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A DATE WITH A DOMINATRIX

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Restraints / Teasing / Orgasm Denial / Vibrator

“Are you sure you’re ready for this?” Ali’s voice was low, almost a whisper, but it carried a weight that made Jim’s heart race.

She stood over him, her lace bra catching the dim light of the bedroom, her lips curved into a sly smile. He nodded, his wrists already bound to the bedposts with soft leather restraints, his mind swirling with anticipation and a hint of nervousness.

Ali leaned closer, her breath warm against his ear. “Good boy,” she murmured, her fingers tracing a slow, teasing line down his chest. Jim shivered, his cock already hard and aching for her touch. But Ali wasn’t in a hurry. She never was.

It had all started so innocently. Jim had swiped right on Ali’s profile on the dating app because she had a smile that seemed to promise something more. They’d exchanged a few messages—casual, flirty banter—and before he knew it, they were sitting across from each other at a cozy restaurant, the kind with soft lighting and a menu filled with dishes he couldn’t pronounce.

“So, what do you do for a living?” Jim had asked, halfway through his glass of wine. He’d meant it as small talk, but Ali’s answer had caught him off guard.

“I’m a professional dominatrix,” she’d said, her tone matter-of-fact, as if she were telling him she worked in accounting. Jim had blinked, unsure if he’d heard her correctly.

“Wait, like… a dominatrix dominatrix?” he’d asked, his voice rising slightly in disbelief. Ali had laughed, the sound rich and unapologetic.

“Yes, like a real one,” she’d replied, leaning forward slightly, her eyes locking onto his. “Does that scare you?”

Jim had shaken his head quickly, though he wasn’t entirely sure if that was true. “No, not at all. I’ve just… never met someone who does that before.”

Ali had smiled then, a slow, knowing smile that made something deep inside Jim stir. “Well, now you have.”

The rest of the dinner had flown by, the conversation flowing as easily as the wine. By the time the check came, Jim had found himself completely captivated by Ali—her confidence, her wit, her presence. When she’d suggested they continue the night at her place, he’d agreed without hesitation.

Now, here he was, lying on her bed, his body exposed and vulnerable, his pulse quickening with every second that passed. Ali’s hands were everywhere and nowhere, teasing him, testing him, making him burn with need.

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” she asked, her voice dripping with amusement as she watched him squirm beneath her touch.

“Yes,” Jim admitted, his voice hoarse. He wasn’t sure if it was the restraints or the way she was looking at him, but he felt a thrill of excitement he’d never experienced before.

Ali’s smile widened. “I thought so.”

She moved then, her fingers closing around his cock, her grip firm but not enough to push him over the edge. Jim groaned, his hips bucking instinctively, but the restraints held him firmly in place.

“Patience,” Ali chided, her tone playful but firm. “Good things come to those who wait.”

Jim’s breath hitched as she leaned down, her lips brushing against the sensitive skin of his inner thigh. He could feel her breath, warm and tantalizing, as it ghosted over his cock, and he bit back a moan.

“Please,” he begged, the word slipping out before he could stop it.

Ali chuckled softly, the sound sending a shiver down his spine. “Please what?” she asked, her voice a low purr.

“Please… touch me.”

Ali’s response was to take him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock in a way that made Jim’s entire body tense.

“Fuck,” he gasped, his hands clenching into fists as pleasure coursed through him. But just as quickly as she’d started, Ali pulled away, leaving him aching and desperate.

“Not yet,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Jim groaned in frustration, but part of him—the part that was quickly learning to trust Ali—was thrilled by the denial. It was a new sensation, one that heightened every touch, every breath, every moment.

Ali reached for something on the nightstand, and Jim’s eyes widened as she held up a small vibrator. “Ever tried one of these?” she asked, her voice casual, as if she were asking if he’d ever tried sushi.

Jim shook his head. “No.”

Ali’s smile was wicked. “You’re about to.”

She pressed the vibrator to the tip of his cock, and Jim’s entire body jerked at the sensation. It was intense, almost overwhelming, but in the best possible way. And then, before he could fully process what was happening, Ali was sliding the vibrator into his ass, the small device buzzing gently as she began to stroke his cock.

Jim’s head fell back against the pillows, a moan tearing from his throat as pleasure unlike anything he’d ever felt surged through him. It was too much and not enough all at once, and he could feel himself teetering on the edge, desperate for release.

“That’s it,” Ali whispered, her voice a soothing balm against the storm raging inside him. “Let go.”

And he did.

Jim came hard, his back arching off the bed as waves of ecstasy crashed over him. Ali rode him through it, her own pleasure evident in the way her body moved, the way her breath hitched, the way her eyes fluttered shut. When it was over, they both collapsed, the room filled with the sound of their ragged breathing.

Ali was the first to move, her fingers deftly undoing the restraints that held Jim in place. He watched her, still catching his breath, his mind reeling from what had just happened.

“So?” Ali asked, her tone light but her eyes serious. “What did you think?”

Jim hesitated, but only for a moment. “I think… I need to do that again.”

Ali’s smile was warm, almost maternal, but there was a glint of mischief in her eyes. “Next time,” she said, her voice a promise, “we’ll go even further.”

And for the first time in his life, Jim found himself eagerly looking forward to something he’d never even known he wanted.

THE EMPLOYER’S SOLUTION

FM / Femdom / Boss Employee / BDSM / Verbal Humiliation / Foot Fetish / Foot Worship / High Heels / Cunnilingus / Chastity

Duane’s heart pounded as he stood outside her office door, the glass walls revealing Amyna Johnson sitting rigidly at her desk, her sharp features carved into a frown. He didn’t need to knock; she had already seen him.

Her icy glare met his through the glass, and with a single, sharp motion of her hand, she beckoned him in. He swallowed hard, his throat dry, and stepped inside, the door clicking shut behind him like the final seal on his fate.

“Sit,” she commanded, her voice like a whip.

Duane obeyed instantly, sinking into the chair across from her. His knees felt weak, and he wondered if she could see him trembling.

She leaned forward, her hands steepled on the desk, her crimson nails gleaming like claws. “Do you have any idea how badly you’ve screwed up, Duane?”

He opened his mouth to speak, but she cut him off with a raised hand. “The proposal. The proposal, Duane. The one I explicitly told you had to be perfect. The one that could have landed us the biggest account this company has seen in years. And what did you do? You handed in something that looked like a high schooler’s first draft.”

“I—I’m sorry, Ms. Johnson,” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper. “I thought it was ready. I didn’t—”

“You didn’t think, Duane. That’s the problem.” She leaned back in her chair, her piercing gaze never leaving his face. “You’ve been distracted. Distracted by something, or someone. Care to enlighten me?”

Duane’s stomach churned. He shook his head, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. “N-no, Ms. Johnson. I—I’ve been focused. I swear.”

Amyna’s lips curved into a smirk, but there was no warmth in it. She reached for her mouse, clicking a few times on her computer. Then she turned the monitor toward him. Duane’s blood ran cold. On the screen was a list of websites—femdom porn sites. His browsing history. He’d been so stupid, using his work computer to look at porn.

“Care to explain this?” she asked, her voice low and dangerous.

Duane felt like the floor had given way beneath him. He couldn’t breathe. He couldn’t think. All he could do was stare at the screen, his face burning with shame.

“Well?”

“I… I…” He stumbled over his words, his mind racing for an excuse, but there was none. The evidence was right there, staring him in the face.

Amyna’s smirk widened, and she leaned forward again, her eyes burning with a mix of amusement and something else—something darker. “Do you like to be dominated, Duane? Do you like to be humiliated?”

His breath hitched. He couldn’t look at her, couldn’t bear to see the judgment in her eyes. But he couldn’t lie, either. Not now. Not with the truth laid bare before them. “Y-yes,” he whispered, his voice trembling. “I do.”

Amyna let out a low, throaty laugh, and it sent shivers down his spine. She stood, smoothing her pencil skirt as she rounded the desk. Duane’s heart raced as she stopped in front of him, her heels clicking sharply against the floor. “Get on your knees,” she ordered, her voice firm and commanding.

Duane hesitated for only a moment before sliding out of the chair and onto his knees before her. His eyes were level with her thighs, her legs encased in sheer black stockings. She crossed her arms, looking down at him with a mixture of disdain and amusement. “Kiss my feet,” she said, her voice dripping with authority.

His hands trembled as he reached for her foot, lifting it slightly. He pressed his lips to the toe of her stiletto, feeling the cool leather against his skin. He kissed it again, then moved to the heel, his tongue darting out to taste the smooth surface.

Amyna let out a soft hum of approval, and it sent a jolt of arousal through him. “Good boy,” she said, her voice low and sultry. “Now, beg me not to fire you.”

“Please, Ms. Johnson,” he whispered, his voice thick with desperation. “Please don’t fire me. I’ll do anything. Anything you want. I’ll—I’ll be better. I promise.”

She tilted her head, considering him for a moment. Then she reached down, unstrapping her heels and slipping them off. She placed one foot on the edge of the chair, her toes wiggling slightly. “Suck my toes,” she commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument.

Duane hesitated for only a moment before leaning forward, his lips closing around her big toe. He sucked gently, his tongue swirling around the soft skin. Amyna let out a soft moan, and it encouraged him to continue, moving to the next toe and the next. Her skin was soft, her toes perfectly manicured, and he found himself lost in the act, his own arousal growing with every sound she made.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her voice husky. “Now, lick my foot.”

He obeyed without hesitation, his tongue tracing a path along the arch of her foot, then up to her ankle. She let out another moan, her hand tangling in his hair, guiding him as he worshipped her. When he reached the top of her foot, she pulled away, her eyes dark with desire.

“Stand up,” she ordered, and he scrambled to his feet, his legs weak beneath him.

Amyna reached for the hem of her skirt, pulling it up to reveal her black lace panties. She hooked her thumbs into the sides, sliding them down her legs and stepping out of them. She tossed them onto her desk, then leaned back against it, spreading her legs.

“Eat me,” she said, her voice firm but tinged with need.

Duane’s knees nearly gave out again, but he forced himself to stay upright, stepping forward until his face was level with her pussy. He could smell her arousal, the scent heady and intoxicating. He leaned in, pressing his lips to her folds, his tongue darting out to taste her.

Amyna let out a low moan, her hands gripping the edge of the desk as he lapped at her, his tongue exploring every inch of her. He found her clit, circling it with the tip of his tongue, and she cried out, her hips bucking against his face.

“Yes,” Amyna breathed, her voice trembling. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

Duane obeyed, his tongue working her clit as his fingers slipped inside her, curling to find that spot that made her gasp. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, and he could feel her body tightening around his fingers. She was close. So close.

“Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice breaking. “Don’t you dare stop.”

He didn’t. He kept going, his tongue and fingers working in perfect harmony until she let out a scream, her body convulsing as she came, her juices gushing onto his face. He lapped at her greedily, drinking her in until she pushed him away, her chest heaving.

Amyna reached into her desk drawer, pulling out a small metal device. Duane’s eyes widened as he recognized it: a chastity cage.

She held it up, a wicked smile spreading across her face. “Unzip your pants,” she ordered, her voice firm. “Now.”

Duane’s hands trembled as he obeyed, unzipping his pants and letting them fall to the floor. His cock was hard, throbbing with need, but Amyna’s smile only widened.

She stepped forward, the chastity device in her hand. “This,” she said, her voice low, “will ensure that there are no more distractions from work. Do you understand?”

Duane nodded, his breath coming in short, shallow gasps. Amyna knelt before him, her hands expertly securing the device around his cock. It was tight, constricting, and he let out a soft whimper as she locked it in place.

She stood, holding the key in her hand, a triumphant smile on her face. “I’ll be holding onto this,” she said, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “And if you’re very good, maybe, just maybe, I’ll let you out.”

THE PATH TO SUCCESS

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Boss Employee / Age Gap / Older Woman / Paddling / Bondage / Restraints / Blow Job / Cunnilingus

Tom had always been driven. From the moment he graduated college with a degree in finance, he poured every ounce of energy into his new role as an investment banker. The hours were grueling, the expectations sky-high, but he thrived on the pressure. Or at least, he thought he did. That was until the day he was called into Kathleen Carter’s office.

Kathleen was everything Tom wasn’t. She was a woman in her forties, commanding and unapologetically dominant. Her presence alone could silence a room, and her reputation as the CEO of Carter Financial Solutions was second to none. When Tom stepped into her office, the air felt heavier, thicker. She sat behind her desk, her sharp gaze piercing through him as if she could see every insecurity he tried to bury.

“Close the door, Tom,” she said, her voice calm but firm. He obeyed, his heart pounding as he sat in the chair across from her. She leaned back, studying him with an intensity that made him shift uncomfortably. “Your performance has been… lacking.”

Tom blinked, caught off guard. Lacking? He’d been working late every night, taking on extra assignments, and even mentoring some of the newer hires. “Respectfully, Ms. Carter, I’ve been putting in the effort. I’m not sure what—”

She raised a hand, cutting him off. “It takes more than effort, Tom. More than good looks and ambition. It takes discipline. Focus. And, frankly, I’m not convinced you have what it takes.”

Her words stung, but there was something else in her tone—a teasing edge that made his stomach twist.

Kathleen stood, circling the desk until she was standing beside him. Her heels clicked against the floor, each step deliberate. “But,” she continued, a sly smile playing on her lips, “I’m willing to give you a chance. A… unique opportunity.”

Tom’s throat went dry. “What kind of opportunity?”

She leaned down, her face inches from his. Her perfume was intoxicating, a mix of something floral and musky. “Submission,” she said, her voice low and smooth. “Submit to me, and I’ll see to it that you get the promotion you’ve been working so hard for.”

His mind raced. Submission? It wasn’t a word he associated with success. But the way she said it—like it was a challenge, a test he couldn’t afford to fail—made something deep inside him stir.

Before he could respond, she straightened and gestured to her desk. “Stand up. Bend over.”

His body moved before his mind could process the command. He felt exposed, vulnerable, as he bent over the polished wood. The cool surface pressed against his stomach, and he heard her open a drawer. The sound of something firm and flat being retrieved made his pulse quicken.

She positioned herself behind him, her presence radiating authority. “You’re going to learn discipline, Tom. Starting now.”

The first strike of the paddle against his ass was sharp, sending a jolt of pain—and something else—through him. He gasped, gripping the edge of the desk.

“Count them,” she ordered, her voice steady.

Each spank was precise, deliberate, and as the count climbed higher, Tom found his body responding in ways he couldn’t explain. The sting of the paddle was almost… exhilarating. By the time she reached ten, he was panting, his cheeks flushed, and his cock straining against the fabric of his slacks.

Kathleen set the paddle aside and walked around to face him. Her eyes gleamed with satisfaction as she undid Tom’s belt and unzipped his pants. His cock sprang free, hard and throbbing.

She raised an eyebrow, a smirk tugging at her lips. “It seems you’re enjoying this more than you expected.”

Kathleen pushed him into a chair and produced a set of restraints from her desk drawer. Before Tom could protest—not that he would—she secured his wrists to the arms of the chair. He was completely at her mercy, and the thought sent a shiver down his spine.

Her hand wrapped around his cock, her touch firm but teasing. She stroked him slowly, her other hand tracing the edge of his jaw. “You’re learning, Tom,” she murmured, her voice soft but laced with authority. “Learning to let go. To trust me.”

His hips bucked involuntarily, and she chuckled, her grip tightening just enough to make him groan. She leaned down, her lips brushing against the head of his cock. Her tongue flicked out, tasting him, before she took him into her mouth. The sensation was overwhelming—her warm, wet mouth, the way her tongue swirled around him, the occasional scrape of her teeth that made him gasp.

Tom’s head fell back, his breath coming in short, ragged bursts. “Ms. Carter,” he moaned, his voice trembling. “Please, I—I can’t—”

She pulled back, her lips glistening. “Can’t what, Tom?” she teased, her hand still working him slowly. “Can’t handle it? Or can’t stop yourself from cumming?”

“Both,” he admitted, his cheeks burning. She laughed, low and husky, and resumed her torturous rhythm. It didn’t take long before he was on the edge, his body taut with anticipation.

“Go ahead,” she whispered, her breath hot against his skin. “Cum for me.”

His release was explosive, his hips jerking as he came in thick, hot spurts. Kathleen watched him with a satisfied smile, her hand milking him until he was spent. She untied the restraints, her touch surprisingly gentle as she helped him to his feet.

But she wasn’t done with him yet. She sat on the couch, her legs spread, her skirt hiked up to reveal her lace-clad pussy. “Lick me,” she commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument.

Tom hesitated for only a moment before sinking to his knees. He buried his face between her legs, his tongue tracing the outline of her clit through the fabric. She moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair as she ground against his face. “Good boy,” she purred, her voice thick with pleasure.

He pulled the fabric aside, his tongue finding her slick folds. She tasted sweet and salty, her arousal coating his tongue as he lapped at her. Her moans grew louder, her hips bucking against his mouth as she neared her climax.

“Don’t stop,” Kathleen gasped, her nails scraping against his scalp. When she came, her juices flooded his mouth, her body trembling with the intensity of her release.

Kathleen stood up from the couch, looking down at Tom, her eyes burning with desire. She took his hand, helping him to his feet. Then, she pulled him into a deep, passionate kiss, tasting herself on his lips. “You did well, Tom,” she murmured, her voice warm with approval.

As he stood to leave, she gave him a pat on the back, her eyes gleaming with promise. “That promotion is yours,” she said, her tone leaving no room for doubt. “But remember—submission is just the beginning. You have a lot to learn.”

Tom nodded, his mind still reeling from the experience. He walked out of her office, his body buzzing with a strange mix of exhilaration and apprehension. Kathleen’s words echoed in his mind, and he couldn’t help but wonder what lay ahead in this unexpected journey.

DOING IT DOGGY STYLE

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Puppy Play / Collar / Leash / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The tension in the room was thick, almost suffocating, as Eric stood frozen, his phone clutched in Kellie’s hand. Her sharp eyes scanned the screen, her lips pressing into a thin line as she read the incriminating texts. The air between them crackled with something unspoken, a mixture of anger and something else—something darker, more electric.

“So, this is how you treat me?” Kellie’s voice was low, dangerous.

Eric’s stomach twisted. He had always been drawn to her commanding presence, but now it felt overwhelming, like a storm about to break.

“Kellie, I—I didn’t mean for you to find out like this,” he stammered, his voice trembling. He hated the way he sounded, weak and guilty, but he couldn’t help it. She had that effect on him.

She stepped closer, her heels clicking against the hardwood floor. Her dress clung to her curves, the deep red fabric accentuating every inch of her body. She was breathtaking, and yet, at that moment, she was terrifying.

“You know what I think, Eric?” she said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. “I think you’ve been acting like a dog. Always sniffing around, always chasing after something you can’t have. Isn’t that right?”

He swallowed hard, his throat dry. “I’m sorry, Kellie. I’ll do anything to make it up to you.”

Her lips curled into a slow, predatory smile. “Anything? That’s a dangerous word, Eric. Are you sure you mean it?”

He nodded, his heart pounding in his chest. “Yes. Anything.”

Her eyes gleamed with a wicked spark, and she turned away, striding toward the closet. Eric watched, his breath shallow, as she rummaged through it. When she turned back, she held something in her hand—a thick, black collar with a silver buckle.

“If you’re going to act like a dog, then you’ll be treated like one,” she said, her voice firm, leaving no room for argument. “Strip. Now.”

His hands trembled as he obeyed, shedding his clothes until he stood naked before her. The cool air brushed against his skin, raising goosebumps. Kellie stepped closer, and he could feel the heat radiating from her body. She reached up, her fingers brushing against his neck as she fastened the collar around it. The leather was cool against his skin, and the weight of it sent a shiver down his spine.

“Sit,” she commanded.

To Eric’s surprise, he found himself lowering to the floor without hesitation. His knees hit the hardwood, and he looked up at her, his chest tightening with something he couldn’t quite name.

Eric had always felt a connection to canines. He’d grown up with several pet dogs, and he’d always enjoyed their companionship. As a child, he’d often fantasized about turning into a dog and running with the pack. Now, it seemed like Kellie saw the dog in him too.

“Roll over,” she said next, and his body moved before his mind could process what was happening.

He rolled onto his back, his heart racing, and he felt something else stirring—an undeniable arousal that he hadn’t expected.

Kellie’s lips curved into a satisfied smile. “Good boy,” she purred, her voice dripping with approval. She reached into the closet again, this time pulling out a leash. She clipped it to the collar and gave it a gentle tug. “Come.”

Eric crawled after her, his hands and knees pressing into the floor as she led him through the house. The leash tightened and loosened with each step she took, and he felt a strange sense of obedience wash over him. It was as if some part of him, some deep, hidden part, was waking up, embracing this new role.

When they reached the bedroom, Kellie sat on the edge of the bed, her legs crossed at the ankle. She looked down at him, her gaze sharp and assessing. “If you’re a good dog, you’ll get a reward,” she said, her voice low and seductive.

Eric’s breath hitched, and he nodded, his eyes wide.

She reached down, lifting the hem of her dress slowly, revealing the smooth skin of her thighs, the lacy edge of her panties. “Eat,” she commanded, her voice firm yet laced with promise.

He didn’t need to be told twice. He moved between her legs, his hands gripping her thighs as he buried his face in her. Her scent was intoxicating, and he groaned against her, his tongue lapping at her eagerly. She tilted her head back, a gasp escaping her lips as he worked her, his movements hungry, desperate.

“That’s it,” she moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer. “Good boy. Such a good dog.”

Her words sent a rush of pleasure through him, and he redoubled his efforts, driven by the need to please her. Her hips bucked against him, and he felt her thighs quiver as she came, her juices flooding his mouth. He drank her in, savoring the taste, the sensation of her pleasure on his tongue.

When she finally pulled him away, she was breathless, her chest rising and falling rapidly. She looked down at him, her eyes dark with desire. “You’ve earned your reward,” she said, her voice husky.

She turned, bending over the bed, her ass in the air, and Eric’s cock throbbed with anticipation. He moved behind her, his hands gripping her hips as he guided himself into her. She was warm, wet, and tight, and he groaned as he sank into her, his movements slow and deliberate at first, then growing more frantic as she urged him on.

“That’s it,” she moaned, her voice muffled by the bed. “Fuck me, Eric. Show me what a good dog you are.”

Her words sent him over the edge, and he thrust into her with renewed vigor, his hips slamming against hers. His breath came in ragged gasps, and he felt the heat building in his core, the tension coiling tighter and tighter until it finally snapped. He came with a groan, his release flooding her, and he collapsed against her, his body trembling.

Kellie turned her head, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “Good boy.”

The words lingered in the air, and Eric felt something shift between them. Something deeper, more primal. And as he lay there, spent and content, he knew that this was just the beginning.

CAUGHT CHEATING BY DOMINANT PROFESSOR

FM / Femdom / Teacher Student / BDSM / Verbal Humiliation / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation / Face Sitting / Cunnilingus

Chad’s heart thudded in his chest as he approached Dr. Dionne Hudson’s desk, his test clutched in his trembling hand. The fluorescent lights of the classroom seemed to buzz louder than usual, adding to the tension. She wouldn’t notice, he told himself, she couldn’t possibly know. He’d been careful, glancing at the answer key written on his water bottle only when he thought no one was looking.

But as he set the test down, her voice cut through the silence like a knife. “Chad,” Dr. Hudson said, her tone firm but calm, “let me see your water bottle.”

His stomach dropped. How? His plan had been perfect—or so he thought. The answers were scrawled in tiny, meticulous print on the label, nearly invisible unless you knew what you were looking for.

Chad hesitated, his mouth dry. “I—uh, why?” he stammered, trying to sound casual.

Her dark brown eyes locked onto his, unyielding. “Hand it over.”

Reluctantly, he passed her the bottle, his fingers brushing against hers in the exchange. She turned it over, her gaze narrowing as she spotted the incriminating text. For a moment, she said nothing, and the silence was unbearable.

“My office. Now,” she finally said, standing and grabbing her bag.

The walk to her office felt like a march to the gallows. Chad’s mind raced. She’s going to report me. I’m going to get expelled. He was already on academic probation; this would be the end of his college career.

The door clicked shut behind them, and Dionne gestured for him to sit in the chair across from her desk. She didn’t sit. Instead, she leaned against the edge of the desk, arms crossed, her expression unreadable.

“Dr. Hudson, please,” Chad started, his voice shaky, “I—I can explain. I was just—“

“Cheating,” she interrupted, her voice cool. “I saw you looking at that bottle the entire time. Did you really think I wouldn’t notice?”

He slumped in his seat, defeated. “I’m sorry. I just—I didn’t know what else to do. I’m going to fail out if I don’t pass this class.”

Dionne studied him for a long moment, her gaze piercing. Finally, she spoke again, her voice low and measured. “Here’s the deal, Chad. I’m not going to report you—if you agree to play my game.”

“Game?” he echoed, his brow furrowing. “What do you mean?”

A small, almost imperceptible smirk tugged at the corner of her lips. “Take out your cock.”

Chad froze, his mind scrambling to process what she’d just said. “W-what?”

“You heard me,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument. “Take it out.”

His face burned with humiliation, but he couldn’t refuse. Not with expulsion hanging over his head. Slowly, he unzipped his jeans and pulled out his half-hard cock, his hand trembling as he held it. Dionne’s gaze lingered for a moment, her expression unreadable. “Now stroke it.”

“I—I don’t—“ he started, but she cut him off with a sharp look.

“Do it.”

Chad hesitated, then obeyed, wrapping his fingers around his shaft and giving it a tentative tug. To his surprise, he felt himself hardening almost immediately, despite the awkwardness of the situation. What the hell is wrong with me? he thought, but he didn’t stop. His strokes became more confident, his breathing ragged.

“Faster,” Dionne instructed, her voice calm but commanding.

He obeyed, his hand moving in a steady rhythm. The room was silent except for the soft sound of skin on skin and his own shallow breaths. This is insane, he thought, but he couldn’t deny the heat building in his gut, the way his cock throbbed in his hand.

“Stop,” she said suddenly.

“Wh—what?” Chad stammered, his hand stilling. “But I’m—“

“I said stop,” she repeated, her tone brooking no argument. “Lie down on the floor.”

He hesitated, then slid off the chair and onto the carpet, his cock still hard and aching. Dionne stood, smoothing her skirt as she stepped around the desk. She looked down at him for a moment, her expression unreadable, then pulled up her skirt, revealing that she wasn’t wearing any panties. Chad’s breath caught in his throat as he stared at her bare pussy, glistening and inviting.

“Open your mouth,” she said, straddling his face.

He obeyed, his heart pounding as she lowered herself onto him. Her wetness smeared against his lips, and he instinctively began to lick, his tongue flicking against her clit.

Dionne moaned softly, one hand gripping the edge of her desk for balance. “Keep stroking your cock,” she ordered.

Chad’s hand returned to his shaft, jerking it in time with the movements of his tongue. The taste of her, the sound of her soft gasps, the feel of her thighs pressing against the sides of his face—it was overwhelming. His hips bucked involuntarily, his cock twitching in his hand. I’m not going to last, he thought, his strokes becoming frantic.

“Don’t you dare cum,” Dionne said, her voice breathy but firm. “Not until I say so.”

He groaned against her, trying to hold back, but it was almost impossible. His tongue worked faster, his hand tightening around his shaft. Dionne’s moans grew louder, her hips grinding against his face. “Good boy,” she murmured, her voice thick with pleasure. “Just like that.”

Finally, her body tensed, a low, shuddering moan escaping her lips as she came, her thighs clamping around his head. Only then did she say, “Now cum for me, Chad.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. With a strangled cry, he came, ropes of cum shooting onto his stomach and staining his jeans. His body went limp, spent and trembling. Dionne climbed off him, smoothing her skirt back into place. She looked down at him, her expression unreadable.

“Promise me you’ll never cheat again,” she said, her tone firm.

“I promise,” Chad gasped, still catching his breath.

She nodded. “Good. And if you’re willing to learn, I have a lot more to teach you.” She smiled faintly, a glint in her eyes that sent a shiver down his spine. “But that’s entirely up to you.”

THE SPORTS STAR AND HIS WIFE

FM / FFM / BDSM / Femdom / First Person / Threesome / Whipping / Teasing / Ball Gag / CBT / Blow Job / Hand Job / Face Sitting / Cunnilingus

The call came in on a Thursday afternoon. Rick. The name alone made my pulse quicken. He was a local legend, a hometown hero with the kind of charm that could make even the most jaded heart skip a beat.

When he asked if I could come over to his place for “a special request,” I didn’t hesitate. I wasn’t new to this game—sex work had taught me to expect the unexpected—but something about Rick felt different. Different in a way that made my stomach tighten with anticipation.

Laura gave me a knowing look as I slipped into my favorite black dress. “Don’t forget to charge extra for ‘special requests,’” she teased, winking.

But even as I laughed it off, I couldn’t shake the feeling that tonight would be anything but ordinary.

Rick’s house was exactly what you’d expect from a football star: sprawling, modern, and meticulously decorated. Framed jerseys and gleaming trophies lined the walls, each one a testament to his success.

Rick greeted me at the door with a warm smile, his blue eyes crinkling at the corners. “Brandi, right?” he said, extending a hand. His grip was firm, confident, and yet there was something… softer about him. Something almost vulnerable.

“You have a beautiful home,” I said as he led me through the living room, my heels clicking against the polished hardwood floors.

He murmured a polite thanks, but his focus seemed elsewhere. It wasn’t until we reached the bedroom that I understood why.

The room was spacious, immaculate, and dominated by a king-sized bed. But it was the equipment that caught my eye—leather restraints, a whip, a ball gag, all neatly arranged on a nearby dresser.

My breath hitched. This was his special request? I turned to face him, arching an eyebrow. “So… you’re into BDSM?”

He rubbed the back of his neck, looking almost bashful. “It’s… complicated,” he admitted. “I’ve been having these… desires. Submissive ones. I’ve never acted on them before, but I want to try.” His voice was steady, but I caught the flicker of uncertainty in his eyes. This wasn’t just a kink for him—it was uncharted territory.

I nodded slowly, taking it all in. “Okay,” I said, keeping my tone calm and professional. “We can explore that. But we need to establish boundaries first. What are your limits?”

His shoulders relaxed slightly at my response. “No permanent marks,” he said. “And… no humiliation outside of this room.”

“Fair enough.” I stepped closer, my gaze locking with his. “Take off your clothes. Lie down on the bed.”

He obeyed without hesitation, stripping off his shirt and jeans with practiced ease. His body was every bit as impressive as I’d imagined—toned, muscular, the kind of physique that made women swoon. But as he lay back on the bed, his hands clasped nervously over his chest, I saw him in a new light. Not as a celebrity, but as a man exposing his deepest secrets.

I unhooked my bra and slid out of my panties, leaving myself in nothing but stilettos. Then I picked up the whip, testing its weight in my hand. “Are you ready?” I asked, my voice low and commanding.

He nodded, his breath coming faster now. “Yes.”

The first strike landed across his chest, light but firm. He flinched, then let out a choked moan. “Harder,” he gasped, his voice tinged with desperation.

I obliged, cracking the whip again and watching as his skin reddened under the impact. His cock twitched, already rock-hard. He liked it.

Next, I fastened the leather restraints around his wrists and ankles, securing him to the bedposts. The ball gag came last, silencing his moans but not the hunger in his eyes.

I knelt beside him, running my nails lightly along his inner thigh. “You’re doing so well,” I purred, my fingers brushing against his shaft.

He bucked against the restraints, desperate for more, but I kept my touch feather-light. Teasing. Denying.

That’s when the door creaked open.

My head snapped up, my heart racing. Alexandra. Rick’s wife. She stood in the doorway, her arms crossed and her expression unreadable. For a moment, no one spoke. Then Rick tried to mumble something through the gag, his eyes wide with panic.

“Shut up,” Alexandra growled, stepping into the room.

She was stunning—tall, slender, with cascading blonde hair and piercing green eyes. And right now, she looked furious. She walked over to the bed, her gaze sweeping over the scene. Then, without warning, she slapped Rick’s balls—hard.

He yelped, a muffled sound of pain and arousal. Alexandra smirked, clearly enjoying his discomfort. She leaned down, biting his cock gently before moving to his balls. Her teeth grazed the sensitive skin, making him squirm helplessly.

“Join me,” she said, glancing up at me.

There was a challenge in her eyes, a demand for compliance. I hesitated for only a second before nodding, moving to kneel beside her. Together, we teased him with our tongues, licking and sucking in tandem. His moans grew louder, more frantic. Begging for release.

But we weren’t done yet. Alexandra climbed onto the bed, positioning herself over his face. “Lick,” she commanded, and he obeyed eagerly, his tongue working between her legs.

Alexandra rocked against Rick, her movements slow and deliberate, until she threw her head back with a sharp gasp. Her orgasm was loud, unrestrained, and utterly captivating.

Now it was my turn. I straddled his face, pressing my hips down until his tongue found my clit. He was skilled, his strokes precise and relentless. Pleasure coiled tightly in my core, building with every lick, every thrust of his tongue. I clamped my thighs around his head, grinding against him as the tension broke, sending waves of ecstasy crashing through me.

Alexandra watched intently, her hand wrapping around his cock. She stroked him slowly at first, then faster, her grip tightening as he neared the edge. “Cum,” she ordered, and he did, his body convulsing as streams of hot cum spurted onto her hand.

For a moment, the room was silent except for the sound of our ragged breaths. Then Alexandra stood, wiping her hand on a nearby towel. “Get dressed,” she said, her tone brisk but not unkind. We obeyed without question, pulling on our clothes in tense silence.

As I gathered my things, Rick finally spoke. “Alex… I’m sorry.”

She sighed, running a hand through her hair. “Don’t be. I knew about your… desires, Rick. I saw your internet browsing history. I just didn’t know how to bring it up.” She glanced at me, her expression softening. “Thank you. For helping him discover this side of himself.”

I nodded, unsure of what to say. As I left their luxurious home, my mind was spinning. Who would have thought that Rick, the hometown hero, was hiding such submissive desires? But then again, people were full of surprises. And tonight… tonight had been one hell of a surprise.

MEETING A PROFESSIONAL

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Sex Work / Hand Job / Blow Job / Teasing / Vibrator / Dildo / Anal

Dave’s hands trembled as he stood on the doorstep of the large suburban house. The air felt thick, like the weight of his decisions was pressing down on him. He had never done anything like this before. Never even considered it. But here he was, knuckles poised to knock on the door of a woman he only knew as Carrie. His heart raced, and he wondered if he could still turn back.

But Dave felt lonely in his marriage. His wife had rejected him years ago, in favor of their pool boy. His boss at the investment firm constantly belittled him, making his life miserable. This was his chance to finally be a man—get laid.

He started to knock on the door and then stopped himself. Damn it, he was so indecisive. The door swung open before he could make up his mind.

Standing before him was a woman who looked like she’d walked straight out of a fantasy. Her long, dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing a face with sharp, commanding features. Her eyes locked onto his, and Dave felt like he’d been stripped naked with just one look. She wore a sleek black robe that hugged her curves, leaving little to the imagination.

“You must be Dave,” she said, her voice low and velvety, yet laced with a tone that brooked no argument.

He nodded, his throat dry. “Yes. Hi—uh—Carrie, right?”

She arched an eyebrow, her lips curving into a smirk. “That’s me. Come in.”

Dave stepped inside, his shoes clicking against the polished hardwood floor. The house was immaculate, with modern décor that screamed power and control. He felt out of place, like a child wandering into an adult’s world. His eyes darted around, taking in the expensive furniture, the abstract art on the walls. Everything about this place screamed intimidation.

Carrie crossed her arms, her robe shifting slightly to reveal a hint of black leather underneath. “You have the money?”

“Oh, yeah. Right.” Dave fumbled with his wallet, his fingers clumsy as he pulled out the cash. His hands were shaking so badly that he nearly dropped it.

Carrie watched him with an amused expression, her gaze sharp and unrelenting. She plucked the money from his fingers, counting it with a practiced efficiency. “Good. Follow me.”

Dave trailed behind her, his heart pounding as she led him through the house. They descended a set of stairs into a basement that was nothing like he’d expected. The room was dimly lit, with soft red lighting that gave it an almost otherworldly feel. The walls were lined with shelves filled with equipment—ropes, paddles, restraints, and other things he couldn’t even name. In the center of the room was a leather bench, padded and ominously sturdy.

He froze in the doorway. “Uh… what’s all this?”

Carrie turned to him, her smirk widening. “Tools of the trade.”

Dave’s eyes widened. “BDSM stuff? I didn’t—I wasn’t looking for…”

She stepped closer, her presence commanding and overwhelming. “Relax, Dave. You’re here because you want to explore something new. Right?”

He hesitated, his mind spinning. He hadn’t come here for this. But there was something about the way she looked at him, the way she spoke, that made it impossible to refuse. “Yeah… I guess.”

“Good.” Without another word, she untied her robe and let it fall to the floor.

Dave’s breath hitched. She was wearing a black leather bra and panties that hugged her body like a second skin. Her curves were accentuated, her confidence radiating from every inch of her. She was stunning, and for a moment, he forgot how to breathe.

She stepped closer, her eyes locking onto his as her fingers found the zipper of his pants. Dave’s hands twitched at his sides, unsure what to do. In a matter of seconds, his pants were pooled at his feet, and her hand was wrapped around him, stroking him firmly.

He gasped, his head falling back as waves of pleasure shot through him. Her touch was electric, and he couldn’t help but moan.

“That’s it,” she purred, her voice sending shivers down his spine. “Just let go.”

Dave’s knees nearly buckled as she dropped to her knees, her lips closing around him. Her tongue swirled around the tip, teasing him with expert precision. He groaned, his hands instinctively reaching for her hair, but she grabbed his wrists, stopping him.

“No touching,” she said firmly, her voice muffled but still commanding.

He nodded, his mind foggy with desire. She continued, her movements slow and deliberate, drawing out every ounce of pleasure until he was trembling with need. Just as he felt himself on the edge, she pulled away, leaving him throbbing and desperate.

She stood, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “If you want to continue, you’ll have to get into the restraints.”

Dave blinked, his mind struggling to process her words. “Restraints? I—I don’t know…”

Carrie crossed her arms, her gaze piercing. “This is your choice, Dave. But if you want to experience everything I have to offer, you’ll do as I say.”

He hesitated, his heart racing. This wasn’t what he had imagined. But there was something about the way she looked at him, the way she spoke, that made it impossible to refuse. Slowly, he nodded.

She smiled, a predatory gleam in her eyes. “Good boy.”

She led him to the leather bench, guiding him to lie down on his back. His heart pounded as she fastened restraints around his wrists and ankles, leaving him completely at her mercy. The leather felt cool against his skin, and the sensation of being restrained was both terrifying and thrilling.

Carrie stepped back, admiring her handiwork. “Comfortable?”

Dave swallowed hard. “I guess.”

She chuckled, her fingers trailing along his chest. “You’re in good hands, Dave. Just relax and let me take care of you.”

He nodded, his body trembling with anticipation. Carrie reached for something on the shelf, and his eyes widened when he saw the vibrator in her hand. She turned it on, the low hum filling the room, and brought it to the tip of his cock, teasing him with light, deliberate strokes.

Dave moaned, his body arching as the vibrations sent shockwaves of pleasure through him. “Oh god… that feels amazing.”

She smirked, her movements slow and deliberate. “You like that, don’t you?”

“Yes… please…”

She continued to tease him, bringing him to the edge only to pull away, denying him release. His body was on fire, every nerve screaming for relief. “Please… let me cum…”

Carrie shook her head, her smirk turning into a wicked grin. “Not yet.”

She set the vibrator aside and reached for something else—a dildo, long and thick, with a smooth black surface. Dave’s eyes widened when he saw her coat it with lube, his heart pounding in his chest.

“W-wait… what are you doing?”

She leaned over him, her breath hot against his ear. “Trust me, Dave. You’re going to love this.”

Before he could protest, he felt the cool tip of the dildo pressing against him. His body tensed, but Carrie’s hand on his chest kept him still. “Relax,” she commanded, her voice firm.

He took a deep breath, trying to calm his nerves. Slowly, she pushed the dildo inside him, the sensation unfamiliar but not unpleasant. He gasped, his body instinctively clenching around it.

“That’s it,” she purred, her hand stroking his cock as she began to move the dildo in and out. “Just let go, Dave. Feel it.”

The combination of sensations was overwhelming, and soon, he was moaning uncontrollably, his body writhing against the restraints. Carrie’s movements became more forceful, driving the dildo deeper into him with each thrust.

“Oh god… I’m…”

She smirked, her fingers tightening around him. “Cum for me, Dave.”

With a cry, he came, his body convulsing as waves of pleasure crashed over him. Carrie watched him with a satisfied smile, her movements slowing as she helped him ride out his climax.

When it was over, she released the restraints, stepping back to admire her work. Dave lay there, his mind spinning, his body still trembling from the intensity of it all.

Carrie handed him a towel, her smirk returning. “Still think you’re not into BDSM?”

He took the towel, his hands still shaking. “I… I don’t know what just happened.”

She chuckled, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “You explored something new. And from the looks of it, you enjoyed yourself.”

Dave nodded, his mind still reeling. “Yeah… I guess I did.”

She leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear. “Good. Because I’m not done with you yet.”

Dave’s heart raced as she walked away, her words lingering in the air like a promise.

EXPOSED AT THE SUPERMARKET

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Verbal Humiliation / Small Penis Humiliation / Blackmail / Strip Search / Handcuffs / Spanking / Cunnilingus

“You think I’m stupid?” Andrea’s voice cut through the air like a whip, her sharp eyes lingering on Damien’s nervous face. Her lips curled into a mocking smirk as she looked up at the security footage displayed on the monitor. “You shoved that bread under your jacket like you were in some amateur heist movie. Pathetic.”

Damien swallowed hard. His heart pounded in his chest, his palms already slick with sweat. This was bad. This was so, so bad. He glanced at the door, but Andrea was blocking it, her arms crossed over her chest. She was tall, commanding, and her presence filled the small back office of the grocery store.

He had never felt smaller in his life. “I—I’m sorry,” he stammered, wringing his hands. “I’ll put it back. I’ll pay for it. Just… please don’t call the cops.”

Andrea’s laugh was low and derisive. She stepped closer to him, her heels clicking sharply against the tile floor. “Oh, Damien,” she purred, “you’re begging already? How very predictable of you.”

She reached out, her fingers brushing against his jacket, and he froze. With a practiced, almost casual motion, she pulled the stolen loaf of bread out from under his arm. She tossed it onto the desk with a thud, her eyes never leaving his. “What else do you have, huh? Let’s see it.”

Damien hesitated. His mind raced, trying to find a way out of this, but there was none. Andrea was in control, and they both knew it. Reluctantly, he unzipped his jacket and pulled out the can of soup and the packet of instant noodles he had tucked away. His cheeks burned with shame as he placed them on the desk. He couldn’t bring himself to look at her.

Andrea shook her head, her lips curling with disdain. “Pathetic,” she repeated, her voice dripping with contempt. She walked around him, her heels clicking with each step, her gaze sweeping over him like she was sizing him up. When she spoke again, her tone was icy and deliberate. “Strip.”

Damien’s head snapped up, his eyes wide with shock. “What?”

“You heard me. Strip,” Andrea commanded, her voice firm and unyielding. “I need to make sure you’re not hiding anything else.”

His face flushed crimson, and for a moment, he considered bolting for the door. But Andrea’s gaze was like a weight pressing him down, and he couldn’t move. Slowly, he began to remove his jacket, his hands trembling. He set it on the desk, then hesitated.

Andrea raised an eyebrow, her expression challenging. “Everything.”

Damien’s heart was a wild drumbeat in his chest. He couldn’t believe this was happening. He unbuttoned his shirt, revealing his thin, pale torso, and let it fall to the floor. His jeans were next, and then his boxers. He stood there, completely exposed, his arms crossed over his chest in a futile attempt to preserve some semblance of dignity.

Andrea’s eyes trailed down his body, and he felt his face burn even hotter. Her gaze lingered on his small, flaccid penis, and she let out a low, mocking chuckle. “Wow,” she said, her voice full of amusement. “I wasn’t expecting that.”

Damien wanted to disappear. He had always been self-conscious about his size, and having Andrea laugh at him made it a thousand times worse. But as she stepped closer, her heels clicking ominously, he felt something else stirring inside him, something he didn’t want to acknowledge. No, no, no. This can’t be happening.

Andrea reached out, her fingers curling under his chin, forcing him to look up at her. “You’re so pitiful,” she said, her voice soft but laced with cruelty. “But I suppose that makes you the perfect little submissive, doesn’t it?”

Damien’s breath hitched. He didn’t know what to say. His mind was a whirlwind of shame, fear, and something else—something that made his stomach clench with anticipation. Andrea’s touch was firm but not unkind, and her eyes held a strange intensity that he couldn’t look away from.

She stepped back and gestured to the desk. “Bend over.”

He hesitated, but the sharp look in her eyes made him comply. He leaned over the desk, his palms splayed against the cool surface. He felt utterly vulnerable, his backside exposed to her gaze. Andrea’s heels clicked as she walked around the desk, and he heard her rummaging through a drawer. When she returned, she was holding a pair of handcuffs.

Damien’s heart leapt into his throat. He opened his mouth to protest, but before he could say anything, Andrea grabbed his wrists and cuffed them to the desk. The cold metal bit into his skin, and he was trapped.

Andrea leaned down, her breath hot against his ear. “You’re going to take your punishment like a good boy, aren’t you?”

He nodded, his throat too tight to speak. And then came the first spank.

The sound of her hand hitting his bare skin echoed through the office, and Damien gasped at the sharp sting. Andrea didn’t hold back. She spanked him again and again, each stroke sending a jolt of pain through him. But strangely, the pain was mixed with something else—something that made his body respond in ways he didn’t expect. By the time she stopped, he was hard, his small penis throbbing with arousal.

Andrea stepped back, her breathing slightly uneven. She unlocked the handcuffs and pulled him upright, her eyes raking over his body. “Well,” she said, her lips curling into a smirk, “it seems I’ve found a way to make you useful.”

Damien was still reeling from what had just happened. His mind was a chaotic mess of emotions, but one thing was clear—he didn’t want it to stop. Andrea sat on the edge of the desk, her skirt riding up her legs. She spread them, her gaze fixed on him. “Get on your knees,” she commanded.

He obeyed without hesitation, dropping to his knees in front of her. Andrea leaned back on her elbows, her expression one of pure dominance. “Go on,” she said, her voice low and husky. “Eat me out.”

Damien’s hands trembled as he pushed her skirt up further, exposing her bare pussy. He hesitated, but her sharp “Now” spurred him into action.

He leaned in, his tongue tentatively flicking against her clit. Andrea’s breath hitched, and she tangled her fingers in his hair, guiding him with firm tugs. He lapped at her eagerly, his tongue exploring every inch of her, spurred on by her moans and the way her hips moved against his mouth.

When she came, it was with a shuddering gasp, her grip on his hair tightening almost painfully. Damien pulled back, panting, his face glistening with her arousal.

He looked up at her, his eyes wide and pleading. “Are you… are you still going to call the police?”

Andrea laughed, a low, throaty sound that sent a shiver down his spine. “No,” she said, her fingers brushing against his cheek in a mockingly gentle gesture. “But you’re mine now. Understood?”

Damien nodded, his heart racing. He should have been terrified, but all he felt was a strange, undeniable thrill. Andrea smiled, her eyes gleaming with a predatory light. “Good. Now get dressed. You have a lot to learn.”

LOCKED UP BEHIND BARS

FM / Femdom / Prison / BDSM / Golden Shower / Humiliation / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation / Chastity

Derek had always been a rule-follower. He paid his bills on time, kept his lawn tidy, and never so much as jaywalked. But one mistake—just one oversight in his tax filings—had landed him in federal prison. The irony wasn’t lost on him. He wasn’t a criminal. He wasn’t dangerous. Yet here he was, sitting on the edge of his bunk in a cold, gray cell, surrounded by men who looked like they’d been carved out of granite and hardened by years of bitterness.

The first few days were a blur. Derek kept his head down, avoided eye contact, and tried to blend into the background. But it didn’t take long for the other inmates to notice him. They smelled his fear, his naivety, like blood in the water. By the third day, they were already circling, demanding money Derek didn’t have, threatening things he couldn’t bear to imagine.

Desperate, he turned to the only person who might be able to help: Warden Marie Clark. She was a woman who commanded respect, even from the hardest of criminals. Her presence was like a storm cloud—dark, looming, and impossible to ignore. When Derek requested a meeting, he wasn’t sure she’d even grant it. But to his surprise, she did.

Her office was stark, almost as cold as the cell he’d just left. The walls were bare, save for a single framed photo of her standing stiffly beside a government official. She sat behind her desk, her hands folded neatly in front of her, her expression unreadable.

“Sit,” she said, her voice cutting through the silence like a whip.

Derek obeyed, perching on the edge of the chair across from her. He opened his mouth to speak, but she beat him to it.

“You’re the tax evader, aren’t you?” she asked, her tone flat.

Derek flinched. “I-I made a mistake. I didn’t mean to—”

“Doesn’t matter what you meant to do,” she interrupted, leaning forward slightly. “You did the crime. Now you’re here. That’s how it works.”

Derek’s stomach churned. He wasn’t sure what he’d expected—sympathy, maybe? Understanding? Whatever it was, he wasn’t getting it. “I… I need help,” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper. “The other inmates, they’re… they’re targeting me. I can’t…”

Marie leaned back in her chair, studying him like a scientist examining a lab specimen. “And what do you expect me to do about it?”

“Protect me,” Derek pleaded, his voice cracking. “Please. I’ll do anything.”

The corner of Marie’s mouth twitched—just the faintest hint of a smile. “Anything?” she repeated, her tone softening in a way that made Derek’s skin crawl.

He nodded quickly, desperate. “Yes. Anything.”

Marie stood, her movements deliberate and unhurried. She rounded the desk, stopping just inches from Derek’s chair. He could smell her perfume—something sharp and floral, with an undertone of something darker, more primal.

“Stand up,” she ordered.

Derek obeyed, his legs trembling beneath him. Marie was tall, nearly as tall as he was, and her presence was overwhelming. She reached out, her fingers brushing against his cheek in a gesture that could have been mistaken for tenderness if not for the coldness in her eyes.

“You’re going to be my pet,” she said, her voice low and steady. “You’re going to do exactly as I say, when I say it. And in return, I’ll keep you safe. Do you understand?”

Derek swallowed hard. He didn’t understand, not really, but he nodded anyway. “Yes,” he whispered.

“Good,” Marie said, stepping back. “Follow me.”

She led him through a maze of corridors, deeper into the prison than Derek had ever been. The air grew colder, the walls more decrepit. Finally, they stopped in front of a heavy metal door. Marie unlocked it with a key from her belt, ushering Derek inside.

The room was dimly lit, the only light coming from a single bulb hanging from the ceiling. The walls were lined with shelves, each one filled with objects Derek couldn’t quite identify—leather straps, metal chains, and things he couldn’t even name. In the center of the room was a table, its surface gleaming under the harsh light.

“Strip,” Marie commanded, her voice echoing off the bare walls.

Derek hesitated, his hands trembling at his sides. “I… what?”

“You heard me,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument. “Take off your clothes. All of them.”

Derek’s heart pounded in his chest, but he obeyed, fumbling with the buttons on his shirt, the zipper on his pants. When he was fully naked, he stood there, his arms crossed over his chest, his body shivering from the cold—or maybe from fear.

“On your knees,” Marie said, her voice softer now, almost soothing.

Derek sank to his knees, the cold floor biting into his skin. Marie stepped in front of him, her heels clicking against the concrete. She reached down, lifting her skirt just enough to reveal the lace edge of her panties.

Derek’s breath caught in his throat. He wasn’t sure what was happening, but he knew he couldn’t look away.

And then, to his utter shock, she started to piss.

The warm stream hit his chest, his stomach, his thighs. It was humiliating, degrading, and yet… something about it sent a jolt of arousal through him. He couldn’t help it—he was hard, his cock straining against his belly.

Marie noticed, of course. She always noticed. “Look at you,” she taunted, her voice dripping with mockery. “Pathetic little man, getting off on this. Go on. Jerk off for me.”

Derek’s face burned with shame, but he obeyed, his hand wrapping around his cock. He stroked himself slowly, his eyes locked on Marie’s face. She watched him with a predatory gleam in her eyes, her lips curling into a cruel smile.

“That’s it,” she purred. “Show me how much you need this.”

Derek’s breath came in short, ragged gasps. He was close, so close, but just as he was about to tip over the edge, Marie stopped him.

“No,” she said sharply, her voice cutting through the haze of arousal. “You don’t get to cum. Not yet.”

Before Derek could protest, she reached into one of the shelves, pulling out a sleek black device. It took him a moment to realize what it was—a chastity cage.

“From now on, this is where you belong,” Marie said, fitting the device around his cock with practiced ease. The cold metal bit into his skin, a constant reminder of his submission. “You won’t be allowed to cum until I say so. And that won’t be until you’re released from this place.”

Derek’s chest heaved as he tried to catch his breath. He should have been horrified, disgusted even. But instead, he felt a strange sense of… anticipation. He was Marie’s now, body and soul. And for the first time since he’d arrived in this hellhole, he felt safe.

“Go back to your cell,” Marie said, her voice soft but firm. “I’ll come for you when I’m ready.”

Derek nodded, his body trembling as he stood. He dressed quickly, the chastity cage a constant, unignorable presence. As he walked back to his cell, he couldn’t help but wonder what Marie had in store for him next.

And, to his surprise, he found himself looking forward to it.

CAUGHT MASTURBATING BY HER BOSS

FF / Femdom / Lesbian / BDSM / Masturbation / Boss Employee / Bondage / Gag / Teasing / Vibrator / Dildo

The room was thick with the scent of desire, a heady mix of sweat and arousal that clung to the air like a fog. Avriana stood at the threshold of Praise's bedroom, her heart pounding in her chest. Her black and white maid uniform hugged her petite frame, accentuating her tan skin and big brown eyes. Her long dark hair was pulled into a neat ponytail.

The bedroom door had been left slightly ajar, and she had thought it best to check if anything needed attending to before her boss returned. But what she found instead was an unsettlingly intimate tableau.

Avriana had been working as Praise’s housekeeper for several years. Gradually, she’d developed a crush on the sophisticated and sensual older woman, a secret infatuation, a forbidden attraction that she tried to suppress. Praise was the host of frequent lesbian orgies and sex parties with her fabulous friends—gatherings which Avriana, the lowly housekeeper, was never invited to. However, Avriana had to clean up the mess afterwards.

Avriana was becoming more and more curious about Praise’s lifestyle. She looked around the room, imagining the sex acts that must have taken place in there.

Dirty panties lay discarded on the floor, a testament to the intensity of the previous night's activities. A used dildo lay amidst the tangled sheets, glistening with residual fluids. Silk scarves were still tied tightly around the bedposts, remnants of restraints. A bottle of lube sat casually on the nightstand, as if waiting for the next session. The sheets were soaked, clinging to the mattress, evidence of a passion that had run wild.

Avriana's breath quickened. Here, in this room, all barriers seemed to dissolve. She felt a surge of liquid heat between her legs, a tingling that spread from her core to her limbs. Without thinking, she reached down and touched herself through her uniform, feeling the dampness already gathering there.

Her eyes darted to the door, ensuring it was closed. Then she slipped out of her clothes, casting them aside with abandon. Naked, she climbed onto the bed, sinking into the warm fabric that still held Praise's essence. She picked up one of the silk scarves, bringing it to her nose, inhaling deeply. The smell was intoxicating, a blend of Praise's perfume and the musk of arousal.

Avriana's fingers trembled as she reached for the dirty panties, lifting them to her face. She closed her eyes and breathed in, savoring the aroma. It was both familiar and foreign, arousing her in ways she had never experienced. Her hand moved lower, finding the wetness of her own pussy. She moaned softly, her fingers exploring her sex, imagining it was Praise's touch.

Next, she picked up the dildo, its surface still sticky with Praise's juices. She brought it to her lips, tasting the residue, letting it slide between her lips. The flavor was electric, sending shivers down her spine. With her free hand, she resumed her exploration, her fingers working in rhythm with her mouth, sucking and licking the dildo with growing urgency.

She was lost in the fantasy, her body arching, her moans throatier with each passing moment. The world outside this room ceased to exist; there was only the bed, the lingerie, the dildo, and the intoxicating memory of Praise's presence. She could almost feel the sophisticated older woman’s hands on her, guiding her, commanding her.

Suddenly, a loud voice started Avriana from her pleasure. “Da fucks goin’ on here?”

Avriana's head snapped up, her eyes wide with panic. Praise stood at the doorway, her expression a mixture of shock and amusement. Her ebony skin glowed under the dim light, her long black hair cascading over her shoulders. She wore a black lace top that hugged her curves seductively, paired with a leather mini skirt that accentuated her tall, statuesque frame.

Avriana's heart raced, her mind scrambling for an explanation. “I was just cleaning, Miss Praise,” she stammered, trying to cover herself with the sheet. “I didn't know you'd be back so soon.”

Praise stepped closer, her high heels clicked crisply on the floor. Her gaze swept over Avriana’s body, finally resting on the small toy in her hand still wet with liquid. A wicked smile curled at the corner of her mouth.

“Oh, really?” Praise asked, voice was low and commanding. “You were cleaning my dildo with your mouth?” Her eyes sharpened, as if they could pierce through Avriana’s soul.

Avriana’s face flushed red, a mix of shame and fear. She wanted to explain, but her throat felt blocked, unable to make a sound. She could only lower her head, unable to meet Praise’s eyes.

Praise walked to the bed, leaning in close to Avriana’s face. “Baby girl, ”she whispered, “If you wanna keep working here, you’re gonna have to learn how to submit.”

Avriana’s heart skipped a beat, both fearful and anticipatory. She knew she was in an irreversible situation. She might even lose her job, but the desire for Praise overwhelmed her senses.

Praise reached out, taking the small toy from Avriana. Her fingers lightly caressed the residue on it. “It seems you like this,” she said, holding the toy up to Avriana’s face. “Open your mouth.”

Avriana hesitated for a moment, then slowly opened her mouth. Praise placed the toy in her between her lips, letting her continue to suck on it. Meanwhile, Praise’s fingers began to roam over Avriana’s bod. Each time she touched a sensitive spot, Avriana would involuntarily shudder.

“You like that, baby?” Praise asked, her tone laced with a hint of mockery. “Or do you wanna be licked?”

Avriana closed her eyes, feeling the pleasure of Praise’s fingers roaming over her skin. She didn't know how to respond. She could only silently admit it in her heart. Yes, she loved every second of it.

Praise grabbed the silk scarves that lay strewn about the floor. Avriana knew what was coming as Praise began tying her wrists to the bed posts. Praise's dark eyes glinted with satisfaction as she secured the final knot in the silk scarf, binding Avriana in a helpless position.

Praise placed a gag between Avriana’s lips, securing it tightly. The room was filled with the soft rustle of fabric and the muffled moans escaping through the gag stuffed into Avriana's mouth. Praise admired her handiwork, ensuring that Avriana was completely at her mercy.

“Damn, girl, you sure look good like that,” Praise purred, her voice a sultry whisper that sent shivers down Avriana's spine. She trailed a finger along Avriana's collarbone, tracing the delicate line until it dipped between her breasts. “Ready for more?”

Avriana's eyes widened with anticipation, her body trembling with a mix of fear and excitement. She nodded eagerly, her silent plea for more evident in her desperate gaze.

Praise chuckled softly and reached for the vibrator on the nightstand. She turned it on, the low hum filling the room as she pressed it against Avriana's inner thigh. The sensation was electric, causing Avriana to arch her back and strain against her restraints. Praise watched with amusement, deliberately drawing out the moment by moving the vibrator closer and closer to Avriana's clit but never quite reaching it.

“Aww, so close,” Praise mused, her tone dripping with delight. “Do you wanna cum? Or should I keep teasing you?”

“Mmm, mmm,” Avriana whimpered behind the gag, her body screaming for release. Avriana's hips bucked involuntarily, her frustration growing with each passing second.

“What’s that? I can’t hear you,” asked Praise, taunting Avriana as she denied her the climax she craved. “You said, keep teasing?”

Praise was in no hurry. She loved the power she held over Avriana, the way her touch could drive her housekeeper to the brink of madness. With a wicked grin, Praise finally brought the vibrator to Avriana's clit, circling the sensitive spot with tantalizing precision. Avriana's breath hitched, her entire body tensing as waves of pleasure began to ripple through her. Praise increased the  intensity, watching with rapt attention as Avriana's moans grew louder, her eyes fluttering closed in ecstasy.

But just as Avriana felt herself on the verge of climax, Praise abruptly pulled the vibrator away. Avriana's eyes snapped open, pleading with Praise to continue. But Praise shook her head, her expression one of indulgent cruelty.

"Not yet," she whispered, leaning in to capture Avriana's nipple between her teeth. She bit down gently, eliciting a sharp gasp from her captive. "I want to hear you beg."

Avriana's mind raced, torn between the need to submit and the desire to resist. She realized her job might be on the line, if she didn’t perform well for Praise. But her body betrayed her, responding instinctively to Praise's commands. She struggled to form words around the gag, her muffled pleas barely intelligible.

Praise's laugh was soft and mocking. "Good girl," she murmured, her fingers trailing down to Avriana's swollen pussy. She delved two fingers inside, crooking them expertly to find that sweet spot that would drive Avriana wild.

Avriana's hips rocked against Praise's hand, her moans growing louder and more urgent. She could feel the pressure building again, the need for release gnawing at her insides. But Praise had other plans. With a firm grip, she withdrew her fingers and replaced them with her lips and tongue.

The sensation of Praise's warm, wet mouth on her most sensitive flesh was almost too much to bear. Avriana writhed against her bonds, her body spasming with the effort to hold back the tidal wave of pleasure threatening to drown her. Praise's tongue flicked and swirled, commanding every nerve ending in Avriana's pussy to come alive.

“Baby girl, you taste so good,” Praise breathed against Avriana's flesh, her voice thick with arousal.

Avriana could barely think straight, her mind a haze of pleasure and submission. She could feel herself slipping deeper into Praise's web, entranced by the woman who held her so firmly in her grasp. Every lick, every nibble, sent shocks of pleasure coursing through her body.

Praise's hands returned to the nightstand, retrieving the dildo once more. It gleamed in the dim light, a testament to the hours of enjoyment it had provided. Without preamble, Praise positioned the toy at Avriana's entrance and thrust forward, burying it deep inside her.

Avriana cried out, her body shuddering with the force of the impact. Praise wasted no time, pumping the dildo in and out of Avriana with relentless fervor. Each thrust was met with a moan of approval, Avriana's hips lifting off the bed to meet the thick rod.

“Such a good little whore,” Praise taunted, her voice husky with passion. “You love being my toy.”

Avriana could only nod, too lost in the throes of pleasure to respond verbally. Praise's words were fuel to her fire, stoking the flames of her desire until they burned white-hot. She could feel herself teetering on the edge once more, her climax hovering just out of reach.

Determined to push her over the precipice, Praise pressed her finger against Avriana's asshole, slowly sliding inside. The added sensation was almost too much to bear, sending Avriana spiraling into a frenzy of need and longing. Avriana's heart pounded in her chest, her resolve crumbling under Praise's unrelenting pressure.

"Please..." Avriana managed to choke out, her voice breaking with desperation. "Please, let me come..."

As Praise’s finger teased Avriana’s ass, the dildo stretched the walls of her pussy. With one deep thrust, Avriana lost control, her juices flowing all over the bed. Avriana’s muscles contracted around the dildo, grasping it hard, as her eyes rolled back in sheer delight. Avriana had never had such an intense sexual experience.

“Submit to me,” whispered Praise, her voice hypnotic. “And I can make you cum like this all the time.”

“Yes... yes!” she cried out, her voice muffled by the gag but unmistakable in its desperation. “I’m yours.”

Praise's lips curled into a satisfied smile. She pulled the gag from Avriana’s mouth. “We have a lot more training to do,” she explained with a mysterious look in her eyes.

Avriana nodded, her heart racing with excitement.

“You’ll have to obey me,” Praise warned, looking stern. “This ain’t a game, Avriana.”

“I will,” Avriana promised, sealing her fate.

“And by the way, don’t ever use my toys again without permission,” Praise added, a wicked smile spreading across her face.

Praise gave Avriana a kiss, before getting up to get dressed. She left Avriana to clean up the mess they’d made, saying she’d be back later.

Avriana couldn’t wait to find out what would happen next. She knew she’d changed her relationship with Praise, forever, putting her employment in jeopardy. However, Avriana didn’t care. Although she was taking a treacherous path, she was eager to submit to her boss.

KAREN’S FOOT DOMINATION

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Foot Fetish / High Heels / Verbal Humiliation / Blackmail / Trampling / Shoe Licking / Face Sitting / Cunnilingus

The bell above the door jingled, snapping James out of his daze. He looked up from the counter, his heart skipping a beat as the most stunning woman he’d ever seen walked in. She wasn’t just beautiful—she was commanding.

Her long, dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, and her tight black dress clung to her curves like it was painted on. Her stiletto heels clicked sharply against the tile floor, echoing with every step. James immediately felt underdressed in his grease-stained polo shirt and apron that reeked of pepperoni.

“Hi,” she said, her voice smooth but laced with something sharp. “I’m here to pick up a pizza. The name’s Karen.”

James fumbled with the order screen, his fingers trembling. “Oh, uh, right. One large pepperoni. Just came out of the oven.” He turned to grab the box, his palms sweating.

As he handed it to her, he felt a surge of nervous courage. Maybe Karen would be willing to go out on a date with him? This might be his only chance. “I, uh… I was wondering if maybe you’d want to, um… go out sometime? Maybe for coffee or—”

Karen’s expression darkened in an instant. Her perfectly sculpted eyebrows arched, and her lips curled into a sneer. “Excuse me?” she spat, her voice cutting through the air like a whip. “You think I’d date someone who works at a pizza shop? Do I look like I scrape the bottom of the barrel?”

James’s face burned. He stammered, “I—I make ten dollars an hour, plus tips. I—”

“Oh, ten bucks an hour?” Karen sneered, her tone dripping with mockery. “How impressive. You must be drowning in cash.” She leaned closer, her perfume overwhelming him. “Let me guess—you live in your mom’s basement, too? Or maybe you’ve got a sweet little efficiency apartment that smells like stale bread and regret?”

James swallowed hard, his throat dry. “I—I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to—”

“I want to speak to the manager,” Karen interrupted, her voice rising.

“I—I am the manager,” James whispered, his voice barely audible.

Karen’s eyes narrowed. “Then I want to speak to corporate. This is sexual harassment. You think you can just proposition a woman like some kind of desperate creep? I’ll see to it that you’re fired.”

James’s stomach dropped. His mind raced, panic setting in. “Please, I—I didn’t mean anything by it. I just thought—I’m so sorry. Please don’t call corporate. I—I’ll do anything.”

Karen tilted her head, a wicked smile spreading across her face. “Anything?” she repeated, her voice low and dangerous.

James nodded frantically, his heart pounding.

Karen’s smile widened. “Let’s take this to the back office.”

James hesitated, but Karen’s glare forced him to comply. He led her to the small, cluttered office at the back of the shop. The door clicked shut behind them, and Karen turned to face him, her arms crossed.

“Strip,” she ordered.

James blinked, his mouth hanging open. “W-what?”

“You heard me,” Karen said, stepping closer. “Take off your clothes. All of them.”

James’s hands trembled as he fumbled with the buttons on his polo. He felt exposed, vulnerable, and yet… there was something else. Something he couldn’t quite place. As he removed his clothes, piece by piece, he felt his cock stirring, betraying him. He stood there, completely naked, his erection growing harder by the second.

Karen’s eyes flicked down, and she smirked. “Pathetic,” she said, her voice like ice. “On the floor. Now.”

James obeyed, lowering himself onto the cold linoleum. He lay on his back, his heart racing as Karen stepped closer. She placed one stiletto-clad foot on his chest, the sharp heel digging into his skin. He winced but didn’t dare move.

“You’re a loser,” Karen said, her voice calm but dripping with venom. “A nobody. A pathetic little man who works in a pizza shop and thinks he has the right to even look at a woman like me.”

James’s cock twitched, and Karen noticed. She laughed, a cold, cruel sound. “Oh my God,” she said, her smile widening. “You actually like this, don’t you? You’re such a freak.”

She pressed her heel harder into his chest, and James groaned, his cock growing impossibly harder. Karen’s other foot came down, the sharp stiletto digging into his thigh. “You’re disgusting,” she said, her voice low and dangerous. “A weak, pathetic little worm.”

Her words cut through him, but they only fueled his arousal. He was completely at her mercy, and he loved it.

Karen lifted her foot for a moment, and before James could relax, she brought it down sharply, kicking him in the balls. He cried out, curling in on himself, but his cock remained hard, throbbing with need.

“Open your mouth,” Karen ordered.

James hesitated, but another glare from Karen forced him to comply. She placed the heel of her stiletto against his lips. “Suck it,” she commanded.

James obeyed, his tongue flicking out to lick the smooth, cold metal. He sucked the heel, his saliva coating it as he worked. Karen watched with a twisted satisfaction, her eyes gleaming.

“Good boy,” she purred, her voice dripping with condescension. “Now lick the bottom.”

James lowered his head, his tongue lapping at the sole of her shoe. The taste of dirt and grime filled his mouth, but he didn’t care. All he cared about was pleasing her, about being under her control.

Karen smirked, stepping back. She reached down, lifting the hem of her dress to reveal her bare pussy. “Lick me,” she ordered, her voice sharp and commanding.

James didn’t hesitate. He leaned forward, his tongue flicking out to taste her. She was wet, and the scent of her arousal filled his senses. He lapped at her eagerly, his tongue swirling around her clit. Karen moaned, her hips bucking against his face.

“That’s it,” she breathed, her voice shaking with pleasure. “You’re such a good little pet.”

James’s cock throbbed as he continued to lick her, his tongue moving faster, more desperately. Karen’s moans grew louder, her body trembling as she neared the edge. With a final, shuddering cry, she came, her juices coating his face.

Karen stepped back, smoothing her dress. She looked down at James, her expression unreadable. “Clean yourself up,” she said, her voice cold. “And don’t forget who owns you now.”

With that, she turned and walked out of the office, her heels clicking sharply against the floor. James lay there, his mind racing, his body trembling with a mix of shame and satisfaction. He didn’t know what to feel, but one thing was certain—he would never forget this night.

FINDING MY DOMINANT SIDE

FM / Femdom / First Person / BDSM / Bondage / Teasing / Slapping / Spitting / Ruined Orgasm

I never thought I’d enjoy being in control. Not like this, anyway. But there I was, standing in the middle of a luxurious loft, my heart pounding with a mix of curiosity and excitement. The air smelled faintly of leather and money—two things that didn’t usually go together but somehow felt right here.

It started with a call from Sam. “Brandi,” he said, his voice low and serious, “got a new client for you. Wealthy guy. Likes to play.”

I rolled my eyes at first. Play? That could mean anything. But when I heard the price—one thousand dollars for two hours—I couldn’t say no. Fast cash was fast cash, and as much as I tried to tell myself it was just another job, something about the way Sam said it made me feel... intrigued.

The address led me to a high-rise in the financial district, all glass and steel. I smoothed down my tight red dress, adjusted the strap of my purse, and stepped into the elevator, my reflection staring back at me. Tan skin, long dark hair flowing over my shoulders, hazel eyes that always seemed to catch the light just right. I looked good. I knew I did. And tonight, I was going to use that.

The door opened to reveal Shane. He was tall, clean-cut, dressed in a crisp white shirt and tailored slacks that screamed money. His smile was polite, almost shy, which threw me off. Most clients either oozed confidence or desperation. This one? He seemed... nervous.

“You must be Brandi,” he said, stepping aside to let me in.

“That’s me,” I replied, flashing him my most charming smile.

Inside, the loft was minimalist but expensive, the kind of place that looked like it belonged in a magazine. My heels clicked against the polished concrete floor as I followed him into the living room. And then I saw it—the bedroom. Or, more accurately, the playroom.

My breath caught in my throat. Against one wall was a bondage table, its leather straps dangling like promises. On another, a collection of whips, paddles, and cuffs hung neatly on hooks. I hadn’t planned on a BDSM session. My stomach twisted, not out of fear but something else—something I hadn’t expected.

Shane noticed me staring. “I know it’s a lot,” he said softly, his voice barely above a whisper. “But I was hoping you’d be willing to... indulge me.”

I turned to him, my heart racing. “What exactly are we talking about here?”

He took a deep breath, his hands fidgeting at his sides. “I want you to take control. Tie me up. Humiliate me. Make me feel... powerless.”

My eyebrows shot up. This wasn’t the usual script. Clients wanted to feel dominant, powerful, in charge. This was the complete opposite. I hesitated, my mind racing. Was I even capable of this? But then I remembered the thousand dollars sitting on the counter, already counted and tucked safely into my bag. Why not?

“Okay,” I said, nodding slowly. “Let’s do this.”

Shane exhaled sharply, relief washing over his face. He gestured toward the bedroom, and I followed, my pulse quickening with every step. Once inside, he began stripping without hesitation, his movements almost mechanical. Soon, he was completely naked, his body lean but toned, his cock already half-hard. I swallowed hard, trying to ignore the heat building between my legs.

“Your turn,” he said, his voice steady now, confident.

I undressed slowly, letting my red dress fall to the floor, revealing the black lingerie I’d chosen specifically for tonight. The lace hugged my curves perfectly, and I could see the effect it had on him—his cock twitched, growing harder under my gaze. I smirked, feeling a flicker of something new. Power.

Shane lay down on the bed, spreading his arms and legs wide. “Tie me up,” he instructed, his voice firm but tinged with anticipation.

I grabbed the cuffs from the wall, my fingers trembling slightly as I secured them around his wrists and ankles. The leather was soft but sturdy, and when I tightened the straps, I couldn’t help but feel a thrill shoot through me. He was completely at my mercy now.

Once he was fully restrained, I stood back, admiring my handiwork. His chest rose and fell rapidly, his cock standing stiff against his stomach. My mouth went dry as I realized how much I enjoyed seeing him like this—vulnerable, exposed, completely under my control.

“Feel good?” I asked, my voice dripping with mock sweetness.

He nodded, his eyes dark with desire. “Yes.”

I ran a finger along his inner thigh, watching as his muscles tensed under my touch. When I reached his cock, I wrapped my hand around it, giving him a slow, deliberate stroke. He groaned, his hips jerking involuntarily, but the restraints kept him in place.

“Not so fast,” I teased, tightening my grip slightly. “If you want to cum, you’ll have to earn it.”

He let out a shaky breath, his eyes pleading, but I ignored him, focusing instead on the rhythm of my hand. Up and down, squeezing just enough to make him squirm. It didn’t take long before he was fully hard, his cock throbbing in my palm.

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

I smiled, leaning down to whisper in his ear. “Begging won’t get you anywhere.”

Without warning, I brought my other hand across his cheek, the sound of the slap echoing through the room. His head snapped to the side, and for a moment, he looked stunned. Then, to my surprise, he moaned, his cock twitching in my hand.

“Again,” he gasped, his eyes wild.

I obliged, slapping him harder this time. His skin reddened under the force of my hand, and yet, he only grew more aroused, his cock dripping with precum. I spat in his face, watching as the saliva slid down his cheek. He shuddered, his entire body trembling with need.

I returned my attention to his cock, stroking him faster now, edging him closer and closer to orgasm. His breathing became ragged, his moans louder, more desperate. Just as he was about to tip over the edge, I stopped, releasing him completely.

“No!” he cried out, his hips thrusting uselessly into the air.

A tiny spurt of cum leaked from the tip of his cock, but it wasn’t enough—not even close. He writhed against the restraints, his frustration palpable. I laughed, the sound sharp and mocking.

“Pathetic,” I sneered, wiping my hand on the sheets.

After untying him, we both got dressed in silence. Shane looked dazed, his face still flushed, but there was a hint of satisfaction in his eyes.

“Will I see you again?” he asked, his voice hesitant.

I glanced at him, considering. Despite the unexpected nature of the night, I’d enjoyed myself more than I cared to admit.

“Yeah,” I said finally. “You will.”

SAVING HIS MARRIAGE

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Chastity / Bondage / Restraints / Blow Job / Prostate Massage

Ray shifted uncomfortably in his chair, the weight of Kiki’s ultimatum hanging heavy in the air between them. The living room felt unusually still, as if the walls themselves were holding their breath. He couldn’t meet her eyes, not when she was looking at him with that mixture of disappointment and resolve. Her voice, steady and unyielding, broke the silence.

“If you want to save this marriage, you’ll agree to this,” Kiki said, holding up the small, plastic chastity device.

It looked innocuous enough, but the implications made Ray’s stomach twist.

He swallowed hard, his throat dry. “You’re serious about this?”

“Dead serious,” she replied, her tone leaving no room for negotiation. “You’ve cheated. You’ve lied. You spend more time with your hand and porn than you do with me. This is the last chance I’m giving you, Ray. If you won’t do this, I’m filing for divorce.”

The word divorce hit him like a punch to the gut. He’d been a fool, he knew that. But the thought of losing her, of losing everything they’d built together, was unbearable.

He nodded, his voice barely above a whisper. “Okay. I’ll do it.”

Kiki’s expression softened, just slightly. “Good. Let’s get this on you, then.”

Ray followed her to the bedroom, his heart pounding as she laid the device on the bed next to a small silver key. She turned to him, her hands steady as she unbuttoned his jeans and slid them down his hips. He stood there, exposed, his cock already half-hard from the sheer tension of the moment. Kiki didn’t comment on it, her focus entirely on fitting the device over him.

The plastic was cool against his skin, and he hissed as she tightened it, locking it into place. The click of the lock was deafening in the quiet room. Ray felt a surge of arousal, his cock straining against the confines of the cage, but there was no release, no relief. Just the tight, unyielding pressure.

“There,” Kiki said, stepping back to admire her handiwork. “How does it feel?”

“Weird,” Ray admitted, shifting his weight from one foot to the other. “But… I’ll get used to it.”

Kiki’s lips curved into a small, satisfied smile. “Good. Because this is how it’s going to be from now on. You’ll wear this every day, and once a week, I’ll let you out. But only when I say so. Understood?”

Ray nodded, though the idea of waiting an entire week to cum was already making him antsy. “Understood.”

The first night was the hardest. Ray lay in bed, his body thrumming with pent-up desire. Every movement, every brush of the sheets against his trapped cock, sent sparks of arousal through him. He tried to focus on anything else—the sound of Kiki’s steady breathing beside him, the faint hum of the air conditioner—but his mind kept circling back to the ache between his legs.

By morning, he was a mess. He woke up hard, the chastity device pressing uncomfortably against his erection. He groaned, running a hand over his face. This is going to be a long week.

But as the days passed, something shifted. Without the constant distraction of porn and jerking off, Ray found himself more focused, more present. He started tackling projects around the house that he’d been putting off for months. He spent more time with Kiki, actually talking to her instead of zoning out in front of the TV.

It wasn’t easy. There were moments when the frustration was almost too much to bear, when he’d catch himself staring at women on the street or lingering too long on an ad for lingerie. But the thought of losing Kiki, of failing her yet again, kept him in check.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, the week was up. Ray could barely contain his excitement as Kiki led him to the bedroom that evening. She sat him down on the edge of the bed, her fingers brushing against his thigh as she knelt in front of him.

“You’ve done well,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “You’ve earned this.”

She pulled the key from her pocket and unlocked the device, carefully removing it. Ray’s cock sprung free, hard and aching. He let out a low groan, his hips jerking involuntarily.

Kiki’s hand wrapped around him, her touch feather-light. She stroked him slowly, her eyes locked on his. “Not so fast,” she murmured. “This is my time to play.”

Ray’s breath hitched as she continued to tease him, her pace maddeningly slow. He reached for her, desperate to take control, but she stopped him with a sharp look.

“Bad boy,” she chided, her voice laced with amusement.

She reached into the nightstand drawer and pulled out a pair of restraints. Before Ray could protest, she had his wrists bound to the bedposts, leaving him completely at her mercy.

Kiki dropped to her knees again, her mouth closing over the head of his cock. Ray groaned, his hips bucking against the restraints. She took him deeper, her tongue swirling around his shaft, and he nearly lost it right then and there.

But Kiki wasn’t done. She pulled back, her lips brushing against the sensitive skin just below his head, before sliding a finger up his ass. Ray cried out, his entire body trembling as she pushed him over the edge.

His orgasm hit him like a tidal wave, every muscle tensing as he came harder than he ever had before. Kiki didn’t stop, milking every last drop from him until he was spent, his body collapsing back onto the bed.

“You did so well,” she whispered, releasing his wrists and stroking his cheek. “This is how it’s going to be from now on. I’ll decide when you cum. And if you’re good, I’ll make it worth your while.”

Ray nodded, his mind still hazy with pleasure. He’d been skeptical at first, but now… now he understood. This wasn’t just about control. It was about trust, about rebuilding what they’d lost.

As Kiki leaned in to kiss him, he knew he’d made the right choice. The chastity device wasn’t a punishment. It was a second chance. And he wasn’t going to waste it.

“Thank you,” he murmured against her lips, his voice thick with emotion.

Kiki smiled, her fingers trailing down his chest. “You’re welcome. Now, let’s see how long you can last until next week.”

Ray groaned, but there was a smile on his face. He was ready.

And then, just as Kiki’s hand began to wander lower, her voice cut through the air. “One more thing, Ray. No touching yourself. Not even once. I’ll be watching.”

His eyes widened, and before he could respond, she leaned in, her lips brushing his ear. “Choose wisely.”

A SOCIALITE’S DOMINANT DESIRES

FF / Femdom / Lesbian / BDSM / Voyeurism / Spanking / Teasing / Oral / Dildo / Vibrator / Collar

The heavy oak door of the exclusive club swung open with a silent, almost reverent creak. Marla, her tailored suit hugging her curves perfectly, stepped inside, her heels clicking on the polished marble floor. The beautiful socialite had the perfect life, but she craved excitement. It seemed she had everything, yet she felt bored with life. She was always chasing the next adventure, anything to drown out the monotony of her trust fund and preordained future.

The air was thick with anticipation, a sweet, heady blend of leather and musk that sent shivers down her spine. She had been here before, but tonight felt different. Tonight, she intended to explore the darker edges of her desires.

The club was dimly lit, the shadows playing hide and seek with the patrons. Marla's eyes scanned the room, taking in the various scenes unfolding around her. Couples and groups engaged in acts of submission and dominance, their faces hidden behind masks or obscured by the low light. It was a world of secrets and hidden identities, one where power exchanges were not just allowed but celebrated.

As Marla continued to survey the room, her gaze landed on a particularly captivating scene. A woman, her body clad in tight leather, was bound to a metal frame with ropes that accentuated every curve. Her hair, a cascade of fiery red, fell over her face, hiding her expression. But it was her submissive, a slender figure with raven-black hair, who truly drew Marla's attention.

The submissive, known only as Baby, knelt at the feet of the dominant, her head bowed in submission. Her hands were held above her head, wrists bound together with a leather cuff. The way she moved, the way she responded to the slightest command, sent a thrill through Marla's core. There was an elegance to her submission, a grace that spoke of years of training and devotion.

Marla watched, entranced, as the dominant woman whispered something in Baby's ear. The submissive's body trembled slightly, her breath hitching as she nodded obediently. The dominant then raised a whip, its tail flickering like a snake before making contact with Baby's bare skin. The crack echoed through the room, followed by a soft gasp from Baby. But there was no fear in her eyes, only a deep, abiding trust.

It was this trust, this unwavering commitment, that captivated Marla the most. She had seen many submissives over the years, but none had stirred her desire quite like Baby. There was something about her, a raw intensity that begged to be explored, to be mastered.

Determined to claim what she desired, Marla made her way through the crowd, her presence commanding attention without her needing to say a word. She reached the edge of the scene and waited, her eyes locked on Baby. The dominant woman noticed her arrival and gave a slight nod, acknowledging Marla's authority without question.

"Baby," Marla's voice was smooth, like velvet, "I have a proposition for you."

The submissive looked up, her dark eyes meeting Marla's with a mixture of curiosity and deference. "Yes, Mistress?"

Marla leaned closer, her lips brushing against Baby's ear as she whispered, "Anything you desire, if you submit to me tonight."

Baby's breath caught, her body trembling beneath Marla's touch. "Anything?" she repeated, her voice barely more than a whisper.

"Yes," Marla replied, her tone leaving no room for doubt. "Everything."

Baby hesitated, looking at the dominant woman for approval.

The domme nodded. “Go with her, Baby,” she instructed, seeing the desire in Baby’s eyes.

“Okay,” Baby agreed, ready to see what Marla had planned.

Marla smiled, a slow, predatory grin that promised both pleasure and pain. "Good girl," she murmured, her hand stroking Baby's cheek. "Now, follow me."

With a final nod to the dominant woman, Marla led Baby away from the crowd, deeper into the recesses of the club. They entered a private room, the door shutting behind them with a soft click. The space was dimly lit, the walls lined with various implements of pleasure and pain. Marla gestured for Baby to kneel, which the submissive did without hesitation.

"Hands behind your back," Marla commanded, her voice a low purr. Baby complied, her fingers fumbling slightly as she clasped them together. Marla produced a pair of leather cuffs from a nearby table and fastened them around Baby's wrists, securing her hands in place.

"You've done well," Marla said, her eyes scanning Baby's form with approval. "But now, it's time to see how well you can handle discipline."

Baby's eyes widened slightly, but she remained silent, her posture perfect. Marla took a step back and regarded her submissive thoughtfully. She wanted to test Baby's limits, to push her further than anyone else had dared.

"Spread your legs," Marla ordered, her voice steady. Baby obeyed, her thighs parting to reveal the soft flesh between them. Marla's heart pounded in her chest as she reached for a paddle, its surface smooth and cool to the touch. She brought it down with a measured force, watching as the impact reddened Baby's skin. The submissive gasped, a sound that sent a jolt of arousal through Marla.

She spanked Baby again, harder this time, reveling in the feel of the paddle against flesh. Baby's cries grew louder, but there was no hint of resistance in her movements. If anything, her body seemed to welcome the pain, arching slightly towards each strike.

"Tell me," Marla murmured, "do you enjoy this, Baby?"

Baby's voice was strained, but clear. "Yes, Mistress. I do."

Marla's smile returned, dark and triumphant. "Good," she said, setting the paddle aside. "Now, let's see how you handle something a bit... more intimate."

She turned to the table, selecting a variety of toys, each one designed to tease and torment in equal measure. Baby watched with wide, eager eyes as Marla approached, a vibrator in one hand and a dildo in the other.

"Open wide," Marla instructed, and Baby did as she was told, her mouth opening obediently. Marla slid the dildo inside, watching as Baby's throat worked to accommodate the intrusion. She thrust it in and out slowly, savoring the sight of Baby's struggle and surrender.

Once satisfied, Marla withdrew the dildo and moved lower, plunging the dildo deep into Baby’s pussy. Baby let out a moan as Marla pounded her hard, each thrust bringing a new wave of pleasure. She felt ecstasy rising, but as soon as she got close, Marla slowed down. Baby wouldn’t be allowed to cum just yet.

Marla withdrew the dildo, leaving Baby frustrated. She grabbed a small vibrator from the selection of sex toys. “This should make you squirm,” she whispered in Baby’s ear.

Marla positioned the vibrator against Baby's clit. The submissive's hips bucked instinctively, a desperate plea for release. But Marla had other plans. She teased Baby mercilessly, increasing the vibration just enough to keep her hovering on the edge of orgasm, but never allowing her to fall over.

"Not yet," Marla whispered, her voice a sultry promise. "You'll come when I say you can."

Baby whimpered, her body trembling with need. Marla could see the strain in her eyes, the way her muscles tensed with the effort of holding back. It was intoxicating, knowing she had this much control over someone so fiercely devoted.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Marla relented. She increased the vibration one last time, flooding Baby with sensation. The submissive's body convulsed, a torrent of pleasure overwhelming her senses. She cried out, her voice filled with pure ecstasy as she came hard, her release painting her thighs slick.

When Baby's breathing began to slow, Marla gently guided her to her knees. The submissive looked up at her, her eyes glazed with contentment.

"Please," Baby whispered, her voice hoarse with need. "May I taste you, Mistress?"

Marla's heart raced, a thrill of anticipation coursing through her veins. "Yes," she breathed, her voice thick with desire. "Taste me, Baby."

Marla's command hung in the air like a promise, and Baby's breath quickened in response. The submissive leaned forward, her lips hovering just above Marla's drenched core. Her tongue darted out, wet and eager, as she traced a slow circle around Marla's clit. The sensation was electric, sending shivers down Marla's spine.

"That's it, Baby," Marla murmured, her hands threading through the submissive's hair. "Taste every inch of me."

Baby complied, her tongue delving deeper, exploring the folds of Marla's pussy with a reverence that bordered on worship. She sucked gently on Marla's clit, the suction creating a delicious pressure that made Marla's hips buck involuntarily. Baby's fingers joined the exploration, sliding into Marla's slick entrance as her mouth continued its relentless assault on Marla's most sensitive nerve endings.

Marla gasped, her body arching off the bed. "Yes, just like that," she groaned, her voice ragged with desire. "You're doing so well, Baby. Keep going."

Baby's eyes fluttered closed, a look of pure concentration on her face as she focused on bringing Marla to the brink. Her tongue flicked faster, dancing a tantalizing rhythm against Marla's throbbing clit. Each stroke sent waves of pleasure crashing through Marla's body, building higher and higher until she felt her orgasm coiling tight within her.

"Oh God," Marla moaned, her fingers tightening in Baby's hair. "I'm so close, Baby. So close..."

Baby responded by increasing the intensity of her ministrations, her tongue working in tandem with her fingers to push Marla over the edge. The combination of sensations was too much to bear, and with a cry of release, Marla came hard, her orgasm sweeping through her like a tidal wave. Her body convulsed, her muscles quivering with the force of her climax as she rode the waves of pleasure.

When at last the tremors subsided, Marla lay back, breathless and sated. Baby remained between her legs, her gaze locked onto Marla's face as if waiting for further instruction. Marla reached down, lifting Baby's chin so their eyes met.

"You did beautifully, Baby," Marla said softly, her voice filled with genuine affection. "But there's more you need to understand about your role."

Baby blinked, her expression curious but attentive. "What do you mean, Mistress?"

Marla sat up, pulling Baby into her lap as she spoke. "As my submissive, you are not just someone I play with. You are mine. Completely and utterly. Your pleasure, your limits, your boundaries—they all belong to me. Do you understand?"

Baby nodded, her eyes wide with comprehension. "Yes, Mistress. I understand."

"Good," Marla replied, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. "Now, let me show you something else."

She stood, guiding Baby to stand as well. From a nearby drawer, Marla retrieved a sleek, black collar. The leather was soft to the touch, adorned with a small silver pendant bearing Marla's initials. It was a symbol of ownership, a mark of Baby's submission to her.

Marla held the collar up, letting Baby see it clearly. "This collar represents your commitment to me, Baby. It's a reminder that you belong to me, body and soul."

Baby's throat tightened as she looked at the collar. A mix of emotions swirled within her—fear, excitement, devotion. "I want that, Mistress," she said quietly, her voice thick with emotion. "I want to be yours completely."

Marla's heart swelled with pride. "Then wear it with pride, my sweet submissive."

With gentle but firm hands, Marla fastened the collar around Baby's neck. The fit was perfect, snug but not restrictive. As the clasp clicked into place, a thrill of possessiveness shot through Marla. Baby belonged to her now, truly and utterly.

Baby touched the collar reverently, her fingers tracing the initials engraved on the pendant. "Thank you, Mistress," she whispered, her voice trembling with gratitude.

Marla cupped Baby's cheek, her thumb brushing away a tear that had escaped. "You're welcome, Baby. But our journey is far from over. There's much more we have to explore together."

Baby nodded, her eyes shining with trust and eagerness. "Whatever you desire, Mistress. I'm ready."

LONG DISTANCE DOMME

FM / Femdom / Romantic / BDSM / Foot Fetish / Whipping / Hand Job / Teasing

Bill had never been on a plane before, and the sheer size of the cabin made him feel both small and oddly exhilarated. The hum of the engines was a constant reminder that he was hurtling across the country, towards someone who had only existed in pixels and text messages until now. Lyrica. Even her name sounded like something out of a dream. She’d been his confidante, his late-night companion, the woman who had slowly unraveled his inhibitions through their conversations. And now, he was finally going to meet her.

When the plane touched down, his heart was racing. He grabbed his suitcase, his palms slick with sweat, and made his way to the arrivals terminal. He spotted her almost immediately. Lyrica stood out like a beacon in the crowd—tall, with dark, cascading hair and a smile that could light up a room. She looked exactly like her photos, but there was something about her presence that felt larger in person. She waved, and he felt a flood of relief and excitement wash over him.

“Bill,” she said, her voice smooth and warm as she approached him. “You made it.”

“Yeah,” he replied, his voice cracking slightly. “I—uh—I didn’t expect you to be waiting right at the gate.”

She laughed, a low, musical sound that sent a shiver down his spine. “I wanted to make sure you didn’t get lost. Come on, let’s get you to my place.”

Her car was sleek and expensive, just like everything else about her seemed to be. As they drove through the city, Bill couldn’t help but feel a little out of his depth. Lyrica’s neighborhood was lined with sprawling mansions, each one more opulent than the last. When they pulled into her driveway, he stared at the house in awe. It was massive, with a facade that looked like it belonged in a magazine.

“You live here?” he asked, his voice tinged with disbelief.

She smirked, clearly amused by his reaction. “I do. Come on, I’ll show you around.”

The inside of the house was just as impressive as the outside. Lyrica led him through the spacious living room, the modern kitchen, and a dining area that looked like it belonged in a five-star restaurant. Everything was pristine, from the polished hardwood floors to the tastefully arranged decor. Bill felt like he was walking through a museum—a very expensive museum.

But then, they came to a door that was different from the others. It was solid, with a heavy lock that stood out against the otherwise elegant design of the house. Lyrica paused, her hand resting on the doorknob, and glanced back at him. Her expression was unreadable.

“What’s in there?” Bill asked, his curiosity piqued.

She didn’t answer immediately. Instead, she unlocked the door and pushed it open, revealing a room that made his jaw drop. The walls were lined with shelves filled with an array of items that looked like something out of a medieval torture chamber—or a very specific kind of fantasy. There were whips, chains, ropes, and all sorts of devices that Bill couldn’t even begin to identify. In the center of the room was a large, padded bench, surrounded by other pieces of equipment that looked equally intimidating.

Bill’s stomach twisted. “What… is this?”

Lyrica turned to him, her gaze steady. “This is where I work. I’m a dominatrix.”

The word hung in the air between them, heavy and loaded with implications. Bill stared at her, his mind racing. He’d never imagined that she would have a room like this in her house. Sure, they’d talked about fantasies—vaguely, in the way that you do when you’re trying to gauge someone’s boundaries without revealing too much of yourself. But this… this was something else entirely.

“I—uh—I didn’t know,” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper.

Lyrica’s expression softened, and for a moment, she looked almost apologetic. “I know it’s a lot to take in. You don’t have to be part of it if you’re not comfortable. This is just a part of my life, but it doesn’t have to be a part of our life.”

She closed the door, and they both stood in silence for a moment. Bill felt a strange mix of emotions—curiosity, fear, and something else he couldn’t quite put his finger on. He tried to push the image of the room out of his mind, but it lingered, like a shadow he couldn’t shake.

The rest of the evening passed in a blur. Lyrica made them dinner—a gourmet meal that left Bill feeling both impressed and slightly intimidated. They talked about lighter topics, about their shared interests and the things they had in common. But no matter how hard he tried, Bill couldn’t stop thinking about that room.

Finally, after they’d finished eating, he couldn’t hold back any longer. “Can I ask about it again? The room. I just… I can’t stop thinking about it.”

Lyrica studied him for a moment, her eyes narrowing slightly. “What do you want to know?”

“I don’t know,” he admitted. “I guess… I just want to understand. What happens in there?”

She leaned back in her chair, her expression thoughtful. “I can’t tell you what happens in there. I can only show you.”

Bill’s heart skipped a beat. He wasn’t sure if he was ready for that, but the curiosity was too strong to ignore. “Okay,” he said, his voice trembling slightly. “Show me.”

Lyrica led him back to the door, unlocking it once again. This time, she stepped inside, and after a moment of hesitation, Bill followed. The room was just as intimidating as he remembered, but there was something about the way Lyrica moved through it that made it feel less ominous and more… tantalizing.

“Strip,” she said, her voice calm but firm.

Bill hesitated, his heart pounding in his chest. “What?”

“You wanted to see what happens in here. So strip.”

He swallowed hard, his fingers trembling as he began to unbutton his shirt. It was surreal, standing there in that room, with Lyrica watching him with an intensity that made his skin tingle. When he was fully naked, she stepped closer, her eyes raking over his body in a way that made him feel exposed and strangely powerful at the same time.

“On your knees,” she commanded.

He obeyed, lowering himself to the floor. Lyrica lifted one foot, placing it on his shoulder. “Kiss my feet.”

Bill hesitated for a moment, then leaned forward, pressing his lips to her toes. It was a strange sensation, but there was something about the act that sent a jolt of arousal through him. Lyrica watched him with a satisfied smile, then stepped back.

“Now, bend over the bench.”

He did as he was told, positioning himself over the padded surface. His heart was racing, his mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. Lyrica moved behind him, and he heard the sound of something being picked up—a whip, he guessed. His body tensed, but before he could say anything, he felt the first strike. It stung, but the pain was quickly replaced by a surprising wave of pleasure.

“Do you like that?” Lyrica asked, her voice low and teasing.

“I… I think so,” Bill admitted, his voice shaky.

She struck him again, and this time, he couldn’t help but moan. The mix of pain and pleasure was intoxicating, and he felt himself growing harder with each strike. Lyrica leaned down, her breath hot against his ear. “Good boy.”

Her hand slid down his back, trailing over his skin until it reached his cock. She wrapped her fingers around him, stroking him slowly. Bill’s breath hitched, his hips twitching as she worked him. But just as he felt himself getting close, she stopped.

“Not yet,” she purred. “You have to earn it.”

Bill groaned, frustrated but also strangely turned on by the denial. Lyrica continued to tease him, getting him close again and again before pulling away. It was maddening, but he couldn’t deny how much he enjoyed it.

Finally, she relented. “Alright, Bill. Cum for me.”

It didn’t take much. With a few strokes, he was coming undone, his body trembling as he released.

When it was over, he lay there, spent but satisfied. Lyrica leaned down, pressing a gentle kiss to his forehead. “So,” she said, her voice soft but with a hint of mischief. “When do you want to play again?”

Bill smiled. “I can’t wait.”

TWICE AS MUCH FUN

FFM / Femdom / BDSM / Threesome / Bondage / Ball Gag / Blow Job / Prostate Massage

The bass thumped through the nightclub, vibrating the air and making the crowd pulse with energy. Luke leaned against the bar, a smirk playing on his lips as he sipped his whiskey. He was used to the eyes on him tonight—women glancing his way, some bold enough to smile, others pretending not to notice. But he noticed. He always did. His charm was his weapon, and he wielded it with precision.

Then, they appeared.

Two women, impossibly beautiful, broke through the throng of bodies like a magnetic force. One had long, cascading brown hair that shimmered under the club’s neon lights, her almond-shaped eyes locking onto his with an intensity that made his breath hitch. The other, a blonde with a sharp, chic bob, exuded an air of confidence that was almost intimidating. Her lips curved into a sly smile as she approached him, her eyes raking over him with an appraising gaze.

“You look like you could use some company,” the blonde said, her voice smooth and low, like velvet. She extended a hand. “I’m Renee. This is Bella.”

Luke grinned, his charm immediately kicking in. “Luke. And I was just thinking the same thing about you two.”

Bella stepped closer, her fingers brushing his arm lightly. Too lightly. “We noticed you from across the room,” she said, her voice dripping with a sweetness that felt almost dangerous. “You’re hard to miss.”

Luke chuckled, leaning in slightly. “I could say the same about you both.”

Renee tilted her head, her eyes narrowing slightly as if dissecting him. “We’re… a package deal,” she said, her tone implying more than just friendship. “Interested?”

Luke’s pulse quickened. Two women. At once. It was a fantasy he’d never had the chance to live out, and the prospect sent a thrill through him. “Very,” he replied, his voice steady despite the adrenaline surging through his veins.

“Good,” Bella purred, her hand sliding down to his wrist. “Come with us.”

They led him out of the club and into the cool night air, the city lights casting a soft glow on their faces. The walk to their apartment felt like a blur, the anticipation building with every step. When they finally entered the loft, Luke’s eyes widened. The space was sleek, modern, and eerily quiet compared to the chaos of the club.

Bella turned to him, her expression suddenly serious. “Before we go any further,” she said, her voice firm but not unkind, “there will be rules.”

Luke raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “Rules?”

Renee stepped forward, her hand resting on Bella’s shoulder. “We’re in charge here. You’ll do as we say. No questions.”

Luke hesitated for a moment, his mind racing. He wasn’t used to being the one following orders, but the way they looked at him—like they already owned him—sent a shiver down his spine.

He nodded slowly. “Alright. I’m in.”

Bella smiled, her demeanor softening slightly. “Good boy.”

They led him to the bedroom, the dim lighting casting long shadows on the walls. Without a word, they began to undress, each movement deliberate and hypnotic. Luke’s breath caught in his throat as he watched them. Bella’s body was a masterpiece—curves in all the right places, her breasts full and inviting. Renee was leaner, her toned frame exuding a raw, untamed energy that made his heart race.

Luke stripped off his clothes, his cock already hardening at the sight of them. He stepped forward, eager to touch, to taste, but Bella held up a hand, stopping him in his tracks.

“Slow down,” she said, her voice firm. Commanding. “Remember the rules.”

Luke swallowed hard, his arousal only intensifying. He watched as Bella and Renee kissed, their lips meeting in a slow, sensual dance that made his stomach twist with desire. He wanted to join them, to feel their bodies against his, but he stayed put, his hands clenched at his sides.

Renee broke the kiss and turned to him, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Get on the bed,” she ordered.

Luke obeyed without hesitation, his heart pounding in his chest. He lay down on the soft mattress, his body tingling with anticipation. Renee reached into a drawer and pulled out a pair of silk cords, the material smooth and cool against her skin.

“Hold out your wrists,” she said, her voice calm but firm.

Luke hesitated again, his mind racing. Tied up? Was he really about to let them do this? But the look in Renee’s eyes, the way Bella was watching him with that same intensity, made his decision for him. He held out his wrists, his pulse quickening as Renee began to bind him to the bedposts.

The sensation of the silk against his skin was strange but not unpleasant. He tested the restraints, finding them tight but not uncomfortable. Bella approached the bed, holding something in her hand. It was a ball gag, black and sleek.

“Open,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Luke hesitated for only a moment before parting his lips. The gag slid into his mouth, the taste of silicon filling his senses. Bella fastened it behind his head, her fingers brushing his neck lightly. The moment it was in place, a wave of vulnerability washed over him. He was completely at their mercy now.

Bella and Renee stood at the foot of the bed, their eyes roaming over his naked body. Luke’s cock was hard, straining against his stomach, and he was painfully aware of their gaze. They were in control, and he could do nothing but wait.

Renee climbed onto the bed first, straddling his hips as she leaned down to kiss his chest. Her lips were soft, her touch deliberate as she traced a path down his torso. Bella joined her, her hands gentle as they explored his body. Luke groaned into the gag, his hips bucking slightly as Renee’s lips found his nipple.

Bella’s fingers teased the base of his cock, her touch light and maddening. She leaned down, her breath warm against his skin as she licked his balls, the sensation sending jolts of pleasure through him. Luke’s body tensed, his cock throbbing as Bella began to suck him, her mouth hot and wet.

Renee’s hand trailed lower, her fingers brushing against his ass. Luke’s eyes widened, a muffled moan escaping him as Renee’s finger pressed against his entrance. She worked him slowly, her touch firm but not painful, and Luke’s body responded with a mix of pleasure and shock.

Bella’s mouth moved faster, her tongue swirling around the tip of his cock before taking him deep into her throat. Luke’s hips pushed upward instinctively, his body desperate for more. Renee’s finger pressed deeper, the sensation sending waves of pleasure through him.

He was on the edge, his body taut with tension, when he finally came, his release spilling into Bella’s mouth. She didn’t stop, her lips still wrapped around him as she swallowed every drop. Renee continued to finger him, her touch gentle but insistent, prolonging his orgasm until he was wrung out and trembling.

Bella finally pulled away, a satisfied smile on her lips as she removed the gag from Luke’s mouth. Renee untied his wrists, her fingers brushing against his skin lightly. Luke lay there, his chest heaving, his mind still reeling from what had just happened.

Bella leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “You did so well,” she whispered, her voice sending a shiver down his spine.

Luke just smiled, his mind racing. This encounter had gone much differently than he’d expected, but he had to admit that he’d enjoyed it.

As Bella untied the silk cords, Luke asked her when he’d be seeing them again.

Renee laughed, explaining that they never invited the same man into their bed twice. One thing was certain, Luke would never forget his passionate night with Bella and Renee.

A HUSBAND’S PUNISHMENT

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Porn / Verbal Humiliation / Foot Fetish / High Heels / Trampling / CBT / Masturbation / Jerk Off Instructions / Chastity

David sat at his desk, his heart pounding as he clicked through the tabs on his browser. Each one was a window into his secret world—a world where beautiful, commanding women ruled with an iron grip and stiletto heels.

He’d been careful, or so he thought, deleting his history every time. But today, he’d been careless. The sound of the front door slamming shut made him jump, and he quickly closed the browser, his face flushed.

Chelle’s heels clicked sharply against the hardwood floor as she walked into the study, her red hair cascading over her shoulders, her hazel eyes narrowing as she took in his guilty expression. She was dressed to kill—a tight black dress that hugged her curves, paired with those devastatingly high heels she loved to wear. She didn’t say anything at first, just tilted her head slightly, her gaze flickering to the computer screen.

“What are you doing?” she asked, her voice low and dangerous.

David swallowed hard. “Just… work stuff.”

Chelle’s lips curved into a smirk, and she stepped closer, her heels clicking with every step. She leaned over him, her perfume enveloping him, and clicked on the browser. His heart sank as the history tab popped up, revealing a long list of fetish sites he’d visited.

Her smirk widened, and she let out a soft, mocking laugh. “Work stuff, huh?” She clicked on one of the links, and the screen filled with a video of a woman in thigh-high boots stepping on a man’s chest, her heel digging into his flesh. David’s face burned with shame, but he couldn’t look away.

“So… this is what you’re into?” Chelle asked, her voice dripping with amusement. She turned to him, her eyes gleaming. “I always knew you were pathetic, but this… this is really something.”

David’s mouth went dry. He wanted to deny it, to tell her it wasn’t what it looked like, but the words caught in his throat. He was pathetic. He knew it. And the worst part was, he was aroused.

She leaned in closer, her breath hot against his ear. “You’re into this because you know you’re nothing. You’re weak. You’re small.” Her hand slid down his chest, and he flinched as she grabbed him through his pants, her fingers squeezing just hard enough to make him gasp. “And I mean that in every way.”

David’s cheeks burned, but he couldn’t help the way his body reacted. He was hard, painfully so, and Chelle noticed. Her laugh was low and knowing.

“Get on the floor,” she commanded, her voice sharp and authoritative.

David hesitated, his heart pounding in his chest. “Chelle, I—”

“Now,” she snapped, her eyes blazing with intensity.

He obeyed, sliding off the chair and onto the floor, his knees hitting the hardwood. Chelle stepped back, watching him with a predatory gleam in her eyes. She reached down and grabbed his chin, forcing him to look up at her.

“You like watching women step on men, huh?” she asked, her voice dripping with mockery. “You like the humiliation? The pain? Well, guess what, David? You’re about to get a front-row seat.”

She stepped forward, her stiletto heel coming down hard on his chest. David gasped as the sharp point dug into his flesh, the pain a strange mix of agony and pleasure. Chelle laughed, her voice low and throaty, as she ground her heel into him, leaving a red mark in its wake.

“How’s that feel?” she taunted, pressing down harder. “Is it everything you dreamed of?”

David couldn’t answer. His breath came in short, ragged gasps, his body trembling with a mix of fear and arousal. Chelle stepped off his chest and onto his stomach, then his thigh, her heels leaving tiny bruises with every step. She moved with a deliberate slowness, savoring every moment of his humiliation.

When she finally stepped off him, she reached down and grabbed his collar, yanking him up to his knees. “Get up,” she ordered, her voice cold and commanding.

David obeyed, his legs shaky as he stood. Chelle’s eyes raked over him, and she smirked. “Take off your clothes.”

He hesitated again, his hands trembling as he reached for the buttons of his shirt. Chelle’s patience wore thin, and she slapped his hands away, undressing him herself with quick, efficient movements. When he stood before her completely naked, she laughed, a cruel, mocking sound that made his stomach twist.

“Look at you,” she sneered, her eyes fixed on his small, hard cock. “Pathetic. You know you’ve never satisfied me, right? Not with that.”

David’s face burned, but he couldn’t deny the truth. He was pathetic. And the way Chelle was looking at him, the way she was talking to him, only made him harder.

Chelle noticed, of course. Her smirk widened, and she stepped closer, her heeled shoes clicking against the floor. She reached down and grabbed him, her fingers squeezing just hard enough to make him gasp.

“You like this, don’t you?” she taunted, her voice low and sultry. “You like being humiliated. You like being owned.”

David’s breath hitched, and he nodded, unable to form words. Chelle laughed again, and then, without warning, she kicked him hard between the legs. Pain exploded through him, and he doubled over, gasping for air. But even through the pain, he felt a strange, twisted thrill.

“Pathetic,” Chelle said again, shaking her head. She stepped back, her eyes gleaming with amusement. “Stroke yourself. If you’re so desperate, then do it.”

David hesitated, his hands trembling as he reached down. Chelle’s eyes bore into him, and he felt exposed, vulnerable in a way he never had before. But he couldn’t stop himself. He wrapped his hand around his cock, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps as he stroked himself.

“That’s it,” Chelle said, her voice low and taunting. “Show me what a pathetic little worm you are. Now, cum.”

David’s body shuddered, and he came, his release weak and pitiful. Chelle laughed, a cruel, mocking sound that echoed in the room. “Look at that,” she said, her voice dripping with disdain. “Even your cum is pathetic.”

The next morning, David woke up feeling groggy and sore. Chelle was already up, her red hair tied back in a sleek ponytail, her makeup perfect. She smiled at him, a sly, knowing smile that made his stomach twist.

“Good morning,” she said, her voice sweet and innocent, as if nothing had happened the night before. “I have a surprise for you.”

David’s heart sank. He didn’t like the sound of that. Chelle reached into her purse and pulled out a small, black device—a chastity cage. David’s eyes widened, and he felt a strange mix of fear and arousal.

“I think it’s time we take things to the next level,” Chelle said, her voice low and sultry. “If you’re so obsessed with being controlled, then let’s make it official.”

David’s hands trembled as he allowed her to lock the device around his cock, the cold metal sending a shiver down his spine. Chelle smiled, slipping the key onto a chain and wearing it around her neck, like a trophy.

“There,” she said, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “Now you’re mine.”

A BOOT LOVER’S DREAM COME TRUE

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Boot Fetish / Foot Fetish / Boot Worship / CBT / Trampling / Masturbation

The sales floor of Shoe Warehouse was quiet—empty, except for Maurice. He picked up a delicate pair of ankle boots, gently running his fingers over the leather before placing them on the shelves. He’d been working here for several years. The job was a boot fetishist’s dream.

Maurice’s breath hitched the moment the bell above the door chimed. His head snapped up from the inventory list he’d been pretending to focus on. Her. She was stunning—tall, with legs that seemed to stretch for miles, clad in thigh-high black boots that hugged her calves like a second skin.

Her dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, and her red lips curved into a smirk as she scanned the store. Maurice was already moving before he could think, nearly tripping over his own feet as he rushed to greet her.

“Welcome! Can I help you find something?” he stammered, his voice cracking slightly as he tried to keep his eyes from dropping to her boots. God, she was divine.

She tilted her head, her smirk widening. “I’m looking for a new pair of boots. Black, thigh-high. Something... bold. You got anything like that?”

“Absolutely,” Maurice said, his heart pounding in his chest. He led her to the display of stiletto boots, his hands trembling slightly as he picked up a pair. “These are some of our best sellers. High-quality leather, sturdy heel, and the fit is—uh, impeccable.”

She took the boots from him, her fingers brushing against his, and he felt a jolt of electricity shoot through him. “Mmm, these are nice,” she purred, running her hand along the sleek leather. “I’m Lara, by the way.”

“Maurice,” he blurted, his face flushing. “I—uh, work here. Obviously.”

Lara laughed, a low, throaty sound that sent shivers down his spine. “Obviously,” she echoed, her eyes twinkling with amusement. She held his gaze for a moment, then glanced down at his hands, which were fidgeting nervously. “You’re staring at my boots,” she said matter-of-factly, her tone cutting through the awkward silence.

Maurice froze, his cheeks burning. “I—uh, no, I wasn’t—“

“Relax,” she interrupted, her smirk returning. “I saw the way you looked at them when I walked in. It’s okay. I don’t mind.” She paused, her gaze lingering on him. “In fact, I might need a guy to... test these boots out with. You interested?”

Maurice’s brain short-circuited. “Me?” he squeaked, his voice two octaves higher than usual.

Lara chuckled. “Yes, you. You seem like the type who’d appreciate a good pair of boots. Am I wrong?”

“No,” Maurice whispered, his heart racing. “You’re not wrong.”

“Good,” she said, her tone taking on a commanding edge. “Meet me at my place after you get off work. I’ll text you the address.”

She handed him her phone, and he numbly input his number, his fingers trembling so badly he almost dropped the device.

“Don’t be late,” she added, her voice low and sultry as she turned on her heel and walked out of the store, her boots clicking against the floor with every step.

Maurice stood there, rooted to the spot, his mind reeling. Did that just happen? He glanced down at his phone, half-expecting the text to be a hallucination. But there it was: an address and a simple message: 8 PM. Don’t keep me waiting.

The rest of his shift passed in a blur. Maurice couldn’t focus on anything—not the customers, not the inventory, not the clock ticking down the minutes until he could leave. His mind kept wandering back to Lara, to her boots, to the way she’d looked at him, like she could see straight through him. What does she want from me? The question gnawed at him, but he didn’t care. Whatever it was, he was ready.

At exactly 8 PM, Maurice pulled up to Lara’s house, his hands gripping the steering wheel so tightly his knuckles turned white. He took a deep breath, trying to steady his nerves, and rang the doorbell. A moment later, the door swung open, and there she was, more breathtaking than he remembered.

She was dressed in a tight black leather dress that hugged every curve of her body, paired with the thigh-high stiletto boots he’d helped her pick out. “Right on time,” she said, stepping aside to let him in. “Come in, Maurice. We have a lot to do.”

He followed her inside, his eyes glued to her boots. The way they gleamed under the light, the way they hugged her legs, the way they clicked against the floor with every step—it was almost too much to handle. “Wow,” he breathed, unable to stop himself.

Lara glanced over her shoulder, her smirk returning. “Like what you see?”

“Yes,” Maurice admitted, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Good,” she said, leading him down a hallway. “Because you’re going to see a lot more.” She opened a door at the end of the hall, and Maurice’s jaw dropped.

The room was like something out of a fantasy—a BDSM dungeon, complete with restraints, whips, and a variety of toys. His eyes widened as he took it all in, his heart pounding in his chest. Is this really happening?

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

Maurice hesitated for a moment, then began to undress, his hands trembling as he peeled off his clothes. When he was completely naked, she gestured toward the center of the room. “Kneel.”

He obeyed without hesitation, dropping to his knees in front of her. Lara sat down on a padded bench, crossing her legs and resting one booted foot on his shoulder. “Kiss it,” she ordered.

Maurice didn’t need to be told twice. He leaned forward, pressing his lips to the smooth leather of her boot, savoring the way it felt against his skin. He kissed the toe, then moved to the sole, his tongue darting out to lick it. God, I could do this forever.

“Good boy,” Lara murmured, her voice soft but commanding. “Now the heel.”

Maurice moved to the stiletto heel, taking it into his mouth and sucking on it like it was the most delicious thing he’d ever tasted. Lara watched him with a satisfied smile, her eyes dark with desire. “You’re doing so well,” she purred. “Now, lay down.”

He did as he was told, stretching out on the floor in front of her. Lara stood, her boots clicking against the floor as she stepped over him. She placed one foot on his chest, the sharp heel digging into his skin. Maurice winced but didn’t protest. I’ve never felt so alive.

Lara pressed down harder, the heel sinking into his flesh. “Do you like that?” she asked, her voice dripping with amusement.

“Yes,” Maurice gasped, his cock throbbing with need.

“Good,” she said, shifting her weight so the heel pressed even harder. She glanced down, noticing his erection. “Looks like someone’s enjoying themselves.”

Before Maurice could respond, she moved her foot, placing the heel directly on his cock. He let out a strangled moan, his back arching off the floor as the sharp pain mixed with pleasure. Lara chuckled, grinding the heel against him. “You’re such a good little toy, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” Maurice whimpered, his hands clenching into fists at his sides.

Lara stepped back, grabbing a flogger from a nearby hook. She swung it, the leather strands striking his chest with a loud crack. Maurice gasped, the pain sending a jolt of electricity through him. She hit him again and again, each strike harder than the last, until his skin was red and raw.

“Touch yourself,” she commanded, her voice sharp.

Maurice’s hand flew to his cock, stroking it furiously as Lara watched, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. He was so close, so close to the edge, and then she stepped forward, shoving the toe of her boot into his mouth. Maurice moaned around the leather, his hips bucking as he came, his release splattering across his stomach.

Lara pulled her boot away, a pleased smile on her lips. “You did well,” she said, running her fingers through his hair. “I’m glad I chose you.”

Maurice lay there, panting, his mind swirling with a mix of pleasure and disbelief. He couldn’t believe this was really happening, but he wanted more.

Lara smiled, helping Maurice up from the floor. “We’ll have to do this again sometime,” she offered.

Maurice nodded enthusiastically. He knew this was the start of something special.

THE BARBER SHOP BROTHEL

FF / Femdom / Lesbian / BDSM / Police / BDSM / Fingering / Dildo / Anal

The bell above the barber shop door jingled as Detective Ana Lewis pushed her way in, her trench coat swirling around her legs. The place was quiet, save for the faint hum of an old radio playing jazz in the corner. A single barber chair sat empty, its leather cracked with age. The air smelled like talcum powder and stale cigarettes.

Ana’s sharp eyes scanned the room. No customers. No buzz of conversation she expected from a gambling den. Just silence and shadows. She adjusted the collar of her coat, her fingers brushing against the badge hidden beneath. This is it, she thought. The tip led me here.

A voice broke through the stillness. “Can I help you?”

Ana turned to see a woman leaning against the counter, arms crossed. She looked… unexpected. Late twenties, maybe early thirties, with dark red hair that fell in loose waves over her shoulders. Her smirk was sharp, almost mocking, as if she knew exactly why Ana was there. Her white blouse clung to her body just enough to hint at the curves beneath, and her black slacks hugged her hips like a second skin.

“Ruby?” Ana asked, her tone neutral, though her heart skipped a beat at the sight of her.

“That’s me,” Ruby said, pushing off the counter and walking toward her. Her heels clicked against the floor, each step deliberate, confident. “You lost? Or are you here for a trim?”

Ana felt a flicker of irritation but kept her expression calm. “Neither. I got a tip about some… extracurricular activities going on here.”

Ruby’s smirk widened. “Extracurricular, huh? You mean like poker nights? Or maybe something more interesting?” Her voice dipped low, teasing, almost sultry. “Like what happens in the back room?”

Ana swallowed hard, her mind racing. Damn it, she knows. “I’m investigating a report of illegal activity. Gambling, prostitution—”

Ruby cut her off with a laugh, soft and throaty. “Oh, honey, don’t play coy. I can smell a cop a mile away. And you…” Her gaze lingered on Ana, appraising, curious. “You’re not just any cop, are you? You’re here because you want to see what’s really going on. Don’t deny it.”

Ana’s pulse quickened. Ruby’s confidence was intoxicating, her presence commanding. There was something magnetic about her, something that made Ana’s usual guard falter. Ruby was baiting Ana. “I’m here to do my job,” Ana said, but her voice lacked conviction.

Ruby stepped closer, her perfume—something floral and bold—filling Ana’s senses. “Your job, huh?” she murmured. “Or maybe… your pleasure?”

Ana’s breath hitched. Ruby’s hand reached out, brushing against Ana’s coat, her touch light but deliberate. “Tell you what,” Ruby said, her voice dropping to a whisper. “Why don’t you come with me, and I’ll show you exactly what goes on behind closed doors? Then you can decide if it’s worth shutting down.”

Ana hesitated, her hands tightening into fists. Her training screamed at her to arrest this woman now, to haul her in for questioning. But Ruby’s offer was too tempting. Curiosity burned in her gut, and something deeper stirred beneath it—a desire she hadn’t felt in years, not since her divorce.

It’s just recon, she told herself. Just getting the lay of the land.

“All right,” Ana said finally, her voice steady despite the storm raging inside her. “Show me.”

Ruby’s grin was predatory. “That’s what I like to hear.” She turned on her heel, leading Ana toward the back of the shop. The door creaked open to reveal a dimly lit hallway, the walls covered in peeling wallpaper. At the end was another door, this one solid, with a heavy lock.

Ruby produced a key and unlocked it, pushing the door open to reveal a small, private space. A narrow bed was tucked into the corner, its sheets crisp and white. A vanity mirror hung on the wall, dotted with lipstick and perfume bottles.

“Make yourself comfortable,” Ruby said, her tone casual, as if they were discussing tea rather than something far more illicit.

Ana glanced around, her heart pounding. This wasn’t what she’d expected. The room had an air of intimacy, something unsettlingly personal. She should leave. She should call for backup and take Ruby into custody. But her feet refused to move. Instead, she found herself shrugging off her coat, folding it neatly before placing it on a nearby chair.

Ruby watched her, her smile deepening. “Good girl. Now, let’s get you ready.”

Ana’s breath caught as Ruby’s hands moved to her blouse, unbuttoning it slowly, deliberately. Each button undone seemed to tug at something deep within her, loosening her resolve, her inhibitions.

“You’re nervous,” Ruby observed, her voice smooth as silk. “Don’t be. Trust me, I’ll take care of you.”

Ana wanted to protest, to say she didn’t need taking care of, but the words wouldn’t come. Instead, she stood there, letting Ruby strip her down piece by piece. First the blouse, then the bra, exposing her bare chest to the cool air. Ruby’s hands roamed freely, tracing the curve of her breasts, pinching her nipples until they hardened under her touch.

“So responsive,” Ruby murmured, her lips curving into a wicked smile. “You’re going to be perfect.”

Ana’s cheeks burned, but she couldn’t tear her eyes away from Ruby’s. The woman’s gaze was hypnotic, pulling her in like a moth to a flame.

Next came the skirt, sliding down her hips to pool at her feet. Ruby knelt in front of her, slipping off her panties with a deft motion. Ana’s breath hitched as she stood naked, exposed, her nerve endings singing under Ruby’s scrutiny.

“Beautiful,” Ruby said simply, standing and running a hand down Ana’s stomach. Her fingers skimmed lower, brushing against the curls between her thighs. “Spread your legs.”

Ana obeyed, her body moving of its own accord. Ruby’s fingers circled her clit, teasing, gently pressing until Ana gasped. “God, you’re wet already,” Ruby whispered, her voice dripping with admiration. “You like this, don’t you?”

Ana tried to respond, but her words caught in her throat. All she could do was nod, her head swimming with arousal.

Ruby chuckled softly. “Good. Because we’re just getting started.” Her fingers slid lower, delving into Ana’s folds.

Ana bit her lip to stifle a moan, her hips instinctively rocking against Ruby’s hand.

“That’s it,” Ruby coaxed, her voice low and husky. “Let go for me.”

Ana did, her body arching as Ruby’s fingers worked their magic. Pleasure coiled tight within her, building with every stroke. She could feel herself teetering on the edge, her control slipping away.

And then Ruby pulled away, leaving her gasping, aching for more.

“Not yet,” Ruby said, her tone firm. “We have more to teach you first.”

Ana opened her eyes, her vision fogged with lust. Ruby stood before her, holding something in her hand—a dildo, thick and intimidating.

“Get on the bed,” Ruby commanded. “On your back.”

Ana obeyed without question, lying down and spreading her legs wide. Ruby grinned, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Good girl. Now, take it like a pro.”

Ruby knelt between Ana’s legs, her smirk sharp as a blade. The dildo in her hand gleamed under the dim light of the backroom, its size intimidating but also strangely thrilling. Ana’s breath hitched as Ruby stroked the length of it along her inner thigh, drawing slow, deliberate lines that made Ana’s skin prickle with anticipation.

“You’re doing so well,” Ruby murmured, her voice low and honeyed. “Just relax, let me show you what you’re capable of.”

Ana’s heart pounded in her chest, a mix of fear and exhilaration coursing through her veins. She wanted to protest, to remind herself of her duty, but the words stuck in her throat. Instead, she swallowed hard and nodded, her body betraying her with every shuddering breath.

Ruby positioned the tip of the dildo at Ana’s entrance, pressing gently but firmly. Ana gasped, her hips instinctively lifting to meet the pressure. Ruby chuckled softly, her free hand bracing against Ana’s thigh.

“That’s it,” Ruby whispered, her voice dripping with approval. “Take it slow, feel it. You can handle this, I know you can.”

The first inch slid inside, and Ana bit her lip to stifle a moan. The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of stretching and fullness that made her core tighten. Ruby watched her closely, her gaze intense and unyielding.

“Good girl,” Ruby praised, her tone firm but not unkind. “Now, take more.”

Another inch slipped inside, then another, until finally, Ruby had worked the entire length of the dildo into Ana’s throbbing heat. Ana’s nails dug into the sheets as she fought to keep control, but her body betrayed her, shivering under Ruby’s expert touch.

Ruby leaned in closer, her lips brushing against Ana’s ear as she began to move the dildo slowly, in and out. “Let yourself feel it,” she whispered, her voice a sultry purr. “Don’t hold back.”

Let yourself feel it. The words echoed in Ana’s mind, a quiet rebellion against the walls she’d built around herself. Slowly, tentatively, she let go, her hips moving in rhythm with Ruby’s thrusts. The pleasure coiled tighter and tighter, threatening to consume her.

“That’s it,” Ruby said again, her voice rising slightly. “Let it happen. You deserve this.”

Ana’s eyes fluttered shut as the orgasm built, wave after wave of pure, unadulterated bliss crashing over her. When it finally hit, she cried out, her body arching off the bed as the intensity overwhelmed her. Ruby didn’t stop, continuing to pump the dildo into her as she rode out the waves of pleasure.

When Ana’s breathing finally steadied, Ruby withdrew the dildo and set it aside. She wiped her hand on a nearby towel and leaned down to kiss Ana’s sweat-slicked stomach, her lips lingering for just a moment too long.

“Not bad for a beginner,” Ruby teased, her smirk returning. “But we’re not done yet.”

Ana’s eyes widened in surprise. “What? There’s more?”

Ruby stood up, her movements fluid and confident. She reached for a small bottle of lube on the bedside table and popped the cap open. “Oh, there’s always more,” she said, her tone playful but laced with something darker. “You think I’d let you leave here without being fully trained?”

Ana’s pulse quickened as Ruby returned to her side, the cool touch of lube slicking her fingers. Ruby’s eyes met hers, dark and unreadable. “Now, this is the part where you really have to trust me,” she said, her voice dropping to a near-whisper.

Before Ana could respond, Ruby’s lubed fingers were pressing against her asshole, teasingly circling the tight entrance. Ana tensed, her breath catching in her throat.

“Relax,” Ruby commanded, her tone brooking no argument. “I won’t hurt you. Just let me in.”

Reluctantly, Ana forced herself to loosen up, her muscles quivering as Ruby’s finger pressed inside. The intrusion was startling at first, but it quickly gave way to a strange, biting sensation that Ana found… not unpleasant.

Ruby worked her slowly, adding a second finger once Ana seemed comfortable. Her movements were precise, almost clinical, but there was an underlying warmth in her touch that kept Ana from feeling too exposed.

“You’re doing great,” Ruby murmured, her voice soft and encouraging. “Just a little further, and then we’ll see how much you can take.”

Ana nodded weakly, her entire focus narrowed down to the sensations in her body. Ruby’s fingers felt like they were everywhere at once, stretching her, exploring her, coaxing her into submission. And somehow, impossibly, Ana found herself wanting more.

When Ruby finally removed her fingers, Ana let out a shaky breath, her body feeling both exhausted and electrified. Ruby didn’t waste any time, picking up the dildo again and coating it generously with lube.

“Ready?” Ruby asked, her tone light but her eyes sharp.

Ana hesitated, her mind screaming at her to stop, to pull away, to remember who she was and why she was here. But her body had other ideas, and before she could overthink it, she nodded.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Ruby smiled, a slow, predatory grin that sent a shiver down Ana’s spine. “Good girl,” she said, positioning the slick dildo against Ana’s asshole. “Now, take it. All of it.”

The first press was slow, agonizingly so, but Ana bore it, her hands gripping the sheets tightly as she willed herself to relax. The pain was sharper this time, more acute, but beneath it was a strange, intoxicating pleasure that Ana couldn’t ignore.

“That’s it,” Ruby said, her voice steady. “Take it. You’re stronger than you think.”

Gradually, inch by inch, the dildo slipped inside, stretching Ana in ways she hadn’t thought possible. By the time it was fully seated, she was trembling, a mix of discomfort and arousal making her vision swim.

Ruby waited a moment, giving Ana time to adjust. When she finally began to move, it was with the same precision as before, each thrust calculated to maximize both pleasure and pain.

Ana’s breath came in short, ragged gasps, her body twitching uncontrollably under the onslaught. Ruby’s movements grew faster, harder, relentless in their intensity.

“Come on,” Ruby urged, her voice laced with urgency. “Let it happen. Don’t hold back.”

And just like that, it was over. Ana’s world exploded in a cascade of blinding pleasure, her body convulsing as she came apart beneath Ruby’s relentless assault. Her cries echoed in the small room, raw and unrestrained.

Ruby slowed her pace as Ana’s climax subsided, eventually stopping altogether. She withdrew the dildo carefully, setting it aside before collapsing onto the bed beside Ana.

For a long moment, neither woman spoke, the only sound the harsh rasp of their breathing. Finally, Ruby broke the silence, her voice low and thoughtful.

“Well,” Ruby said, glancing at Ana with a knowing smile. “I think you’ve got potential. If you ever leave the force, you can always come work here.”

Ana chuckled. She knew she’d never leave the force. She should have arrested Ruby, but there was something about her—something that attracted Ana. “See you next time, Ruby,” Ana said as she walked out of the barbershop.

FINDOM WITH LAURA

FFM / BDSM / First Person / Findom / Stilletos / Trampling / Foot Worship / Cunnilingus / Whipping / Teasing

The phone buzzed on the kitchen counter, interrupting the quiet hum of the TV in the background. I glanced over at Laura, who was sprawled on the couch, her auburn hair spilling over the armrest like a lazy cat.

She raised an eyebrow at me, her lips curling into a sly smile. “That better be money calling,” she said, her voice laced with both hope and exhaustion.

I picked up the phone, my fingers brushing against the cracked screen. “Brandi,” I answered, my tone professional but warm.

On the other end of the line, a deep, smooth voice introduced himself as Andre. He was direct, no small talk, just straight to the point. Rich men always are, I thought to myself. He wanted a session—a special one. He wanted to be dominated. By both of us.

I hesitated for a moment, exchanging a look with Laura. We weren’t new to this, but things had been… different lately. Ever since Donte got locked up, every job felt heavier, more desperate. We needed money—a lot of it—and fast. Andre offered five thousand dollars. My stomach clenched at the number. It was a big score, and it would help us pay for a high-priced attorney.

“We’ll be there,” I said, my voice steady despite the nerves fluttering in my chest.

Laura was already up, moving with the kind of purposeful energy that only she could summon. We headed to the bedroom, where our wardrobe was a mix of lingerie, leather, and lace. We chose black leather—his request. The outfits were tight, the material hugging our curves like a second skin. I slipped into my stilettos while Laura adjusted her corset, her reflection in the mirror sharp and confident.

Laura caught my eye and smirked. “Let’s make him beg,” she said, and I couldn’t help but laugh, though the weight of our situation lingered in the back of my mind.

When we arrived at Andre’s house, it was exactly what I expected—large, modern, and impersonal. He greeted us at the door, his eyes immediately scanning us from head to toe. He was tall, broad-shouldered, and impeccably dressed, but there was something in his gaze that gave him away. Nervousness, I realized. He wanted this, but he was out of his element. Good.

Andre handed me an envelope full of cash. Five neat stacks of one thousand dollars. I stuffed it in my purse, feeling my excitement grow.

“Downstairs,” he said, leading us to the basement.

The space was dimly lit, the air cool and slightly damp. My eyes swept over the room, taking in the assortment of BDSM gear—whips, restraints, paddles. It was all meticulously arranged, like a museum exhibit. Andre wasted no time. He stripped off his clothes, his movements deliberate but jittery, and laid himself on the floor. Submission, I thought, it’s written all over him.

Laura stepped forward first, her stilettos clicking against the concrete floor. She placed one foot on his chest, pressing down just enough to make him gasp. I followed suit, the sharp heel of my shoe digging into his stomach. He groaned, a sound that was part pain, part pleasure, and I felt a strange thrill run through me. Control. We had it, and he wanted us to keep it.

After a while, we stepped off him, and that’s when the real worship began. He started with Laura, slowly unbuckling the straps of her high heels. He held her foot in his hand, his lips brushing against her toes before taking one into his mouth. I watched, my arms crossed, as he moved to me.

Andre gently removed my shoes, placing them aside, his hands trembling as they cradled my foot. His lips trailed up my calf, his breath hot against my skin. When he reached my thigh, I stopped him, guiding his head between my legs.

“Eat me,” I commanded, my voice low but firm.

He obeyed, his tongue working in slow, deliberate circles. I grabbed his head, forcing him to focus on my clit, and his moans vibrated against me.

Laura grabbed a whip from the wall, the sound of it cracking through the air as she brought it down on his back. He cried out, but there was no mistaking the pleasure in his voice. I joined her on the bed, my hand wrapping around his cock as I teased him, my fingers light but deliberate.

“Please,” Andre begged, his voice trembling. “Let me cum.”

I shook my head, my lips brushing against his ear. “Not yet.”

Laura and I took turns teasing him with our mouths, my tongue tracing the length of his cock while she focused on his balls. We brought him to the edge, then stopped, watching as he writhed beneath us.

“Anything,” he pleaded, his voice desperate. “I’ll do anything.”

I leaned back, a slow smile spreading across my face. “Anything?” I repeated, my tone playful but sharp. He nodded, his eyes wide. I glanced at Laura, who was already grinning. “Another five thousand,” I said, the words hanging in the air like a challenge.

He hesitated, his breathing ragged. But then he nodded, his voice barely a whisper. “Yes.”

Laura and I didn’t waste any time. We worked together, our mouths moving in perfect sync, until he came with a cry that echoed through the basement. Afterward, he unlocked his safe, his hands still shaking as he handed over another five grand. We dressed quickly, the weight of the money heavy in my purse as we stepped out into the night.

The ride home was quiet, the hum of the engine filling the silence. I stared out the window, the city lights blurring past as my thoughts drifted to Donte. We’re closer, I told myself, but the fear was still there, gnawing at the edges of my mind.

Laura reached over, her hand resting on mine. “We’ll get him out,” she said, her voice firm.

I nodded, but the worry didn’t fade. It never did.

OTHER BOOKS BY BRANDI MOORE

[image: ]

[image: ]

[image: ]

[image: ]

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc10M.jpg
BRANDIMOORE

-~ é.« 20 EROTlé’SI—MIORlEé
v b
: e

-





OEBPS/image_rsrc10P.jpg
i3 o T

BRANDI°"MOORE

1: GETTING STARTED

. . g

SEX WORK EROTICA

B





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc10T.jpg
BRANDI MOORE

e

PART 4: CONQUERING THE GAME

SEX WORK EROTICA






OEBPS/image_rsrc10S.jpg
BRANDI MOORE

PART 3: LUST FOR DANGER
\
SEX WORK EROTICA





OEBPS/image_rsrc10R.jpg
RANDI MOORE

:4//1/5’400/2154
C’Wt:f

.
PART 2: TAKING CONTROL

SEX WORK'EROTICA






OEBPS/image_rsrc10N.jpg
TEASED & HUMILIA;TE

3

20 EROTIC SHORT STORIES






