharp breath. Her touch was soft, almost teasing, and it sent electric shocks through his body.

“You’re smaller than I expected,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement. “But that’s perfect.”

Teddy didn’t know what to say. He felt a mix of shame and arousal, but mostly he just wanted her to keep touching him.

Caroline leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear. “I’m here to collect your semen,” she whispered, her breath warm against his skin. “That’s all. Does that disappoint you?”

He swallowed hard. “No,” he lied.

She laughed softly, her hand moving up and down his cock in slow, deliberate strokes. “Good. Because you’re going to give me everything I want.”

Teddy’s eyes fluttered closed as she continued to stroke him, her hand moving faster now. His hips shifted involuntarily, and he felt himself getting closer to the edge.

“Wait,” she said suddenly, pulling her hand away.

Teddy let out a whimper, his body begging for release.

“Not yet,” she said, grinning as she reached for something on the nightstand. She held up a pair of leather restraints and motioned for him to lie back.

He hesitated, but only for a moment. His body obeyed before his brain could catch up, and he lay back against the pillows, his arms stretched out above his head. Caroline fastened the restraints around his wrists, securing him to the bedposts.

“There,” she said, sitting back on her heels. “Now we can begin.”

She grabbed a vibrator from the nightstand, turning it on low and pressing it against his cock. Teddy gasped, his hips jerking as the sensation coursed through him.

“You’re going to cum for me,” she said, her voice calm and measured. “But not yet.”

She moved the vibrator lower, teasing the sensitive skin beneath his cock before sliding it further down to his balls. Teddy’s breath came in short, shallow gasps as pleasure coiled tightly in his stomach.

“Please,” he begged, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Not yet,” she repeated, moving the vibrator even lower.

Teddy’s eyes widened as she pressed it against his ass, the vibrations sending shockwaves through his body.

“Relax,” she said, her fingers gently spreading him open as she guided the vibrator inside.

Teddy’s back arched as the vibrations intensified, his cock throbbing with unspent desire. He could feel himself getting closer, the pressure building until it was almost unbearable.

“Now,” she said, her voice firm.

Teddy’s body convulsed as he climaxed, his cock pulsing as he spilled across his stomach. Caroline watched intently, a satisfied smile on her lips as she caught his semen in a small cup.

“Good boy,” she said, setting the cup aside and turning off the vibrator.

Teddy lay there, his chest heaving as he tried to catch his breath. He felt boneless, spent, but also strangely proud.

Caroline leaned over him, her fingers brushing against his cheek. “You did so well,” she murmured, her voice soft.

She reached for something else on the nightstand—a chastity device—and slipped it over his still-sensitive cock, locking it in place.

“Can’t have any of your precious semen going to waste,” she said, smirking as she released the restraints.

Teddy sat up slowly, feeling the weight of the device against his groin. It was strange, uncomfortable, but also… exciting.

“Come here,” she said, grabbing a collar from the drawer and fastening it around his neck. “You’re mine now.”

Teddy felt a shiver run down his spine as she leaned in, her lips brushing against his in a soft, almost chaste kiss.

“I’ll call you when I’m ready to collect again,” she said, standing up and walking him to the door.

Teddy stepped out into the night air, his mind still reeling from everything that had just happened. He didn’t lose his virginity, but somehow, he didn’t care. He couldn’t wait to see Caroline again.

76 - PUBLIC PLEASURE AT THE THEATER

FM / Femdom / Public / Remote Control Vibrating Buttplug / Handjob

Tyler stood in the living room, adjusting his tie nervously. Carolyn leaned against the doorway, her eyes glinting with mischief. She held something small and sleek in her hand—a remote control. He didn’t need to ask what it was for. His stomach fluttered as she stepped closer, her heels silent on the carpet.

“I have a surprise for you,” she said, her voice low and commanding.

Tyler swallowed hard, his pulse quickening. She didn’t wait for a response. In one swift motion, she reached for his belt, undoing it with practiced ease. His pants slid down to his ankles, leaving him exposed. He shivered, not from the cold but from the anticipation.

Carolyn knelt in front of him, holding up the butt plug. It was sleek, black, and intimidatingly large. She coated it with lube, her movements slow and deliberate. Tyler’s breath caught as she pressed the tip against him, teasing him before pushing it in. He gasped, his body tensing as it stretched him open. She didn’t stop until it was fully seated inside him, the base snug against his skin.

“There,” she said, standing up and brushing her hands off. “Now we’re ready.”

She picked up the remote and pressed a button. The plug buzzed to life, sending a jolt of pleasure through him. Tyler’s knees nearly buckled, but Carolyn steadied him with a firm hand on his shoulder.

“Keep it together,” she murmured, her lips brushing his ear. “We’re just getting started.”

They got into the car, Tyler squirming in his seat as the vibrations continued. Carolyn kept the intensity low for now, but he could feel it—a constant hum that made it impossible to focus on anything else. She glanced at him occasionally, a smirk playing on her lips. He knew she was enjoying this, watching him struggle to stay composed.

The theater was packed when they arrived. Tyler felt exposed, even though no one could see the plug nestled inside him. They found their seats, and Carolyn immediately turned the vibration up a notch. Tyler clenched his jaw, trying to suppress a moan. The sensation was overwhelming, and he could feel himself growing hard despite his best efforts.

As the play began, Carolyn kept her hand on the remote, her fingers dancing over the controls. She turned the intensity up and down unpredictably, keeping him on edge. Tyler’s hands gripped the armrests tightly, his knuckles white. He could feel sweat forming on his brow as the vibrations grew stronger, sending waves of pleasure through his body.

People around them started to notice. A woman in the row ahead glanced back, her eyes narrowing as she saw Tyler squirming in his seat. He felt a flush of embarrassment, but it only made him harder. Carolyn noticed too, and she leaned in close, her breath warm against his ear.

“They’re watching you,” she whispered. “They know something’s wrong, but they don’t know what.”

Her hand moved to his lap, spreading a coat over him to hide what she was about to do. Tyler’s heart raced as she unzipped his pants, her fingers slipping inside to wrap around his cock.

He bit his lip to keep from making noise as she began to stroke him, her movements slow and deliberate. The combination of her hand and the vibrating plug was too much. He could feel himself teetering on the edge, his body trembling with need. Carolyn’s grip tightened, and she turned the vibration up to its highest setting.

Tyler’s vision blurred as pleasure overtook him. He came hard, his release spilling over her hand and onto his pants. He slumped back in his seat, panting and dazed. Carolyn pulled her hand away, wiping it discreetly on the coat before zipping him back up.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her voice filled with satisfaction. “You did so well.”

As they left the theater, Tyler could feel the wet spot on his pants, a stark reminder of what had just happened. People stared as they passed, their eyes lingering on the obvious stain. Tyler’s face burned with embarrassment, but beneath it, he felt a thrill he couldn’t deny.

Carolyn took his hand, squeezing it reassuringly. “Don’t worry,” she said, her tone light and teasing. “We’ll do this again soon.”

77 - CAUGHT WEARING PANTIES

FM / Femdom / Panty Fetish / Sissy / Kissing / Verbal Humiliation / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation / Cunnilingus

Caleb adjusted his tie in the dim glow of his car’s interior mirror, his fingers trembling just slightly. The silk panties beneath his slacks clung to his skin, a secret thrill humming through him every time he shifted in his seat. No one would ever know. He smirked at his reflection, running a hand through his hair before stepping out into the neon buzz of the bar’s parking lot.

The air inside was thick with bass and laughter, bodies pressed close in the low light. Caleb ordered a whiskey, neat, and let the burn steady his nerves. That’s when he saw her—Mia—leaning against the bar with a martini glass dangling from her fingers. Dark curls framed her face, her lips painted a deep red that made his throat go dry.

She caught him staring. A slow smile curled over her mouth as she sauntered over, hips swaying with every step. “Buy me another?” she purred, sliding onto the stool beside him.

Caleb swallowed hard. Fuck. He signaled the bartender, trying to ignore how her knee brushed against his thigh.

Two drinks turned into three, then four. Mia’s laughter was warm against his ear, her fingers tracing idle patterns on his arm. “You’re cute,” she murmured, her breath sweet with gin. “Wanna get out of here?”

His pulse kicked. Yes.

Her apartment smelled like vanilla and something sharper—perfume, maybe. The door barely clicked shut before Mia pushed him against it, her mouth hot and demanding on his. Caleb groaned into the kiss, hands sliding down her waist, forgetting—

Then her fingers found his zipper.

Shit. His stomach dropped. He grabbed her wrist. “Wait—”

Mia pulled back, eyes glinting with mischief. “What’s wrong?” Her other hand dipped lower, cupping him through his pants—and then she froze. A slow grin spread across her face. “Oh my god.”

Caleb’s face burned.

She yanked his zipper down, peeling back fabric until the lace-edged panties were exposed in all their humiliating glory. Mia threw her head back and laughed, loud and unapologetic. “You’re wearing panties?”

He wanted to melt into the floor.

Mia dragged him by the belt toward the bedroom, her voice dripping with amusement. “Take off your clothes. Now.”

Hands shaking, Caleb stripped down to nothing but the delicate pink lace hugging his hips. Mia circled him like a predator, biting her lip. “Look at you,” she cooed. “Such a pretty little sissy.”

She pushed him onto the bed and straddled his lap, grinding down just enough to make him whimper. “Touch yourself,” she ordered.

Caleb hesitated—then wrapped his fingers around his cock, already half-hard from shame and arousal. Mia watched with rapt attention as he stroked himself, her nails digging into his thighs. “That’s it,” she murmured. “Such a good boy.”

Heat flooded his cheeks. His hips jerked involuntarily, desperate for friction.

Mia stood abruptly, shedding her dress in one smooth motion. Black lingerie hugged every curve, her breasts spilling over the cups of her bra. Caleb’s mouth watered.

“On your knees,” she commanded.

He obeyed instantly, pressing his lips to her painted toes as she sighed above him. “Good.” Her fingers tangled in his hair, guiding him higher—up her calves, her thighs—until his nose brushed against damp silk.

“Eat me.”

Caleb didn’t need to be told twice. He buried his face between her legs, tongue lapping at her folds with desperate hunger. Mia moaned, rocking against his mouth as he sucked her clit, fingers digging into her ass to pull her closer.

Her thighs trembled. “Fuck—” Her orgasm hit hard, wetness coating his chin as she shuddered above him.

Panting, Mia collapsed onto the bed, spreading her legs wide. “Keep going,” she breathed.

Caleb crawled over her, pumping his cock frantically as he licked her clean. The sight of her—flushed and satisfied—pushed him over the edge. With a choked gasp, he came across her stomach, ropes of cum splattering pale against her skin.

Mia glanced down and giggled. “That’s all?” She wiped a finger through the mess, holding it up with a smirk. “Pathetic.”

Caleb’s stomach twisted—but his cock twitched anyway.

She reached into the nightstand and pulled out a sleek black collar. “If you want to see me again,” she said, buckling it around his throat with a click, “you’ll do exactly as I say.”

The leather was cool against his skin. Caleb nodded eagerly.

Mia tilted his chin up with one finger. “Beg.”

“P-please,” Caleb stammered. “Let me see you again?”

78 - MICKEY’S TRAINING

FFFM / Femdom / BDSM / Public / Group Sex / Paddling / Strap-on / Pegging / Dildo Blowjob

Mickey shifted uncomfortably in the passenger seat as Imani drove, her hands steady on the wheel. The tension in the car was thick, and he couldn’t shake the feeling that something was about to happen—something big.

“Imani,” he started, his voice tentative, “where are we going?”

She glanced at him briefly, a small smile playing on her lips. “Training.”

“Training?” His stomach flipped. “What kind of training?”

Her smile widened. “You’ll see.”

Minutes later, they pulled up to a nondescript building with a sleek, modern exterior. The sign above the door read Lust & Lace. Mickey’s heart raced as they stepped inside, the dim lighting and low hum of music immediately enveloping them.

The sight before him made his jaw drop. Women in leather and lace dominated the room, their confidence radiating as they wielded whips, ropes, and other tools of control. Men knelt at their feet, some bound, others being paddled or trampled under stiletto heels. Mickey’s pulse quickened, and he felt a strange mix of arousal and apprehension.

Imani took his hand, leading him through the crowd. “Relax,” she murmured. “You’re in good hands.”

They stopped in front of two women—Charlotte and Beth. Both were tall, with an air of authority that made Mickey’s knees weak. Charlotte had fiery red hair and piercing green eyes, while Beth’s dark curls framed her sharp features.

“This is Mickey,” Imani said, her tone casual but firm. “He needs training.”

Charlotte smirked, looking Mickey up and down. “We can work with that.”

Beth nodded, her expression thoughtful. “Follow us.”

Mickey hesitated, but Imani gave him a gentle push. “Go on. Trust me.”

The private room was lit by soft, warm light, and the air smelled faintly of leather. A padded bench stood in the center, and Mickey’s stomach fluttered as Charlotte gestured toward it.

“Bend over,” she instructed, her voice low and commanding.

Mickey glanced at Imani, who nodded encouragingly. Slowly, he moved to the bench, positioning himself with his ass in the air. His heart pounded as Charlotte and Beth approached, each holding a paddle.

“First rule,” Beth said, running a hand over his backside, “you take what we give you without complaint.”

Before Mickey could respond, the first strike landed. Thwack. The pain was sharp but fleeting, replaced by a warmth that spread through him. He gasped, his fingers gripping the edge of the bench.

Thwack. Another strike, this time from Charlotte. The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of pleasure and pain that left him trembling.

“Good boy,” Imani murmured from behind him. Her approval sent a shiver down his spine.

The paddling continued, each strike alternating between the two women. Mickey’s body responded instinctively, his moans filling the room. The sting of the paddle became almost addicting, and he found himself craving more.

“I think he’s ready for the next step,” Charlotte said after a pause.

“I agree,” Beth replied, setting the paddle aside.

Mickey’s breath caught as Charlotte walked into view, holding a strap-on dildo. It was large, glistening with lube, and his pulse quickened at the sight.

“You’re going to take this,” Charlotte said, her tone leaving no room for argument. “And you’re going to enjoy it.”

Mickey nodded, his mouth dry. He felt Imani’s hand on his shoulder, grounding him.

“Serve them well,” she whispered.

Charlotte positioned herself behind him, and Mickey braced himself as he felt the cool tip of the dildo press against his entrance. Slowly, she pushed in, and the stretch was intense but not unbearable. Mickey let out a low moan as she began to move, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through him.

At the same time, Beth stepped in front of him, holding another dildo. She gripped his hair, tilting his head back. “Open up,” she commanded.

Mickey obeyed, his mouth parting as she slid the dildo inside. His eyes watered as she started to fuck his face, the rhythm matching Charlotte’s movements from behind. The sensations were overwhelming, his body wracked with pleasure from both ends.

“That’s it,” Imani said softly, her voice filled with pride. “Take it like a good boy.”

Mickey’s mind went blank as the pleasure built, his body responding to every thrust, every stroke. His cock throbbed, precum dripping onto the floor beneath him. The dual stimulation was too much, and with a choked cry, he came hard, his release spilling onto the floor.

Charlotte and Beth didn’t stop, their pace unrelenting as they continued to fuck him until he was trembling and spent. Finally, they pulled away, letting him catch his breath.

Imani knelt beside him, brushing a strand of hair from his forehead. “You did so well,” she murmured.

Charlotte and Beth exchanged looks, their expressions satisfied.

“He’s got potential,” Charlotte said, crossing her arms.

“Agreed,” Beth added. “We’d like to train him again.”

Imani smiled, her eyes meeting Mickey’s. “What do you think? Are you ready for more?”

Mickey’s body was still buzzing with aftershocks, but he managed a nod. “Yes.”

As he lay there, catching his breath and basking in the afterglow, Mickey couldn’t help but feel a thrill of anticipation for what was to come.

79 - MARCO’S INITIATION

FFM / Femdom / BDSM / Public / Paddling / Feather Tickler / Ice Play / Handjob / Blowjob / Vibrator / Anal Play

Marco’s heart pounded as Amanda parked the car in front of a nondescript building. The dim streetlights cast long shadows across the pavement, and the only sound was the faint hum of the engine cooling down. He glanced over at her, trying to read her expression in the faint glow of the dashboard. She caught his look and smirked, her lips curling in a way that made his stomach twist with anticipation.

“Trust me,” she said, her voice low and teasing. He nodded, swallowing hard as he unbuckled his seatbelt and followed her to the door.

Amanda pressed a buzzer, and after a moment, a crackly voice came through. “Password?” it asked.

“Nightshade,” Amanda replied without hesitation.

There was a loud click, and the door swung open. Marco hesitated for a second, but Amanda grabbed his hand, pulling him inside.

The moment they stepped into the room, Marco’s eyes widened. The air was thick with the scent of leather and sweat, and the low hum of music blended with muffled moans and the occasional sharp smack of skin against skin. His gaze darted around the room, taking in the sight of men chained to walls, a woman lounging on a leather couch while a man kneeled at her feet, kissing her boots. It was overwhelming, and yet, something about it made his blood rush south.

Amanda noticed the bulge in his pants and chuckled softly. “Looks like you’re enjoying the view,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement.

Marco flushed but couldn’t deny it. “It’s… different,” he stammered.

“Want to try it?” Her eyes sparkled with mischief.

He hesitated, but the thrill of it was irresistible. “Yeah… okay.”

Amanda led him to a spanking bench, its dark leather gleaming under the soft light. She ran a hand along its surface before turning to him. “Bend over,” she instructed.

He obeyed, his heart racing as he leaned over the bench. The leather was cool against his palms, and he gripped the edges tightly. Amanda stepped behind him, and he heard the sound of her picking something up. A moment later, there was a sharp crack as the paddle connected with his ass. He gasped, the sting sending a jolt of pleasure through him.

She continued, each strike making him squirm. “You’re taking it so well,” she purred, her voice sending shivers down his spine.

Out of the corner of his eye, Marco noticed a woman watching them. She was tall and stunning, her dark hair framing her face as she leaned against a nearby wall. When Amanda paused, she stepped forward.

“Mind if I join?” the woman asked, her voice smooth and inviting.

Amanda smiled. “Not at all. Marco, this is Rae.”

Rae’s eyes locked onto Marco’s, and he felt a surge of heat. She reached out, running a feather tickler along his back. The sensation was maddening, making him arch into it.

Amanda grabbed an ice cube from a nearby table and trailed it down his spine. The cold contrast made him gasp, his skin tingling where she touched him. Between the feather and the ice, Marco was quickly losing himself in the sensations.

Rae moved to his front, kneeling in front of him. She took his cock in her hand, stroking it slowly as Amanda continued to tease him with the ice cube. The combination was overwhelming, and Marco’s breath came in short, ragged gasps.

Amanda leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “You’re doing so well,” she whispered. Her breath was warm against his skin, making him shiver.

Rae’s mouth replaced her hand, and Marco moaned as she took him in deeply. Her tongue swirled around him, and he could feel himself getting closer to the edge. Just as he thought he might explode, Rae pulled away.

“Not yet,” she said with a sly smile.

Amanda led them to a private room, where a bench with leather restraints awaited. She guided Marco onto it, strapping him down securely. His chest rose and fell rapidly as he looked up at her, his eyes dark with desire.

Rae returned with a small vibrator, and Marco’s eyes widened as she lubed it up. She teased his entrance with it, making him squirm against the restraints. When she finally pushed it in, he let out a strangled moan. The vibrations sent shockwaves through him, and he could feel his climax building.

Amanda knelt beside him, her mouth returning to his cock. The combination of sensations was too much, and within moments, Marco was cumming hard, his body shaking as waves of pleasure crashed over him.

As he lay there, catching his breath, Amanda unstrapped him. “Enjoy yourself?” she asked with a grin.

Marco nodded weakly, still trying to process everything that had just happened.

“Good,” she said, helping him to his feet. “We should definitely do this again.”

They said goodbye to Rae and left the club, the cool night air a welcome contrast to the heat inside. As they walked to the car, Marco couldn’t believe what just happened, but he was looking forward to the next encounter.

80 - FROM CHEATER TO SUBMISSIVE

FM / Femdom / Cheating / BDSM / Public / Spanking / Buttplug / Vibrator / Teasing / Blowjob / Chastity

“Get in the car, Dave.” Maria’s voice was firm, her eyes locked onto his. She stood by the passenger door, her hand resting on the handle, fingers tapping impatiently.

Dave hesitated, his feet shuffling on the pavement. “Maria, I don’t—”

“Now,” she interrupted, her tone sharp enough to cut through his hesitation. “Or I walk away. For good.”

The weight of her words hit him like a punch to the gut. He’d messed up—badly—and now he was staring down the barrel of losing her. With a shaky breath, he nodded and slid into the car, the leather seat cold against his back. Maria slammed the door shut, the sound echoing in his ears as she walked around to the driver’s side.

The engine roared to life, and they sped off into the night, the city lights blurring past the windows. Dave’s heart pounded in his chest. He didn’t know where they were going, but the tension in the car was suffocating. Maria’s jaw was clenched, her hands gripping the steering wheel tightly. She didn’t speak, and neither did he. The silence felt heavier than any conversation could have.

When they pulled up downtown, Dave’s unease deepened. Maria parked the car and got out without a word. He followed her, his legs trembling as they approached a nondescript building with a plain black door. She punched in a code, and the door clicked open.

Inside, Dave’s breath caught in his throat. The room was dimly lit, the air thick with the scent of leather and sweat. The sound of low moans and sharp slaps filled the space. His eyes widened as he took in the scene: men on their knees, women in leather corsets wielding whips, couples chained to machines, and the unmistakable sound of pain mingling with pleasure.

Maria turned to him, her lips curling into a sly smile. “Welcome to your new reality, Dave. From now on, you’re going to learn what it means to submit.”

Dave’s stomach churned, but he couldn’t tear his eyes away from the spectacle. “Maria, I—”

“You cheated,” she said, cutting him off again. “You broke my trust. If you want to keep me, you’ll do what I say. Starting now.”

He swallowed hard, his throat dry. “What do you want me to do?”

Maria stepped closer, her heels clicking against the floor. She grabbed his chin, forcing him to look at her. “Follow me.”

She led him deeper into the club, past various stations where people were indulging in their darkest fantasies. Dave’s heart raced, his body trembling with a mix of fear and curiosity. Finally, Maria stopped in front of a spanking bench.

“Take off your pants,” she ordered, her voice leaving no room for argument.

Dave hesitated, but the look in her eyes made him comply. He fumbled with his belt, his hands shaking as he pulled down his pants and boxers. The cool air hit his exposed skin, making him shiver.

Maria guided him onto the bench, his body pressing against the smooth leather. She positioned him over the edge, his ass raised in the air.

“You’re going to learn what it feels like to be punished,” she said, her voice low and commanding.

The first strike came without warning, her hand crashing down on his bare skin. Dave gasped, the sting radiating through his body. The second slap was harder, and he gritted his teeth, his fingers gripping the edge of the bench.

Maria continued, her hand landing with increasing force. The sound of skin meeting skin echoed in the room, drawing the attention of others. Dave’s cheeks burned, both from the spanking and the humiliation of being watched.

When she finally stopped, his ass was red and throbbing. Maria leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “Do you understand what you’ve done? Do you understand what you need to do to make it right?”

Dave nodded, his voice hoarse. “Yes, Maria. I’m sorry. I’ll do whatever you want.”

She smiled, her fingers tracing the marks she’d left on his skin. “Good. Now, let’s take this somewhere more private.”

She helped him off the bench, and they walked to a small room with a single bed in the center. Maria gestured for him to lie down, and he did so without protest. His body was trembling, his mind clouded with a mix of fear and arousal.

“Take off your clothes,” she commanded, crossing her arms over her chest.

Dave obeyed, stripping off his shirt and kicking off his shoes. He lay back on the bed, completely exposed, his cock half-hard despite the turmoil in his mind.

Maria approached him, a pair of shackles in her hands. She fastened them around his wrists and ankles, securing him to the bed. “You’re not in control here, Dave. Not anymore.”

She reached into a drawer and pulled out a buttplug, the silicone glinting in the dim light. Dave’s eyes widened, but he didn’t protest. He’d agreed to this, and he couldn’t back out now.

Maria coated the plug with lube, her fingers cold against his skin. She spread his legs wider, positioning herself between them. “Relax,” she murmured, pressing the tip against his entrance.

Dave sucked in a breath as she pushed it in, the stretch unfamiliar but not entirely unpleasant. She worked it slowly, taking her time until it was fully seated inside him.

“How does that feel?” she asked, her hand grazing his inner thigh.

“Different,” he admitted, his voice shaky. “But… good.”

Maria smirked, reaching for a vibrator on the bedside table. She turned it on, the soft buzz filling the room. She trailed the tip along his cock, teasing him mercilessly.

Dave groaned, his hips twitching as the vibrations sent sparks through his body. “Maria, please…”

“Please what?” she asked, her tone teasing.

“Please let me cum,” he begged, his voice barely above a whisper.

Maria shook her head, her lips curving into a wicked smile. “Not yet. You’re going to earn it.”

She continued to tease him, the vibrator driving him closer and closer to the edge but never letting him tip over. Dave’s breaths came in ragged gasps, his body trembling with need.

“Promise me,” Maria said, her eyes locking onto his. “Promise me you’ll never cheat again.”

“I promise,” he said without hesitation. “I’ll never hurt you like that again.”

Maria nodded, seemingly satisfied. She reached into the drawer again, pulling out a chastity device. “And you’ll wear this. Agreed?”

Dave hesitated, his eyes flicking to the device and then back to her. “Maria, I—”

“Agreed?” she repeated, her tone leaving no room for negotiation.

“Yes,” he said, his voice barely audible.

Maria smiled, her fingers wrapping around his cock. She stroked him slowly, her touch sending shivers through his body. “Good boy.”

She leaned down, her lips closing around the tip of his cock. Dave groaned, his back arching as she took him deeper into her mouth. Her tongue swirled around him, the sensations overwhelming.

When he finally came, it was with a cry of relief, his body shaking from the intensity of it. Maria pulled back, a satisfied smile on her lips. She picked up the chastity device, locking it onto his cock before he could protest.

Dave blinked, the reality of his situation sinking in. He was no longer in control, and he wasn’t sure how he felt about that. But as Maria unlocked the shackles and helped him sit up, he couldn’t deny the relief that washed over him. She hadn’t left him. Not yet.

And for now, that was enough.

81 - FOLLOWING LANA TO THE CLUB

FFM / Femdom / BDSM / Public / Cheating / Nipple Clamps / Vibrator / Dildo / Anal

“Are you really going to just stand there and watch, Sam?” Lana’s voice cut through the sultry air, dripping with amusement as she stepped into the dimly lit room. She was dressed in a sleek black leather outfit that clung to her curves like a second skin. Her eyes gleamed with mischief as she crossed her arms, tilting her head at him.

Sam’s heart pounded in his chest. He had followed her here, suspecting something… someone else. But this? This was not what he expected. The room was warm, the air thick with the scent of leather and something musky. He felt exposed, vulnerable, and yet—there was a flicker of something electric in the pit of his stomach.

“Lana,” he started, his voice shaky. “I… I thought—”

She interrupted him with a laugh, low and throaty. “You thought I was cheating? Oh, Sam. You have no idea what you’ve walked into.”

Before he could respond, Kate stepped forward. She was tall, her presence commanding. Her red hair fell in soft curls around her shoulders, and her eyes pinned him with an intensity that made him swallow hard.

“Sam, was it?” she purred, her voice smooth as silk. “Why don’t you let me show you what this place is really about?”

He hesitated, his eyes darting between Lana and Kate. Lana smirked, clearly enjoying his discomfort. “Go on, Sam,” she teased. “You might as well see what you’ve been missing.”

Kate didn’t wait for his response. She took his hand, her grip firm but not unkind, and led him deeper into the room. The walls were padded, the floor soft underfoot. A padded bench sat in the center, illuminated by a single overhead light. It was simple, unassuming, but it sent a thrill down Sam’s spine.

“Take off your clothes,” Kate instructed, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Sam’s hands trembled as he fumbled with the buttons of his shirt. His mind raced, a jumble of nerves and curiosity. He couldn’t believe he was doing this, but the way Kate was looking at him—like she could see right through him—made it impossible to resist. He stripped down to nothing, his skin prickling in the cool air.

Kate stepped closer, her fingers brushing against his chest. “Good boy,” she murmured, her voice sending a shiver down his spine. She picked up a pair of metal clamps, their edges glinting in the light. Without warning, she attached them to his nipples, the sudden pinch making him gasp.

“Ah—!” he choked out, the sensation sharp and unexpected.

“Breathe,” Kate commanded, her voice steady. “Relax into it.”

He tried to obey, forcing himself to take slow, even breaths. The pain ebbed, replaced by a strange, tingling warmth that spread through his chest. Kate watched him closely, a small smile playing on her lips.

“See?” she said softly. “You can take more than you think.”

Sam nodded, his body flushing with heat. Kate reached for a vibrator, its hum filling the room as she turned it on. She teased it along his inner thigh, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure through him. His cock twitched, already half-hard.

“Please,” he whispered, his voice barely audible.

“Please what?” Kate asked, her tone teasing.

“Please… don’t stop.”

She chuckled, low and sultry. “That’s what I like to hear.” She moved the vibrator closer, grazing the base of his shaft. He gasped, his hips jerking involuntarily.

Just then, Lana stepped into view. She was holding a dildo, its size impressive enough to make Sam’s eyes widen. “You didn’t think I’d let Kate have all the fun, did you?” she asked, her voice dripping with amusement.

Sam’s heart skipped a beat. “Lana, I—”

“Shh,” she interrupted, pressing a finger to his lips. “Just relax. Trust me.”

He nodded, too overwhelmed to argue. Lana moved behind him, her hands smoothing over his back before settling on his hips. She spread lube over the dildo, the coldness making him flinch. “Easy,” she soothed, her voice soft but firm.

Sam clenched instinctively as she pressed the tip against him. “Relax,” Lana urged again, her fingers digging into his hips. He forced himself to breathe, to let go of the tension in his muscles. Slowly, she pushed in, the stretch making him groan.

Kate didn’t let up with the vibrator, keeping it pressed firmly against his cock as Lana worked him open. The sensations were overwhelming—pain and pleasure blending together in a way that left him gasping for air.

“More,” he begged, his voice hoarse.

Lana obliged, thrusting the dildo deeper. Sam’s vision blurred, his body trembling as the pleasure built. Kate increased the speed of the vibrator, the vibrations sending waves of ecstasy through him.

“God—” he choked out, his orgasm crashing over him like a tidal wave.

When it was over, Sam was panting, his body slick with sweat. Kate undid the restraints, her touch gentle as she helped him sit up. Lana stood beside him, a satisfied smile on her face.

As they left the club together, Lana glanced at him. “We need to talk,” she said.

Sam nodded, still trying to process everything that had just happened. “I thought you were cheating,” he admitted.

Lana laughed softly. “I’m not cheating. I’m exploring.” She paused, her eyes meeting his. “And now… so are you.”

Sam couldn’t help but smile. He had no idea what he’d gotten himself into—but he couldn’t wait for more.

82 - PAUL’S PERFORMANCE ISSUES

FM / Femdom / Medical / Porn / Paddling / Bondage / Restraints / Vibrator

Paul shifted uncomfortably in the chair, his palms damp against the faux leather armrests. The office smelled faintly of lavender and something sterile, like disinfectant. Dr. Helen Shepherd sat across from him, her legs crossed neatly beneath her pencil skirt, a clipboard resting on her knee. She looked calm, composed, and—dare he think it—slightly amused behind her glasses.

“So,” she began, her voice steady but not unkind, “you’re having trouble with… performance issues.”

Paul nodded, his throat tight. “Yeah. It’s… it’s been a problem for a while now. With Kelly. I just…” He trailed off, unsure how much to say. “I don’t know what’s wrong with me.”

Helen leaned forward slightly, her gaze sharp but not unkind. “And have you talked to Kelly about it?”

“Not really,” Paul admitted, his cheeks burning. “I mean, I don’t want to hurt her feelings. She tries, but… nothing happens for me.”

Helen tilted her head slightly, her lips curling into a faint smile. “Paul, sometimes these issues aren’t physical. Sometimes they’re… psychological. About what gets you excited. What you really want.” She paused, letting the words hang in the air between them like a challenge. “Tell me, honestly. What turns you on?”

Paul’s heart skipped. He opened his mouth, hesitating. “I don’t know. Normal things?”

Helen raised an eyebrow. “Normal things?”

Paul swallowed. “Yeah. Like… I don’t know, sex? Kissing? The usual stuff.”

Helen leaned back, her smile widening. “Paul, I think you’re lying to yourself.” She reached for her computer, her fingers tapping quickly on the keyboard. “Let’s try something.” She turned the screen toward him.

Paul’s eyes widened as the video began to play. A man knelt on the floor, his hands bound behind his back while a woman in towering stilettos stepped on him, her heel digging into his back. The man groaned, his face twisted in something between pain and pleasure. Paul felt his breath catch, his body reacting almost instantly.

Helen’s eyes flicked down to his lap, then back to his face, her smile turning knowing. “Interesting,” she said softly. “So, it’s not that you can’t get hard. It’s that you need… submission.”

Paul’s cheeks burned hotter. “I… I don’t know—”

“Oh, I think you do,” Helen interrupted, standing up. She walked around the desk, her heels clicking softly against the floor. “Stand up.”

Paul hesitated, but something in her tone made him obey. He stood, his legs feeling unsteady beneath him.

“Take it out,” Helen said, her voice firm.

Paul blinked. “What?”

“Your cock,” she clarified, her tone sharpening. “Take it out. Now.”

His hands trembled as he fumbled with his zipper, his heart pounding in his chest. He hesitated again, but the look in Helen’s eyes made him continue. Slowly, he pulled down his pants and boxers, revealing his cock, already half-hard just from the video.

Helen’s gaze dropped to his erection, and she smirked. “Well, well. Looks like we’ve found the root of the problem.” She walked closer, her heels echoing in the small room. “Bend over the exam table.”

Paul’s stomach flipped. “What?”

“You heard me,” Helen said, her voice leaving no room for argument. “Bend over.”

His legs moved before his brain processed the command. He bent over the table, his palms flat against the cold surface, his heart racing. He heard Helen open a drawer behind him, and then something slapped against her palm—a paddle.

The first strike came without warning, the crack of wood against his bare ass making him yelp. Pain bloomed across his skin, but beneath it was something else—something hot and electric that made his cock throb.

“Good,” Helen murmured, her voice low and satisfied. “Again.”

The paddle hit him again, harder this time, and Paul groaned, his fingers gripping the edge of the table. Each strike sent a jolt through him, pain and pleasure mixing until he couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began.

“Oh, god,” he gasped, his cock straining against the edge of the table.

Helen chuckled softly. “Now you’re getting it.” She set the paddle down and grabbed something else—restraints. She pulled his arms back, securing them tightly to the table with leather cuffs. “Stay still,” she commanded, her voice firm but not unkind.

Paul’s breath came in short, shaky gasps as he felt her hands on his skin, her touch exploratory but purposeful. She circled around to the front of the table, her eyes locking with his as she reached into a drawer and pulled out a vibrator.

“Ready?”

Paul nodded fervently, anticipation coiling tight in his gut. She flicked the vibrator on, and the low hum filled the room. She teased it over his chest first, tracing the edges of his nipples until they hardened under her touch. Paul bit his lip to stifle a moan, his hips involuntarily bucking against the table.

“Patience,” Helen chided, moving the vibrator lower. She traced it down his stomach, past his navel, until it hovered just above his cock. Paul’s breath hitched, his entire body tense with anticipation.

“Please,” he begged, his voice strained.

Helen smirked, lowering the vibrator until it brushed against the base of his cock. He gasped, his hips jerking involuntarily. She moved it slowly up the length of him, the vibrations sending electric shocks of pleasure through his body.

“Oh, fuck,” Paul moaned, his head falling back against the table. The sensation was overwhelming—hot, buzzing pleasure that made his toes curl and his mind go blank.

Helen kept the vibrator moving, alternating between slow strokes and quick, teasing flicks that had Paul trembling on the edge of release. “You want to cum?” she asked, her voice low and teasing.

“Yes,” Paul gasped, his voice breaking. “Please, let me cum.”

Helen’s smirk widened. “Promise me you’ll come back for another session.”

“I promise,” Paul said without hesitation, his voice desperate.

“Good boy,” she purred, pressing the vibrator firmly against the head of his cock.

Paul’s back arched off the table as pleasure exploded through him, his cum spurting onto his stomach in hot, thick ropes. His chest heaved as he rode out the waves of ecstasy, his mind blissfully blank.

Helen turned off the vibrator and stepped back, watching him with a satisfied smile. “You’re not impotent, Paul,” she said softly. “You just needed the right kind of… encouragement.”

Paul nodded weakly, still catching his breath. He wasn’t sure what he’d just gotten himself into, but one thing was certain—he’d be back for more.

83 - A CURE FOR CHEATING

FM / Femdom / Medical / Restraints / Blindfold / Nipple Clamps / Vibrating Buttplug

Jared’s heart raced as he stepped into the dimly lit clinic. The air smelled faintly of antiseptic, mingling with something musty and old. His hands trembled as he clutched the clipboard with his information.

The receptionist barely glanced at him, gesturing toward a worn-down hallway. “Exam room three,” she muttered, her voice monotone.

He walked briskly, his shoes squeaking against the linoleum floor. Exam room three was at the end of the hall, its door slightly ajar. Jared hesitated, then pushed it open. Inside, Dr. Glenda Johnson stood by a stainless steel exam table, her latex gloves already on. She looked up, her sharp eyes narrowing as they landed on his wedding ring.

“Mr...” she glanced at the clipboard, “Jared. What brings you here today?” Her voice was calm but firm, leaving no room for evasion.

Jared swallowed hard, his throat dry. “I, uh... I think there’s something wrong. With my...”

“With your penis?” she finished for him, raising an eyebrow. “Let me guess. A bump?”

His face flushed. “Yeah. How did you—”

“I’ve seen it before,” she interrupted, setting the clipboard down. “But before we proceed, I need you to be honest with me. Did you cheat on your wife?”

Jared froze. His mind raced, searching for a way out of this humiliation. But the look in Glenda’s eyes told him there was no escape. He nodded silently, his gaze dropping to the floor.

“Good,” she said, her tone matter-of-fact. “Honesty is the first step. Now, get on the table and drop your pants.”

Jared’s chest tightened. He glanced at the door, half-tempted to bolt. But the thought of Jessica finding out kept him rooted in place. Reluctantly, he climbed onto the cold metal table and fumbled with his belt. His fingers felt clumsy as he tugged his pants and boxers down, exposing himself to the sterile room.

Glenda moved closer, her gloved hands hovering over him. She leaned in for a closer look, her brow furrowing. “Hmm,” she murmured, inspecting the bump. Her touch was clinical but firm, sending a shiver down his spine despite the lack of intimacy.

“What... what is it?” Jared asked, his voice shaky.

“It’s nothing dangerous,” she said, straightening up. “But it’s a warning. If you keep this up, you won’t be so lucky next time.” She turned away briefly, rummaging through a drawer. When she turned back, she held a set of leather restraints and a blindfold in her hands.

Jared’s eyes widened, panic rising in his chest. “Wait, what are those for?”

“Relax,” Glenda said, her voice steady. “This is part of the treatment. You need to learn a lesson, and I assure you, this is the only way.”

Before he could protest further, she secured the restraints around his wrists and ankles, binding him firmly to the table. He tugged against them, but they held fast. “You can’t do this!” he exclaimed, his voice rising.

“I can, and I will,” she replied calmly, picking up the blindfold. She placed it over his eyes, plunging him into darkness. His other senses sharpened instantly—the sound of her footsteps, the faint rustle of her lab coat.

Then, he felt something cold and metallic clamp onto his nipples. He gasped, the sensation equal parts pain and pleasure. “What the—”

“Stay still,” Glenda commanded. Her voice was closer now, and he could feel her breath on his skin. “This isn’t about punishment. It’s about making sure you never forget this moment.”

Another sound—a low buzzing noise—made his stomach twist. Before he could ask, he felt something slick and cool press against his entrance. He tensed instinctively but couldn’t pull away. The object pushed inside him slowly, stretching him in a way that was both unfamiliar and electrifying. The vibrations started low. He gritted his teeth, trying to resist the waves of pleasure that threatened to overwhelm him.

“Still think you can handle this?” Glenda taunted, her voice laced with a smirk.

She turned the vibrations higher, and Jared let out a strangled moan. His hips bucked involuntarily, the restraints preventing him from moving too much.

“Please... I can’t...” he gasped, his voice trembling.

“You can, and you will,” she replied firmly. Her hand wrapped around his erection, stroking him in time with the vibrations. The dual sensations were too much—his body coiled tight, teetering on the edge of release.

“Promise me you won’t cheat again,” she demanded, her grip tightening.

“I promise!” Jared cried, his voice desperate. “I swear, I’ll never cheat again!”

She didn’t let up, her hand moving faster as the vibrations intensified. His breath came in ragged gasps, his body trembling uncontrollably. Finally, with a guttural groan, he came hard, his climax ripped from him with almost painful intensity.

Glenda released him immediately, turning off the vibrator and removing the clamps. She undid the restraints and pulled off the blindfold, letting him recover as she cleaned up. Jared lay there, panting and sweating, his mind spinning.

“You got lucky this time,” she said, peeling off her gloves. “But if I ever see you here again, it won’t be nearly as pleasant. Remember that.”

84 - DR. HANSEN’S MIRACLE CREAM

FFM / Femdom / Medical / Foot Worship / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Curtis shifted uncomfortably in the chair, his tie suddenly feeling too tight around his neck. The air in Dr. Jane Hansen’s office was cool, sterile, but his face burned with embarrassment. His wife, Anna, sat beside him, her expression a mix of concern and something else—something that made his stomach twist. He didn’t want to be here. He didn’t want to hear what came next.

Dr. Hansen leaned forward, her pen tapping gently against the edge of her clipboard. “Curtis,” she began, her voice calm but firm, “Anna has expressed some… concerns about your performance in the bedroom.”

His cheeks flushed deeper, and he couldn’t bring himself to look at either woman. “I don’t know what to say,” he muttered, his voice barely above a whisper.

“It’s not your fault,” Anna interjected quickly, placing a hand on his knee. “We just thought… maybe there’s something that could help.”

Dr. Hansen nodded, setting the clipboard aside. “There is. I’ve been working on a cream that addresses… inadequacies. It’s highly effective.”

Curtis blinked, confusion mingling with his humiliation. “A cream?”

“Yes.” She reached into her desk drawer and pulled out a small jar, the lid screwed on tightly. “When applied, it significantly enhances blood flow. Arousal is almost immediate.”

His stomach churned. “You want me to… use this?”

“Not just you,” she corrected smoothly. “Let me show you.” She stood, circling the desk until she was in front of him. “Take it out.”

His eyes widened. “Excuse me?”

“Your penis, Curtis,” she said matter-of-factly, as if she were asking for his temperature. “I need to demonstrate how to apply it.”

He hesitated, glancing at Anna, who gave him an encouraging nod. Reluctantly, he undid his belt, his hands trembling as he pulled down his zipper and slid his boxers down just enough to expose himself. His cock hung soft, and he felt a fresh wave of shame.

Dr. Hansen unscrewed the jar and dipped her fingers into the cream. It was cool against his skin as she began to smear it along his length with practiced precision. Her touch was clinical, yet something about her fingers rubbing him stirred a spark of heat deep in his gut. He shifted again, unsure whether to pull away or lean into it.

Within seconds, he felt it. A warmth spread through him, and he watched in stunned silence as his cock began to swell, filling out under her touch until it was fully erect, thicker and harder than he’d ever felt before. His breath caught, and he looked up at Dr. Hansen, his mind foggy.

“There,” she said with a small smile, stepping back to admire her work. “See? Instant results.”

But Curtis wasn’t just feeling arousal—something else was creeping in, something he couldn’t quite place. An urge to obey, to submit. He felt himself leaning forward slightly, his eyes drawn to her feet as she slipped off her heels. The sight of her bare toes flexing against the floor sent a jolt through him.

Before he could stop himself, he dropped to his knees in front of her, his lips brushing against the top of her foot. Her skin was soft beneath his mouth, and he kissed her arch, then her toes, each one sending a strange thrill through him.

Dr. Hansen let out a soft sigh, her fingers tangling in his hair as she encouraged him. “Good boy,” she murmured, her voice low and approving.

The sound sent a shiver down his spine, and he moved to her other foot, worshipping it with the same fervor. He heard Anna shift behind him, but he couldn’t bring himself to care—not when Dr. Hansen was lifting her skirt, revealing the lace edge of her panties.

“Go on,” she urged, her voice steady despite the flush creeping up her neck. “Show me what you can do.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. His hands gripped her thighs as he pulled her panties down, his mouth finding her pussy in an instant. Her taste exploded on his tongue—sweet and musky—and he lapped at her hungrily. Her moans filled the room, spurring him on as he devoured her.

Anna’s voice broke through the haze of desire. “Curtis?”

He froze, pulling away from Dr. Hansen to look at his wife. She stood there, her eyes wide, but there was no anger—only curiosity. And something else… interest?

“Don’t stop,” Anna said quietly, her fingers already working at the buttons of her blouse. “It’s working.”

Curtis hesitated only for a moment before turning back to Dr. Hansen, his mouth returning to her pussy with renewed hunger. Anna stripped off her clothes quickly, her movements urgent as she climbed onto the exam table behind him. She bent over, her ass in the air, and he felt her hands guiding him toward her.

“Eat me too,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need.

He didn’t need to be asked twice. His tongue plunged into her folds, tasting her as she moaned above him. Dr. Hansen watched them intently, her breath coming in short gasps as Curtis worshipped both women with his mouth.

“Now fuck her,” Dr. Hansen commanded, her voice firm yet breathless.

Curtis obeyed without hesitation. He positioned himself behind Anna, his cock sliding into her wetness with ease. She gasped as he pushed deeper, her nails digging into the exam table as he began to move.

“Harder,” Anna begged, her voice breaking on a moan.

He obliged, slamming into her with a force that made the table creak beneath them. Dr. Hansen stood close, her hands gripping the edge of the table as she watched Curtis fuck his wife with abandon.

“That’s it,” she murmured, her eyes dark with desire. “Give it to her.”

Curtis groaned, feeling a wild surge of pleasure as he drove into Anna again and again. The cream had done its job—his cock was massive, stretching her in ways she’d never experienced before. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, and he knew she was close.

“Don’t stop,” Anna cried out, her body trembling beneath him. “Oh god, don’t stop!”

As Curtis continued to thrust, Dr. Hansen leaned in closer, her lips brushing against Anna’s ear. “Tell him how good it feels,” she whispered.

“It’s amazing,” Anna gasped, her words almost incoherent. “So good… so fucking good…”

Curtis felt a rush of pride mixed with raw pleasure. This was what they’d been missing—this fire, this intensity. And he owed it all to Dr. Hansen’s cream.

When they finally left the office later that day, Curtis held the jar tightly in his hand, a greedy smile playing on his lips. He couldn’t wait to use it again.

“Remember,” Dr. Hansen said as she handed Anna the prescription slip, “use it sparingly. Too much can have side effects.”

Anna nodded, tucking the slip into her purse. But Curtis wasn’t listening. All he could think about was getting home and trying it again—maybe this time with just Anna.

85 - DR. MARY’S EXPERIMENT

FM / Femdom / Medical / Wealthy / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Blindfold / Nipple Clamps / Buttplug / Electric Wand / Vibrator

Mitch stared at his phone screen, the glow casting a pale light on his face in the dimly lit apartment. The dating app’s interface flickered as he swiped through profiles, each one blending into the next—same smiles, same bios, same emptiness. He paused on her. Mary. Her photo was striking, not just because of her beauty—which was undeniable—but because of the confidence in her eyes. A doctor, the bio read. Successful. Wealthy. Everything he wasn’t. Before he could second-guess himself, he swiped right.

Match.

The notification lit up his screen like a tiny fireworks display. His heart skipped a beat as her first message popped up: “I’m looking for a man who’s willing to support my studies. Is that you?”

The restaurant was nothing like the places Mitch usually frequented. Crystal chandeliers hung overhead, their light reflecting off polished silverware. Mary arrived in a tailored blouse and pencil skirt, her presence commanding the room. She smiled at him, a slow, knowing curve of her lips that made his stomach twist nervously.

“Tell me, Mitch,” she said, leaning forward slightly, her voice low and smooth, “have you ever thought about how pleasure and pain are intertwined?”

He blinked, caught off guard. “Uh… not really.”

Her laugh was soft, almost melodic. “That’s what I specialize in. My experiments focus on the male sex drive. How it responds to stimuli, both pleasurable and… otherwise.” She took a sip of her wine, her eyes never leaving his. “I’d love to see how you react.”

Mitch froze, his fork halfway to his mouth. “Me?”

She nodded, her gaze intense. “You intrigue me. I think you’d be a perfect subject.”

He swallowed hard, the weight of her words settling over him like a heavy blanket. “I don’t know…”

Mary reached across the table, her fingers brushing against his hand. Her touch was electric. “Trust me,” she murmured. “You won’t regret it.”

Before he knew it, they were in her car, the city lights flashing by in a blur. Her mansion loomed ahead, a sprawling estate that seemed to belong in a different world. Mitch’s nerves were on edge as she led him inside, her heels clicking against the marble floor.

“This way,” she said, her voice soft but firm.

They descended into the basement, and Mitch’s breath hitched. The room was bathed in soft red light, its centerpiece an exam table outfitted with leather straps. Shelves lined the walls, filled with all manner of toys and devices. His heart pounded as Mary turned to him, her eyes dark with intent.

“Undress,” she commanded.

His hands trembled as he obeyed, peeling off his clothes until he stood naked before her. She gestured to the table. “Lie down.”

He hesitated, but something in her gaze compelled him to comply. The cool leather pressed against his skin as he lay back, his pulse racing.

Mary leaned over him, her breath warm against his ear. “Relax,” she whispered. “Let me take care of you.”

The first strap tightened around his wrist, followed by the others—ankles, chest, thighs. Mitch felt exposed, vulnerable, yet there was a thrill in it too. Mary blindfolded him, plunging him into darkness. His other senses sharpened—the sound of her movements, the scent of her perfume, the faint hum of something electric.

Suddenly, cold metal clamped around his nipples, sending a jolt through him. ”Ah!” he gasped, arching against the restraints.

Mary’s voice was calm, almost clinical. “Interesting reaction.”

Her hands moved lower, spreading his legs wider. He felt something cool and slick press against his entrance—a buttplug. It slid in slowly, stretching him, filling him. Mitch gritted his teeth, a mix of discomfort and arousal flooding his senses.

Then came the wand. The first shock hit him like a bolt of lightning, making him cry out. His body jerked against the restraints involuntarily. But as the pain subsided, he realized something—he was harder than ever.

”Good boy,” Mary purred, noticing his cock twitching against his stomach. Her hand wrapped around him, stroking slowly, teasingly. “Do you want to cum?”

“Yes,” he gasped, his voice ragged.

She chuckled softly. “Not yet.”

Another shock ripped through him, but this time, he moaned. The pain blended with the pleasure in a way he couldn’t explain. Mary alternated between the wand and her hand, building him up only to pull back at the last second. Over and over, until he was trembling with need.

Finally, she brought out a vibrator, pressing it against his cock. The sensation was overwhelming—intense vibrations that sent shivers up his spine. Mitch couldn’t hold back any longer. He came with a groan, his body shaking as waves of pleasure crashed over him.

Mary unbuckled the restraints one by one, her touch gentle now. She removed the blindfold, and he blinked up at her, dazed. “Congratulations,” she said with a smile. “You’ve been a perfect subject.”

Mitch’s mind was still reeling, but one thing was clear—he wanted more. “When can we do this again?”

86 - THE NURSE’S SEDUCTION

FM / Femdom / Medical / Handjob / Bondage / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Fertility

Kenny’s hospital room was quiet, the hum of the fluorescent lights the only sound breaking the silence. He lay in bed, his knee propped up under the thin blanket, the ache from surgery dull but persistent. The door creaked open, and his heart skipped a beat when Anita stepped in. She was stunning—her dark hair tied back in a loose bun, her scrubs hugging her curves in all the right places. Her smile was warm, but there was something in her eyes that made Kenny’s stomach flutter.

“Hi, Kenny,” she said softly, closing the door behind her. “I need to perform a quick routine procedure before I clock out. Just something to make sure you’re healing properly.”

Kenny nodded, his throat suddenly dry. “Uh, sure. Whatever you need.”

Anita moved to the side of the bed, her hands smooth and steady as she untied the knot of his hospital gown. The fabric slid open, and Kenny felt a rush of cool air against his bare chest—and then lower. His cock stirred as she exposed him completely, her gaze lingering for just a moment longer than necessary.

“You’re doing great,” she murmured, her voice low and reassuring.

But then her fingers brushed against his thigh, and her touch wasn’t clinical at all. It was deliberate, teasing. She wrapped her hand around his cock, and Kenny couldn’t suppress the sharp intake of breath that escaped him.

“N-nurse Anita—” he stammered, but she shushed him gently.

“Just relax,” she said, her hand moving slowly up and down his length.

Her fingers were warm, her grip firm but not too tight. Kenny’s head fell back against the pillow, his hips lifting slightly as she worked him. It felt too good, and he was already hovering on the edge of losing control.

But then Anita paused, pulling her hand away. Kenny’s eyes fluttered open in confusion, but she was already reaching for a roll of bandages on the cart beside the bed. Before he could ask what she was doing, she had looped one around his wrist, tying it securely to the bed rail. The other wrist followed, and Kenny’s heart raced.

“W-what are you—” he started, but Anita cut him off with a wicked smile.

“Patience,” she purred, her hands roaming over his chest now, her nails scraping lightly against his skin. She leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “You’re not in control here.”

Kenny swallowed hard, his cock throbbing as she continued to tease him. Her fingers trailed down his stomach, tracing the line of his hip before finally wrapping around him again. She stroked him slowly, her thumb pressing against the sensitive spot just below the head. Kenny let out a groan, his hips bucking against her hand.

“You’re so eager,” Anita whispered, her breath hot against his neck. “But I’m not done with you yet.”

She stepped back for a moment, and Kenny’s eyes widened as she began to unbutton her scrubs. The top fell to the floor first, revealing a lacy black bra that barely contained her full breasts. The pants followed, and Kenny’s mouth went dry at the sight of her matching panties. She climbed onto the bed, straddling his face, and Kenny’s mind spun.

“Eat me,” she commanded, her voice firm but laced with desire. “And don’t stop until I tell you.”

Kenny didn’t need to be told twice. He leaned up as much as he could with his wrists bound, his tongue finding her wetness immediately. She tasted sweet and salty, and the way she moaned above him only fueled his hunger. He lapped at her eagerly, his tongue swirling around her clit as she ground against his face.

“Yes,” she hissed, her fingers tangling in his hair. “Just like that.”

But Kenny knew better than to think this was just about her pleasure. She shifted again, sliding down his body until she was hovering over his cock. She guided him inside her, and Kenny nearly came undone at how tight and warm she felt. She rocked her hips slowly at first, her breath hitching as she adjusted to him.

Then she began to move faster, her rhythm matching the pounding of Kenny’s heart. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, and Kenny couldn’t take his eyes off her. She was beautiful, completely in control, and it drove him wild.

“I need your cum,” she moaned, gripping his shoulders for balance. “I want your baby.”

The words sent a shockwave through Kenny, but he was too far gone to question them. He thrust up into her as best he could, his orgasm building rapidly. Anita rode him harder, her walls tightening around him as she reached her own peak.

“Cum for me,” she demanded, her voice trembling. “Fill me up.”

Kenny couldn’t hold back any longer. With a strangled groan, he spilled inside her, his body shuddering with the force of his release. Anita let out a satisfied sigh, her hips still moving in slow circles as she milked every last drop from him.

Finally, she climbed off, her body glistening with a light sheen of sweat. She reached for her scrubs, slipping them back on with practiced ease. Kenny watched her, his mind still reeling from what had just happened.

“Remember,” she said, turning to him with a serious expression. “This stays between us. If anyone finds out, I’ll lose my job.”

Kenny nodded numbly, his wrists still bound to the bed. Anita untied him quickly, her touch gentle now that their encounter was over.

“I’ll be back,” she whispered, brushing a kiss against his forehead before walking to the door. “Get some rest.”

As the door closed behind her, Kenny stared up at the ceiling, his heart still racing. He wasn’t sure if he should feel guilty or exhilarated—but one thing was certain: he couldn’t wait to see Anita again.

87 - DR. LEANNE’S CURE FOR MASTURBATION

FM / Femdom / Medical / Masturbation / Bondage / Restraints / Nipple Clamps / Buttplug / Handjob / Ruined Orgasm / Chastity

“Get on the table, Jimmy. Now.”

Jimmy froze for a moment, his heart pounding in his chest. The cold, sterile air of the clinic prickled his skin as he hesitated. He’d never seen this side of Leanne before—her voice sharp, commanding, and absolutely unyielding. She wasn’t just his wife here; she was Dr. Leanne, and she’d made it clear he was in no position to argue.

“I… I don’t know if—” he stammered, his voice cracking like a teenager’s.

Leanne cut him off with a sharp glare. “Do I need to repeat myself, Jimmy? Or do I have to remind you why you’re here?” Her tone was firm, her eyes locked on his with a fiery intensity that made his stomach flip.

He swallowed hard and nodded, his hands trembling as he started to undo the buttons of his shirt. She watched him intently, her arms crossed, her expression unreadable. This wasn’t the playful, teasing dynamic they’d dabbled in at home. This was something else entirely—something darker, more controlled.

—

It had started earlier that morning. Jimmy had been lounging in bed, enjoying a rare day off, when Leanne walked into the room holding a file folder. She’d been in her scrubs, fresh from an early shift at the clinic, and the sight of her always turned him on. But there was no warmth in her expression this time—just a cool, professional detachment that immediately put him on edge.

“We need to talk,” she’d said, her voice clipped.

Jimmy had sat up, confused. “About what?”

Leanne opened the folder and pulled out a series of charts and graphs—his browser history, his late-night habits, even his sleep patterns. His face burned with embarrassment as he realized what she’d been tracking. “It’s come to my attention that you’ve been… overindulging,” she said, her tone clinical. “Excessive masturbation. Late-night sessions. It’s affecting your health, Jimmy. And I can’t allow that to continue.”

He’d tried to laugh it off, but she wasn’t having it. “This isn’t a joke,” she snapped. “You’re going to come to the clinic today, and we’re going to address this. Understood?”

Jimmy had nodded, too stunned to argue.

—

Now, standing in the cold examination room, he felt exposed in every sense of the word. His shirt fell to the floor, followed by his pants and boxers, leaving him completely naked under the harsh fluorescent lights. Leanne stepped forward, her heels clicking sharply against the tile floor, and motioned for him to climb onto the exam table.

He obeyed, his heart racing as he lay back against the cold, sterile surface. Leanne reached for a pair of leather shackles attached to the sides of the table and secured his wrists with practiced ease. The metal cuffs bit into his skin just enough to remind him of their presence, and he let out a shaky breath.

“This is about control, Jimmy,” she said, her voice low and steady as she moved to the foot of the table. “You’ve lost it. And I’m going to help you find it again.”

She leaned down, her breath warm against his ear as she whispered, “You belong to me now.” The words sent a shiver down his spine, his cock twitching despite the tension coiled in his gut.

Leanne stepped back and opened a drawer, pulling out a pair of nipple clamps. Jimmy’s eyes widened as she approached, but he didn’t dare protest. She pinched one nipple between her fingers, rolling it gently before attaching the clamp. The sharp bite of pain made him gasp, but it was quickly followed by a strange thrill of pleasure. She repeated the process on the other side, and he squirmed against the table, his arousal growing despite himself.

Next came the butt plug. Leanne held it up for him to see—a sleek, black silicone toy that glistened with lube. “Relax,” she instructed, her tone calm but firm.

Jimmy clenched his teeth as she pressed the tip against his entrance, the cold sensation making him jolt. She worked it in slowly, her movements precise and deliberate, until it was fully seated inside him. The stretch was intense, but not unbearable, and he couldn’t deny the way it heightened every sensation in his body.

Leanne stepped back to admire her handiwork, a small smile playing on her lips. “Good boy,” she murmured, sending another jolt of heat straight to his cock.

She reached down and wrapped her fingers around his shaft, stroking him with slow, deliberate motions. Jimmy let out a moan, his hips bucking instinctively against her hand. But Leanne was in control, her pace maddeningly slow as she teased him closer and closer to the edge.

“Please,” he begged, his voice strained. “Let me cum.”

Leanne shook her head, her grip tightening just enough to make him whimper. “Not yet,” she said firmly.

She increased her pace slightly, watching with satisfaction as his body tensed, his breaths coming in ragged gasps. Just as he was about to tip over the edge, she stopped abruptly, releasing his cock and stepping back. Jimmy let out a strangled cry, his orgasm ruined as only a thin trickle of cum spurted from the tip. He collapsed back against the table, panting and trembling, his body still throbbing with unfulfilled need.

Leanne reached into the drawer once more and pulled out a chastity device—a sleek, metal cage that gleamed under the lights. She held it up for him to see, her expression stern. “From now on,” she said, her voice leaving no room for argument, “I decide when—or if—you cum.”

Jimmy watched in a mixture of fear and arousal as she slid the device onto his cock, locking it into place with a soft click. The cold metal pressed against his sensitive skin, a constant reminder of her control.

She unlocked the shackles and helped him sit up, her touch surprisingly gentle now that she’d made her point. “You can get dressed,” she said quietly. “We’ll talk more tonight.”

Jimmy nodded numbly, his mind racing as he pulled his clothes back on. He wasn’t sure what he’d gotten himself into, but as he left the clinic, one thing was clear: he’d never been more turned on in his life.

Leanne watched him leave, a satisfied smirk playing on her lips. “See you at home,” she called after him, her voice dripping with promise.

88 - ERIC’S PRISON CONDITIONING

FM / Femdom / Medical / Bondage / Restraints / Porn / Electric Shock / Handjob / Teasing / Chastity

Eric’s heart pounded as he was led down the sterile, fluorescent-lit hallway of the prison medical unit. The clanking of cuffs echoed in his ears, and the cold air made his skin prickle. He was scrawny, always had been, and the thought of being thrown into general population terrified him. They’ll eat me alive, he thought, his breath shallow.

Dr. Hanna Smith walked briskly ahead of him, her heels clicking against the tile floor. She was tall, commanding, her white coat pristine, and her posture exuded control. Eric couldn’t help but feel small in her presence.

“In here,” she said, her voice sharp yet smooth, as she opened the door to an exam room.

Eric hesitated, scanning the room—a metal table with straps at the corners, a large TV screen mounted on the wall, and shelves lined with medical equipment. His stomach churned.

“Sit,” Hanna ordered, pointing to the table.

Eric complied, his hands trembling as he perched on the edge of the table.

Hanna stood in front of him, her piercing gaze locking onto his. “This experiment is your only chance to avoid general population,” she said, her tone clinical. “You’ll be conditioned to reject antisocial behavior and embrace submission. It’s for your own good.” She handed him a clipboard with a stack of papers. “Sign here.”

Eric’s mind raced. Conditioned? Submission? He didn’t fully understand, but the alternative—being thrown in with violent inmates—was unthinkable. He scribbled his name on the dotted line.

“Good,” Hanna said, taking the clipboard. “Now, strip.”

Eric froze. “W-what?”

“You heard me,” she said, her voice firm. “Take off your clothes. All of them.”

Eric’s face burned as he fumbled with his jumpsuit, his fingers clumsy as he stripped down to nothing. The cold air bit at his bare skin, and he instinctively crossed his arms over his chest. Hanna tilted her head, studying him with an appraising gaze that made him feel exposed in ways that went beyond the physical.

“Lie back,” she commanded, gesturing to the table.

Eric obeyed, his body stiff as he lay down. Hanna secured his wrists and ankles with thick leather straps, tightening them until they dug into his skin. He winced but didn’t protest. The TV screen flickered to life, displaying a grainy video of a man injecting drugs into his arm.

Suddenly, a sharp zap coursed through Eric’s body, making him jerk against the straps. He cried out, his muscles seizing from the unexpected shock. “What the hell?” he gasped, his chest heaving.

Hanna stood beside him, a small device in her hand. “Negative reinforcement,” she explained calmly. “When you see antisocial behavior, you’ll associate it with pain.”

She pressed the button again, sending another jolt through him. Eric gritted his teeth, tears welling in his eyes.

The video changed—a man was being trampled beneath a woman’s stiletto-heeled boot. Eric’s breath hitched as Hanna’s slender fingers wrapped around his cock, her touch surprisingly warm against his sensitive skin. She began to stroke him slowly, her movements deliberate. Despite the fear and confusion, Eric felt himself hardening in her grasp.

“Interesting,” Hanna murmured, her eyes fixed on his growing arousal. “Your body responds even as your mind resists.” She quickened her pace, her thumb brushing over the tip of his cock, sending sparks of pleasure through him.

Eric’s hips twitched involuntarily, his body craving more. “Please,” he whispered, his voice barely audible. “I-I need to—”

“To what?” Hanna interrupted, her tone teasing. “To cum? Is that what you want?”

Eric nodded frantically, his cheeks flushing with shame and desire. “Yes,” he choked out.

Hanna smirked, her grip tightening ever so slightly. “Good boys ask nicely,” she purred.

“Please,” he begged, his voice trembling. “Please let me cum.”

Hanna’s free hand reached for the remote, and the TV switched to another video—a man cheating at cards. Another shock ripped through Eric, making him cry out again. His cock twitched in her hand, caught between pleasure and pain.

“No!” he pleaded, tears streaming down his face. “Not again!”

Hanna leaned closer, her breath warm against his ear. “You’re learning,” she whispered. “Pain for disobedience. Pleasure for submission.” She resumed stroking him, her pace agonizingly slow. Eric’s body trembled, every nerve alight with sensation.

The video changed once more—a man being whipped by a stern-looking woman. Hanna’s hand moved faster now, her fingers sliding up and down his length with practiced precision. Eric’s back arched off the table as pleasure surged through him, overwhelming and electric. He came with a strangled moan, his release spilling over Hanna’s fingers.

She watched him with a satisfied smile, her touch gentling until he lay spent and panting on the table. Then she reached for a sleek black device—a chastity cage. Eric’s eyes widened as she fastened it around his cock, locking it in place with a soft click.

“From now on,” Hanna said, wiping her hands on a towel, “you’ll only cum during these sessions. Your body belongs to me now.” She unfastened the straps, releasing him from the table.

Eric sat up slowly, his limbs heavy and unsteady. As he dressed under her watchful gaze, he felt something shift inside him—a deep, undeniable urge to submit to her will. His mind was still reeling, but his body already craved more of her touch, more of her control.

Back in his cell, Eric lay on his cot, his thoughts consumed by Hanna. He wasn’t sure what she had done to him, but one thing was certain: he had never been more turned on in his life. His fingers brushed against the chastity device, and he shivered with anticipation for their next session.

89 - TEMPTED BY A WEALTHY WOMAN

FM / Femdom / Wealthy / Cheating / Hypnosis / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Blindfold / Feather Tickler / Teasing / Buttplug

Jeffrey slammed the front door behind him, the sound echoing through the empty street. His fists were clenched, his jaw tight. The argument with Mini had been brutal, words flying like knives. He needed to get away, to clear his head. The bar on the corner was dimly lit, the kind of place where people went to disappear. He ordered a whiskey and downed it in one go. The burn felt good, grounding him.

That’s when he noticed her.

Carolyn sat at the bar, her red dress clinging to her curves like it was painted on. Her dark hair framed her face, and her eyes—dark, endless—seemed to pierce right through him. She smiled, slow and knowing, as if she could see every thought in his head. “Rough night?” she asked, her voice smooth, almost hypnotic.

Jeffrey hesitated. “Yeah. Something like that.”

“Let me guess,” she said, leaning closer. “Girlfriend trouble?”

He sighed, running a hand through his hair. “How’d you know?”

She laughed softly, the sound low and intoxicating. “Call it intuition. Or maybe I just know a man who needs... distraction.” Her eyes held his, and suddenly, he couldn’t look away. There was something about her, something magnetic. Dangerous.

“I should probably go,” he said, though he didn’t move.

Carolyn reached out, her fingers brushing his arm. “Stay. Just a little longer.” Her touch sent a shiver through him, and before he could protest, she was leading him out of the bar, her hand warm in his.

The car was sleek and black, the kind of vehicle that screamed money. Carolyn drove with confidence, her eyes never leaving the road. Jeffrey stared out the window, his mind racing. What was he doing? He loved Mini. But Carolyn... Carolyn was something else entirely.

They pulled up to a mansion, its gates opening as if by magic. The house was massive, opulent, and eerily quiet. Carolyn led him inside, her heels silent on the polished floors. The air was thick with anticipation, and Jeffrey’s heart pounded in his chest.

The basement was unlike anything he’d ever seen. Leather restraints hung from the walls, along with whips, paddles, and other implements he couldn’t even name. A bench in the center of the room looked almost innocent, but the straps told a different story.

“What is this place?” Jeffrey asked, his voice trembling.

Carolyn turned to him, her smile sharp as a blade. “A place where you can forget everything. Where you can let go.”

He shook his head, taking a step back. “I don’t think—“

Her hand was on his chest before he could finish, her touch electric. “Trust me,” she whispered, her eyes locking onto his. And just like that, he was powerless.

Without another word, she began to undress him, her fingers working quickly and efficiently. His shirt fell to the floor, followed by his pants. When he was completely bare, she led him to the bench, guiding him onto his back. The leather was cool against his skin, sending a jolt of arousal through him.

Carolyn grabbed a set of restraints, securing his wrists and ankles in place. The straps were tight but not painful, just enough to make him aware of his helplessness. She blindfolded him next, plunging him into darkness.

“Relax,” she murmured, her voice soothing yet commanding. “You’re safe here.”

He heard her move around the room, the soft rustle of fabric and the clink of metal. Then, something light brushed against his chest—a feather tickler. She dragged it over his skin, teasing him with its delicate touch. It was maddening, the way it made him squirm, the way it made him want more.

When she replaced the feather with her tongue, tracing a line down his stomach, he let out a low groan. Her mouth was warm and wet, and when she took him into her hand, he thought he might come undone right then and there.

But Carolyn had other plans.

She reached for a buttplug, slicking it up before pressing it against him. Jeffrey tensed, his breath catching in his throat. “Easy,” she cooed, her voice calm and steady. Slowly, she pushed it inside, the stretch sending waves of pleasure through him.

Her hand returned to his cock, stroking him with a rhythm that had him bucking against the restraints. “Please,” he begged, his voice raw with need.

Carolyn leaned in close, her lips brushing his ear. “Not yet.” She continued to tease him, her touch driving him to the edge and then pulling him back again. Over and over until he was trembling with desperation.

Finally, she relented, her hand moving faster, harder. “Come for me,” she commanded.

And he did, his release crashing over him like a tidal wave. He cried out, his body shaking with the force of it.

When it was over, Carolyn released the restraints and removed the blindfold. She placed a collar around his neck, the leather cool against his skin. “You’re mine now,” she said softly, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

Jeffrey stumbled out of the mansion, his mind reeling. He couldn’t believe what had just happened. But even as guilt gnawed at him, he couldn’t deny the thrill that still coursed through his veins.

90 - JERRY’S EMBARASSING LIE

FM / Femdom / Small Penis Humiliation / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation / Foot Worship / Cunnilingus

Jerry’s heart pounded as he stood on Kia’s doorstep, his knuckles hesitating just inches from the wood. He’d spent weeks crafting the perfect online persona—a handsome, successful guy who had it all together. But now, face-to-face with the reality of his lies, he felt like a fraud about to be exposed. He knocked, the sound echoing in the quiet neighborhood. The door swung open, and there she was: Kia. She was even more stunning in person, her sharp green eyes narrowing as they landed on him.

“You’re not the guy from the picture,” she said flatly, crossing her arms over her chest.

Jerry swallowed hard, his throat dry. “Yeah, I… I know. That’s not me. I’m sorry.”

Her expression darkened. “So, what else did you lie about? Your job? Your money?”

He nodded, unable to meet her gaze. “All of it. I’m broke. Jobless. I just… I wanted a chance with someone like you.”

Kia scoffed, but to Jerry’s surprise, she stepped aside and gestured for him to come in. He shuffled inside, his palms sweating as he took in the cozy living room. She didn’t say anything at first; instead, she walked past him toward the hallway, her heels clicking sharply against the hardwood floor. Jerry hesitated, unsure if he should follow.

“Come on,” she called over her shoulder, her tone icy. “Let’s settle this.”

He trailed after her, his stomach twisting with a mix of dread and something else he couldn’t quite place. She led him into her bedroom, the space dimly lit and suffused with the faint scent of her perfume. Kia turned to face him, her arms crossed again as she leaned against the bedframe.

“Take it out,” she demanded, her voice firm.

Jerry blinked, his mind struggling to catch up. “What?”

“Your dick,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Show me what you’ve got.”

His face burned with humiliation, but there was something about the way she looked at him—like she already knew he was inadequate—that made his knees weak. Slowly, he unzipped his jeans and pulled himself out, his small cock half-hard just from the tension of the moment.

Kia let out a loud laugh, the sound cutting through the air like a knife. “Oh my God, it’s even smaller than I thought. What are you going to do with that? Open a can of soda?”

Jerry stared at the floor, his shame bubbling up in his chest. But despite it all, he felt a surge of arousal at her mocking tone. She stepped closer, her bare feet gliding across the carpet until she was right in front of him.

“Go ahead,” she said, tilting her head. “Jerk it. Let me see what you can do.”

His hands trembled as he wrapped them around himself, his cock stiffening under her watchful gaze. He started to stroke, his movements jerky and unsure. Kia didn’t look impressed; instead, she let out another laugh, this time softer but no less cutting.

“Pathetic,” she muttered, shaking her head.

Jerry kept going, his humiliation only fueling his desire. He’d never been so exposed, so vulnerable—and yet, he couldn’t stop. Kia turned away from him and sat on the edge of the bed, slipping off her shoes one by one. She stretched out her legs, her toes wiggling slightly as she glanced back at him.

“Lick them,” she commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument.

He dropped to his knees without hesitation, his hands gripping her ankles as he pressed his lips to the arch of her foot. Her skin was soft and warm against his tongue, and he could smell the faintest hint of sweat mixed with lotion. He sucked gently on each toe, his own arousal growing with every whimper that escaped her lips.

“That’s it,” she murmured, leaning back on her elbows. “You’re not completely useless.”

Her praise—if it could even be called that—sent a shiver down his spine. Jerry moved to her other foot, his tongue flicking between her toes as he worked to please her. When he finished, Kia sat up and reached for the hem of her skirt, pulling it up to reveal her lace panties. She hooked her thumbs into the sides and slid them down her legs, tossing them aside.

“Now eat me,” she said, spreading her legs slightly.

Jerry didn’t need to be told twice. He crawled between her thighs, his nose brushing against the soft curls at the apex of her legs. He pressed his tongue flat against her folds, savoring the taste of her as he dragged it upward until he found her clit. Kia let out a sharp gasp, her hips jerking slightly as he circled it with his tongue.

“Fuck,” she whispered, her hands tangling in his hair. “Don’t stop.”

He obeyed, lapping at her with increasing intensity. Her moans grew louder, spurring him on as he dipped his tongue inside her, then returned to focus on her clit. Her thighs tightened around his head, trapping him in place as she came with a shuddering cry.

When she finally released him, Jerry looked up at her, his mouth wet and his heart racing. She smirked down at him, her eyes gleaming with amusement.

“Well,” she said, crossing her legs nonchalantly. “At least you’re good for something.”

“Can I… can I see you again?” Jerry asked hesitantly, still on his knees before her.

Kia burst out laughing, the sound harsh and mocking. “Are you serious? Get out of here.”

Jerry scrambled to his feet, his face burning as he zipped up his jeans and hurried out of the room. As he drove away, his mind raced with a mix of humiliation and exhilaration. He’d never felt so small—or so alive.

cover.jpeg
BRANDI MOORE
AL

~
. -
*s,

J.K OF

BIG BO‘
FEMDOM
EROTICA

90 TALES OF FEMALE DOMINANCE

A FEMDOM FANTASIES BOOK






