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A New Arrangement

Julie

So many shows, a whole world of movies, yet there was nothing that jumped out to me as I scrolled through my many streaming services. I sipped my tea and considered an early night, but my body was still wide awake. I had gotten used to more stimulation than this, and I was struggling to adjust.

I reflected on everything that I had achieved with Chad over the last year. I had taken a boorish, immature misogynist and helped him become a gentleman. I had led a repressed fake alpha to get in touch with his true desires. I had locked him and trained him, used him and shared him. I had pushed his limits and regained my own confidence, finding some long-overdue fulfillment. It was a dangerous, intensely emotional game we had played, but I had kept both our feet on the ground. He was a much younger man, with a life to explore and a career to build. I knew that this messy, beautiful thing couldn’t go on forever. When I sensed that he was starting to get ready for something new, I didn’t freak out. I took charge. I smoothed the way for us both to move on and got one more fantasy fulfilled into the bargain. I had loved finally making Chad watch as I got railed by another man, and I had loved the passion my pet had shown when I finally let him fuck me. Reclaim me. Now, he was unlocked and out on a date with my blessing. This had worked out for both of us, another perfectly planned and expertly executed Julie project, just like I was known for in my field.

So why did I feel so empty?

I was going to have to find a new plaything, and fast. Still, I just couldn’t muster the energy to go sub-shopping, whether online or at a play party. I knew that I would have no absence of suitors, but I just couldn’t rustle up a picture of what I wanted. Well, I could. It was Chad.

As if on cue, my phone buzzed. It could be anyone, a girlfriend or some spam email, but deep down I knew that it was my slave. Well, maybe a former slave.

Sorry, I know it’s late. Can I come over to chat?

What could this mean? Had his date been a disaster? Had he decided to give up already? I would be disappointed for him, and perhaps in him, if he had fucked up his chance with our cute little neighbor, but I couldn’t pretend that the idea of him crawling back to me wasn’t quietly satisfying. Or perhaps the date had gone so well that he was coming over to cut things off with me completely, and to shut off any possibility of renewing our relationship.

Well, there was only one way to find out.

Of course, come over.

Thank you, Ma’am.


I considered getting changed into something a little sexier than my comfy PJ’s and oversized shirt, but that could blow up in my face if he wasn't coming to grovel. The Ma’am was a good sign, but I didn’t want to count my slaves before they were in the cage, or whatever.

As it happened, I would barely have had time to change even if I wanted to. He was at my door within five minutes. Even more surprising, he wasn't alone.

I opened the door to be greeted by the sight of Chad standing sheepishly behind our new neighbor, Alma. With her olive skin and petite, sexy body, I could certainly see what he saw in her. Despite the panicked thoughts running through my head (was she here for a showdown?), I couldn’t help but smile back at her.

I took a second to study her face, using the people-reading skills I had honed over decades of negotiation. There was some nervousness in her eyes, but she was putting on a brave face. She wasn't scared, or confrontational. She looked… excited?

Well, color me intrigued.

“She knows about us,” Chad said, looking down at the floor. “And she wants to talk to you.”

I paused for a moment. I had no idea where this was all going, but at least my night wasn’t boring anymore. This certainly beat a one-person Netflix and Chill.

“Well, if she knows about us, you can use my proper title.”

“Yes, Ma’am. Could we come in and talk, please?”

I looked at Alma’s face as he spoke, trying to read her reaction. She smiled and then bit her lip. Interesting.

“Well, it’s nice to meet you, Alma. Yes, I think we better all have a chat.”

The next fifteen minutes were a rollercoaster. I was shocked when I heard about her eavesdropping, amused by her reaction to her discovery, and impressed when I heard about how she set out to ensnare Chad. I could soon tell this was above more than just curiosity, or lust, or kink for her. This was about power, and learning how I wielded it. When I found out that she wanted my advice I was flattered, and when I found out she wanted some hands-on lessons in dominance, well, I was more than flattered. I was turned on.

And Chad?

Well, within fifteen minutes of darkening my doorstep, Chad was back in an all too familiar position. He was naked, kneeling, with his cock in a cage and two sets of feet resting on his back while we sipped some cold white wine.

After all, we had to be comfortable. His new owner and old owner had lots to discuss.

***

Chad

My college philosophy classes all came rushing back. How do we know that we are living in a reality and not some dream, some hallucination? Our senses. Our senses tell us what our body is experiencing, and those experiences tell us what is real.

I felt like I was dreaming. I had felt like I was dreaming ever since Alma came clean to me, blindsiding me while opening up an unbelievably delicious possibility, but the world around me was all too tactile. The familiar smells, sights, and sounds of Julie’s apartment told me that I was awake. I could feel two sets of soft, smooth legs against my skin, two sets of feet shifting positions across my back. I could feel the cold cage around my cock and the dull ache as I throbbed against it. I could taste a well-worn pair of socks in my mouth, shoved there by Julie with Alma’s permission to make sure I didn’t speak out of turn. I could hear them talking above me, two distinct voices chatting and laughing away.

Julie was telling Alma everything, filling in the blanks in our new neighbor’s knowledge. And I mean everything. My face burned bright red with embarrassment as Julie filled her in on the various humiliating games we had played.

I could hear them start to make some arrangement involving me, something about learning and teaching and sharing, but as I floated into subspace, the conversation became less distinct. This was a discussion between my betters, the women above me. I shouldn’t trouble myself with thinking. All I had to do was serve these goddesses.

My two goddesses.

***

Over the following weeks, we fell into a new pattern. Alma and I started dating like an ordinary couple, more or less. We hung out at the gym, we went on dates, we saw movies together. With each passing week we learned more about each other, becoming comfortable in each other’s company. So far, so normal. There was a twist, though, and a third person to think about.

Julie and Alma had come to an arrangement that fateful night. My owner, the woman who had turned my life around and brought me into this world, would give my new girlfriend “lessons” in how to “look after” me. These lessons tended to involve them both drinking wine and teasing me, having me serve them both while they chatted about sex and relationships and life in general. A typical night might see Julie explain the importance of punishment before providing a hands-on demonstration of spanking technique to my curious and grateful girlfriend, before they both settled in to watch a movie while I rubbed their shoulders. I might go home alone with a smattering of flirtatious texts and pictures from Alma, or she might take me back to her apartment to have me lick and caress her to a satisfying orgasm.

Either way, there was no coming for me. Part of the deal was that I would remain caged, with Julie holding the key. The older woman was insistent that I remain caged and denied, lest her hard work training me be undone. About once a week I would be released so that Julie could show Alma “the art of edging,” but other than that I remained firmly under lock and key. I was released less often than when I had belonged solely to Julie, and my orgasms felt even further away. I had been permitted only two, one when Julie wanted to show Alma the power of the prostate and once more when she had told Alma to use a vibrator on me while she was away on a work trip.

“Two gorgeous girls to play with. You’re living the dream!” Julie had reminded me. “The least you can do is suffer for it.”

She was right, of course. This was a dream. A beautiful, nightmarish dream. Having two mistresses, two wonderful women to tease and torment me, to look after me and keep me in my place, was something I could only have wished up in my wildest, most outlandish fantasies. Now that it was happening, I would happily give up my orgasms for it to continue.

So that’s what I did. I suffered and I served, gladly worshipping Alma and being Julie’s demonstration dummy while they grew closer and closer.

Still, as wonderful as it was, Alma wanted more. As our relationship deepened, we began to talk about the future. We were spending so much time together that paying two lots of rent to stay in the same building seemed mad. Plus, as much as Alma was enjoying Julie’s lessons, those lessons were building towards something. She wanted more control and wanted to play with her toy on her own terms. She didn’t tell me exactly what she had planned, giving me a sly, shy smile whenever we discussed my sexual future, but I got the distinct feeling that she had plenty of ideas, some of which might involve me being uncaged.

So, tonight was going to be a special night. Alma wanted to keep sharing me, but she also wanted a key of her own. She had decided to ask Julie to hand it over to her, or at least give her a spare.

I pictured two Olympians passing a torch, or a martial artist graduating to black belt under the watchful eye of their sensei. I made a joke to that effect as we walked down the corridor to Julie’s apartment, drawing a slightly nervous laugh from Alma. It wasn’t like Julie was going to say no. It was my cock, after all. Still, Alma looked up to the older woman. She didn’t want to offend or upset her, or to ruin our unorthodox little grouping.

Neither did I, of course, but I had finally gotten past my anxiety about all of this. Never in a million years could I have predicted that my life would end up like this, so I had given up on prediction entirely. Now, I just delivered myself into the hands of fate, and the two women who I was lucky enough to belong to.

Alma squeezed my hand and smiled at me, leaning over to give me a quick peck on the cheek before we knocked on the door. She smoothed her summer dress and brushed her hair out of her face as if she was about to walk into a job interview. She seemed excited, but also more nervous than I had seen her since that first night.

“Come in,” Julie said, opening the door and ushering us inside. She must have had a late day in work, since she was still wearing her pencil skirt, white shirt, heels, and glasses. It suited her, making her look like the kind of boss bitch who would put you over her knee if you were a minute late with her coffee.

“Make yourself at home. Chad, why don’t you make us all some cocktails?” Julie turned to Alma, expecting me to hop to it. “So, I'm thinking that we get him all tied up, unlock him, and practice some edging with our feet. It takes some core strength, but it leaves your hands free for other stuff!”

“That sounds fun, but, um,-“ Alma came close to stammering, but quickly caught herself. “There’s something we, I, wanted to ask you.”

“Oh?” Julie said, walking back into the room and smiling wolfishly. I stood off to the side, not sure what to do with myself while this negotiation went on.

“So… so, we are thinking about moving in together, and-“

“Congratulations!”

“Thanks. And, well, I was thinking that it would be a good time for me to get the key.”

Julie smiled, waiting patiently for Alma to continue. It was strange, watching her toy with my girlfriend the way she had done with me.

“This is all so much fun, and I want us all to keep playing together, but we’ve talked about it, um, and it would be cool and useful if I could unlock him sometimes.”

Julie took a moment to think about her response. “Well, I can see why you would want to have full access to your little toy, joystick and all, but I’m not sure.”

“Not sure?”

“Well, yeah. I mean, we’ve talked about the importance of the cage for this whole dynamic. If you just let him out willy-nilly, who knows how it’ll go? That’s on you guys, I suppose, but I’d hate to see all our hard work be wasted.”

“You can trust me,” Alma said, as if she was pleading for a puppy. “I just want to practice on my own. It’s been so cool learning from you, but a domme has to domme on her own sometime, right?”

This was surreal. It was a whole negotiation over me, my cock, my entire sex life, being played out in front of me with none of my input.

“Sure, that’s true. You know, they do say the best way to really learn dominance is to sub every now and again.”

“Oh? Is that how you learned?” Alma asked.

“No, darling, I’m just a fucking natural. Which brings me to my next point. If I’m giving up sole control over my pet, then maybe I deserve a little treat.” I could just about see where this was going, but could hardly believe it. “And the treat I want is you.”

“Me?”

Julie took a step closer to Alma, towering over her in heels

“Yes. I’ll give you his key if you sub to me for one whole night.”

“You don’t need to do this,” I said, not sure which one I was talking to.

“What would you do for your key?” Julie said, fixing me with that tractor beam stare.

“Anything, Ma’am,” I said, knowing that was her favorite phrase to hear.

“Show me,” Julie pointed down at her foot expectantly. “That can keep your mouth busy while the adults talk.”

I quickly glanced at Alma and she nodded, seemingly happy for this discussion to go ahead while I kissed her negotiating partner’s feet. I got down on all fours and brought my lips to the patent leather toe of Julie’s shoe, before moving on to gently peck the bare top of her foot.

“Do you see how desperate the cage makes him?”

“Yes,” Alma said, breathily. “I see it. I love it.”

“Good. So, are you willing to submit to me? To show me how desperate you are to truly learn dominance?”

Alma said nothing. Instead, I felt her presence next to me on the floor, and saw her lower her lips to Julie’s foot. The sight of her plump, red lips caressing another woman’s bare skin was unbelievably erotic, as wonderful as it was wrong.

“Good girl,” Julie whispered from above me.

I knew that my mistress had played with girls in the past, from time to time, but I hadn’t expected this. It had been one thing for her to fuck another man in front of me, but now she was going to take my girlfriend as well. Not just to play with, or make love to, but to dominate. I felt worried for Alma, and guilty, but blotting out those feelings was my admiration for Julie, and lust.

Desperate, aching lust.

I was ready for anything at that moment, but Julie had other ideas. She liked the tease, the build-up, and said that she wanted time to prepare for the “big night.” So, after the symbolic submission, she called it a night early. We were turfed out, Alma without her key and me without my release, with a promise to meet up again the following weekend. I tried to tell Alma that this wasn’t necessary, that she didn’t need to do this for me, but she quickly shushed me. Whipping off her panties and not bothering to take off her dress, she pushed me down on the floor in her living room and rode my face like never before. From her wetness and her moans, I could tell that she wasn’t just willing to submit to Julie.

She was desperate for it.


Playing For Keeps

Julie

Our little arrangement over the past weeks had been amazing, but I’d always known the time would come to hand over the keys. I had been a teacher and mentor to Chad. A mistress, a goddess, an owner. Alma could be a true partner to him. Still, there was always room to squeeze a bit more fun out of a situation, and I expected to get every last drop of juice out of this cute little couple. I was playing with table stakes now, and there was no reason not to push it to the limit.

Over the past few weeks I had taken more and more of a liking to Alma, first as a friend and then as something more. The girl was a beautiful, sensual creature. I couldn’t help but imagine how it would feel to touch her, to kiss her, to spank her, to use her. The idea of doing all that in front of Chad, a final display of my utter dominance, had become a major part of my fantasies.

Luckily, with the kind of life we were now living, fantasies didn’t have to remain just fantasies. Alma and I had discussed this all like the rational, open, empowered women we were. We had met up for coffee a few times while he was at work, with our offices being just around the corner from each other. It was strange at first, meeting her outside the context of our little games, but I found her easy to talk to and she evidently felt the same. Our chats quickly moved on from work and the city to deeper things, as Alma reflected on everything that was going on.

“This entire situation was surreal, bizarre. It was even stranger that I had been the one to engineer it, ye’know? I’ve always been kinky, I think, but I never found anyone to explore with. I’d kind of buried it,” she admitted, expressing something I was all too familiar with. “When I heard what was going on downstairs, it brought everything flooding out. I didn’t know whether I wanted to fuck this hot-sounding domme, or be her, but when I met Chad, I knew that I needed to have him as a pet.”

I had felt myself blush like a virgin when she called me hot. The compliment sent my long-dormant bisexuality into overdrive, and planted the seed of an idea. That seed quickly grew. I made a few jokes about spanking her when she didn’t listen, and she mentioned that she’d read that the best way to become a good domme was to sub. As our conversation got flirtier, a plan started to develop.

A plan we were now putting into action.

Our little scene had played out perfectly. We had set up a session for next week, and I thought Chad had more or less bought the story.  Of course, we could have just told him that we wanted to play together, but making it seem like there were stakes would make the whole thing hotter. A bit of roleplay, even if it was more subtle than “sexy nurse” or “horny teacher.” Either way, I had sent him away with no release, so I’m sure by next week he would be crawling the walls.

I kicked off my high heels, wishing I had gotten a foot rub out of them first, and poured myself a drink. Sitting back, I pictured what had just happened and luxuriated in the sensual satisfaction. The way that gorgeous younger woman had looked on her knees, Chad’s face as he stared at us in shock and lust. The sensation of not one, but two sets of lips on my feet. Fuck, the whole thing had just been so hot.

There was some planning to do, and maybe some online shopping. I wanted everything to be perfect for our session. First, though, I had an insistent throbbing downstairs to take care of.

After all, I wasn't the one in the cage.

***

Chad

It was Friday, the night before the big key handover, the night before I watched Julie dominate and humiliate my sweet new girlfriend, the night before… God knows what. Well, God, and Julie.

I had told Alma several times that she didn’t need to go through with this for my benefit but she was clearly determined and, as far as I could tell, into it. Maybe she had a submissive, as well as bisexual side, or maybe she was really just viewing this as part of Julie’s patented dominatrix training course. There was a lot about my new girlfriend’s sexuality that I was still learning, that she was still learning, and I couldn’t wait for us to grow and explore together.

I cleared away our glasses after a nice takeout dinner, hanging out at Alma’s place as I had every night that week. The excitement was almost too much to take, but I tried not to think about tomorrow. It was going to be intense enough, without building it up more in my head. Of course, ignoring it completely wasn’t an option. Julie had been dropping pictures and messages into our shared group chat all week. Photos of whips and chains, collars and clamps. I had no clue what she planned to do with us, but it looked like there were a lot of ideas on the table.

And Alma, well… Alma had been taking perverse pleasure in winding us both up, playing and dirty talking until we were both fit to burst. Of course, I had the worst of it, with a locked cock and no chance of relief before Saturday. Each night that week we had gone out for drinks or dinner, or had something in the house. Afterwards, while we made out, Alma would talk to me about everything she was going to do when I was living under her regime, stroking every part of my body as she did. Well, almost every part.

“I can’t wait to be able to unlock you whenever I want. I’m going to practice edging you every single day until I’m the best little cocktease in the world. I’ll suck your cock a lot more than Julez ever did. I’m gonna let you fuck me, as well. I can’t believe we’ve had to wait this long! I’m not going to let you come much more often, though. I plan to keep you denied and frustrated. If I accidentally let you come, it’ll definitely be ruined,” she would get breathy when she talked about that, pinching my nipple or running her long nails across my skin, “Not for me, though. I’ll be expecting a daily orgasm. A few a day, probably. When we move in together, I’m training you to be my perfect little sex toy.”

With every passing day, I was becoming more desperate and devoted. I wanted to quit my job and spend my days under her desk, worshipping the ground she walked on and sleeping at the end of her bed. Cage or no cage, I wanted to be hers.

Just on cue, I got my latest order from the couch where Alma was lounging.

“Babe, come here and lick my pussy! I’m so worked up I can barely fucking stand it!”

Yeah, you and me both, I thought. I said nothing, though. Instead, I got down on my knees and crawled to her, ready to give me everything for Alma’s pleasure, and dreaming of the day that I might get to be inside her.


Endings and Beginnings

Julie

I looked in the mirror and could hardly believe how fucking great I looked. I had poured my curves into a leather corset with plenty of straps and clasps, matching my high-cut black panties, stockings, and spiked heels. I had leather bands around my forearms and biceps, making me look like some Amazonian warrior, with my hair in a high ponytail and my eyeliner extra dark. Although I usually liked being comfortable when I was playing with my pet, I had decided to break with tradition and go full dominatrix. After all, tonight was going to be something special.

It had been a long time since I had been with a woman. College, in fact. My time in the kink scene had introduced me to plenty of gorgeous women, and I had been tempted, but my interest in submissive men meant that it had never worked out. Now, Alma had brought my bisexual side back with a vengeance.

Plus, what could be more dominant than dominating a domme?

I took a deep breath and put on my most confident demeanor before striding back into my living room. I had left my two playthings there, waiting for me on their knees in silence, giving them time to stew. They were wearing what I had told them to. He was in pink stain panties with a butt plug in, utterly emasculating but with a practical purpose. Alma was wearing a sexy set of bridal lingerie, a gift from me to her. It was much like the set I had worn when I made Chad watch me take big Rock’s big cock, except this time I would be playing the bull despoiling the innocent virgin.

I had decided to commit to the roleplay, even if it did feel slightly silly. I was doing the “make” Alma serve me to earn Chad’s key, using that dynamic to further humiliate him. In reality, of course, I had discussed safe words and limits with her separately. That would allow me to push this as far as I could, without fear of going too far. I’d even made a rough script for tonight, planning ahead far more than I usually would now that I have two subs to handle.

Now, all that was left to do was begin.

“Are you sluts ready to make me happy?” I said, trying to keep any tremble out of my voice as I looked down at these two pretty young things.

“Yes, Ma’am,” they said in unison, sending a shiver through my body.

“Good pets,” I purred, standing close to them so they could feel my warmth. “You must be really desperate for the key to this sad excuse for a man’s rancid little pecker.”

Laying it on a bit thick, maybe, but from the looks in their eyes, it seemed to do the trick. Chad blushed and looked down, while Alma stared at me in wide-eyed arousal. It felt good to be desired by someone so desirable.


“Your name is Slut,” I said, tapping Chad dismissively on the forehead. I took Alma’s long mane of hair in my hand and tilted her face towards mine. I gave her a long, sloppy kiss, feeling her tongue submit to mine. “And yours. Yours is Whore.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” came the refrain.

“And let’s just call me Julie, tonight. I want you to remember who owns you both. Even if you get married, even if you grow old together, I want you to remember the name of the woman who put you in your place. Now, Whore, go tie Slut to that chair, just like I told you.”

I had dragged a heavy chair into the center of the room and left out some soft rope. Bondage wasn’t my specialty, but I had shown Alma what I knew. It was more than enough to keep Chad lightly fastened to a chair, powerless and restrained while I played with his girlfriend. I watched as she tied his legs to the chair and fastened his arms behind it, giving the occasional bit of advice. We soon had him all trussed up.

As she was putting the finishing touches to it, I went into my room and collected my laundry bag. This was the kind of thing you would usually keep far away from guests, much less dates, but the filth was part of the fun. I dropped it in the middle of the room, in front of Chad and the kneeling Alma.

“You’re my bitch. And since you’re a bitch, you’re going to act like one. Get your face in there and find me the dirtiest, stinkiest pieces of underwear you can. We’ll need something to keep the little Slut quiet.”

Alma blushed but did as she was told, crawling forward to begin exploring my dirty laundry. My cunt throbbed as I watched at her get more into it, wiggling her cute little butt as she sniffed.

“Bitches don’t use their hands,” I said, as she tried to start digging through to reach the bottom.

I grabbed her wrists and held them, placing my high-heeled shoe on her ass and forcing her deeper into the bag. She moaned with perverse pleasure, the degradation clearly as much for her as it was for me. I could practically smell the arousal in the air.

Alma emerged with a pair of my favorite workout panties in her mouth. Plain black and midrise, made from a sweat-wicking nylon, they were hardly the sexiest set in the world. What they were was practical, well-worn, and sweaty. I took them and spanked her ass, giving her a “good girl” but pointing back into the bag.

This time, she came back up with a pair of long white crew socks, also a regular fixture of my running outfit. I had worn them twice this week, and there were little marks around the toes to attest to that. Gross. Perfect.

“I couldn’t have chosen better myself, Whore.”

I took the panties and balled them up before stuffing them into Chad’s mouth. I searched his face for any sign that he might not be comfortable with this, but I could instantly tell that he had fallen deep into subspace, his natural place. His eyes were wide with awe, not anger, and I could feel his tense arousal. Once his gag was in place, I took the long sock and wrapped it around his head, firmly securing it.

“All he can taste is my cunt and my ass, all he can smell is my foot sweat, but that’s like sweet nectar to this slut,” I said, addressing Alma, still on her knees. “Are you sure you want to be kissing this dirty mouth every day, knowing where it’s been?”

“I’ve got my own plans for that mouth,” Alma purred, submission doing nothing to blunt her bratty, sassy sensuality.

“Of course, you’re a proper little domme, aren’t you?”

I strode over to her and grabbed her by the air, pulling it back and wrapping a hand around her throat. I could feel her pulse beneath my palm and see the shock in her eyes. I felt like a lioness, toying with my prey. Moving on instinct, I bent down and gave her cheek a long, possessive lick before spitting directly in her face. I heard a muffled cry from Chad and considered punishing him for it, but I didn’t want to break my rhythm. This was about Alma and me, for now.

I dragged Alma to the couch, pushing her to the ground as I took a seat. She remained there, looking up at me as I dangled my high heel over her face. I knew from our conversations and from seeing how she was with Chad just how much she loved being in control, but she was taking to this submissive role like a bird to the wind. I had always been doubtful about the existence of true switches, assuming they were all subs who were so eager to please that they’d pretend to be dominant. Now I was rethinking that. Maybe you could be a domme to men and a sub to women?

Or maybe Alma was just that much of a kinky, adventurous whore. Or maybe, just maybe, it was my own unique aura that brought it out. That was a nice thought.

“I trained that little toy over there, and if you want to use more than his mouth then you’re going to have to make it worth my while. You’re going to have to convince me. Now, beg.”

“Please, Julie. Please let me be his keyholder. I’ll do anything. We’ll do anything.”

“Kiss.”

Alma kissed the red-soled bottom of my shoe, pressing her plump lips against the lowest part of me. They were clean, of course, but that only made it slightly less degrading. I let her debase herself for a moment longer, making eye contact with her tied-up boyfriend as I did, but I soon wanted to feel those lips against my body.

I dangled my high heel from my toe, hovering it just over her face. To my delight, she craned her face upwards, bringing her nose towards my sole. Fuck. I had always thought it was just Chad being a pervert, but maybe I did have magic, magnetic feet?

“Kiss,” I repeated, letting my shoe drop to the side.

She was hesitant at first, pecking at my nylon-covered soles. It felt nice, her soft lips and the power rush doing plenty for me. But, of course, I wanted more. I wanted to make her give me more.

“Properly, whore. Make out with my feet like you’re making out with your slut boyfriend. Even better, kiss them like your first boyfriend. I imagine he was better looking.”

I pressed my foot down and she responded, kissing my sole hard before bringing the tongue into play. The way she moved her hips as she did it told me just how into this she was, or at least how committed to the roleplay. I soon kicked off my other shoe, wanting to enjoy the sensation on both feet. Of course, through the nylon was nice, but barefoot would be better.

Chad was gawping at me wide-eyed. I held his stare with a smile as I pushed down harder on Alma’s face, turning it to the side so she was looking at him. I moved one foot to her chest, kneading her firm, pert breasts, and placed the other on her throat. I didn’t intend to take the risk of pushing down harder. The windpipe was sensitive after all. Still, I didn’t need to. Just having her throat exposed like that has the intended effect, making me look and feel like an all-conquering goddess, making Alma feel vulnerable, and making Chad feel powerless. I pushed down lightly on her chest, loving the squishy feeling of her tits and the way she writhed underneath me like a defeated enemy.

“He used to tell me that kissing my feet was better than his first kiss with a girl. He even said that the sweat between my toes tasted better than any pussy he had ever licked. Why don’t you have a taste? Tell me if it’s true.”

I peeled off both my stockings and threw them to the side. For the next five minutes I sat back and relaxed as Alma worshiped every inch of my feet. I directed her when needed, but mostly sat and watched Chad’s shellshocked face and twitching, straining cage. Meanwhile, he was watching his cute girlfriend do degrading things that he had done many times in this very room. She bit the ball of my foot and nibbled on the heel, licked all over the sole and sucked on the wiggling toes. I laughed as I tested her gag reflex and moaned when she licked in between my toes. I didn’t doubt Alma’s sincerity about wanting to be a domme, but she certainly wasn’t afraid to dive right into the deep end of submission.

“You must be getting thirsty,” I said, as she spluttered and choked from a particularly hard thrust from my foot. “I certainly am.”

“Yes, Julie,” she said. Her mascara was starting to run, but it only made her look more smuttily seductive.

“You can go and get me a drink. You haven’t earned that yet, though, so open wide.”

She did as I said and opened her mouth, receiving several goblets of spit for her trouble. I would have felt bad for how hard I was going, but this was still well within her surprisingly extreme limits. Plus, I could pretty much smell the arousal on her.

While Alma scarpered off to fetch me some wine, I went through to the room to collect a pre-prepared bag of tricks. I’d been slowly adding to my considerable toy collection ever since I had met Chad, and now we had plenty to play with. I sat down on the couch and took my drink from Alma, directing her to kneel in front of me. She practically purred as I stroked her hair, giving her a moment of respite from the constant service and humiliation.

“Did my feet taste good, whore?”

“Yes. They tasted so salty and sweaty and nice.”

I laughed. “Quite the review. I bet they taste better than Chad’s pathetic little cock.”

“Probably,” she said, eyes downcast. “I wouldn’t know.”

“So, this is the girl that you want to move in with, devote yourself to? Your new keyholder?” I asked, addressing Chad directly. “And look at her now. Not even half an hour, and she’s already my bitch, a toe-sucking footstool. She’ll make a wonderful keyholder, I’m sure, but always remember who the queen bee is.”

I stripped off my sodden panties and grabbed Alma by the hair, pulling her towards my pussy, but stopping with her nose a few centimeters from my trimmed bush. “Are you ready to taste a superior goddess?”

“Yes,” Alma gasped, “Please.”

“Show me.”

She stuck out her tongue, desperately straining towards my slit. I held her there for a moment, enjoying the sense of anticipation before pulling her in hard. Her nose was smothered against my mound as she buried her tongue in my clit. Desperate energy and the perversity of the whole scene more than made up for her lack of experience.

“Slut, your little girlfriend really knows how to please a pussy. It took me months to teach you to do it this well. Imagine what this whore could do after a few weeks of training? In fact, maybe you won’t need to imagine. She might get addicted to it. Then I can have her as my pussy licker, and you can be relegated to our shoe cleaner, our maid. How about that? Two bitches for me, and nothing for you.”

Chad gave some low, animalistic moan of anguish and ecstasy, his face red and his eyes wild. I laughed and threw my head back, reaching into my bag for a bullet vibrator. Alma responded to my hands like a well-oiled tool, moving down to make room for the toy. She licked my slit and taint while I vibed my clit, closing my eyes and drinking in the moment.

My first orgasm came quickly, a low moan escaping me as the twin sensations brought me to a sudden climax. I knew right away that it wouldn’t be enough. Alma kept licking with my hand on the back of her head, not stopping as I bucked and shook against her. I pushed her down further and she took the hint, licking towards my ass. From this angle, she couldn’t get in deep, not like when I used Chad as my ass slave, but the tickling of my cheeks and her tongue lightly teasing my hole was enough to get me close again. I turned up the vibrator and pulled her in close, loving the way she shook and struggled for breath even as she licked. It felt like we were joined in a singular purpose: getting me off.

My second orgasm was wet and dramatic. I stopped just short of squirting, but I could feel how explosive it was, nevertheless. Alma visibly choked down my juices and I could feel how wet her face was. I wrapped my hand in her silky hair and began dragging her face up and down as if I was trying to scratch an itch with her nose, making sure that every inch of her gorgeous face was covered in my cum.

I got up on unsteady feet and walked over the Chad, dragging Alma behind me. As I was undoing his gag I noticed a big drop of precum collecting on the end of his cock. I gathered it up and offered it to Alma, who gladly licked it from my palm.

“Who tastes better?”

“You do. You taste sweeter,” she answered, her face still red and slick.

I removed the balled-up panties from Chad’s mouth and tossed them to the side. He breathed in deeply, but didn’t say a word. He sensed that in the presence of two superior women, it was best to only speak when spoken to.

“You’re a cute couple. Let’s have a kiss. Practice for your wedding day!”

Alma brought her face close to him and they kissed, lightly and hesitantly. That wouldn’t do. I put a hand on the back of each head and pushed them together, making sure they locked lips.

“Come on, show me some fucking passion. Use some tongue! That way, you can both enjoy the taste of my ass. In fact, why don’t you be a good boyfriend and clean her entire face?”

I moved Alma’s face from side to side, allowing Chad to lick my juices off her cheeks. It was a disgusting, depraved sight to behold, these two fucking perverts going at it. Well, luckily, I was a pervert too.

“Aww, good boy. I think he deserves a little treat, don’t you? How about a nice, sloppy blowjob? Through the cage, of course.”

I pushed Alma down towards his caged cock and she fell on it hungrily. The warmth and proximity of her mouth would have done something for him, but it must have been maddening to know just how much better it would be if he were free to feel her tongue running up and down his shaft, or if he could throb inside her mouth.

“What do you say, Slut?”

“Thank you, Julie. And thank you, Alma.”

“Whore. Her name is Whore.”

“Thank you… Whore,” he said, the word seeming to catch on his lips. Good. He had learned so much about how to treat a lady.

I put my foot on the back of her head, holding her in place while I stared Chad in the eye.

“This is just a warm-up for when she sucks my big, fat cock. Mine might not be real, but at least it can get hard. And do you know what I’m going to use it for? I’m going to use it to fuck her, something you still haven’t done. I’m going to fill her and stretch her out, and fucking ruin your pretty little girlfriend. I’m going to make her scream my name, and if you ever do get to fuck her, you’ll have to remember that I did it first. I did it better.”

He opened his mouth but no sound came out, words escaping him. Laughing like a Disney villain, I went back to my bag of tricks and pulled out the star of the show. It was a brand new strap-on, bigger than the one I occasionally used on Chad. Big enough to fulfill my promise, and fill Alma to the brim.

I stepped on the harness and tightened it, enjoying the weighty feel of the plastic phallus between my legs. I took my bullet vibrator and brought it close by, suspecting that it might come in handy. Alma looked up at me, but I snapped my fingers and she got back to her ersatz blowjob. She looked so hot, with her lovely round ass pointing back at me, her olive skin straining against the white fabric of her lingerie. I took my cock into my hands and stroked it, imagining how it would feel to be a well-endowed, dominant man.

“I don’t imagine this whore will need any lube, I can smell her cunt from here. Still, why don’t you get this cock nice and sloppy for me, Slut? Might as well make it easy for her, in case I decide to pop her anal cherry while I’m at it.”

I brought the dildo to Chad’s face and he took it in gladly, sucking with absolute abandon. He worshipped it like a pornstar and I deeply wished that I could actually feel it. Still, it was hot enough just to watch.

“OK, that’s enough. It’s time to make this whore mine.”

I got behind Alma and slid her panties down to her knees, exposing her shaved pussy. It had been a long time since I had a close-up view of a woman like this, and I liked what I saw. Her lips were pink and inviting, positively kissable. My fingers confirmed what I could see, revealing just how wet she was as I explored her folds. I brought my fingertip up to my mouth and tasted her sweet, heady juices. I loved dominating men, but fuck had I been missing out on a lot of fun with women over these years.

“Are you ready?”

“Fuck yes,” Alma gasped, removing the cage from her mouth.

I brought the head of the dildo to the entrance of her hungry cunt, but stopped just at that maddeningly moment before full penetration. “Ask nicely.”

“Fuck, please Julie. Please, Ma’am, mistress, goddess, queen. Pleassse fuck me.”

“If you say so.”

I plunged in, feeling her hungry pussy devour my cock. It always took a moment to get used to the angle, giving me a little spark of appreciation for my previous male partners, but I soon adjusted. Thankfully, years of working out had given me the leg muscles and coordination necessary to play the man in this little dance. I wrapped my hands around Alma’s hips and found my rhythm, every moan of hers sounding like music to my ears.

“She feels so fucking tight, but maybe not for long,” I said, looking Chad in the eye. That might not be anatomically correct, but it got at a deeper truth. I was using his girlfriend’s pussy before he had even had the chance. “Still, at least you’re getting a good show. You should thank me.”

“Thank you,” Alma moaned, sounding like the pounding was hitting the spot.

“Not you, silly, him. Thank me, Slut, for the show.”

“Thank you, Julie. It’s more than I deserve.”

“That’s right. Thank me for cucking you, again. Thank me for showing you how to fuck. Thank me for making all your dirty dreams come true.”

“Thank you, thank you, thank you,” he babbled, looking like he was somehow close to the edge himself.

“Here, make yourself come,” I said, passing my used, slick vibrator to Alma. I heard the buzz as she brought it to her clit, rapidly cycling through the power settings to find a good spot. God, she was eager.

I stared at Chad and let a long line of spit drop from my mouth, managing to land just about on her ass. I wet my thumb for good measure and then brought it to Alma’s crack, pressing it to her hole. We had agreed that I wouldn’t put anything big up her butt, but she had admitted that she liked to have her hole teased. Plus, Chad didn’t need to know that.

“Oh, she seems to like it when I play with her asshole. Maybe she wants to be double-stuffed? I could start with my pinky, then build her up to this dildo, then stretch her out so even her asshole is too big for your dicklet.”

Chad looked fascinated and horrified, while Alma simply moaned in animalistic affirmation. Her puckered hole seemed to alternate between beckoning in and resisting my finger, while she started to throw her hips back desperately onto my cock. Good thing, since I was starting to get tired.

“Fuuuuuuck,” she groaned, giving in to that sweet release. I wished that I could feel her pussy tighten around my cock, but even just feeling her shake and shiver and moan was enough. I kept thrusting, trying to hit her sweet spot and drive her to a higher plane of madness as she buried her face in her boyfriend’s lap.

I pulled out with a wet plop a few moments later, leg muscles aching but my mind still energetic and hungry. Alma merely responded with a low moan when I spanked her ass, apparently fucked beyond words.

“Get his ankles undone, while you’re down there. I’ll get his hands.”

We worked together to free Chad from his loose bindings. He shook off his arms and legs and then smiled shyly, almost sweetly, at us both.

I pulled Alma to her feet and looked at her. Her mascara was starting to run down her face, making her look ruined, used, depraved. Her eyes were bright though, and full of eager joy. Her telltale smile was there on her lips, and I knew even without asking that she was ready for more.

“Say thank you properly, Slut,” I said, pointing downwards. “To both of us.”

I grabbed Alma and pulled her in close for a long, lusty kiss as Chad got down on his knees. She felt red-hot against me, and her tongue wrestled mine eagerly. I unhooked my own bra and then hers as we kissed, wanting to feel every inch of her body on mine. Meanwhile, Chad showered out feet with kisses, alternating between his two owners.

“Coming without permission,” I tutted as we broke off our kiss. “If you were a man, I’d punish you. I’d step on your balls or use you as a toilet. Luckily, you’re too beautiful for me to stay mad at.”

We both looked down at Chad, eagerly kissing our feet. I had gone for black nails, fitting my dominatrix-vibe, while Alma had gone for a bright, cherry red. Her toes were cute, looking good enough to eat. Chad looked like he would happily stay at his task all night, if we let him. As it happened, I had other plans.

“Come suck this strap clean, Slut.”

He did as he was told, kissing both our legs on the way up. Without a moment's hesitation, he started to lick and worship the shaft, desperately trying to taste Alma on me.

“Aren’t I generous, letting you taste your girlfriend on my cock.”

“Yes, Julie,” he tried to say, although it came out all garbled when I shoved the dildo in his mouth.

“Guess what? I’m feeling even more generous than that,” I purred, preparing to deliver the pièce de resistance that Alma and I had discussed. “How would you feel about getting to fuck your girlfriend?”

He let my cock fall out of his mouth with a comical look of shock on his face, like a dumb dog in an old cartoon. He looked at me, then Alma, then back at me. I half expected his tail to start wagging.

“That’s right,” Alma said, smiling down at him. “I want you to know what my pussy feels like, so you know what it is that I’m denying you once I have that key.”

I could see the submissiveness begin to drain away from her as she looked down at Chad, dumbstruck on his knees. Wrapping a hand around her waist, I pulled her close to me and smiled.

“So, I’m just going to go ahead and assume that you’re into it. So, let’s go to the bedroom. I want to see you two lovebirds go at it.

***

Chad

Well, that had been… something. It had been everything. Watching them play had been a brilliant, beautiful mindfuck. The casual cruelty of Julie, the way she mocked and teased me, had pushed every button in my submissive mind. It was one thing when she was dominating me, but seeing her do it to my sweet, sexy new girlfriend was something else. Julie had conducted the whole thing like a maestro at an orchestra, dressing Alma up like a virginal bride just to take her in front of me. It was hard to watch, and yet the most sensual sight I had ever seen. I was glad that Alma seemed to get off on it, of course, but it seemed like it might make things complicated.

Well, this had always been complicated.

Now, the idea of getting to actually make love to Alma was in the mix. That would be the cherry on top of an unforgettable sexual experience, with the promise of much more to come when she became my keyholder. Still, it was strange, the idea of doing something so intimate in front of Julie, in this weird context. I hadn’t expected our first time to involve crossing the threshold of our marital bedroom, of course, but I hadn’t pictured it like this. Alma had been freshly fucked and degraded by the older woman who had trained and used me, her face a mess of cum, sweat, saliva, and ruined makeup, and now I’d be having Julie’s sloppy seconds. Of course, obviously, I was never going to say no.

Julie unlocked me as soon as we got through to the bedroom, although I noticed that she put the key back on her own neck. My cock hardened instantly, finally free of the painful constriction of the cage. I had gotten so used to wearing it over the past year that I barely noticed it in day-to-day life. Watching a show like these two had just put on, though, that was a different matter. Then, the epic battle between cock and cage was unavoidable.

“You know, you always make fun of his dick, but it isn’t half bad,” Alma said, appraising me.

“Oh yeah, it’s a pretty good size, nice shape, yadda yadda,” Julie admitted, “But it feels spiritually small. He was small dick energy.”

“Aww, that’s true, but I love it,” Alma laughed, ruffling my hair like I was a cute little dog. My cheeks burned at their teasing, but I had endured worse.

“Yeah, he’s a cutie. But enough yapping. I want to see a show! Now kiss, dollies!”

Julie took a step back and Alma moved in close, taking my face in her hand. She looked me deep in the eyes and smiled, that same sweet smile that had melted my heart. Slowly, gently, she pulled me in for a kiss. It wasn’t a sloppy, slutty kiss like before, but a tender meeting of the lips.

“Beautiful,” Julie murmured, “Now, let’s see you lose your second virginities.”

“I think girl on top would be appropriate, don’t you think?” Alma asked, looking me in the eye. I didn’t know if she was asking me or Julie, but I nodded in dumb agreement anyway.

She pushed me down onto the bed and crawled on after me, letting her hair caress my body as she brought her mouth tantalizingly close to my twitching cock. I thought Alma might tease me, making me beg or plead, but she obviously had other plans. There was a hungry look in her eyes, and she had an audience to entertain. She simply straddled me, using her hand to guide me to her entrance before sliding down onto my length.

I savored the moment with every fiber of my being, knowing that this was more than just sex. It was something important. Alma felt unbelievably warm and tight. Being inside her was like slipping into a warm bath after a long day, instantly comfortable and soothing. She looked gorgeous as well, hovering up above me. It wouldn’t have been possible for her to look more angelic if she had a halo and wings.

She parted her plump lips and moaned as she took the full length of me, slowly and gently rocking, finally deciding to take her time. Feeling bold, I took my hands and caressed her hips, drawing another appreciative little noise. I almost forgot about our audience, until I heard the sound of Julie stripping off in the corner.

“Are you going to let him come inside you?” my keyholder, our teacher, asked us.

“No,” Alma said. “I need to keep some carrot back to motivate him.”

She started to gyrate a little faster, finding a good rhythm. I had no idea how long I would be able to last. It had been two weeks since I had been given any attention out of the cage, and over a month since my last proper orgasm. The excitement of tonight and the feeling of Alma’s body would make it nearly impossible to hold on for long, but I had to try. For her. For us.

Alma started to bounce, using the mattress to her advantage. I kept my hands on her hips, drinking in every inch of her body and trying not to focus too much on my own overwhelming desire for release. She started to tease and pinch her small, hard nipples, a wonderfully wanton look coming over her. When she started moaning, I started struggling to hold on.

“He looks like he’s going to blow,” I heard Julie laugh at the side.

“Is that right, baby? Are you close?”

“Ye-yes,” I admitted, almost beyond words.

She stopped suddenly, impaling herself deep on my cock but remaining completely still.

“Maybe I was going a bit fast. How about you control the pace?”

She removed me from her, a horrible feeling of loss, but then smoothly rolled onto her back and pulled me with her. Before I knew it, I was in between her legs, ready to take a traditional, almost dominant role.

“Ooooh, missionary. Classy!” Julie commented. I looked over and saw that she was gently playing with herself.

“Do you need an invitation, baby?” Alma used her legs to draw me in, my head jutting up against her wet slit. “Fuck me already. Just take your time, and go as slow as you need to.”

I pushed my cock into her and found her wet and willing. At first, I held myself up with my arms, glad of my efforts in the gym as I slowly thrust in and out, taking my time like she suggested. Alma smiled up at me with warmth in her eyes. She soon pulled me down towards her, letting my weight rest on her so she could kiss me. My movement slowed to a crawl as we made out, tongues dancing and lips locking. She directed my face to her neck, encouraging me to nuzzle and kiss the way she liked.

“I love you,” she whispered.

It was bizarre to hear that for the first time now, here, after everything that had happened tonight. For a second I thought I might cry tears of pathetic joy, but I somehow managed to hold them back. Instead, I said what was true and what was in my heart.

“I love you too.”

I might have expected a mocking aww from Julie, or a snort or derision, or jealous silence. Instead, I heard her gently moan the word fuck. Not in anger, but with a happy, horny edge. It felt like she was more than just an audience member. She felt like a fan, cheering us on.

For a while, we lost ourselves in the moment and the movements, simply enjoying each other’s bodies. Alma moved her legs, drawing me in and then creating distance, at one point moving them onto my shoulders. She even squeezed my neck between her strong, stockinged calves, playfully cutting off my air for a few seconds at a time. Then, suddenly, she found the perfect position.

Alma moved her feet onto my face, smothering me with her gorgeous soles. The nylon felt soft and sensual on my face, and I couldn’t resist the urge to suck on her pretty toes even as I kept thrusting. With a smirk coming onto her face, she reached up and began caressing my sensitive nipples.

“Uh, fuck, I don’t know if I can hold on if you do that.”

“But I want to do it. The look on your face is too beautiful.”

I groaned, still thrusting despite the knowledge that it was bringing me closer to the edge of an orgasm that I had been denied. I wanted to hold on, to please and impress her, but every man had a limit.

“I won’t be able to stop it.”

“So don’t. You can come. Just make sure you pull out.”

Now that was a compromise I could work with. I groaned, unable to form words, and kept pounding away. I was going to ride this wave until the last possible second, and would just have to hope I could pull out in time.

I felt Julie come up behind me, her weight coming onto the bed. She gently took my balls in her hand, not squeezing hard enough for it to be painful, but enough for me to know she was there. I kept going, like a runaway train, unable to stop even if I wanted to.

“I want to be part of this. When you pull out and come I want to feel that hot spunk pumping out. And if you don’t pull out, well, let’s just say I’ll give your balls some treatment you will never forget.”

Ever the teacher, Julie had decided to provide the threat that Alma had left unspoken. Carrot and stick, yin and yang. Alma in her white lingerie, Julie in black. I was caught between two angels, both fallen, both holy.

Alma brought her legs onto my shoulder, moaning in pleasure as I pounded deeper, and deeper, and deeper. I wanted so desperately to finish inside her, feeling her warmth as I filled her up. The animal part of my brain told me to just do it, and face the consequences, but I was nothing if not well-trained.

I waited as late as I dared, but as my climax became inevitable I did what I had been told, fighting against all instinct. I pulled out with Julie’s hand still caressing my balls, stroking myself furiously as both women moaned their encouragement. With a low groan, I exploded, shooting spurt after spurt onto Alma’s taut stomach. She grinned, her eyes bright and head nodding, writhing around underneath me as I painted her olive skin. The cum just kept coming. When I eventually removed my hand Julie took over, reaching around from behind me to finished the job.

“It might be your last orgasm for a while. Let’s make sure we milk you dry.”

That’s exactly what she did, one hand working my shaft while the other kneaded my balls, as if she was literally squeezing out the cum. I worried that she was going to be rough, giving me the kind of agonizing post-orgasm torture that she had visited on me in the past, but even Julie was feeling kind tonight. She simply stroked me, until every last drop of my orgasm was out.

I looked down at the sight in front of me. Alma looked sacred and slutty all at once, with her bright expression and ruined makeup, her tummy covered in my white, sticky mess. The way she looked up at me told me that all this, despite the kinkiness and the mindfuckery, was more than a game. This meant something, to all of us. I smiled, feeling at peace.

“I can’t believe you pulled you,” Alma said. “I’m impressed. You really are a good boy.”

“He is,” Julie agreed. “But it’s time for one final lesson. Good boys clean up their mess.”

Of course. I should have known that Julie would insist on putting me back in my place. It was more than just a matter of pride for her, it was a matter of principle that my refractory period never be allowed to blunt my carefully curated sense of submission. Just because I had fucked, or come, didn’t mean that I could forget that I was owned. And what could make me feel more owned than being made to clean up my cum?

Julie directed me to my girlfriend’s stomach, and I inwardly cringed at the size of the load. My blue balls were finally empty, but I was going to be made to face the consequences of having my fun. I stuck my tongue out and started gathering it up with long licks, resolving to just get it over and done as quickly and painlessly as possible. Julie, as usual, had other ideas.

She pushed my face down into the mess with a sadistic giggle, moving me by the hair to make sure my cheeks ended up good and sticky. It wasn’t enough that I was going to have to eat my cum, now I was going to have to wear it, and smell it as it hung to my nose. Still, I kept my tongue out, doing my best to gather it up.

“Look, it’s pooled in your belly button!”

“Should you get him a straw?”

“Nah, we can make do, can’t we, Slut?” Julie directed by head to her belly button, which was indeed full to the brim. “Slurp it up!”

This felt like a new low, but I was still riding the highest of highs. I would do this for Alma, for Julie, and I knew deep down that I would probably do much, much more. My orgasm meant that I wasn't getting the same kind of perverse, submissive pleasure that I often got from humiliation, but I was more than happy to do it, to make them happy. So, I slurped and then licked, driving my tongue deep into her belly button and cleaning it out while trying to ignore the salty, acrid taste.

“Oooh, that tickles! Feels kinda good though! You can keep going for a while.”

I lay there between Alma’s legs, alternating between kissing and licking her stomach while she stroked my head. It seemed I had unlocked a new fetish for her, and a new object of worship for me. That was fine. I had told her that I would worship every inch of her body, and I meant it.

“You know, that was a good lesson,” Alma said. “But it’s not your final one. In fact, I think we will be doing this kind of thing again.”

“Haha, well, I’m only down the hall,” Julie replied, moving up the bed to lie next to Alma.

Julie took the key from around her neck and handed it to Alma, folding her younger friend’s hands around it. I could feel something unspoken in the air as a baton was passed from one person to another. This was all part of a sexy, silly, kinky little game, filled with roleplay and acting, but this was a moment that meant something.

“So, what’s your first command as a keyholder?” Julie asked.

“Hmmm, let me think,” Alma said, putting the key and the chain around her own neck. “He hasn’t made me come yet, so I could make him eat my pussy. Or maybe we could both get a nice massage, since we work so hard at the gym for the bodies that he gets to kiss and ogle.”

“Two good ideas.”

“But then again, I’m going to get to play with my new toy every single day, and you’re a busy woman. So, maybe what I want is to lie here and make out with you.”

“Now that’s a great idea,” Julie purred, stroking Alma’s hair and moving in close. “But don’t we need something to keep Slut busy?”

“He can make out with our feet,” Alma said, unhooking her stocking from her garter belt. “It might help get the taste of jizz out of his mouth.”

“I like the way you think!”

The two most important women in my life kissed and giggled and chatted as I removed Alma’s nylons and got on with my allotted task, running my tongue over every inch of their beautiful, holy feet. They made plans, most of them involving me and all of them filthy, but even that faded into the background as I sank deeper into blissful nothingness. I didn’t need to listen in, or worry, or anticipate. They would do whatever they wanted to do to me and I would gladly take it, following every order secure in the knowledge that they knew best, serving them because it made me happy to make them happy. And I was happy.

We all were.
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Idealism meets eroticism as an ambitious and independent young journalist finds herself writing a column about her first-hand experience with kink and sex in the big city.

I always wanted to be a serious writer, but when my magazine is taken over by a hip media conglomerate, the only thing they publish is salacious stories about sex and sleaze. Well, if that’s what they want, that’s what I’ll give them!

The best kind of writing comes from personal experience, so with my open-minded boyfriend Nick by my side I decide to throw myself into a series of new and exciting experiences. I'm going to make Carrie Bradshaw look like a prude!

This is an ongoing series about a sex and culture writer experiencing all the big city has to offer her, alongside her open-minded partner. These standalone stories will explore BDSM, femdom, swinging, and public play.

Available on Amazon at https://a.co/d/emcOihF


Be Hers: From Friendzone to Footboy on Valentine's Day

For most people Valentine’s Day means chocolates and flowers. For some it means foot worship and female domination…

When Don’s gorgeous new friend Vanessa muses about being swept off her feet in some grand romantic gesture, he sees an opportunity to escape the friend zone once and for all. Valentine’s Day is coming up, the perfect time to woo this stunning blonde college girl. But it doesn’t all go exactly to plan.

Vanessa might not have room in her life for a partner, but she does have space for a “little helper” – someone to clean her house, rub her feet and… maybe more. Donnie is quickly drawn under her spell, spending Valentine’s Day at her bratty beck and call. As his tasks become more humiliating and her attitude more dominant, he sees his hope of becoming her boyfriend slipping away. Instead, he finds himself firmly underneath her, closer than he had ever thought possible but as a boyfriend or equal. He soon finds out that Vanessa isn’t as innocent or wholesome as she looks, but by then it is far too late.

Watch as a young man makes a move on a woman way out of his league, only to end up willingly ruined at her feet.

Available on Amazon at https://a.co/d/itOChnP


The Discovering Romantic Femdom On Vacation Series

Step into a world of sun, sand, and sexual adventure as a loving couple use a foreign vacation to experiment with new kinks.

Young couple Emmi and Luca think that a holiday in the south of France is just what they need to escape from their stressful jobs. Soon, a friendly bet with a kinky forfeit reveals much more about themselves and their relationship than they had ever expected. Emmi soon has Luca on his knees, worshipping her like the sensual goddess she always wanted to be.

Can Emmi learn how to embrace and wield her feminine power?

Will Luca accept his new place at her feet?

Can their relationship stand the heat?

Each book in this series can be enjoyed as a standalone novelette or in order as a complete story. Each story introduces new kinks, moving from teasing and body worship through to light humiliation, chastity, and pegging. While the action is hot and heavy femdom, it focuses on a loving couple and has a romantic HEA.

Available on Amazon at https://amzn.eu/d/781vh8I


The Cougars In Control Bundle

A sexy air hostess rediscovers her sexual power when she takes a nervous pilot under her wing. An art teacher tries out her ideas about edging and orgasm control on her willing model. A cocky masseuse has his fun with his sex clients, bites off more than he can chew when his boss's wife hires him for a special job.

Watch these kinky older women use their experience and authority to dominate the young studs (un)lucky enough to fall into their clutches.

These stories range from gentle femdom with lots of teasing to hard humiliation with lots in between. Expect body worship, orgasm control and rough, filthy sex.

Available on Amazon at https://amzn.eu/d/enxANKc
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