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JOHN’S LITTLE SECRET

FM / Small Penis Humiliation / Verbal Humiliation / Jerk Off Instructions / Ruined Orgasm

John adjusted his tie in the mirror for the fifth time, his fingers trembling slightly as he smoothed down the fabric. He couldn’t believe Janelle had agreed to go out with him. She was gorgeous, with those deep brown eyes that seemed to see straight through him and that cascade of black hair that framed her face like a painting. She was out of his league, and he knew it. But here he was, preparing for their date, trying to convince himself that maybe, just maybe, he could be enough.

Dinner had gone better than he expected. Janelle had been flirtatious, her laughter light and her touches deliberate. She leaned in close when she spoke, her voice low and teasing, her fingers brushing against his hand as they shared a dessert. John felt his confidence grow with every smile she gave him, every lingering glance that made his heart race. He tried to ignore the nagging voice in the back of his mind, the one that whispered you’re not enough for her, you’ll never be enough.

When they arrived at his apartment, the air between them felt charged, electric. John’s hands shook as he fumbled with his keys, and Janelle’s soft giggle only made his nerves worse.

She stepped inside, her eyes scanning the room before landing back on him. “Cute place,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement. “Very… cozy.”

He tried to play it cool, but his mind was racing. Is she making fun of me? Or is she just teasing? He couldn’t tell, but her smile was enough to make him push the doubt aside. She stepped closer, her body brushing against his, and he felt his breath catch in his throat. Her lips were on his before he could think, her kiss soft but demanding, and he melted into it, his hands instinctively finding her waist.

They stumbled toward the couch, their kisses growing more urgent, more desperate. Janelle’s hands were everywhere—in his hair, on his chest, sliding down to the waistband of his pants. He froze for a moment, panic flaring in his chest, but then she was unzipping his pants, her fingers deft and confident. His heart was pounding so loudly he was sure she could hear it. This is it. She’s going to see. She’s going to know.

And then she did.

Janelle’s laughter cut through the room like a knife, sharp and unrelenting. She pulled back, her eyes wide with disbelief, her lips curling into a mocking grin. “Oh my God,” she said, her voice trembling with laughter. “Is that… it? That’s what you’ve been hiding in there all night? That’s adorable.”

John’s face burned with humiliation, his stomach twisting into knots. He wanted to disappear, to sink into the floor and never come back. But then he felt it—a strange, unexpected stirring in the pit of his stomach, a heat that spread through his body despite the shame. He looked down, horrified to see that he was getting hard, his small, limp cock beginning to stiffen under Janelle’s mocking gaze.

She noticed too. Her laughter faded, replaced by a smirk that was equal parts cruel and curious. “Wait… are you actually getting turned on by this?” She leaned in closer, her breath hot against his ear. “Does it turn you on, John? Does it make you hot to know how pathetic you are?”

He couldn’t speak, couldn’t think. His mind was a whirlwind of shame and arousal, and all he could do was nod, his body betraying him in the worst possible way. Janelle let out a low, satisfied laugh. “Oh, this is perfect. You’re just full of surprises, aren’t you?”

She stepped back, crossing her arms over her chest as she looked him up and down. “You’re pathetic, John. Do you know that? But you know what? I’m going to let you enjoy this. Show me what you’ve got.” She gestured to his now fully erect cock, her smirk widening. “Go on. Touch yourself.”

John hesitated, his hands trembling at his sides. This is wrong. This is so wrong. But his body was on fire, every nerve alight with a need he couldn’t ignore. Slowly, hesitantly, he reached down, his fingers wrapping around his cock. It felt small and insignificant in his hand, and the humiliation only made him harder.

“That’s it,” Janelle purred, her voice dripping with mockery. “Show me how much you love this. You wanted me to touch you, didn’t you? But you don’t deserve it. You’re not a real man. You’re just a little boy with a little dick who gets off on being humiliated.”

Her words cut through him like a knife, but they only made him harder, his strokes growing more desperate. He could feel the pressure building, the heat pooling in his stomach, and he knew he was close. “Please,” he whispered, his voice hoarse. “Please touch me.”

Janelle laughed, a harsh, cruel sound. “No. You don’t get to ask for anything. You’re going to cum for me, and you’re going to do it the way a pathetic little boy like you should. Faster now. Show me how much you love this.”

John obeyed, his hand moving faster, his breaths coming in shallow gasps. The pressure was unbearable, the heat consuming him, and then it happened—a weak, pitiful stream of cum shot from his cock, dripping down his hand and onto his jeans. He felt like he was dying, the humiliation and pleasure crashing over him in waves.

Janelle let out a loud, mocking laugh. “That’s it? That’s all you’ve got? A real man can shoot a big load, John. You? You’re just a little boy with a little dick who can’t even cum like a man. You’ll never be able to please a woman. Not with that thing.”

She turned on her heel, her laughter echoing through the room as she walked toward the door. “Clean up your mess, John. And don’t bother calling me again.”

The door slammed shut behind her, and John was left alone, his body trembling and his mind in chaos. He looked down at the mess he’d made, the humiliation burning in his chest even as the arousal still lingered in his veins. What the hell is wrong with me? he thought, but he already knew the answer.

A CHEATING WIFE CONFESSES

FM / Femdom / Cuckold / Small Penis Humiliation/ Verbal Humiliation / Interracial / BBC / Creampie / Cunnilingus / Cum Eating

Rick sat in the dimly lit living room, the glow of his wife’s phone screen casting shadows across his face. His heart pounded in his chest, a mix of anger, betrayal, and something else he couldn’t quite place.

Elaine had left her phone on the coffee table before rushing out earlier that evening, claiming she had a late meeting. But Rick knew better. He’d known for weeks now. The late nights, the secrecy, the way she’d started dressing differently—it all pointed to one thing. Elaine was cheating.

He hadn’t meant to snoop. He’d just picked up the phone to move it out of the way when a notification lit up the screen. A text from someone named “Marcus.” “Can’t wait to see you tonight, baby. You sure you can handle me again?”

Rick’s stomach turned, but he couldn’t stop himself from unlocking the phone. Elaine’s password was still their anniversary date, and that hurt almost as much as what he found inside.

The photos were the first thing that caught his eye. So many of them. Elaine in hotel rooms, in cars, in what looked like private apartments. And in every one, she was with a man—no, men. All of them Black, all of them towering over her, their bodies muscular and their cocks… Rick’s breath hitched as he zoomed in on one particular photo. Elaine on her knees, her lips wrapped around a shaft so thick it made Rick’s own dick look like a toothpick in comparison.

He shouldn’t have kept looking. He knew that. But he couldn’t stop himself. The images were seared into his mind, and with each one, he felt a strange mix of humiliation and arousal. He hated it. Hated how his hands trembled as he scrolled through the photos, hated how he couldn’t stop comparing himself to these men. He hated how, deep down, a part of him was fascinated by the thought of Elaine taking all that… all that Black dick.

The text messages were even worse. Explicit descriptions of what they’d done to her, what she’d done to them. Elaine’s words were so graphic, so uninhibited, that Rick felt like he was reading something out of a pornographic novel.

But the worst part was the message he found buried in the thread. “I’m going to leave him,” Elaine had written to Marcus. “He can’t satisfy me. He’s too small, too weak. I need a real man.”

Rick’s fists clenched around the phone, his knuckles white. He wanted to scream, to throw something, to confront Elaine the moment she walked through the door. But he didn’t. He sat there, waiting, the hours dragging by as his mind raced with thoughts of what to say, what to do.

It was well past midnight when Elaine finally came home. Rick heard the key turn in the lock, the soft click of the door as it swung open. He stayed seated, his eyes fixed on the floor as she stepped inside. She looked… disheveled. Her makeup was smeared, her hair a tangled mess. And her clothes—her dress was ripped at the shoulder, the fabric clinging to her body in a way that left little to the imagination.

“Rick?” she said, her voice hesitant as she took in the sight of him sitting there in the dark. “What are you doing up?”

He didn’t answer right away. He just stared at her, his jaw clenched so tight it hurt. Finally, he held up her phone, the screen still lit with the damning messages. “I know,” he said, his voice low and trembling. “I know everything.”

Elaine’s eyes widened for a moment, but then she laughed. Not a nervous laugh, not a guilty one. A full, throaty laugh that echoed through the room like a slap in the face. “Of course you know,” she said, shaking her head as she walked further into the room. “I wasn’t exactly hiding it, Rick. You’re not stupid. Blind, maybe, but not stupid.”

Rick’s heart pounded in his chest, his hands gripping the edge of the couch to keep them from shaking. “Why?” he demanded, his voice rising. “Why would you do this? Why would you—why would you betray me like this?”

Elaine’s laughter faded, replaced by a cold, almost mocking smile. “Betray you?” she repeated, tilting her head as she looked down at him. “Rick, you betrayed yourself the moment you thought you could satisfy me with that pathetic little thing between your legs.”

Rick flinched, his cheeks burning with humiliation. But even as the words cut deeper than any knife, he couldn’t deny the way his body reacted. His cock stirred in his pants, betraying him just as much as Elaine had.

“You think I didn’t know?” Elaine continued, her voice dripping with disdain as she stepped closer. “You think I didn’t notice how you’d finish in, what, two minutes? Three, if I was lucky? You’re not a man, Rick. You’re a boy. And I deserve a real man. A man who knows how to fuck me the way I need to be fucked.”

Rick’s mouth went dry, his mind racing as he tried to process what she was saying. But Elaine didn’t give him a chance to respond. She reached down, her fingers curling under the hem of her dress, and with one swift motion, she pulled it over her head and tossed it aside.

Rick’s breath caught in his throat as he took in the sight of her. She was completely naked, her body glowing in the dim light of the room. And then he saw it—the cum. It dripped down her inner thighs, thick and white, a stark contrast against her smooth skin.

“I was with two of them tonight,” Elaine said, her voice low and sultry as she spread her legs slightly, giving Rick a full view of her messy, used pussy. “Marcus and his friend, Tyrone. They both fucked me. Hard. And when they were done, they came inside me. Filled me up with their seed. You want to see?”

Rick couldn’t speak. He couldn’t breathe. He could only stare, his cock straining against his pants as Elaine stepped closer, her hips swaying with every step.

“Sit back,” she commanded, her voice firm as she gestured to the couch. “And don’t you dare close your eyes.”

Rick obeyed without thinking, his body moving on its own as he sank back into the cushions. Elaine followed, her movements deliberate as she straddled him, her crotch right in his face. She was so close now, so close that he could smell the sex on her, the musky scent of sweat and cum mingling with her perfume.

“Now,” she said, her voice a low purr as she reached down and spread her pussy lips with her fingers. “Lick.”

Rick hesitated, his mind screaming at him to refuse, to push her away, to do anything but what she was asking. But his body had other ideas. His tongue darted out, trembling as it made contact with her slick, swollen flesh. The taste was overwhelming—salty, tangy, and unmistakably not hers. He gagged slightly, but Elaine’s hand on the back of his head stopped him from pulling away.

“That’s it,” she murmured, her voice thick with arousal as she ground her pussy against his face. “Suck it all out, Rick. Every last drop. Show me you’re good for something.”

Rick’s humiliation burned white-hot, but so did his arousal. He lapped at her eagerly, his tongue probing deep as he tried to clean her up, to taste every bit of what she’d given to those other men. And as he did, he felt something shift inside him. Something dark and forbidden.

Elaine’s moans filled the room, her hips rocking against his face as she reached her climax. Rick didn’t stop. He couldn’t. He was lost in the moment, lost in the taste and the smell and the sheer wrongness of it all.

When she finally pulled away, Rick was trembling, his lips slick with her juices and the remnants of her lovers’ cum. Elaine looked down at him, her eyes glazed with satisfaction.

“Well,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “At least you’re good at that.”

Rick swallowed hard, his mind reeling as he tried to find the words to respond. But Elaine didn’t give him the chance. She stood up, grabbing her dress off the floor as she turned to leave.

Rick reached out, his hand closing around her wrist. “Elaine,” he whispered, his voice hoarse. “Do you… do you still want a divorce?”

Elaine paused, looking down at him with an unreadable expression. Then she smiled—a soft, almost tender smile that sent a shiver down Rick’s spine.

“No,” she said, her voice gentle as she leaned down to press a kiss to his forehead. “I think I’ll keep you around. You’re not much of a husband, but you make a damn good cuckold.”

And with that, she walked away, leaving Rick alone on the couch, his mind racing and his body still trembling with the aftershocks of what had just happened.

TRUTH OR DARE GONE WRONG

FFM / Femdom / Verbal Humiliation / Small Penis Humiliation / Blackmail / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation / Foot Fetish / Trampling / Shoe Licking

“I dare you to show us your cock,” Ashley said, her voice teasing, her lips curling into a smirk that made Fred’s stomach drop.

The room fell silent for a moment, the only sound being the faint hum of the air conditioner in Ashley’s apartment. Fred froze, his beer bottle halfway to his lips. His heart started pounding so loudly he was sure the girls could hear it.

Kiana leaned forward, her high heels clicking against the hardwood floor as she crossed her legs. “What’s the matter, Fred? Scared?”

Fred’s mouth went dry. He set the bottle down on the coffee table, his hands trembling slightly. “I, uh… I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

Ashley tilted her head, her dark hair falling over one shoulder. “Oh, come on. It’s just a game. Don’t be such a baby.”

Kiana giggled, her laughter light but cutting. “Yeah, Fred. You’re not chickening out, are you?”

Fred’s mind raced. He’d been so excited when Ashley invited him over after work. She was wearing this tight red dress that hugged her curves in all the right places, and Kiana had on this black number that made her legs look impossibly long. The two of them had been flirting with him all night, laughing at his jokes, touching his arm like they were actually interested.

But now? Now he felt like he was back in high school, the kid everyone picked on because he wasn’t “man enough.”

“Fine,” he muttered, his voice barely above a whisper. He stood up, his legs feeling like jelly, and slowly unzipped his jeans.

Ashley and Kiana leaned closer, their eyes locked on him. He could feel their gazes like a physical weight, pressing down on him. When he finally pulled his boxers down, revealing his small, soft cock, the room erupted in laughter.

“Oh my God!” Ashley shrieked, doubling over. “Is that it?”

Kiana covered her mouth, but her shoulders were shaking with laughter. “I’ve never seen anything so… tiny.”

Fred’s face burned. He wanted to disappear, to melt into the floor and never come back. But then, to his horror, he felt himself starting to get hard.

Ashley noticed first. “Wait, is he… getting an erection?“ She pointed, giggling uncontrollably.

Kiana gasped. “Oh my God, he is! Look at it! It’s like a little mushroom!”

Fred tried to cover himself, but Ashley slapped his hand away. “No, no. Let us see. This is hilarious.”

“Please,” Fred begged, his voice cracking. “Don’t tell anyone at work. Please.”

Ashley exchanged a look with Kiana, a wicked grin spreading across her face. “We’ll keep your secret,” she said, her tone dripping with faux sincerity. “But you’re going to have to earn it.”

Fred swallowed hard. “What do you mean?”

Kiana stood up, her heels clicking as she walked around the coffee table. She stopped in front of him, her arms crossed. “Lie down on the floor.”

“What? Why?”

“Just do it,” Ashley said, her voice firm now.

Fred hesitated, but he didn’t have the strength to argue. He slowly lowered himself to the floor, his heart pounding in his ears.

Ashley crouched next to him, her red dress riding up her thighs. “Now, jerk off for us.”

Fred’s eyes widened. “What? No, I—”

“Do it,” Kiana interrupted, her voice cold. “Or we’ll tell everyone at work about your little problem.”

Fred’s hands shook as he reached down and started stroking himself. The humiliation was overwhelming, but there was something else too—something dark and twisted that he didn’t want to acknowledge.

Ashley and Kiana watched intently, their laughter fading into something more… hungry.

“Look at it,” Kiana murmured. “It’s so small, but it’s trying so hard.”

Ashley smirked. “Pathetic. But kind of cute, in a way.”

Fred closed his eyes, trying to block them out, but he could feel their presence, their heat, their smell.

Then, suddenly, he felt a sharp pain in his chest. He opened his eyes to see Ashley’s high heel pressing down on him, the red sole inches from his face.

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

Fred hesitated, but only for a moment. He leaned forward and started licking the sole of her shoe, the taste of leather and rubber filling his mouth.

Kiana laughed, stepping on his thigh with her own heel. “You’re such a freak, Fred. I can’t believe you’re actually into this.”

Fred didn’t answer. He couldn’t. The combination of pain, humiliation, and arousal was too much. He felt himself getting closer, his strokes faster, more desperate.

Finally, with a choked gasp, he came, his tiny load barely visible on the floor.

Ashley and Kiana erupted into laughter again. “Oh my God,” Ashley said, wiping tears from her eyes. “That’s it? That’s what you’ve got?”

Kiana shook her head. “I can’t believe we wasted our night on this.”

Fred lay there, trembling, his humiliation complete.

Ashley crouched down again, her face inches from his. “Just so you know,” she whispered, her breath hot against his ear, “we’re definitely telling everyone at work about this.”

Fred’s stomach dropped. “But… you said—”

“We lied,” Kiana interrupted, her voice cold. “Everyone’s going to know, Fred. Everyone.”

Fred closed his eyes, the weight of their words crushing him. His heart raced. He didn’t know what to say, what to do. All he knew was that he was completely at their mercy.

And for some reason, that thought made him harder than ever.

A NERD’S FOOT HUMILIATION

FM / Femdom / Foot Fetish / Foot Worship / Verbal Humiliation / Small Penis Humiliation / Masturbation

“Is this seriously what you’re into?” Keisha’s voice dripped with mockery, her perfectly arched eyebrow raised as she kicked off one sandal, then the other.

Her bare feet landed on the grimy floor of the back room, the bright red polish of her toenails catching the dim light. She tilted her head, her lips curling into a smirk. “Oh my God, you’re actually into feet. Aren’t you?”

Mickey’s heart pounded in his chest. He could feel the heat rising to his face, his palms clammy as he fidgeted with the hem of his Comic-Con T-shirt. His eyes darted from her feet to her face and back again, unable to tear his gaze away. She was laughing at him. Taunting him. And yet, he couldn’t help but feel a jolt of excitement coursing through him.

“I… uh…” Mickey stammered, his voice barely above a whisper. He swallowed hard, his throat dry. “Yeah. I guess I am.”

Keisha let out a sharp, incredulous laugh, her hands on her hips as she surveyed the cluttered room. Fast food wrappers littered the floor, along with empty soda cans and a pile of foot fetish magazines that Mickey had tried—and failed—to hide under a stack of old comic books. Her nose wrinkled in disgust, but there was a glint in her eye, something predatory.

“Pathetic,” she said, her tone dripping with disdain. “You’re literally a walking stereotype, you know that? Comic book nerd, junk food, jerking off to women’s feet. It’s like you’re trying to be the punchline of some bad joke.”

Mickey flinched, but he couldn’t deny the truth in her words. He was pathetic. He knew it. And yet, here she was, standing in front of him, her feet just inches away, and all he could think about was how badly he wanted to touch them.

—

It had started just an hour earlier, when Keisha walked into the shop. Mickey had been in the back room, as usual, scrolling through foot fetish porn on his phone, a half-empty bag of Doritos resting on his lap. The bell above the door jingled, and he quickly stuffed his phone into his pocket, wiping his greasy hands on his pants as he hurried out to the front counter.

The moment he saw her, his breath caught in his throat. She was stunning—tall, with smooth caramel skin, her hair cascading in loose curls over her shoulders. She wore a tight black dress that hugged her curves, and her feet were encased in strappy sandals that made his mouth water. She was the kind of woman who didn’t just walk into a place like this. She belonged on a runway, or in a movie, not in a dingy comic book shop.

“Hi,” she said, her voice smooth and confident. “I’m looking for a specific comic. My little brother’s birthday is coming up, and he’s been talking about it nonstop. It’s called Galactic Guardians #1?”

Mickey’s heart skipped a beat. Galactic Guardians #1 was his prized possession, the crown jewel of his collection. It was rare, expensive, and—more importantly—it was his favorite. He’d never even considered selling it.

“I… uh… I think I might have it,” he said hesitantly, his eyes darting toward the back room where he kept it safely tucked away. “But it’s not for sale.”

Keisha leaned over the counter, her cleavage on full display, and flashed him a sweet smile. “Are you sure there’s no way I could convince you to part with it? I’d be willing to pay extra.”

Mickey’s mind raced. He knew he should say no, but something about the way she was looking at him—like she was actually interested in him—made him hesitate. And then, before he could stop himself, the words tumbled out of his mouth.

“What if… what if I gave it to you… for free?” he stammered, his face flushing. “But… um… you’d have to let me… uh… suck your toes.”

Keisha’s eyebrows shot up, and for a moment, Mickey thought she might laugh in his face. But instead, she tilted her head, studying him with a curious expression. “You’re serious?”

Mickey nodded, his heart pounding so hard he was sure she could hear it. “Yeah. Dead serious.”

—

And now, here they were. Keisha’s feet were right there, so close he could almost taste them. She crossed her arms over her chest, her smirk widening as she watched him squirm.

“Go ahead,” she said, her voice laced with sarcasm. “Do your thing, foot boy.”

Mickey hesitated for a moment, glancing up at her as if seeking permission. She rolled her eyes, gesturing impatiently toward her feet. “Come on, don’t waste my time.”

Taking a deep breath, Mickey dropped to his knees, his hands trembling as he reached for her foot. Her skin was warm and soft, the perfect shade of brown. He brought it to his lips, his tongue darting out to lick the arch of her foot. She tasted faintly of lotion, with a hint of saltiness that made his cock twitch in his pants.

Keisha let out a derisive laugh, shaking her head. “Wow. You’re really into this, huh? What kind of loser gives away his favorite comic book just to suck some random woman’s toes?”

Mickey didn’t answer. He couldn’t. His entire world had narrowed down to her foot, the way it felt against his tongue, the way her toes curled slightly as he sucked on each one. He was so hard it hurt, his cock straining against the fabric of his pants.

Keisha noticed his erection. “You’re disgusting,” she said, her voice dripping with contempt.

She pulled her foot away, planting it firmly on his chest and shoving him backward. He fell onto the floor, his back hitting the pile of magazines. “Pathetic little pervert. You’re really going to sit here and jerk off to this, aren’t you?”

Mickey’s face burned with shame, but he couldn’t deny it. He unzipped his pants, his small cock springing free as he began to stroke himself. Keisha let out a burst of laughter, the sound sharp and cruel.

“Oh my God, it’s tiny! Seriously, is that it? No wonder you’re so obsessed with feet. That thing couldn’t please a woman if it tried.”

Mickey’s strokes quickened, his breathing ragged as he stared up at her, her feet still within reach. He reached out, grabbing her ankle and pulling her foot toward his mouth again. She let him, her laughter growing louder as he licked and sucked, his hand moving faster and faster.

“You’re such a joke,” she taunted, shaking her foot to dislodge him. “I can’t believe I’m actually letting you do this. You’re not even worth the time it took to walk in here.”

Mickey came with a choked cry, a pathetic trickle of cum spilling over his fingers. Keisha let out one final, derisive laugh, stepping over him as she grabbed his precious comic book, shoving it in her backpack before she left the store.

“Enjoy your magazines, loser,” she said, tossing him one last disgusted look before walking out of the room.

The bell above the door jingled as she left, leaving Mickey lying on the floor, his chest heaving as he stared up at the ceiling. He knew he’d remember Keisha—and her feet—forever.

WIFE TURNED ESCORT

FM / Femdom / Cuckold / Cheating / Sex Work / Creampie / Cunnilingus / Cum Eating / Masturbation

Kelcie walked through the front door at midnight, heels clicking sharply against the hardwood floor. The sound was a staccato rhythm that seemed to echo through the silent house, each step a deliberate punctuation mark.

Her dress, a sleek black number that hugged her curves like a second skin, shimmered faintly under the dim light of the chandelier. She smelled of expensive perfume and something else—something primal, musky, and unmistakable. Charles sat on the couch, his thinning hair disheveled, his half-buttoned shirt untucked. He stared at her, his face a mix of confusion and simmering anger.

“Where the hell have you been?” Charles demanded, his voice cracking slightly. He tried to sound authoritative, but it came out more like a whine.

Kelcie didn’t answer immediately. She set her designer handbag on the entryway table with a deliberate precision, her movements slow, almost theatrical. Then she turned to face him, her lips curling into a smirk that didn’t reach her cold, calculating eyes.

“Out,” she said simply, her tone dismissive.

“Out? Out where? It’s midnight, Kelcie! I’ve been calling you all night!”

She tilted her head, her dark hair cascading over one shoulder. “I was busy,” she replied, her voice dripping with mock innocence.

Charles stood up, his face reddening. “Busy doing what? You better not have been with some guy!”

Kelcie let out a low, throaty laugh. It was a sound that sent a shiver down Charles’ spine, though he couldn’t quite place why. “Oh, Charles,” she said, taking a step toward him. “You’re so predictable. Always jumping to conclusions.”

“So you weren’t with some guy?” His voice wavered, betraying his insecurity.

Kelcie’s smirk widened. “Oh, I was. I was with a man. A real man. Not some broke, wannabe entrepreneur who can’t even keep the lights on.”

Charles’ face turned ashen. His mouth opened, but no words came out. He just stood there, gaping at his wife like a fish out of water.

Kelcie sauntered past him, her hips swaying hypnotically. She tossed her coat onto the armchair and perched herself on the edge of the couch, crossing her legs with deliberate slowness. “Sit down, Charles,” she commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument.

He obeyed, sinking back into the couch, his eyes never leaving her face.

“You want to know how many men I’ve been with?” she asked, her voice low and sultry. “I’ve lost count. They’re all so… generous. And talented.”

Charles’ hands clenched into fists, but he didn’t speak. He couldn’t. The words were trapped in his throat, suffocating him.

Kelcie leaned forward, her cleavage accentuated by the low neckline of her dress. “Tonight, I was with a man who knows how to treat a woman. He’s got money—real money, not the imaginary kind you’re always chasing. And he’s got… other assets, too.”

Charles’ stomach churned. He knew what she meant, but he couldn’t bring himself to say it.

She laughed again, a cruel, mocking sound. “Oh, don’t play dumb, Charles. You know exactly what I’m talking about. He’s big. Bigger than you could ever dream of being. And he knows how to use it.”

Charles’ face burned with shame and anger, but there was something else, too—something he didn’t want to admit, even to himself. His chest tightened, and he could feel his heart pounding in his ears.

Kelcie looked him straight in the eye. “I’m working as an escort now, Charles. You’re broke, and your little dick doesn’t satisfy me. Now, I get all the money and fantastic sex that you can’t give me.”

“You’re a prostitute?” he asked, unable to believe his ears.

Kelcie rolled her eyes. “I’m a high-class call girl. What else can I do? I have such a loser for a husband.”

Kelcie stood up, her movements slow and deliberate. She reached behind her back and unzipped her dress, letting it fall to the floor in a pool of black fabric. Underneath, she wore nothing but a lacy black thong and sheer stockings held up by a garter belt. Charles’ eyes widened, his gaze flickering over her body, taking in every curve, every detail.

She stepped out of the dress and stood before him, completely exposed except for the flimsy undergarments. Her skin glowed in the soft light, and the faint smell of sex lingered in the air.

“He fucked me, Charles,” she said, her voice low and husky. “He fucked me everywhere. My mouth, my pussy, my ass. And you know what? I let him cum inside me. I wanted it. I loved it.”

Charles’ breath hitched, and he felt a strange rush of heat between his legs. He tried to look away, but he couldn’t. His eyes were locked on her, drawn to her like a moth to a flame.

Kelcie spread her legs slightly, and Charles’ eyes dropped to the damp patch between her thighs. Cum glistened on her skin, trickling down her inner thigh. She smirked, noticing his gaze.

“You see that, Charles? That’s what a real man can do. That’s what I deserve. And you? You’re just a bum. A loser with a tiny cock who can’t even satisfy his own wife.”

Charles’ face burned with shame, but he couldn’t deny the arousal coursing through him. His cock twitched in his pants, straining against the fabric.

Kelcie noticed, and her smirk widened. “Oh, look at that. You’re getting off on this, aren’t you? You’re pathetic.”

Charles swallowed hard, his mouth dry. “I… I don’t know what to say,” he stammered.

Kelcie laughed, a cruel, cutting sound. “You don’t have to say anything. Just sit there and watch.”

She reached down, her fingers sliding between her folds. She moaned softly, her eyes fluttering shut. “You should see him, Charles. He’s so big. So thick. When he fucks me, I can’t even think straight. All I can do is scream his name.”

Charles’ cock throbbed, and he realized he was gripping the edge of the couch, his knuckles white.

Kelcie opened her eyes, her gaze locking onto his. “Do you want to taste him, Charles? Do you want to taste what a real man can do?”

He hesitated, his mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. But his body betrayed him, leaning forward without his consent.

Kelcie spread her legs wider, exposing herself completely. “Go on,” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “Eat me.”

Charles hesitated for a moment longer, then leaned in, his tongue tentatively licking at her folds. The taste was bitter, salty, and so incredibly taboo. He shuddered, his cock straining painfully against his pants.

Kelcie moaned, her hand tangling in his hair. “That’s it, Charles. Clean me up. Show me you’re good for something.”

He lapped at her eagerly, his tongue swirling around her sensitive folds. Kelcie’s moans grew louder, her hips rocking against his face.

“That’s it… you’re such a good little cuck,” she purred. “You’re finally useful for once.”

Charles’ cock ached with need, and he reached down, fumbling with his belt. He managed to free himself, his small, pathetic cock twitching in his hand.

Kelcie looked down at him and laughed. “Oh, look at that. What a joke.”

Charles ignored her, jerking himself off as he continued to eat her out. He could feel her climax building, her thighs trembling around his head.

“That’s it, Charles. Make me cum. Show me you’re not completely useless.”

With a final moan, Kelcie came, her body shuddering with pleasure. Charles felt her release on his tongue, and he swallowed it eagerly, his own orgasm building.

He came with a soft whimper, his small cock jerking in his hand as a pathetic spurt of cum landed on the floor.

Kelcie looked down at him, her lips curling into a cruel smile. “Pathetic. You can’t even cum right.”

Charles slumped back on the couch, his face flushed with shame and arousal. Kelcie stood up, smoothing down her hair and picking up her dress.

“From now on, Charles, I’m the breadwinner. I’ll earn the money, and I’ll get the pleasure I deserve. You? You’re just along for the ride.”

She walked toward the bedroom, her hips swaying seductively. Pausing at the door, she glanced back at him.

“Oh, and Charles? Don’t even think about stopping me. You don’t have the balls.”

With that, she disappeared into the bedroom, leaving Charles sitting on the couch, his mind spinning and his cock still twitching in his hand.

THE PRICE OF INADEQUACY

FM / Femdom / Findom / Cuckold / Cheating / Small Penis Humiliation / Verbal Humiliation / Masturbation / Jerk Off Instructions / Hand Job / Ruined Orgasm

Randy’s fingers trembled as he rummaged through Cara’s purse, searching for evidence. He wasn’t the kind of man who snooped—at least, he didn’t think he was—but something felt off. She’d been distant lately, her texts shorter, her smiles colder.

When his fingers brushed against the crinkly foil of a condom wrapper, he froze. He pulled it out, his heart pounding in his chest. It wasn’t just any condom. It was extra large. His mind raced. He wasn’t large—not even close. He’d always known that. It was his secret shame, the thing he tried to bury under designer suits and luxury cars. But this… this was proof. Proof that Cara wasn’t satisfied. Proof that she was looking elsewhere.

He stumbled back, sitting heavily on the edge of the bed. The condom wrapper felt like a bomb in his hand. He stared at it, his mind replaying every moment of their marriage. The way she’d sigh when he touched her, the way she’d roll over after sex, her back to him. He’d told himself it was stress, work, anything but the truth. But the truth was staring him in the face, wrapped in shiny foil.

When Cara walked into the bedroom, Randy was still holding the condom. She stopped in the doorway, her eyes narrowing when she saw it in his hand. She didn’t look guilty—she looked bored.

“What’s that?” she asked, her voice flat.

Randy’s throat tightened. “I… I found it in your purse.”

Cara sighed, tossing her keys onto the dresser. “And?”

“And?” Randy’s voice cracked. “Cara, these aren’t for me. You know they’re not.”

She crossed her arms, leaning against the doorframe. “So? What’s your point, Randy?”

His chest ached. “Are you… are you cheating on me?”

Cara laughed—a cold, sharp sound that cut through the room. “Cheating? Randy, you’re not even in the game. I married you for your money, not your pathetic little dick. You think I’d let you touch me if you weren’t paying my bills?”

Randy felt like he’d been punched. He dropped the condom, his hands shaking. “Cara, please… don’t say that. I love you. I’ll do anything. I’ll try Viagra, I’ll work out, I’ll—”

“Stop,” she snapped, her voice like ice. “Stop embarrassing yourself. You’re hopeless, Randy. You’re nothing but a walking ATM. And you know what? I’m tired of pretending.”

He dropped to his knees, tears streaming down his face. “Please, Cara. Don’t leave me. I need you. I’ll give you anything. Just… just tell me what to do.”

She smirked, stepping closer. “Anything?”

“Yes,” he whispered, his voice breaking. “Anything.”

Cara tilted her head, considering him. “Lie down. On the floor.”

Randy hesitated, but only for a moment. He slid off the bed, lying on his back on the hardwood floor. Cara knelt beside him, her eyes glinting with cruel amusement.

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

His face burned, but he obeyed, fumbling with his belt. When he finally exposed himself, Cara laughed—a harsh, mocking sound that made him want to disappear.

“God, Randy,” she said, shaking her head. “I knew it was small, but… Jesus. It’s pathetic.”

He closed his eyes, humiliation washing over him. But then he felt something cold and sharp press against his skin. He opened his eyes to see Cara’s stiletto heel resting on his cock.

“Don’t move,” she said, applying just enough pressure to make him whimper. “You like that, don’t you? You’re such a little pervert.”

He didn’t know what to say. It hurt—God, it hurt—but there was something else, something dark and twisted that flickered in the pit of his stomach.

“Stroke it,” she ordered, her voice firm.

Randy hesitated, his hands trembling.

“Do it,” she snapped, pressing down harder with her heel.

He obeyed, his fingers wrapping around his pathetic length. He started slowly, his face burning with shame.

“Faster,” she said, her eyes locked on his.

He sped up, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps. He was so humiliated, so exposed, but he couldn’t stop. He was rock hard, his cock twitching in his hand.

“Please,” he begged, his voice hoarse. “Please touch me.”

Cara rolled her eyes. “Ten thousand dollars.”

“What?”

“You heard me. Ten thousand dollars. Cash. Now.”

Randy hesitated, but the desperation in his gut was too strong. He scrambled to his feet, stumbling to the safe in the corner of the room. His hands shook as he punched in the code, pulling out a thick stack of bills. He handed it to Cara, his heart pounding.

She took the money, counting it slowly before setting it aside. Then she knelt beside him, her fingers brushing against his cock. He gasped, his hips bucking involuntarily.

She smirked, wrapping her hand around him. Her touch was slow, teasing, driving him mad.

“Please,” he begged, his voice trembling. “Please, Cara. Faster.”

She obliged, her hand moving faster, tighter. Randy’s breath came in ragged gasps, his body trembling on the edge of release. But just as he was about to cum, she stopped.

“No,” he whimpered, his cock twitching in her hand. “Please… don’t stop.”

Cara laughed, standing up. “Pathetic.”

A tiny trickle of cum dribbled out, his orgasm ruined. Randy lay on the floor, his body limp, his mind reeling. He’d paid ten thousand dollars—ten thousand dollars—just to have his orgasm ruined.

Cara picked up the money, slipping it into her purse. “I’m going out,” she said, her voice cold. “Don’t wait up.”

He heard her heels click against the floor, the front door slam, the engine of her car roar to life. He knew where she was going. She was going to meet him—the guy who used the extra large condoms.

Randy lay on the floor, his tiny cock still exposed, his humiliation complete. But even as the shame washed over him, he couldn’t deny the dark, twisted thrill that lingered in the pit of his stomach.

A LOSER BEGS FOR FORGIVENESS

FM / Femdom / Verbal Humiliation / Begging / Spitting / Face Sitting

"Get on your knees," Antoinette commanded, her voice sharp and unyielding.

Shawn hesitated, his face flushed with embarrassment and something else—something he couldn’t quite name yet. His eyes darted to the family photo on the wall, the one he’d foolishly forgotten to take down. His parents’ smiling faces seemed to mock him, their perfect little lives a stark contrast to his own.

"Do it," Antoinette snapped, her arms crossed over her chest. "Now."

He dropped to his knees, the hardwood floor cold against his skin. His heart pounded as he looked up at her, his mouth dry. She was stunning—tall, confident, and radiating the kind of success he could only dream of. Her designer dress clung to her curves, and her heels clicked ominously against the floor as she stepped closer.

"You’re pathetic, Shawn," she said, her voice dripping with disdain. "A grown man still living with his parents. Did you really think I wouldn’t notice?"

He opened his mouth to defend himself, but no words came out. What could he say? She was right. He was a loser. He’d lied on the dating app, spinning fantasies about his life that were as far from the truth as possible. He’d made it sound like he had a career, his own place, a life worth living. But it was all a sham.

"I’m sorry," he whispered, his voice trembling. "Please, give me another chance."

She tilted her head, her lips curling into a cruel smile. "Another chance? For what? To lie to me again? To pretend you’re something you’re not?" She leaned down, her face inches from his. "You’re nothing, Shawn. And you always will be."

Her words cut deep, but they also ignited something inside him—a strange, electric current that made his stomach clench and his cock twitch. He’d never felt this way before. Humiliation, yes. Shame, absolutely. But this? This was different.

"Spit on me," he blurted out, the words surprising even him.

Antoinette raised an eyebrow, her expression shifting from disgust to intrigue. "What did you just say?"

His heart raced. "Spit on me," he repeated, his voice firmer this time. "Please."

For a long moment, she just stared at him, her eyes searching his face as if trying to figure out if he was serious. Then, with a slow, deliberate motion, she leaned down and spat in his face. The warm, wet sensation against his skin sent a jolt of arousal through him, and he let out a shaky breath.

"You really are a loser," she murmured, her voice laced with something that sounded almost like amusement. "But maybe I can work with that."

He didn’t have time to process what she meant. She grabbed his arm, pulling him to his feet, and led him down the hallway to his room. His pathetic little room, still decorated with posters from his teenage years. It was a stark reminder of how little he’d accomplished in life, but at that moment, he didn’t care. All he cared about was the way she was looking at him—like she owned him.

"Lie down," she ordered, pointing to the bed.

He obeyed without question, his body trembling with anticipation as he stretched out on the mattress. She stepped out of her heels, the sound loud in the quiet room, and then she climbed onto the bed, straddling his chest.

Shawn’s breath hitched as she pulled up her dress, revealing the lace panties beneath. She’s going to ruin me, he thought, and the idea filled him with a mix of fear and excitement.

"Open your mouth," she commanded, and he did, his lips parting instinctively.

She shifted her weight, lowering herself onto his face, and he gasped as the heat of her pussy pressed against his lips. The taste of her was intoxicating, and he eagerly licked and sucked, desperate to please her.

"Good boy," she murmured, her voice soft but mocking. "You might be a loser, but at least you’re good for something."

Her words sent a shiver down his spine, and he moaned against her, his hands gripping the sheets as he focused all his attention on her. She rocked her hips, grinding against his face, and he could feel the wetness of her arousal soaking his chin.

"You’re lucky I’m letting you taste me," she said, her voice breathless now. "You don’t deserve this."

He didn’t deserve it. She was right. But that only made it more thrilling. His cock was impossibly hard, straining against the fabric of his pants, but he didn’t dare touch himself. This wasn’t about him. This was about her.

Her breathing grew heavier, her movements more frantic, and he knew she was close. He doubled his efforts, his tongue flicking against her clit as he sucked on her pussy. Her moans filled the room, and then, with a cry, she came, her juices gushing into his mouth.

Shawn swallowed eagerly, his own orgasm building as he continued to lick her, desperate to prolong the moment. But it was over too soon. She climbed off him, straightening her dress and smoothing her hair as if nothing had happened.

"Will I see you again?" he asked, his voice hoarse.

Antoinette laughed, a sharp, mocking sound that cut through the air. "Fuck no, you live with your parents!"

KAREN’S FOOT DOMINATION

FM / Femdom / 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.

MASSAGE HUMILIATION

FM / Femdom / Massage / Small Penis Humiliation / Verbal Humiliation / Golden Shower / Cunnilingus

Will’s heart pounded as he heard the doorbell. He glanced at the clock. Right on time. He smoothed his hands over his shirt, took a deep breath, and opened the door. Natalia stood there, her long dark hair cascading over her shoulders, her fitted black outfit hugging her curves in all the right places. She smiled, and Will felt his stomach drop. God, she was gorgeous.

“Hi, Will,” she said, her voice smooth and confident. “Ready for your massage?”

Will nodded, stepping aside to let her in. “Yeah, come on in. I set up the table in the living room.”

Natalia followed him inside, her heels clicking softly against the hardwood floor. She set her bag down by the massage table and began unpacking her supplies. Will stood awkwardly to the side, his hands shoved in his pockets. Don’t stare, he told himself. But it was impossible not to. Her every movement was hypnotic.

“Do you, uh, need me to do anything?” Will asked, his voice cracking slightly.

Natalia glanced up at him, a sly smile playing on her lips. “Just relax. This is all about you, Will.” Her tone was teasing, and Will felt a shiver run down his spine. Was she flirting with him?

She gestured to the table. “Go ahead, lie down on your stomach. I’ll start with your shoulders.”

Will hesitated for a moment, then nodded. He stripped off his shirt, revealing his muscular frame. He could feel Natalia’s eyes on him as he climbed onto the table, face down. The cool air brushed against his skin as he settled in, his heart still racing.

Natalia’s hands were warm as they pressed into his shoulders, her fingers working the knots of tension. Will let out a soft sigh, his body relaxing under her touch. But his mind was anything but calm. She was so close. He could smell her perfume. Did she notice? Did she see his secret shame?

Her hands moved lower, kneading the muscles of his back. “You’re so tense,” she murmured, her voice low. “Do you work out a lot?”

“Yeah,” Will said, his voice muffled by the table. “Baseball.”

“Mmm, I can tell,” Natalia said, her fingers tracing the lines of his muscles. “You’re in great shape.”

Will’s face flushed. Was she flirting with him? Or was this just part of the massage? He wasn’t sure, but his body was certainly responding. He could feel himself growing hard, and he prayed Natalia wouldn’t discover his tiny penis.

“Alright, turn over,” she said, her hands pausing on his shoulders.

Will froze. Shit. “Uh, can we just stay like this? My back’s still pretty tight.”

Natalia chuckled softly. “I’ll work on your front too. Trust me, it’ll help.”

Will’s heart was pounding now. He knew he couldn’t refuse without looking suspicious, but the thought of rolling over, of her seeing him like that—it was terrifying. But Natalia’s voice was calm and hypnotic. He couldn’t refuse her. Slowly, he turned onto his back, his arms crossed over his chest as if that could somehow hide his shame.

Natalia’s eyes flicked downward, and Will saw her lips twitch. He braced himself for the inevitable. And then it came.

She burst out laughing.

“Oh my God,” she said, covering her mouth with her hand. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry. I just… wasn’t expecting that.”

Will felt his face burn. Humiliation flooded him, cutting through the arousal that had been building. But as much as he wanted to shrink away, he couldn’t deny that her laughter, her mockery, was also turning him on. He wondered what was wrong with him.

“Please,” he whispered, his voice barely audible. “Don’t tell anyone.”

Natalia’s laughter subsided, and she looked at him with a mixture of amusement and curiosity. “Don’t worry, your secret’s safe with me,” she said. Her tone was teasing, but there was something else in her voice—something that made Will’s stomach twist.

She leaned closer, her face inches from his. “But if I’m going to keep your little secret, you’re going to have to do what I say. Understand?”

Will nodded, his heart racing. “Yes.”

Natalia smirked. “Good. Now, touch yourself.”

Will’s eyes widened. “What?”

“You heard me,” she said, her voice firm. “I want to see you get off.”

Will hesitated for a moment, but the arousal in Natalia’s eyes was undeniable. Slowly, reluctantly, he reached down, wrapping his fingers around his small, hard cock. He began to stroke himself, his face burning with shame.

Natalia watched him, a satisfied smile on her lips. “That’s it,” she said. “Just like that. You’re such a good little boy, aren’t you?”

Will’s breath hitched at her words. God, this is so humiliating. But he couldn’t stop. He felt himself getting harder, his strokes becoming more frantic.

“You really like this, don’t you?” Natalia taunted, her voice dripping with amusement. “You like being degraded, don’t you?”

Will didn’t answer. He couldn’t. His mind was a whirlwind of shame and desire, and all he could focus on was the feeling of her eyes on him, watching him pleasure himself.

Natalia stood up, her movements slow and deliberate. She began to undress, peeling off her clothes piece by piece until she stood before him completely naked. Will’s eyes widened at the sight of her body, her curves, her smooth skin. She was fucking gorgeous.

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

Will didn’t hesitate. He climbed off the table and knelt on the floor, his tiny cock still hard and throbbing. Natalia walked around behind him, her heels clicking against the floor.

“You’re going to learn your place, Will,” she said. “You’re going to be my little piss slut.”

Will’s heart raced at her words. This was really happening.

Natalia stepped over him, her legs straddling his body. Will looked up with her, his eyes wide. And then she began to piss.

The warm stream hit Will’s chest, soaking him instantly. He gasped at the sensation, his cock twitching with excitement. Natalia’s laughter echoed above him as she continued to piss on him, her golden urine covering his body.

“You love this, don’t you?” she taunted, her voice filled with amusement. “You’re such a filthy little slut.”

Will couldn’t answer. He was too overwhelmed by the humiliation, the arousal, the sheer intensity of it all. His cock was harder than it had ever been, and he could feel himself on the edge of orgasm.

Natalia finished, stepping back and looking down at him with a satisfied smirk. “Now it’s time to clean up,” she said.

She walked over to the couch and sat down, spreading her legs wide. Her pussy glistened with her own urine, and she beckoned him closer with a single finger.

“Come here, Will,” she said. “Lick me clean.”

Will crawled over to her, his body still dripping with her piss. He hesitated for a moment, but Natalia’s sharp gaze pushed him forward. He leaned in, pressing his tongue against her pussy.

The taste was salty, tangy, and utterly intoxicating. Will moaned against her, his tongue moving eagerly as he lapped at her folds. Natalia’s hands gripped his hair, forcing him closer, deeper.

“That’s it,” she moaned, her head falling back. “You’re such a good little slut.”

Will’s tongue worked faster, spurred on by her words, by the way her body responded to him. He could feel her thighs tightening around his head, her hips grinding against his face. And then, with a sharp cry, Natalia came against his mouth.

Will pulled back, panting, his face wet with her juices. Natalia looked down at him, a wicked smile on her lips.

“Okay, Will,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “Your little secret is safe.”

Will nodded, his heart pounding. “Thank you,” he whispered.

“Good,” Natalia said, standing up and beginning to dress. “This is just the beginning, Will. I’ll be seeing you again soon.”

As she walked to the door, Will sat on the floor, covered in piss, his cock still hard and throbbing. He had never felt more humiliated… or more alive.

BOSS TURNED PAY PIG

FM / Femdom / Boss Employee / Findom / Verbal Humiliation / Small Penis Humiliation / Jerk Off Instructions / Rimming

Jimmy sat behind his mahogany desk, the air in his office thick with the scent of expensive leather and the faint hum of the city outside. Papers were neatly stacked in front of him, but his mind wasn’t on work. It was on her. Rhonda, his secretary, had been flirting with him for weeks now. At first, he’d brushed it off, chalking it up to her playful nature. But lately, her advances had become bolder, more deliberate. And tonight, she wasn’t holding back.

Rhonda stood by the door, her silhouette framed by the soft glow of the office lights. She wore a tight black dress that clung to her curves like a second skin, the fabric shimmering as she shifted her weight from one stiletto-clad foot to the other. Her lips, painted a deep crimson, curved into a sly smile as she approached his desk.

“Working late again, boss?” she purred, her voice dripping with a teasing lilt.

She leaned over his desk, her cleavage on full display, and Jimmy felt his breath hitch. His tiny cock, betraying him as always, twitched in his pants, and he shifted uncomfortably in his chair.

“Just… catching up on a few things,” he mumbled, avoiding her gaze.

He could feel the heat rising in his cheeks, the familiar knot of humiliation tightening in his gut. Why does she keep doing this? he thought. She knows I can’t… I can’t give her what she wants.

Rhonda slid onto the edge of his desk, crossing her legs slowly, the slit in her dress revealing a tantalizing glimpse of her thigh. “You know, Jimmy,” she said, her tone casual but her eyes sharp, “you’ve been ignoring me. I’m starting to think you don’t like me.”

Jimmy’s throat went dry. “It’s not that,” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper. “It’s just… complicated.”

Rhonda raised an eyebrow, her smile widening. “Complicated? Or are you just… gay?”

The word hung in the air, sharp and cutting. Jimmy’s face burned, and for a moment, he considered letting her believe it. It would be easier than the truth. But something inside him snapped—a mix of frustration, desire, and a desperate need to prove her wrong.

He stood abruptly, his chair scraping against the floor. Before he could second-guess himself, he closed the distance between them, grabbed her face, and kissed her. It was clumsy, fueled by desperation rather than skill, and Rhonda let out a soft, surprised laugh against his lips. But she didn’t pull away.

Her hands slid down his chest, over his stomach, and to his belt. She unbuckled it with practiced ease, her fingers deftly working the button of his pants. Jimmy’s heart pounded as she tugged down the zipper, his breath catching in anticipation of her reaction.

When she finally saw it, she froze. Her eyebrows shot up, and her lips parted in a mix of shock and amusement. “Oh… oh my,” she said, her voice trembling with barely suppressed laughter. “It’s… it’s so small.”

Jimmy closed his eyes, humiliation washing over him like a tidal wave. He’d been here before, and he knew how it always ended. But this time, something was different. The way Rhonda looked at him—her eyes half-lidded, her lips still curled in that sly smile—wasn’t just mocking. There was a heat there, a curiosity that sent a jolt of arousal through him.

“Oh, Jimmy,” Rhonda said, her voice low and teasing. “Don’t be shy. Let me see it.”

She stepped back, gesturing for him to continue. Reluctantly, he pushed his pants and boxers down to his ankles, exposing himself completely. His cock, tiny and pale, stood at attention.

Rhonda let out a soft giggle. “Oh, you poor thing,” she cooed, her tone dripping with mock pity. “Here, let me help you.”

She reached out, wrapping her fingers around his shaft, and gave it a light squeeze. Jimmy gasped, his body trembling at her touch. It was humiliating, but also impossibly arousing. He’d never been touched like this before—not with such confidence, such control.

Rhonda giggled again, her grip tightening slightly. “Go on, Jimmy,” she said, her voice a sultry whisper. “Show me what you’ve got.”

He hesitated for a moment before wrapping his hand around his cock, his fingers trembling with nervousness. He began to stroke himself, slow and tentative, his eyes locked on Rhonda’s face. She watched him with an amused smile, her head tilted slightly as if studying a particularly fascinating specimen.

“Faster,” she instructed, her tone firm but playful. “Come on, Jimmy. Don’t be shy.”

He obeyed, quickening his pace, his breath coming in shallow gasps. Rhonda’s laughter filled the room, echoing in his ears, but he couldn’t stop. There was something intoxicating about her—about the way she looked at him, the way she commanded him. He felt a familiar tightening in his groin, and before he could stop himself, he came, his release dribbling weakly onto the floor.

Rhonda let out a delighted laugh, clapping her hands together. “Oh, Jimmy! That was… impressive,” she said, her voice laced with sarcasm. “But don’t worry, sweetie. I’m not done with you yet.”

She turned around, bending over his desk, and pushed her dress up, revealing her bare ass. Jimmy’s eyes widened as he realized she wasn’t wearing panties. Her pussy glistened in the dim light, and the sight made his cock twitch despite his recent release.

“Come on, Jimmy,” she said, glancing over her shoulder. “Lick it.”

He hesitated, his mind reeling. Was she serious? But the look in her eyes told him she was. And, if he was being honest with himself, he wanted this—wanted her, wanted her power over him.

Slowly, he dropped to his knees, his hands trembling as he gripped her hips. He leaned in, his tongue darting out to lick her asshole. Rhonda let out a soft moan, encouraging him to continue. He obeyed, his tongue exploring her in slow, deliberate strokes.

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

Her hand slid between her legs, her fingers rubbing her clit as he continued to lick her ass. The room was filled with the sound of her moans, punctuated by his labored breaths. He could taste her, feel her, and it was intoxicating.

Finally, Rhonda let out a sharp cry, her body trembling as she came. Her juices gushed onto Jimmy’s face, and he eagerly lapped them up, his own arousal building despite his earlier release.

When she finally pulled away, Rhonda turned to face him, her expression smug. “Well, Jimmy,” she said, her voice dripping with satisfaction, “I think we’ve found a new arrangement.”

“What… what do you mean?” he asked, his voice hoarse.

“I mean,” she said, leaning in close, her breath hot against his ear, “you’re going to give me a very large bonus in my next paycheck. And in return, I’ll let you… sample me whenever you want. How does that sound?”

Jimmy’s heart pounded as he realized what she was asking. It was blackmail, pure and simple. But the thought of being able to touch her, to taste her again, was too tempting to refuse.

“I… I don’t know,” he stammered, his mind racing.

“Oh, come on, Jimmy,” she said, her tone teasing. “You’re a rich, powerful man. What’s a little extra money for a taste of heaven?”

He hesitated, his eyes flickering to her face. She’s right, he thought. This is all I have to offer. My wealth is my only asset.

“Alright,” he said finally, his voice barely above a whisper. “I’ll do it.”

Rhonda’s smile widened, and she leaned in, brushing her lips against his ear. “Good boy,” she whispered. “From now on, you’re my pay pig, Jimmy. And I promise, it’s going to be so much fun.”

As she sauntered out of his office, leaving him kneeling on the floor, Jimmy couldn’t help but feel a strange mix of humiliation and arousal. He knew he should be ashamed—knew this was wrong—but he couldn’t deny the thrill of it. Rhonda had him wrapped around her finger, and he was powerless to resist.

“See you tomorrow, boss,” she called over her shoulder, her voice dripping with mock sweetness. “Don’t forget my bonus.”

As the door clicked shut behind her, Jimmy sank back against the wall, his mind racing. He was in over his head, and he knew it. But as much as he hated to admit it, he was looking forward to their next encounter.

FRAT PARTY HUMILIATION

FFM / Femdom / Verbal Humiliation / Small Penis Humiliation / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation

Malachi adjusted the collar of his shirt nervously as he stood in the corner of the frat house, his eyes darting around the crowded room. The bass from the speakers thumped in his chest, and the air was thick with the smell of cheap beer and sweat. He’d been invited to the party by one of his teammates, but he wasn’t exactly thriving in the social chaos. He never did. Not when he was always on edge, always hiding his secret.

He sipped his drink—too quickly, as usual—and scanned the room. That’s when he saw them. Nikki and Sarah. The queens of the campus. They were leaning against the wall, laughing at something, their heads tilted back. Nikki’s dark hair cascaded over her shoulder, and Sarah’s blonde curls bounced as she giggled. Malachi’s stomach twisted. He knew who they were. Everyone knew who they were.

Their eyes landed on him almost simultaneously, and Malachi froze. He felt like a deer caught in headlights. Nikki smirked, her brown eyes glinting with mischief, and whispered something to Sarah, who immediately turned to look at him. Malachi’s heart pounded. He wanted to look away, to disappear, but he couldn’t. They were walking toward him now, their hips swaying with every step.

“Hey,” Nikki said, her voice smooth as honey. “You’re Malachi, right? The track guy?”

Malachi nodded, his throat suddenly dry. “Yeah, that’s me.”

Sarah tilted her head, her blue eyes scanning him up and down. “You’re quiet. We like quiet guys.”

Nikki giggled, leaning in closer. “Yeah, they’re easier to control.”

Malachi laughed nervously, unsure if that was a joke or not. They were standing so close now, their perfume mixing with the scent of alcohol. Nikki’s hand brushed against his arm, and he felt a jolt of electricity shoot through him.

“You should loosen up,” Sarah said, her voice teasing. “Have another drink.”

Before Malachi could respond, Nikki was already handing him a fresh cup. He took it, his fingers brushing against hers, and downed it in one go. The liquid burned its way down his throat, but he welcomed the warmth. Maybe the alcohol would help him relax. Maybe it would make him forget, just for a little while.

As the night wore on, Malachi found himself laughing more, his inhibitions slowly slipping away. Nikki and Sarah were relentless, their flirtation escalating with every sip of their drinks. They were touching him now—Nikki’s hand resting on his thigh, Sarah’s fingers playing with the hem of his shirt. Malachi’s heart raced. He’d never been this close to women like them, women who exuded confidence and power.

“You’re cute when you’re nervous,” Nikki whispered, her lips grazing his ear.

Malachi’s breath hitched. “I’m not nervous,” he lied.

Sarah smirked. “Sure you’re not.”

Nikki leaned in, her lips brushing against his. It was soft at first, almost tentative, but then she deepened the kiss, her tongue sweeping into his mouth. Malachi’s mind went blank. He’d never been kissed like this—so aggressively, so confidently. His hands found her waist, pulling her closer, and he could feel her body pressing against his.

“Let’s go somewhere quieter,” Nikki murmured against his lips.

Malachi nodded, his brain too foggy to form a coherent thought. Nikki took his hand, leading him through the crowd, and Sarah followed close behind. They climbed the stairs, the noise of the party fading with every step. Malachi’s heart was pounding now, his palms sweating. He knew where this was going, and he wanted it—he really wanted it—but there was still that nagging fear in the back of his mind.

Nikki pushed open the door to a bedroom, and the three of them stepped inside. The room was dimly lit, the air thick with anticipation. Nikki turned to him, her hands already working on the buttons of his shirt. Malachi’s breath quickened as she pushed the fabric off his shoulders, her fingers trailing down his chest.

“You’re tense,” she said, her voice low. “Relax.”

Malachi tried, he really did, but when her hands moved to his belt, his anxiety spiked. He grabbed her wrist, stopping her. “Wait.”

Nikki raised an eyebrow. “What’s wrong?”

Malachi swallowed hard. “I…I just…”

Sarah crossed her arms, leaning against the wall. “What’s the matter, Malachi? Got something to hide?”

His face burned. “No, it’s just…I’m not…”

Nikki laughed softly, her fingers undoing his belt despite his hesitation. “Don’t be shy. We’ve seen it all before.”

Malachi’s stomach churned as she unzipped his pants and pulled them down, along with his boxers. He closed his eyes, bracing himself for the reaction he knew was coming.

Nikki froze. For a moment, there was silence. Then she burst out laughing. “Oh my god. Is that it?”

Malachi’s eyes snapped open, and he felt like the ground had been ripped out from under him. Nikki was doubled over, laughing uncontrollably, and Sarah was smirking, her arms still crossed.

“Sarah, you have to see this,” Nikki said, gasping for air.

Sarah stepped closer, her eyes widening as she took in the sight. She let out a low whistle. “Wow. That’s… something.”

Malachi’s face was on fire. He wanted to run, to hide, to disappear, but his feet were rooted to the spot. “Please,” he begged. “Don’t tell anyone.”

Nikki wiped a tear from her eye, still giggling. “Oh, don’t worry, Malachi. We won’t tell anyone…as long as you do what we say.”

He swallowed hard. “What do you want me to do?”

Nikki’s smile turned wicked. “Start by jerking that little thing off.”

Malachi’s stomach dropped. “What?”

“You heard her,” Sarah said, her voice sharp. “Do it.”

His hands shook as he reached down, wrapping his fingers around himself. He’d never felt more exposed, more vulnerable. Nikki and Sarah watched him intently, their eyes boring into him. Despite the humiliation, he could feel himself hardening, the blood rushing to his groin.

Nikki stepped closer, her hand brushing against his cheek. “Good boy.”

He kept stroking, picking up the pace. He couldn’t deny that he was enjoying it. His little cock got even stiffer, leaking a few drops of precum.

Nikki looked at him intently, her eyes raking over his body. “Such a shame,” she said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “All that muscle, and you’ve got nothing down there.” She reached out, her fingers brushing against him, and Malachi flinched, his breath hitching in his throat.

“Please,” he begged, his voice trembling. “If anyone finds out—”

Malachi’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions—fear, shame, humiliation, and something else, something he couldn’t quite name. But before he could protest, Nikki’s hand was on him, stroking him with a firm grip. His body reacted instantly, betraying him once again.

“There you go,” Nikki cooed, a wicked smile spreading across her face. “Such a good little boy.”

Sarah stepped closer, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “I think he’s enjoying this more than he wants to admit,” she said, her voice teasing. “Look at him, squirming like that.”

Malachi closed his eyes, trying to block out the humiliation, but it was impossible. Every touch, every word, only fueled the fire burning inside him. He hated himself for it, but he couldn’t deny the pleasure coursing through his veins.

“Open your eyes,” Nikki commanded, her voice sharp. “I want you to watch.”

Reluctantly, Malachi obeyed, his gaze meeting hers. She was staring at him with a mixture of amusement and dominance, her lips curved into a smirk. “Good boy,” she said, her voice dripping with condescension. “Now, keep jerking yourself off. I want to see just how much you can take.”

Malachi’s hand moved almost instinctively, his body responding to her command. He hated himself for it, but he couldn’t stop. Sarah stepped closer, her fingers trailing up his chest, sending shivers down his spine.

“You’re such a mess,” she whispered, her breath hot against his ear. “I bet you’ve never had a woman touch you like this, have you?”

Malachi shook his head, his eyes wide with shame. “No,” he admitted, his voice barely a whisper.

Sarah chuckled, her hand moving lower, teasing him. “Well, enjoy it while it lasts,” she said, her tone mocking. “Because this is probably the closest you’ll ever get to a real woman.”

Nikki stepped back, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “I think it’s time to see just how far we can push him,” she said, her voice laced with excitement. “Sarah, why don’t you take over? I want to watch.”

Sarah smirked, her fingers wrapping around him, her grip firm. “With pleasure,” she said, her voice teasing. “Let’s see just how much of a whimper we can get out of him.”

Malachi’s breath hitched in his throat as Sarah’s hand moved, her touch sending waves of pleasure through his body. He tried to resist, but it was impossible. Every stroke, every tease, only pushed him closer to the edge.

“That’s it,” Nikki cooed, her voice dripping with condescension. “Let go, Malachi. Show us just how much you enjoy this.”

Malachi’s body trembled, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps. He was so close, so unbearably close. And then, with a shuddering gasp, he came, his body convulsing with pleasure.

Sarah stepped back, a wicked smile spreading across her face. “Pathetic,” she said, her voice laced with mockery. “That’s all you’ve got?”

Malachi collapsed onto the bed, his body spent, his mind a whirlwind of emotions. He felt exposed, humiliated, and yet… there was a part of him that couldn’t deny the twisted thrill that had coursed through his veins.

Nikki stepped forward, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “You’re not done yet,” she said, her voice sharp. “We’ve only just begun.”

Malachi’s heart raced as Nikki climbed onto the bed, straddling him, her eyes filled with a predatory gleam. “You’re ours now, Malachi,” she whispered, her voice dripping with dominance. “And we’re going to make sure you never forget it.”

A HUSBAND’S PUNISHMENT

FM / Femdom / 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.”

FOLLOWING HIS CHEATING WIFE

FM / Femdom / Cheating / Cuckold / Interracial / BBC / Verbal Humiliation / Small Penis Humiliation / Creampie / Cunnilingus / Cum Eating

Paul’s heart thudded in his chest as he crouched behind the rusted dumpster, his breath shallow and erratic. The motel parking lot was dimly lit, the flickering neon sign casting a sickly glow over the cracked asphalt.

He’d followed Tina here, his suspicions gnawing at him like a rat in the dark. She’d been distant lately, colder than usual. And then there were the condom wrappers in the garbage can—extra-large, mocking his own modest size. He hadn’t touched her in months, and now, here she was, stepping out of her car, her hips swaying in that way she knew drove him crazy.

She didn’t look back. She walked straight to room 112, her heels clicking against the pavement. Paul’s stomach churned as a man stepped out of the shadows—a towering figure, his muscles rippling beneath a tight white tank top. His skin was dark, almost glistening in the yellow light, and Paul felt a strange mix of fear and something else he couldn’t quite name. The man grinned as he opened the door for Tina, his hand resting on the small of her back as they disappeared inside.

Paul stood frozen, his legs trembling. He wanted to storm in, to scream, to demand answers, but his feet wouldn’t move. He crept closer to the door, his ear pressed against the thin wood. The sound hit him like a punch to the gut—Tina’s moans, low and throaty, filled the air. “Oh, fuck,” she gasped, her voice trembling with pleasure. “You’re so big. You’re tearing me apart.”

Paul’s face burned with humiliation, but his body betrayed him. His cock twitched in his pants, hardening despite the knot of shame twisting in his chest. He could hear the man’s deep voice, a low rumble that sent shivers down Paul’s spine. “You like that, don’t you, baby? You love this Black dick.”

The bed creaked, the sound rhythmic and obscene. Paul’s hands clenched into fists, his nails digging into his palms. He couldn’t look away from the door, couldn’t stop listening. Tina’s moans grew louder, more desperate. “Yes! Yes! Fuck me harder! Destroy me!”

Paul’s heart raced, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps. He hated himself for the way his body reacted, for the heat building in his groin. He hated her for doing this to him, for making him feel so small, so inadequate. But most of all, he hated the man inside that room, the man who was giving Tina everything Paul never could.

After what felt like an eternity, the noises subsided. Paul heard the man’s deep laugh, followed by the rustle of clothes. He scrambled back behind the dumpster just as the door opened. The man stepped out, his shirt slung over his shoulder, his muscles gleaming with sweat. He walked past Paul without a glance, his car peeling out of the parking lot with a roar.

Paul stood there, his mind racing. He didn’t know what to do, what to say. He wanted to confront her, to demand an explanation, but he was afraid of what she might tell him. He knocked on the door, his hand trembling. Tina opened it, her face flushing with shock when she saw him.

“Paul? What the hell are you doing here?” she demanded, her voice sharp.

He swallowed hard, his throat dry. “I… I know what you’re doing, Tina. I found the condom wrappers. I know you’ve been cheating.”

For a moment, she looked stunned. Then her expression hardened, her lips curling into a smirk. “So what if I am?” she said, crossing her arms over her chest. “You really think I’d stay faithful to you? To that pathetic little dick of yours?”

Paul flinched, her words cutting deeper than any knife. “But… but we’re married,” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper.

She laughed, a cruel, bitter sound. “Marriage doesn’t mean shit when your husband can’t even make you cum,” she spat. “You’re useless, Paul. I needed a real man, someone who knows how to fuck me the way I deserve.”

He felt like he’d been punched in the gut, his chest tightening with a mix of anger and humiliation. But even as he stood there, shame burning in his cheeks, he couldn’t ignore the heat pooling in his groin. “Who… who is he?” he asked, his voice trembling.

Tina’s smirk widened, her eyes gleaming with malicious satisfaction. “His name’s Marcus,” she said, her tone dripping with pride. “He’s everything you’re not—strong, confident, hung. His cock is massive, Paul. He fucks me in ways you could never even dream of.”

Paul’s breath hitched, his mind flooded with images of Tina beneath Marcus, moaning and writhing in pleasure. His cock throbbed in his pants, a traitorous heat spreading through his body. “Is that… is that why you’ve been so cold?” he asked, his voice barely a whisper.

She shrugged, her expression indifferent. “I’m not gonna pretend anymore, Paul. I deserve to be satisfied, and Marcus gives me that. He fucks me in all three holes, makes me scream his name. He’s a real man.”

Paul’s heart ached, but his body betrayed him. He could feel his erection straining against his zipper, a sick mix of humiliation and arousal coursing through him.

Tina noticed, her eyes narrowing with cruel amusement. “Oh my God,” she sneered, stepping closer. “Are you actually getting hard? Are you turned on by this?”

He looked away, his face burning with shame. “I… I don’t know,” he mumbled.

She laughed, the sound mocking and vicious. “Unzip your pants,” she ordered, her voice cold and demanding.

Paul hesitated, his hands trembling. “Tina, I don’t…”

“Do it,” she snapped, her eyes blazing with authority.

He obeyed, his fingers fumbling with his zipper. His cock sprang free, small and pathetic compared to the images of Marcus that haunted his mind.

Tina burst out laughing, her laughter echoing through the room. “Oh my God, it’s so tiny!” she mocked, her voice dripping with derision. “No wonder I couldn’t feel anything when you fucked me.”

Paul’s humiliation burned like a fire in his chest, but he couldn’t stop himself from stroking his cock, his hand moving slowly, almost hesitantly. Tina watched him, her expression filled with cruel amusement.

“You’re pathetic,” she sneered, stepping closer. “You’re getting off on the thought of me getting fucked by another man. You’re a cuckold, Paul.”

He wanted to argue, to deny it, but he couldn’t. His hand moved faster, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps. Tina’s laughter filled the room, her voice cutting deeper than any knife. “You’ll never be enough for me, Paul. You’ll never be a man.”

She stepped back, stripping off her clothes with deliberate slowness. Her body was still glistening with sweat, her pussy glistening with the sticky remnants of Marcus’s cum. She spread her legs, her eyes locking with Paul’s. “Come here,” she ordered, her voice cold and commanding.

He hesitated, his cock twitching in his hand. “Tina, I…”

“Now,” she snapped.

He obeyed, crawling onto the bed like a dog. The scent of sex filled his nostrils, a heady mix of sweat and cum. Tina grabbed his head, forcing his face between her legs. “Eat it,” she commanded, her voice sharp and demanding.

Paul hesitated for a moment, then lowered his mouth to her pussy. The taste was bitter, salty, a mix of her arousal and Marcus’s seed. He swallowed it down, his tongue lapping at her folds with desperate urgency.

Tina moaned, her hand tightening in his hair. “Good boy,” she purred, her voice dripping with cruel satisfaction.

She came with a sharp cry, her body trembling beneath his mouth. Paul pulled back, his face glistening with her wetness.

She looked down at him, her eyes filled with cold amusement. “You’re pathetic,” she said, her voice filled with derision. “But you’re useful. From now on, you’re my cleanup boy. You’ll eat me out after Marcus fucks me. That’s all you’re good for.”

Paul’s heart ached, but his cock throbbed with arousal. He’d never felt so humiliated, so small, but he couldn’t deny the twisted pleasure coursing through his body.

Tina reached down, her hand grabbing his cock with a cruel grip. “Go ahead,” she sneered, her voice filled with mockery. “Finish yourself off. You’ve earned it.”

Paul’s breath hitched, his hand moving frantically over his cock. He came with a strangled gasp, his release spilling onto the filthy motel sheets.

Tina laughed, the sound cold and cruel. “Good boy,” she purred, leaning down to whisper in his ear. “Now, go home. I’ll call you when I need you to clean me up again.”

Paul stumbled out of the room, his mind spinning with confusion and lust. He felt… smaller than he ever had before, but he couldn’t deny the strange thrill that had taken root in his chest.

He’d never been so humiliated, so degraded, but as he drove off into the night, he couldn’t stop thinking about Tina’s pussy, the taste of Marcus’s cum on his tongue, the sound of her moans as she begged for more.

A FOOT LOVER EXPOSED

FM / Femdom / Foot Fetish / Porn / Blackmail / Foot Worship / Verbal Humiliation / Cunnilingus / Hand Job

Brett’s heart pounded as he glanced at the clock on his wall. 7:58. Katie would be here any minute. His palms were slick with sweat, and he wiped them nervously on his jeans. He’d been planning this date for weeks, ever since Katie had casually mentioned she was free this Friday.

Brett had scrambled to make everything perfect—the dinner, the candles, the playlist. Everything. But now, as the seconds ticked by, he couldn’t shake the gnawing fear that he’d screw it up. Again.

The doorbell rang, snapping him out of his spiral. His chest tightened. Okay, Brett. You’ve got this. He took a deep breath and opened the door.

Katie stood there, her blond hair cascading over her shoulders, her lips curved into that playful smile that always made his stomach flip. She was wearing a simple summer dress that clung to her curves in all the right places, paired with sandals that showed off her perfectly painted toes. Brett’s gaze lingered for a moment too long, and he quickly looked up, hoping she hadn’t noticed.

“Hey, Brett,” she said, her voice light and teasing. “You gonna let me in, or are we doing this on the doorstep?”

“Uh, yeah! Come in,” he stammered, stepping aside.

She glided past him, the faint scent of her perfume filling the air. Brett closed the door and followed her into the living room, where the table was set with candles and wine.

“Wow,” Katie said, her eyes scanning the room. “You really went all out.”

Brett rubbed the back of his neck, a nervous habit he couldn’t seem to shake. “Yeah, well… I wanted it to be nice.”

“It’s adorable,” she said, and Brett wasn’t sure if he should be flattered or insulted.

But before he could overthink it, she was pulling out a chair and sitting down, her sandal-clad feet brushing against his leg as she crossed them under the table.

The dinner went surprisingly well. They talked about work, their favorite movies, and the ridiculous drama in the office. Katie laughed at his jokes, her eyes sparkling, and Brett felt himself starting to relax. Maybe this wouldn’t be a disaster after all.

After they finished eating, Katie leaned back in her chair and sighed contentedly. “That was amazing, Brett. You’re full of surprises.”

He smiled, though his heart was still racing. “Glad you liked it. Uh… want to watch a movie or something?”

“Sure,” she said, her tone still light and playful. “What do you have?”

Brett showed Katie his DVD collection, neatly stacked over by the TV. She sorted through the titles, complimenting Brett on his taste in film.

Then, Brett’s stomach twisted. He remembered his secret stash of femdom porn, buried under the more innocent titles. He prayed she wouldn’t notice.

Katie flipped through the cases, her expression thoughtful. She selected an unmarked DVD—one that Brett was very familiar with. Then she paused, her lips curving into a sly smile. “What’s this one?”

Brett’s heart stopped. She was holding his favorite porn video. The one he’d been desperately trying to hide. His throat went dry. “Uh… that’s just an old movie. Probably not very good.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Old movies are kinda my thing, though. Let’s try it.”

Before he could protest, she was walking over to the DVD player and popping it in. Brett’s stomach churned as the screen flickered to life. He knew what was coming. He’d seen it a hundred times. But this time, it wasn’t just him. It was Katie.

The video started, and there it was—a man kneeling at a woman’s feet, his lips pressed to her toes, his face a mask of desperate adoration. Brett’s face burned with shame. He couldn’t look at Katie, couldn’t bear to see her reaction. But then he heard it—a soft, almost musical laugh.

He risked a glance over at her. She was staring at the screen, her lips twitching with amusement. “Brett,” she said, her voice dripping with mock surprise. “Is this what you’re into?”

His stomach twisted. “Katie, I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean—”

She cut him off with a wave of her hand, her laughter subsiding. “Oh, don’t be sorry. I think it’s cute.”

Cute? Brett wasn’t sure if that was better or worse. He felt exposed, raw. All his insecurities laid bare. “Please, Katie,” he begged. “Don’t tell anyone. I… I can’t have this getting out at work.”

She tilted her head, her expression unreadable. Then she smiled—a slow, dangerous smile that sent a shiver down his spine. “I’ll keep your secret, Brett. But… you’ll have to meet my demands.”

His heart pounded in his chest. “What… what do you mean?”

Without a word, she kicked off her sandals and propped her feet up on the coffee table, her toes wiggling slightly. “Come here,” she said, her voice low and commanding.

Brett hesitated, his mind racing. But the pull was too strong. He dropped to his knees in front of her, his hands trembling as he reached for her feet. She lifted one perfectly pedicured foot and held it inches from his face, her eyes locked on his.

“Go on,” she taunted, her voice dripping with mockery. “If this is what you’re into, show me.”

His cheeks burned, but he couldn’t resist. He leaned forward, his lips brushing against her toes. The taste of her skin was intoxicating, and he felt a surge of arousal as he began to suck gently. Katie let out a soft, pleased sigh, her foot pressing harder against his mouth.

“That’s it,” she murmured, her voice thick with amusement. “You’re such a good little loser, aren’t you?”

Brett groaned, the words cutting through him even as they turned him on. He wanted to hate it, wanted to stop, but he couldn’t. It was everything he’d fantasized about and more.

Then Katie shifted, her skirt riding up as she spread her legs. Brett’s eyes widened as he realized what she was about to ask. “Now,” she said, her voice firm. “Eat my pussy.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. He dove in, his tongue finding her clit as his hands gripped her thighs.

Katie moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair as she guided him. “Yes, just like that,” she whispered, her voice trembling with pleasure.

Brett licked and sucked, his own arousal building as he focused on her. He could feel her clit hardening under his tongue, her hips bucking against his face. She was close. He could tell.

“Oh, fuck,” Katie gasped, her body tensing. “I’m gonna—”

Her words were cut off as she came, her thighs squeezing his head as she rode out the waves of pleasure. Brett didn’t stop, didn’t let up until she pushed him away, her chest heaving.

“Good boy,” she said, her voice breathless.

She reached down and tugged at his belt, freeing his cock. It was small—smaller than he liked to admit—and Katie smirked as she took it in her hand. “Pathetic,” she taunted, her fingers tightening around him. “But I guess it’s fitting.”

Brett groaned, his hips thrusting into her grasp as she stroked him. It didn’t take long. The humiliation, the arousal—it was too much. With a strangled cry, he came, his cum spurting weakly into her hand.

Katie looked at his pathetic load, her lips curling into a cruel smile. “Wow. That’s it? You really are a loser.”

Brett opened his mouth to protest, but before he could say anything, Katie was sliding off the couch and smoothing down her dress. “Don’t worry, Brett,” she said, her tone light and teasing. “Your secret’s safe with me. But next time… it’ll be even more intense.”

CAUGHT CROSSDRESSING BY HIS NEIGHBOR

FM / Femdom / Crossdressing / Sissificication / Verbal Humiliation / Small Penis Humiliation / Blackmail / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation

“What’s this, Mac?” Annemarie’s voice was sharp, her tone laced with a mix of amusement and disbelief.

She held up the blonde wig, its synthetic strands catching the dim light of Mac’s apartment. “Were you playing dress-up or something?”

Mac’s heart pounded in his chest, his face flushing a deep shade of crimson. He stood frozen in the doorway, the roll of toilet paper clutched tightly in his hand. His mind raced, trying to conjure up an excuse, any excuse, that would explain away the evidence of his secret. But nothing came.

“I… uh…” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper.

Annemarie tilted her head, her piercing eyes scanning his face. She leaned forward, her lips curling into a knowing smirk. “Wait a minute… is that makeup? Oh my God, Mac, were you crossdressing?”

—

It had started as a normal evening, or at least as normal as they ever were for Mac. He was alone in his apartment, the hum of the city outside barely audible through the thick walls. He had been a bachelor his entire life, content with his routines and his solitude. But tonight, like so many nights before, the familiar itch had returned—an itch that could only be scratched by indulging in his secret.

Mac had always been a manly man, the kind of guy who worked with his hands and enjoyed a cold beer at the end of a long day. But beneath that rugged exterior was a part of him he had never dared to share with anyone: he loved to dress in women’s clothes. It wasn’t about the clothes themselves, not really. It was about the way they made him feel—soft, delicate, feminine.

He had been careful over the years, keeping his collection of lingerie and makeup hidden away in a locked box under his bed. But tonight, he decided to go all out. He had started with the bra, a lacy black number that hugged his chest in ways that sent shivers down his spine. Next came the thong panties, the silky fabric sliding up his legs with a tantalizing whisper. He had slipped on the nylon stockings, the sheer material clinging to his skin like a second layer of sensuality. The high heels came next, their stilettos clicking against the hardwood floor as he walked to the mirror.

Then, the pièce de résistance: the blonde wig. He had spent hours perfecting his look, applying just enough makeup to accentuate his features without going overboard. And now, standing in front of the mirror, he felt beautiful.

He had turned on his computer, the soft glow of the screen illuminating the room as he settled into his chair. He started browsing through his favorite porn site, his hand moving rhythmically over his cock as he lost himself in the fantasies playing out before him.

He was close, so close, when the knock at the door shattered his concentration.

“Shit,” he muttered under his breath, his heart skipping a beat. Who could it be?

He crept to the door, peering through the peephole to see his neighbor, Annemarie, standing on the other side. She was breathtaking, as always, her long dark hair cascading over her shoulders, her tight jeans hugging her curves in all the right places. Mac had always had a crush on her, though he had never dared to do anything about it.

He tried to be quiet, hoping she would go away, but he clumsily knocked over a lamp, the crash echoing through the apartment.

“Mac? Are you okay in there?” Her voice was laced with concern, but there was no mistaking the hint of curiosity in her tone.

Panic set in. He quickly wiped the makeup off his face, tossing the wig onto the sofa and hiding it beneath a pillow. He threw on a T-shirt and jeans over the lingerie, his hands trembling as he rushed to open the door.

“Hey, Annemarie,” he said, forcing a smile. “What’s up?”

“Uh… hi, Mac,” she replied, her eyes narrowing slightly as she took in his disheveled appearance. “I was wondering if I could borrow a roll of toilet paper. I’ve run out.”

“Sure, no problem,” he said, his voice unnaturally high-pitched. “I’ll go grab it.”

He hurried to the bathroom, his mind racing as he tried to steady his breathing. He had returned moments later, the toilet paper in hand, only to find Annemarie sitting on the couch, the wig in her lap.

—

And now, here they were.

“So,” Annemarie said, her smirk widening as she twirled the wig around her finger. “You’re a crossdresser, huh? Who would have thought?”

Mac felt like he was going to pass out. His knees wobbled, his palms slick with sweat. This can’t be happening, he thought. This just can’t be happening.

“Annemarie, please,” he begged, his voice trembling. “You can’t tell anyone. Please.”

She leaned back on the couch, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Oh, I won’t tell anyone… if you do exactly as I say.”

Mac’s heart skipped a beat. “W-what do you mean?”

She stood up, walking over to him with a predatory grace. “Take off your clothes,” she commanded, her voice firm.

He hesitated, his breath catching in his throat. “But—”

“Now,” she snapped, her eyes flashing with authority.

With trembling hands, he began to undress, peeling off the T-shirt and jeans to reveal the lacy bra and thong beneath. Annemarie let out a low whistle, her eyes raking over his body with a mixture of amusement and something else—something that sent a shiver down Mac’s spine.

“Oh my God, Mac,” she said, her laughter ringing through the room. “You’re such a sissy. Look at you, all dressed up like a little slut.”

He felt a surge of shame wash over him, but beneath that shame was something else—something hotter, something darker. He was humiliated, but he was also aroused.

“Now, jerk off for me,” Annemarie commanded, her voice dripping with authority.

Mac hesitated for a moment, his hand hovering over his cock. But then, unable to resist, he began to stroke himself, his eyes locked on hers.

She watched him with a wicked grin, her eyes gleaming with delight. “Look at that tiny little dick,” she taunted, her voice tinged with mockery. “You’re such a pathetic little sissy, Mac. I bet you’re loving this, aren’t you?”

He was. God, he was.

“Cum for me,” she ordered, her voice low and commanding.

And he did, his release spilling out in a pitiful dribble.

Annemarie laughed, the sound reverberating through the room. “Wow, Mac. That’s it? That’s all you’ve got? You really are a sissy.”

Mac felt a mixture of shame and exhilaration coursing through him. “Please, Annemarie,” he begged, his voice trembling. “Please don’t tell anyone.”

She crossed her arms over her chest, her smirk widening. “Fine. I won’t tell anyone… if you agree to be my little sissy pet.”

Mac’s heart raced. “W-what do you mean?”

“You’ll do everything I say,” she explained, her eyes glinting with mischief. “And I mean everything. You’ll be my little plaything, Mac. My little sissy.”

He hesitated, his mind spinning. But beneath the fear and shame, there was a part of him that wanted this. For the first time in his life, he was able to be himself around someone. And, if he was honest with himself, he liked it.

“Okay,” he whispered, his voice barely audible.

Annemarie’s grin widened. “Good boy,” she purred, stepping closer to him. “Now kneel.”

And Mac did, his knees hitting the floor as he looked up at her with a mixture of fear and excitement.

He knew this was just the beginning.

MAC’S HUMILIATION CONTINUES

FM / Femdom / Crossdressing / Sissification / Verbal Humiliation / Cunnilingus / Strap-on / Pegging

Mac fumbled with his keys at the door, the weight of the workday still heavy on his shoulders. The faint scent of lavender hit him as he stepped inside, and his stomach dropped. He knew that smell. It wasn’t his.

Annemarie was already there, seated on his couch like she owned the place. Her legs were crossed, one foot bouncing lazily in the air. She wore a tight black crop top and denim shorts that hugged her curves in all the right ways. Her red lips curved into a wicked smile as she watched him freeze in the doorway.

“You’re late,” she purred, her voice dripping with mock disappointment. “I was starting to think you’d forgotten our little playtime.”

Mac’s heart raced. He hadn’t forgotten. How could he? The memory of their last encounter had been burned into his mind, both thrilling and terrifying. He glanced at the large black bag on the floor beside her, its contents a mystery he wasn’t sure he was ready to uncover.

“I—I didn’t know you’d be here,” Mac stammered, closing the door behind him.

Annemarie raised an eyebrow. “Oh, sweetie, you didn’t think I’d let you off that easy, did you? We’re just getting started.” She patted the spot next to her on the couch. “Sit.”

Mac obeyed, his body moving on autopilot. He could feel her eyes on him, studying him, and it made his skin crawl—though not entirely in a bad way. There was something about the way she looked at him, like she could see right through him, that excited him as much as it unnerved him.

“You’ve been a good boy, haven’t you?” she asked, her tone teasing.

“Yes, Annemarie,” Mac replied, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Good. You know what happens when you’re good, right?” She leaned in closer, her breath warm against his ear. “You get rewarded.”

Mac’s pulse quickened. He didn’t dare speak, afraid he might say the wrong thing.

Annemarie reached for the black bag and unzipped it with deliberate slowness. She pulled out a frilly pink outfit—a dress with matching panties and a lace-trimmed bra—and held it up for him to see.

“This,” she said, her voice laced with mischief, “is for you. I think it’ll suit you perfectly.”

Mac’s eyes widened. The outfit was undeniably feminine, the kind of thing he’d only ever dreamed of wearing. His cock twitched in his pants, a mixture of shame and desire flooding his senses.

“Go on,” Annemarie urged, handing him the clothes. “Put it on. I want to see my little sissy all dolled up.”

Mac hesitated, but only for a moment. He took the outfit and retreated to the bathroom, his hands trembling as he undressed. The bra was tricky, but he managed to fasten it, the lace soft against his skin. The panties were next, snug around his hips. Finally, he slipped the dress over his head, the fabric swishing around his thighs as he moved.

When he stepped back into the living room, Annemarie clapped her hands together in delight. “Oh, Mac, you look adorable!”

Mac’s face burned, but he couldn’t deny the thrill that shot through him at her words.

“Now, let’s make you even prettier,” Annemarie said, pulling out a makeup bag.

She patted the couch again, and Mac sat down, feeling more vulnerable than ever.

She started with foundation, her fingers gentle as she smoothed it over his skin. Then came the eyeliner, the mascara, the blush. With each stroke of the brush, Mac felt himself slipping further into this new persona, this version of himself that he’d kept hidden for so long.

When she was done, she held up a mirror for him to see. The reflection staring back at him was unmistakably feminine—or at least, as feminine as he could get. Mac’s breath caught in his throat.

“There,” Annemarie said, clearly pleased with her work. “Now, you’re ready.”

“Ready for what?” Mac asked, though he already had a pretty good idea.

Annemarie stood and began to undress, her movements slow and deliberate. She peeled off her crop top, revealing her small, perky breasts. Her shorts came next, leaving her in nothing but a pair of black lace panties. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband and slid them down her legs, stepping out of them with a little flourish.

“Ready for this,” she said, spreading her legs on the couch and leaning back. “Come here, Mac.”

Mac hesitated, but Annemarie’s gaze was unwavering. He moved closer, his heart pounding in his chest.

“On your knees,” she commanded.

Mac obeyed, dropping to his knees in front of her. The scent of her arousal filled his nostrils, intoxicating and irresistible.

“Show me how much you love this,” she said, running a hand through his hair. “Show me what a good little sissy you are.”

Mac leaned in, his lips brushing against her folds. He hesitated for just a moment before diving in, his tongue working its way up and down her slit.

“That’s it,” Annemarie moaned, her fingers tightening in his hair. “Just like that.”

Mac’s tongue found her clit, circling it with increasing speed. Annemarie’s moans grew louder, her hips bucking against his face.

“Yes, Mac, yes!” she cried, her body tensing as she reached her climax.

Her juices gushed into his mouth, and he swallowed eagerly, desperate to please her. When she finally pushed him away, Mac was breathless, his cock straining against the fabric of his panties.

“Good boy,” Annemarie purred, running a hand over his cheek. “But we’re not done yet.”

She reached for the black bag again, pulling out a strap-on dildo. Mac’s eyes widened as she fastened it around her waist.

“Bend over the couch,” she ordered, her voice firm.

Mac hesitated, his heart racing.

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

Mac obeyed, bending over the couch and presenting himself to her. He could feel her hands on his hips, positioning him.

“You like being my sissy, don’t you?” she asked, her voice low and teasing.

“Yes,” Mac admitted, his voice trembling.

“Do you want to be fucked like a woman?”

The words sent a shiver down Mac’s spine. “Yes,” he whispered.

“Good girl,” Annemarie said, and then she pushed into him, the dildo sliding deep inside his ass.

Mac cried out, a mixture of pain and pleasure coursing through him. Annemarie began to move, thrusting in and out at a steady pace.

“You’re such a pretty sissy,” she said, her hands gripping his hips tightly. “You were made for this.”

Mac could feel himself getting closer and closer to the edge, the sensations overwhelming. When he finally came, it was with a cry of pleasure, his body shaking with the intensity of it.

Annemarie pulled out, her breathing heavy. She reached into the bag and tossed him a towel.

“Clean yourself up,” she said, her voice calm but firm.

Mac did as he was told, his mind still reeling from the experience. Annemarie began to dress, her movements slow and deliberate.

“I’ll see you soon, Mac,” she said, her smile teasing as she headed for the door.

Mac watched her go, a mixture of relief and anticipation flooding his senses. He wondered what else she had in store for him—and if he’d survive it.

A DOMINANT WIFE’S REVENGE

FM / Femdom / Porn / Verbal Humiliation / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation / Golden Shower

The sound of the front door clicking open sent a jolt of panic through Harry’s body. His hand flew to the laptop trackpad, slamming it shut with a loud clack. He spun around in the chair—too fast, too obvious—and there she was, standing in the doorway of their home office, arms crossed, one perfectly shaped eyebrow arched in suspicion.

"Sandra!" Harry choked out, his voice cracking like a teenager’s. His heart pounded so hard he could feel it in his throat. "What are you doing home? It’s… it’s the middle of the day!"

Sandra didn’t move, didn’t blink. She just stood there, her heels clicking ominously against the hardwood floor as she stepped closer. The sharpness of her gaze felt like a razor slicing through his excuses. "What am I doing home? That’s my line, Harry. Why aren’t you at work?"

"I—it’s…" Harry stammered, his mind scrambling for something, anything, that could explain this. His palms were slick with sweat, and he wiped them frantically on his khakis. "I came home early! Just… a half day. You know, comp time."

Sandra’s eyes narrowed, her lips tightening into a thin, unimpressed line. She took another step closer, her heels sounding like a countdown to doom. "A half day. Really. And how many half days have you been taking lately? Because I’ve been noticing you’ve been home a lot. More than usual. Too much, actually."

Harry’s stomach dropped. He opened his mouth to protest, but no words came out. His eyes darted to the laptop, now closed but still warm from use, the faint hum of its fan the only sound in the room. Sandra followed his gaze, her expression darkening.

"What’s on the laptop, Harry?" she asked, her voice low and dangerous.

"Nothing!" he blurted, his voice too high, too desperate. "I was just—"

Before he could finish, Sandra was already moving, her hand reaching for the laptop. Harry lunged to stop her, but she was faster, her reflexes honed from years of dominance in every aspect of her life. She flipped the laptop open, and there it was, paused mid-scene: a woman in leather bondage gear standing over a man, her boot pressing down on his crotch as he whimpered pathetically.

The room went deathly silent. Sandra didn’t say a word, just stared at the screen, her lips curling into a smirk that made Harry’s blood run cold. He felt exposed, raw, like every shameful secret he’d ever tried to bury was laid bare in front of her.

"So," Sandra said finally, her voice dripping with disdain. "This is what you’ve been doing while I’m at work? Watching porn? You’re not even at your job, are you? You’ve been fired. I can see it in your face. You’re a loser, Harry."

Harry’s cheeks burned, his stomach twisting into knots. He opened his mouth to deny it, to plead for understanding.

Sandra cut him off with a sharp, mocking laugh. "Don’t even try. It’s written all over you. You’re pathetic. A weak, spineless little worm who can’t even hold down a job. And now I find out you’re jerking off to…" She gestured to the screen, her lip curling in disgust. "This?"

Harry couldn’t meet her eyes. He stared at the floor, his hands trembling, his body humming with a mix of shame and something else, something he didn’t want to acknowledge. His cock twitched in his pants, and he hated himself for it.

Sandra saw it too. Her eyes flicked down to his crotch, and her smirk widened. "Oh my God. You’re hard, aren’t you? You’re actually getting off on this. You’re so pathetic it’s almost funny." She stepped closer, her heels clicking like a predator stalking its prey. "Strip."

Harry froze, his heart pounding in his chest. "Sandra, I—"

"I said strip, Harry. Now." Her voice was cold, commanding, leaving no room for argument.

Harry hesitated for a moment, his hands trembling as he reached for the hem of his shirt. Slowly, reluctantly, he pulled it over his head and tossed it to the floor. His pants came next, then his boxers, until he stood there completely naked, his cock half-hard and twitching under her gaze.

Sandra circled him slowly, her eyes raking over his body as if appraising a piece of trash. "Look at you. Pathetic. A grown man who can’t even keep his job, jerking off to videos of women degrading men. Is that what you want, Harry? To be degraded? To be humiliated?"

Harry’s face burned, but he didn’t answer. He couldn’t. His cock throbbed, betraying him, and he hated himself for it.

"Answer me," Sandra snapped, her voice sharp as a whip.

"Y-yes," Harry stammered, his voice barely above a whisper. "I… I think so."

Sandra let out a low, derisive laugh. "Of course you do. You’re a loser, Harry. A weak, pathetic loser. But you know what? I’ll give you what you want. Lie down."

Harry hesitated again, but Sandra’s glare left no room for disobedience. He sank to the floor, the cold hardwood pressing against his bare skin, and lay back, his cock fully hard now, jutting up toward the ceiling.

Sandra stood over him, her shadow falling across his body. She reached down, grabbed his cock roughly, and gave it a few quick, merciless strokes. Harry whimpered, his hips bucking involuntarily, but she didn’t stop.

"This is what you wanted, isn’t it? To be humiliated? To be treated like the loser you are?"

Harry nodded, his breath coming in short, shallow gasps. "Yes, Sandra. Please."

Sandra smirked, her eyes gleaming with cruel satisfaction. "Good. Then stroke yourself, Harry. Show me how much of a pathetic little worm you are."

Harry’s hand moved to his cock, his fingers trembling as he wrapped them around the shaft. He began to stroke, slowly at first, then faster, his breath hitching with every movement. Sandra watched him, her expression a mix of disgust and amusement.

"Good boy," she purred, her voice dripping with mockery. "Now, let’s see just how far you’re willing to go."

She stepped back, her hands moving to the hem of her skirt. Slowly, deliberately, she lifted it, revealing her bare pussy. Harry’s eyes widened, his hand stilling on his cock as he stared up at her, unsure of what she was about to do.

"Don’t stop," she commanded, her voice sharp and cold. "Keep going."

Harry obeyed, his hand moving faster now, his cock pulsing in his grip. Sandra’s smirk widened, and then, without warning, she squatted over him, her thighs parting slightly. A hot stream of piss shot out, hitting Harry’s chest and stomach in a steady, relentless flow.

Harry gasped, his body jerking at the sensation. It was warm, almost too warm, and the smell hit him immediately. But he didn’t stop stroking. He couldn’t. His cock throbbed, his hips bucking as the humiliation washed over him just as surely as the golden stream.

"Pathetic," Sandra sneered, her voice dripping with contempt. "You’re nothing but a filthy, disgusting loser."

Harry’s breath came in ragged gasps, his hand moving faster on his cock. "Yes, Sandra," he whimpered, his voice hoarse. "I’m a loser. I’m pathetic."

Sandra’s stream continued, soaking his chest, his stomach, even his thighs. She laughed, a low, cruel sound that sent shivers down Harry’s spine. "Cum, Harry. Cum for me like the worthless little worm you are."

It didn’t take much. A few more strokes, and Harry was cumming, his body arching off the floor as his release spilled over his stomach, mixing with the piss that already coated him. He moaned, his voice breaking as wave after wave of pleasure and shame crashed over him.

Sandra stood up, smoothing her skirt back into place as if nothing had happened. She looked down at him, her expression one of pure disdain. "Clean yourself up, Harry. And don’t ever lie to me again."

With that, she turned on her heel and walked out of the room, leaving Harry lying there in a puddle of his own shame. He was too stunned to move, too overwhelmed to do anything but stare at the ceiling, his body still trembling from the aftershocks of his release. The sound of the front door clicking shut was the final nail in the coffin of his humiliation.

LOCKED UP BY HIS BOSS

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.”

A GAMBLER’S SHAME

FM / Femdom / Verbal Humiliation / Small Penis Humiliation / Foot Fetish / Foot Worship / Cunnilingus / Masturbation

Nick’s hands trembled as he stared at the empty felt of the poker table. The last of his chips were gone, swept away by the dealer’s indifferent hand. His stomach churned, a mix of dread and desperation gnawing at him. He fidgeted with the rim of his worn baseball cap, tugging it lower over his eyes as if it could shield him from the stares of the other players. Loser, he thought, the word echoing in his mind like a cruel mantra.

He stood abruptly, nearly knocking over his chair, and stumbled out of the casino. The night air hit him like a slap, cold and unforgiving. His car was parked at the far end of the lot, and he trudged toward it, each step heavier than the last. His mind raced. Monica will understand, he told himself, though he knew it was a lie. His ex-girlfriend had bailed him out before, but this time felt different. This time, he was scraping the bottom of the barrel, and he knew it.

The drive to Monica’s apartment was a blur of neon lights and self-loathing. He parked haphazardly, barely remembering to turn off the engine before rushing to her door. His knuckles rapped against the wood, the sound sharp and desperate. The door swung open, and there she was—Monica, her long legs clad in tight jeans, her hair cascading over her shoulders in effortless waves. She looked at him with those piercing green eyes, her expression a mix of amusement and disdain.

“Nick,” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “What do you want now?”

“I… I need your help,” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper. “Just a little cash. Just until I win big, I promise.”

Monica rolled her eyes, stepping aside to let him in. “You’re pathetic, you know that? A broke loser with no future. What makes you think I’d give you anything?”

Nick’s cheeks burned with shame, but he couldn’t stop himself. “Please, Monica. I just need one more chance. I’ll pay you back, I swear.”

She crossed her arms, tilting her head as if considering him. Then, a slow, sly smile spread across her lips. “Fine. I’ll give you the money—but you have to play my game first.”

His heart skipped a beat. “Your game?”

“Yes, my game. You do what I say, and maybe I’ll throw you a few bucks. Deal?”

He hesitated, but only for a moment. “Deal.”

Monica sauntered over to the couch, sinking into the cushions with an air of dominance. “Strip,” she commanded, her voice firm and unyielding.

Nick’s breath hitched. “Wh-what?”

“You heard me. Take off your clothes. All of them.”

His hands trembled as he obeyed, unbuttoning his shirt with clumsy fingers. The fabric pooled at his feet, followed by his jeans and boxers. He stood there, exposed and vulnerable, his small cock shrinking under her gaze. Monica let out a low, mocking laugh.

“Oh, Nick,” she purred, her eyes raking over him. “I forgot how tiny you are. No wonder you’re such a loser.”

His face burned, but he couldn’t deny the heat pooling in his gut. There was something about her cruelty, her dominance, that aroused him in ways he couldn’t explain. “Monica, I—”

“Kneel,” she interrupted, her voice sharp and commanding.

He dropped to his knees, the hard floor digging into his skin. Monica extended one leg, resting her foot on the coffee table. “My toes,” she said, her tone daring him to refuse. “Suck them.”

Nick hesitated, his pride warring with his desperation. But in the end, desperation won. He reached for her foot, peeling off her sock with shaking hands. Her toes were perfectly manicured, painted a deep shade of red that made his mouth water. He leaned in, pressing a tentative kiss to her arch. Monica’s laughter sent a shiver down his spine.

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

He took her big toe into his mouth, swirling his tongue around it. The taste of her skin, salty and sweet, was intoxicating. He sucked gently, his eyes fluttering shut as he lost himself in the sensation. Monica’s laughter turned into a low moan, and he dared to glance up at her. Her legs were spread now, the fabric of her jeans pulling tight against her thighs.

Monica paused for a second, taking off her pants and dropping them on the floor. “Good boy,” she murmured, her voice dripping with condescension. “Now, eat my pussy. It’s the only thing you’re good for, after all.”

Nick didn’t need to be told twice. He crawled between her legs, his small cock twitching with anticipation. Monica leaned back, her hands gripping the edges of the couch as she spread herself for him. The sight of her, glistening and ready, was almost too much to bear. He leaned in, his tongue flicking against her clit in slow, deliberate strokes.

Monica’s breath hitched, her hips lifting to meet his mouth. “That’s it,” she moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair. “Make me cum, you pathetic little man.”

Her words sent a jolt of pleasure through him, and he doubled his efforts. His tongue worked in circles, lapping at her with a desperate fervor. He could feel her body trembling, her moans growing louder with each passing second. His own arousal was unbearable, his small cock throbbing as he reached down to stroke himself.

“Oh, fuck,” Monica gasped, her body tensing. “I’m cumming, Nick. Don’t stop.”

Her orgasm hit her like a wave, her juices flooding his mouth as she cried out. The taste of her drove him over the edge, and he came with a sharp gasp, his cock spurting a pathetic amount of cum onto the floor.

Monica laughed, a cruel, mocking sound that made him shrink in shame. “Look at that,” she sneered, glancing down at his small puddle of cum. “Just as disappointing as the rest of you.”

Nick flushed, his pride in tatters, but he couldn’t ignore the lingering arousal in his gut. Monica pushed him away with her foot, her expression one of bored amusement. “Get dressed,” she ordered, standing and smoothing out her jeans.

He scrambled to obey, pulling on his clothes with trembling hands. Monica disappeared into the kitchen, returning a moment later with a wad of cash. She tossed it at him, the bills fluttering to the ground at his feet.

“There,” she said, her tone dismissive. “At least you’re good for something, Nick.”

He bent to pick up the money, his face burning with a mix of shame and arousal. As he straightened, their eyes met, and for a moment, he thought he saw something flicker in her gaze—something that made his heart race. But then she turned away, leaving him standing there, clutching the cash in his hand.

“Get out,” she said over her shoulder, her voice cold and final. “And don’t come back until you’ve actually won something.”

Nick nodded, though she couldn’t see him, and turned toward the door. As he stepped out into the night, the weight of her words settled over him. You’re a loser, he thought, the words no longer just in his head but a reality he couldn’t escape. But as he got into his car, the memory of her taste, her scent, her dominance, lingered in his mind, and he couldn’t deny the thrill it had given him.

He drove away, the cash in his pocket feeling more like a payment than a loan. And deep down, he knew he’d be back. He couldn’t help it. Monica had him in her grip, and he wasn’t sure he wanted to escape.

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.”
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