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Mistress Eden by Mark Adams

Another uninvited chat window popped open on Eden’s screen and she rolled her eyes, hurriedly clicking it closed without even bothering to read the message it contains. No doubt it was some feeble pornographic request.

It wasn’t like she was a prude or anything, she occasionally indulged in some cyber sex when the mood took her. With the right partner it could be enjoyable and it wasn’t like she had many other outlets lately but these semi-literate invitations were not a turn on and they just kept coming. Now with someone who knew what he was doing and the help of her vibrator, that could be hot… She shook her head, refocusing her attention on the chat room. Perhaps it was time she made an effort to find a new partner, her mind was wandering onto the subject of sex a lot lately.

A quick scan through the list of active chatters showed several familiar names and a lot of unfamiliar names. There wasn’t anyone she knew she could tap for a bit of mutual release though.

“Hmm.” She wondered out loud. “Time to take a chance?”

Picking out a new partner was always a calculated risk. The chat room was a hotbed of bitchy rumor-mongering. If word of her occasional trysts slipped out, there were people who would have a field day with it and she would have to listen to a barrage of snide comments and innuendo, well at least until the next “thing” happened, so for a day or two anyway.

Not for the first time she wondered if this online community was really worth the amount of time she invested in it. Not that she really had many alternatives right now. Not with the amount of time that work was taking up. And after the disaster her marriage had turned into, she really wasn’t looking to have another man “in her life”. It might be nice to have someone to talk to who was more than text on a screen though.

Shrugging off that maudlin line of thought, Eden made her decision and logged in to the chat room a second time. This time under the more provocative screen name of Wycked Lady. It was time for some no-strings fun and that was easier with anonymity.

The messages started the moment her alter-ego logged in. A barrage of private messages wanting to know “are you horny”, “want some big cock” and, her personal favorite, telling her to “kneel and suck bitch!”. The men in this chat room were such a class act! She clicked most of them closed with only the most cursory glance, although she was amused to see that a few of them came from chat room regulars who maintained a very different persona in the public part of the chat room.

But she paused on one particular message and re-read it. The words themselves weren’t that different to the other messages, but something about the phrasing caught her attentions.

“Please Ma’am, would you care to amuse yourself with this dirty slut?”

It was better written than most, with careful use of grammar and punctuation, not to mention unusual polite, but what really tickled her curiosity was the fact it came from Anthony, another chat room regular. He was frequently active in the public area telling amusing jokes and generally being quite amiable. What did he get up to in private, she wondered?

“Did I ask you to disturb me?” She typed. From his choice of words it seemed like he was looking for some sort of domination, which wasn’t her usual thing but she could play along.

“I’m sorry Ma’am. Please, how can I make it up to you? I’ll do anything you want.”

Anthony’s grovelling tone was so different from his smart ass behavior out in the main chat room. Eden grinned, the man sounded almost desperate. She wondered how often, if ever, he got a positive response from a woman on here. And just what was he looking for anyway?

“Do you live with a wife or girlfriend?” She asked. He’d mentioned a girlfriend a few times while joking around, but of course he didn’t know she already knew that.

“A girlfriend.” Anthony answered quickly. Eden smiled again, he was so eager to please a strange woman, she wondered just what she could get him to do.

“Are you alone?” A naughty idea formed in the back of her mind. She was taking advantage of the man and she probably shouldn’t. On the other hand he seemed to want that.

“Yes.”

Eden waited, while no expert in this sort of thing she knew it was important to establish authority. In his haste Anthony had forgotten to address her properly. She wasn’t going to correct him, but rather wait for him to do it himself. It took a moment, but he realized his mistake.

“Yes Ma’am.” He typed.

“Take your clothes off.” She instructed him and waited impatiently to see his reaction. Perhaps she should have asked if he was alone first? After a long minute he answered.

“I’m naked now Ma’am.”

Eden grinned. She couldn’t know if he was telling the truth, but just the idea of smart ass Anthony sitting in his house, naked in front of the computer, and probably sporting a hard on amused her. Would it be possible, she wondered, to convince him to turn on his webcam. She was sure he had one, everyone did.

“Good boy.” She typed, praise was part of the scene for this sort of thing, reinforcing her superiority over him. “Now, go and fetch a pair of your girlfriend’s panties. Make it the sluttiest pair she owns, those will be perfect for you.” And again she sat and waited for his response, sure that this time he would refuse. Her fingers tapped on her laptop as the pause dragged on for a few minutes.

“I’m wearing the panties Ma’am.” Anthony finally responded.

Eden had to re-read that text several times, she really hadn’t expected him to actually do it. Maybe he was just saying it to keep the chat going? Nobody could be that obedient could they? 

“Describe them.” She instructed him.

“A silky, red thong.” He responded. “They’re a very tight fit.”

Eden let out a giggle as her brain formed an image of Anthony sitting in his girlfriend’s skimpy red panties. His cock had to be bulging out of them. She wondered, idly, what his cock looked like and if his girlfriend had ever seen it like this.

At that thought and idea sprang to her mind. It was deliciously evil, cruel almost, but she didn’t care. Swapping back to her regular login she hurriedly sent a message to Anthony.

“You’re very quiet tonight.” She typed. There was a long pause, and Eden laughed inwardly imagining his curse of irritation as she pulled him away from his dirty fantasies.

“Yeah, I’m a little busy with stuff.” He finally responded. Eden snorted. Yeah, a little busy perving in panties!

“Does your girlfriend know?” She pushed forward with her plan although doubts were beginning to form.

“Know what?” This time the response came much quicker, probably alarmed by the mention of his girlfriend. Eden paused, her pulse racing as she considered what she was about to type. This was her last chance to back out.

“Does your girlfriend know that you’re a panty wearing bitch boy?” She typed the words, re-read them and finally hit send. There was no response. Eden felt her palms sweat a little. Had she gone too far?

Then, in her other window, Anthony typed “Eden, is that you?”

“LOL. That’s Ma’am or Mistress Eden to you slut boy.” Eden responded. “Turn on your camera Anthony. I want to see those panties.”

She waited with baited breath, fiddling with her own microphone so she was ready if he did as instructed. Had he really done what he said he had? Would he follow her commands? It took a moment, but sure enough the software established a connection and a video window appeared on her screen.

This time she did laugh out loud. The image was small and a little grainy but it showed Anthony clearly enough. He was a big man and just as he had said he was naked apart from the tiny red panties that he had crammed himself into. There was no mistaking how excited he was either as his cock jutted out the top of them.

“I can’t see you.” Anthony spoke for the first time, his voice slightly breathless.

“But I can see you.” Eden laughed again. “Turn around, I want the full effect”

Eden watched, her eyes glued to the slightly jerky video, noticing the red flush that spread over Anthony’s muscled body as he slowly turned himself around, showing that sure enough they were thong panties he was wearing. The man kept himself in good shape, most of the women on here would be only too happy to ogle him, but the panties changed things. She didn’t even try to hold back her laughter as he turned back towards the camera, obviously waiting further instruction

“What would your girlfriend say if she could see you right now?” Eden taunted him. “Does she know what a sissy boy you really are?”

She watched as Anthony’s shoulders sagged and his head dipped, but he didn’t answer her question. She had to keep pressing him, keep control of the situation.

“What would your friends say if I showed them the video I’m recording?” Eden said, hurriedly turning on the record feature. She had no plans to share this but she might want to re-visit it.

“Please no!” Anthony looked up, his eyes widening in horror as he realized the full depth of his situation. Eden laughed again, finding herself reveling in the power she held over this man even from a distance. He was so totally obedient, casually incriminating himself, desperate for someone to satisfy his needs.

This was very different from her previous cyber encounters, but immensely entertaining and… pleasurable. There was a heat and wetness building between her thighs and it occurred to her that having a toy to play with like this was turning her on.

“Dance for me.” She demanded and Anthony obeyed without hesitation, wiggling his body, gyrating in front of the camera for her. She smirked, watching as the red flush spread and deepened on his chest and cheeks as he humiliated himself for her.

She squeezed her thighs together, surprised by the strength of the sexual reaction she was getting from dominating this man. She stared at the bulge in his red panties and the shiny tip jutting out above them. How far could she push this, she wondered?

“This turns you on, doesn’t it slut boy?” She probed. Anthony was silent, but that was all the answer she needed. “Parading around in your girlfriend’s panties, wiggling your ass for me like a cheap whore.”

He squirmed under her verbal barrage, moving his hands over his bulging crotch as though trying to hide it. Eden laughed at his feeble efforts.

“Show it to me.” She told him. “Let me see what’s got you into all this trouble.”

Anthony pulled down the tight red panties, obviously eager to get his hands on his rigid cock. Eden squeezed her legs together again, listening to him moan.

“Stroke it for me bitch boy.” She hissed, shifting in her seat, leaning closer to watch the video. 

Anthony gasped, his hand wrapping around the shaft of his cock. Eden watched intently as his hand moved up and down the shaft, spreading shiny pre-cum over his cock head. She licked her lips, unable to look away. There was something so intense not just about watching someone jerk off like this, but about the fact she controlled exactly what he did.

“Your hand looks so at home on your cock.” She laughed, pushing her reactions to one side to maintain control of the scene she had created.

Anthony just moaned, he was lost now in his own pleasure, his hand blurring as he jerked his cock, red panties hanging around his thighs. Eden bit her lip, stifling a moan of her own as she squeezed her thighs together again.

“I want to see you cum.” She said. “Now!”

Anthony’s hand moved faster and faster as Eden watched. He gasped, his hips jerking as cum spurted from his cock. Eden swallowed, her mouth suddenly dry, as she watched as he spurted again, strings of white cum landed on Anthony’s hands. She squirmed in her seat again as an evil thought occurred to her. Did she still control him even after he had cum?

“Wipe your hands over your face.” She said, her voice slightly hoarse. 

Anthony looked at her in disgust as his lust subsided and reason slowly returned to his fevered brain.

“Do it now!” Eden snapped, scared of losing control of the situation. “Wipe your cum covered hands on your face or I’m going to share this little video with your friends!” It was a risk, he could call her bluff, but she didn’t think he would.

Anthony’s hands moved reluctantly to his face and he slowly wiped, spreading the cum over his cheeks. Eden laughed in triumph.

“Remember how this feels next time you go asking some stranger to get you off.” She sneered. “If I catch you doing this again, it will be worse.” 

Eden cut the connection and left the chat room, not giving Anthony a chance to respond. Her panties were soaked and she couldn’t quite believe the strength of her reaction to what had just happened. She needed time to process this, but first… first she needed some time in bed with her vibrator.

*     *     *     *     *

Eden logged into chat the next night with a sense of anticipation she didn’t normally experience.  The events of the previous night had been in the back of her mind all day.  She was still surprised, and a little unsettled, by the strength of her reaction to it. A reaction that had her at least toying with the idea of finding another victim to humiliated tonight. It was a new feeling for her, a new sensation, but  she had cum four times last night reliving her domination of Anthony.

A quick scan of the user list showed all the usual suspects in the room. More interestingly Anthony was there. She was a little surprised by that, but he had always been a room regular so perhaps even embarrassment wouldn’t keep him away. After what she had done to him though, she had expected him to steer clear for a day or two.

“Good Evening Ma’am.” Anthony’s private message blinked up only moments after she arrived in the room. She stared at it in consternation, uncertain how to respond. She had been sure he would ignore her completely, instead he must have been waiting for her.

“Forgotten last night already?” She messaged back. She had intended her final humiliation of him to be a lesson for him.

“No Ma’am.” His response came quickly. “I can’t get it out of my mind.”

Eden read his response several times, he had enjoyed it. He had enjoyed wiping his cum all over his face. There was no other way to read that and she couldn’t deny her own body’s reaction to what it implied. He wanted her to do it again. She glanced at her vibrator, laying next to the keyboard just in case, and made her decision.

“Is your cock hard again slut?” She asked. “Does the horny bitch need to jerk his dick?”

“Yes Ma’am.” Anthony replied.

“If you want to play, you have to change your name.” Eden typed. “I want you to show everyone what you really are. Call yourself Eden’s Bitch!”

She waited for his response, her palms slick  Was she over-reaching? How strong was her hold over Anthony? She was asking him to humiliate himself in front of the other regulars, not just in front of her. There was no response for what seemed like ages, and she felt a creeping disappointment. Then suddenly she saw his name change. A triumphant smile crept over her face.

“Turn your webcam on bitch.” She grinned as she typed the command. While the connection established itself, she stood up and slipped her panties off, getting herself comfortable in her chair, she was wet already just thinking about what she might make him do. Anthony would have no way of knowing what effect this was having on her, so she might as well enjoy it to the max.

When the video feed finally came in, Anthony was sitting in front of his computer. Eden was disappointed to see that he was wearing a t-shirt and jeans, his delicious body fully covered.

“No panties tonight slut boy?” She taunted him, enjoying the red flush it brought to his face. “Strip for me.” 

Anthony didn’t hesitate, standing and pulling the t-shirt over his head, exposing his toned chest and abs. He was enjoyable to look at, though she had no intention of letting him know that. She waited until he was completely naked, and already excited she noticed with amusement, before speaking again.

“Are you alone tonight?”

“Yes Ma’am.” Anthony answered. Eden felt a little thrill run through her body at hearing those words spoken to her.

“Then I have a couple of simple little tasks for you.” She purred. “First I want you to go and get some of your girlfriend’s lipstick. Then I want you to write Eden’s Bitch right across your chest. Then I want you to go to every room in your house and open the blinds before coming back here.” She enjoyed the look of fear that flickered across his face.

“Someone might see me.” He said quietly, his voice polite but a little unsteady.

“Yes they might.” She snapped. “They might find out what a horny sissy slut you are. Wouldn’t that be a shame.” 

Anthony made an odd whimpering sound, his cock twitching and stiffening as she teased him. He paused for a moment longer, conflicting emotions flitting across his face.

“Hurry up.” Eden snapped to cover her own nerves, she was pushing him much further than she had the night before.

Anthony made his decision and nodded, leaving the room. Eden leant back in her chair, moving her legs apart, one hand caressing her inner thighs teasing herself. If he did this for her then she could get him to do anything and the thought of that made her squirm in her seat with excitement.

It was several minutes before Anthony appeared again in the webcam image. Eden laughed out loud as she saw the words Eden’s Bitch scrawled in red lipstick on his chest.

“Oh you are mine aren’t you bitch boy?” She purred, her hand moving between her legs to stroke her pussy.

“Yes Ma’am.” Anthony nodded his head, his voice hoarse. His cock was rock hard now and jutting from between his legs.

“Somebody looks like he’s enjoying himself.” Eden taunted. “Are you bitch? Do you want to touch your cock?”

“Yes please Ma’am.” Anthony’s sounded desperate already, his voice thick with arousal.

“Did anyone see you bitch?” Eden ignored his obvious begging for the moment. “Did they look through the window at you?”

“I… I don’t think so.” He replied.


“Shame. Well… there’s still time, isn’t there?” She giggled. “You know I’m recording all of this of course? I can’t wait to show it to my friends. Why don’t you dance for me again hmm bitch?”

Just like the night before, Anthony began to gyrate and dance at her command. Eden let the laughter bubble out of her, knowing that it only added to his humiliation and excitement. She saw the flush spread over his body, but his cock swelled harder than ever. Her fingers teased her moist sex as she watched her bitch dance to amuse her.

“Do you think your girlfriend would enjoy seeing you like this huh bitch?” She taunted him as he continued to dance. Anthony didn’t answer, but his cock twitched again. “Enough. Sit down.” Anthony obeyed, sitting himself back down at his computer.

“Put your hand on your prick.” She told him. His hand was instantly wrapped around his hard cock. “I bet you sit like this a lot don’t you bitch boy?” Anthony just moaned, jerking his cock enthusiastically.

“What’s your girlfriend’s email address?” Eden asked him.

“Why?” He paused his stroking, looking at the webcam with real worry in his eyes.

“Because I asked.” Eden snapped. “And if you want to keep that hand on your cock, you’ll tell me.” She watched nervously as he struggled with is conflicting desires. Had she finally hit his limit, pushed him too far? She was about to close the connection when an email address appeared in her chat window and she let out a peal of triumphant laughter.

Anthony moaned again, and she watched him squeeze his cock tighter, his hand moving up and down the swollen shaft, spreading his slick pre-cum over the shiny purple head.

“You’d better not cum.” She warned him, enjoying the power she held over him. “If you do Kim is getting an email from me.” Anthony just groaned, his hand moving faster and faster.

“She won’t be the only one either. I’ll email this video to everyone so they can all see what a pathetic, horny, slut you really are.” Eden continued, verbally humiliating him. “A desperate cock stroking bitch boy.”

She reached out and picked up her vibrator, rubbing the tip against her slick pussy as she watched Anthony’s hips thrusting up off the chair, his hand jerking his cock. She knew he couldn’t last much longer.

“Is that what you want bitch? For everyone to find out what a desperate pervert you are?”

Anthony let out a strangled moan as he lost control and ribbons of cum shot from his cock, landing out of the image. Eden turned on her vibrator, stifling her own moans as she watched Anthony panting, a last spurt of cum shooting from his cock.

“Well now.” She drawled. “Time to send some emails.”

“Please! No!” Anthony stared at the webcam in horror.

“I told you what was going to happen.” Eden taunted him dismissively.

“I’ll do anything. Anything at all. Please don’t email her.” Anthony gabbled obviously desperate. Eden was glad he couldn’t see the smile that crossed her face.

“Show me the cum stains.” She said, sliding the vibrator into herself. 

Anthony shot her a puzzled look, but obeyed, picking up the webcam and pointing it at the floor where several pools of white cum could be clearly seen.

“Lick it up.” Eden half gasped as she slid the vibrator in and out of her pussy. If she had been calmer she wouldn’t have dared to push him like this, but she was past caring about his feelings.

And he barely even hesitated, kneeling down on the floor, he pressed his head to the carpet. Eden bit her lip, moving her vibrator faster as she watched her bitch lick his own cum.


Also by Mark Adams:

Femdom Fantasies Collection #1 

Cuckolds, cream-pies, strapons and femdom humiliation.

It’s all here in this sizzling compilation of four erotic humiliation stories:

Serving Up My Dirty Little Secret - His wife is determined to tease his dirtiest fantasy out of him. And when she does, she sets out to make it happen. But does he really want her to serve him up a cream-pie? And just how far will she go to make it happen?

Cocksucker - Why does Brenda keep calling him a cocksucker? He’s never done anything with a guy. Okay, maybe he’s thought about it. But everyone does that, right? So why does Brenda offer to let him suck her boyfriend? It’s not like he’s going to…

Begging For It - Daniel’s arrogant treatment of the female students is tamed when he sets his sights one particular girl who isn’t impressed by his charms. She sets out to show him what it’s like to be fucked and used. Before she is finished with him, he is begging for it.

The Taste of Revenge - When his ex stops by for a booty call, he finds himself sinking deeper and deeper into humiliation and fetish. But how far will he let her drag him?

Femdom Fantasies Collection #1 gathers four hot erotic humiliation short stories into one bundle for you to enjoy. The stories include cream-pie humiliation, strap-on humiliation, dubious consent and gay humiliation

*    *    *    *    *

Panty Lover Collection #1 

Collecting four installments of the Panty Lover series:

1) I Bought Them for You - Kate buys some sexy new panties, but she doesn’t plan on wearing them.

2) A Present for You - Kate has a present delivered for Mark at his work, what could it be?

3) New Panties for Mark - Kate takes Mark shopping for more panties, but what will her friend Amy say?

4) Halloween Panties - Kate takes Mark out to a Halloween party all dressed up.

Available at Amazon
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