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

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

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

He grinned, undeterred. “Try me.”

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

—

It started an hour earlier.

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

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

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

“Kyle.”

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

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

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

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

—

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

Kyle froze. “What is this?”

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

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

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

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

“Bend over the bench,” she instructed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Kyle nodded eagerly, his heart racing as she helped him to his feet. As he dressed and left her house, he couldn’t shake the feeling that he had just been changed in some fundamental way. He wasn’t the same man who had walked into that bar earlier that night. He was something else now—something submissive, something eager to please. And he couldn’t wait to see Colleen again.
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Edward’s heart raced as Kali led him by the hand toward the bedroom, her grip firm and unyielding. The air felt charged, electric, and he could already feel the familiar heat of anticipation pooling low in his stomach. She didn’t say a word, but the way she glanced back at him with that sly, knowing smile told him everything he needed to know. Something was about to happen—something he wasn’t prepared for.

When they reached the bedroom door, Kali paused, her fingers tightening around his wrist. “Close your eyes,” she commanded, her voice low and steady.

Edward obeyed instantly, his breath quickening as he heard the door creak open. She guided him inside, and he felt the soft carpet beneath his feet. The room smelled faintly of vanilla and something else—something sweet, intoxicating.

“Open them,” Kali said, and Edward did.

His eyes widened as he took in the scene before him. Marie, Kali’s best friend, was sitting on the edge of the bed, her legs crossed elegantly. She wore a black lace bodysuit that clung to her curves, and her lips curved into a mischievous smirk as she met Edward’s gaze. His stomach flipped. What was she doing here?

Kali stepped forward, her presence commanding the room. “Edward,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument, “strip. Now.”

Edward hesitated for only a moment before his hands moved to his shirt, fumbling with the buttons. His fingers trembled slightly as he peeled it off, letting it fall to the floor. Next came his pants, then his boxers, until he stood completely bare before them. The cool air brushed against his skin, making him shiver, but it was nothing compared to the heat of their gazes on him.

Marie stood, holding a set of leather restraints in her hands. She approached him slowly, her hips swaying with each step. “Lie down,” she instructed, her voice smooth and confident.

Edward obeyed, his heart pounding as he stretched out on the bed. Marie secured his wrists to the headboard, then moved to his ankles, binding them to the foot of the bed. He was completely at their mercy now, and the thought sent a thrill through him.

Kali climbed onto the bed, straddling his thighs. Her hands trailed up his chest, her nails lightly scratching his skin. “You’re going to be a good boy for us, aren’t you?” she purred, leaning down so her lips were just inches from his ear.

“Yes,” Edward whispered, his voice barely audible.

Marie joined them on the bed, sitting beside Kali. Her fingers traced patterns on Edward’s inner thigh, making him twitch. “He’s so sensitive,” she remarked, her tone teasing. “I wonder how long he’ll last.”

Kali chuckled, her hand moving to grip Edward’s cock. She stroked him slowly, her touch firm but not enough to push him over the edge. Edward groaned, his hips lifting slightly off the bed as he sought more friction. But Kali pulled her hand away, leaving him aching.

“Not yet,” she said, her voice laced with amusement.

Marie leaned down, her lips brushing against Edward’s neck. She nipped at his skin, then soothed the spot with her tongue. Her hand joined Kali’s, both of them now teasing him, their touches alternating between light and firm. Edward’s breath came in short gasps as he tried to hold back, but it was impossible. He was already on the edge, desperate for release.

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

Kali shook her head, her eyes dark with satisfaction. “No. You don’t get to decide when you cum. We do.”

Marie reached for something on the nightstand—a candle. She lit it, the flame flickering softly. Edward’s eyes widened as she tilted it over his chest, letting a few drops of hot wax fall onto his skin. He hissed at the sensation, the pain mingling with pleasure in a way that made his head spin.

Kali’s hand returned to his cock, stroking him faster now. Edward’s hips bucked involuntarily, but she stopped just as he was about to tip over the edge. He groaned in frustration, his body trembling with need.

Marie set the candle aside and picked up something else—a butt plug. She coated it with lube, then pressed it against Edward’s entrance. He tensed for a moment before relaxing, allowing her to push it inside. The stretch was intense, and he moaned as she worked it in slowly.

Kali’s hand was back on his cock, jerking him off with a steady rhythm. Edward’s breaths came in ragged gasps as he teetered on the edge of orgasm. Just as he was about to cum, Kali stopped again, pulling her hand away completely. A small spurt of semen trickled out, and Edward let out a frustrated cry.

Marie laughed softly, her fingers tracing the mess on his stomach. “Is that all you’ve got?” she teased.

Kali smirked, reaching for something else on the nightstand—a chastity device. She fitted it over Edward’s cock, locking it in place. “Your orgasms belong to me now,” she said, her voice firm. “You don’t get to cum unless I say so.”

Edward’s heart sank even as his body still thrummed with arousal. Kali released the restraints, and he lay there, spent but still craving more. As he looked up at her and Marie, he couldn’t help but hope that this wouldn’t be the last time they played together.

Kali leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “Maybe we’ll invite Marie again,” she whispered, her tone promising more to come.

A POKER PLAYER’S HUMILIATION

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Whipping / Handjob / Ruined Orgasm

“All in,” John said, his voice low, eyes locked on Maya’s across the table.

She smiled, that damn smile that always made him second-guess himself. “Call,” she replied without hesitation, pushing her chips forward with a flick of her wrist.

The cards were dealt. John had a full house—kings over queens. A damn good hand. But when Maya turned over her cards, he felt his stomach drop. Four of a kind. Queens. She’d beaten him again.

John leaned back in his chair, running a hand through his hair. “How do you keep doing this?” he muttered, more to himself than to her.

Maya leaned forward, her elbows on the table, her chin resting on her hands. “Maybe you’re just not as good as you think you are.”

Her words stung, but there was something else there. A challenge in her eyes that made his pulse quicken. “One more game,” he said before he could stop himself.

She raised an eyebrow. “Oh? And what’s the stakes this time?”

John hesitated. He couldn’t keep losing to her, but he couldn’t walk away now. Not when she was looking at him like that. “If I win, I get my money back. All of it.”

Maya tilted her head, considering. “And if I win?”

“You tell me.”

She grinned, slow and dangerous. “How about we play a different kind of game? Follow me.”

John’s heart pounded as he followed her down the hallway, his pride warring with something else. Something hotter, more insistent. She led him to her bedroom, and when she opened the door, his breath caught.

The room was nothing like he’d expected. The walls were lined with shelves filled with ropes, restraints, and other equipment he couldn’t even name. A large bed dominated the center of the room, its black silk sheets gleaming under the soft light.

Maya turned to him, her eyes dark with intent. “Strip,” she said, her voice firm.

John’s hands trembled as he undid his shirt, buttons slipping through his fingers. He kicked off his shoes, his pants pooling around his ankles. When he stood naked before her, she nodded, appraising him like a piece of meat.

“Bend over the bed,” she ordered.

He hesitated for a moment, but the look in her eyes brooked no argument. He moved to the bed, leaning over the edge, his hands gripping the sheets. The cool silk against his skin sent a shiver through him.

He heard the crack of the whip before he felt it, the sharp sting across his backside making him gasp. The pain was sharp, but there was something else beneath it. A heat that spread through him, pooling low in his gut.

Maya dragged the whip down his spine, the leather trailing over his skin like a promise. “You’re mine now,” she whispered, her voice low and husky. “And if you want to win, you’ll have to follow my rules.”

John’s breath came in short, shallow gasps as she tied his wrists to the bedposts, the restraints biting into his skin. She stood over him, her hand moving down his back, fingertips skimming over the welts she’d left.

Then her hand was on his cock, fingers curling around him, stroking him with a slow, teasing rhythm. He groaned, his hips jerking involuntarily. She laughed softly, her breath warm against his ear.

“If you cum, you lose,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement.

John clenched his teeth, trying to hold back, but it was impossible. Her hand moved faster, her thumb brushing over the head of his cock, and he felt himself teetering on the edge.

“Please,” he gasped, his voice breaking. “I forfeit. Just let me cum.”

Maya’s laughter was soft, almost cruel, as she released him, stepping back just as he was about to tip over. His orgasm was ruined, a small spurt of semen dripping down his length.

She untied him, her fingers brushing over his wrists as she freed him. “Get dressed,” she said, her voice calm now, almost clinical.

John’s hands shook as he pulled on his clothes, humiliation burning in his chest. But beneath it, there was something else. A heat that wouldn’t dissipate. He left her house, her laughter echoing in his ears, and knew he’d never be able to forget this night. Or her.
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The oppressive silence of the mansion’s foyer pressed against Robby’s ears as Shelly’s hand tightened around his wrist. Her fingernails dug into his skin just enough to make him shudder—a familiar bite of pain that sent warmth pooling low in his stomach.

The air smelled faintly of leather and incense, heavy and cloying, as Clara’s heels echoed ahead of them on the marble floor. She didn’t look back, her platinum-blonde hair a crisp wave against the black silk of her dress. Robby’s pulse throbbed in his throat. He’d never seen a place like this. High ceilings vaulted into shadows, the walls lined with oil paintings of women lounging with ropes, whips, creatures of dominion frozen in gilded frames.

“Ready for your first lesson, darling?” Shelly asked, her lips brushing his ear as she shoved him gently forward. Her voice was sweet, melodic, but edged with something that made his knees weak.

He nodded, swallowing hard, as Clara paused before a heavy oak door. Her gloved hand rested on the wrought-iron handle, her smile sharp.

“You’ll address me as Mistress Clara here,” she said, not turning. “Understood?”

“Yes,” Robby managed. The word stuck in his throat, dry and brittle.

Clara’s laugh was a low, rich sound. “Good boy.”

The door swung open.

The dungeon sprawled before them, lit by dim amber sconces that cast long shadows across stone walls. A bench upholstered in crimson leather stood at the center, flanked by shelves lined with instruments—polished wood paddles, coiled ropes, metal clamps gleaming under the light. Robby’s breath quickened. Shelly’s fingers slid down to tangle with his, squeezing once before releasing him.

“Clothes off,” Clara said, finally facing him. She crossed her arms, her gaze raking over him like a physical touch. “Now.”

Robby’s hands trembled as he fumbled with the buttons of his shirt. The fabric slipped from his shoulders, pooling at his feet. Cold air prickled his skin, raising goosebumps along his arms. Shelly watched him, her eyes dark, lips parted slightly as he unbuckled his belt. His jeans fell, and he stepped out of them, standing naked under the women’s scrutiny. Clara’s gaze lingered on his cock, already half-hard, a smirk playing at her mouth.

“Eager,” she said. She gestured to the bench. “Bend over. Hands flat on the seat.”

The leather was cool beneath his palms as he leaned forward, his ass exposed. He heard Shelly move behind him, the soft rustle of her dress, the click of a drawer opening.

“Count each strike,” Clara said. “If you lose track, we start over.”

The first smack of the paddle landed before he could brace. A searing arc of pain burst across his left cheek, radiating heat through his muscles. He gasped, fingers scrabbling against the bench.

“One,” he choked out.

Shelly’s hand smoothed over the throbbing flesh, her touch gentle, almost apologetic. The next strike came from the right, harder, the wood cracking against his skin. His hips jerked forward, his cock straining against the bench.

“Two.” Tears pricked his eyes.

Clara took her time. Each strike alternated sides, the paddle landing with precise, calculated force. By the tenth, Robby’s thighs were trembling, sweat dripping down his spine. His ass burned, the skin hot and angry. Shelly traced the welts with her nails, her breath warm against his lower back.

“Look at him,” she said, her voice husky. “He’s dripping.”

Clara chuckled, circling the bench. Her gloved hand closed around Robby’s cock, squeezing just enough to make him whimper. “Pathetic. And we’ve only just begun.”

The restraints came next—soft, supple cuffs lined with fleece, buckled tightly around his wrists and ankles. Clara secured him to the bench, her movements efficient, every tug of the leather straps testing his range of motion. Robby’s chest pressed against the cool leather, his hips forced upward, his exposed ass a throbbing focal point. Shelly dragged a fingertip along his inner thigh, her nail scraping lightly.

“Still with us, baby?” she whispered.

He nodded, his throat too tight to speak.

The clamps were cold. Clara pinched his right nipple first, rolling the stiff bud between her fingers until he hissed. The metal teeth bit down, the pressure sharp, unrelenting. His left nipple followed, the twin pain shooting straight to his cock. He groaned, arching against the restraints.

“Sensitive,” Clara noted. She clipped a chain between the clamps, the weight pulling at his chest. “Let’s see how long you last.”

The vibrator buzzed to life, a high-pitched hum that made Robby’s stomach clench. Clara dragged the head up the inside of his thigh, teasing the crease of his hip. He writhed, the sensation too light, too maddening. She skipped over his cock entirely, circling his navel instead, the vibrations skittering across his sensitive skin.

“Please,” he gasped.

“Please what?” Clara pressed the vibrator harder against his stomach, the plastic casing digging into his flesh.

“Please—let me—”

Shelly’s laughter cut through the air. Her hand slid between his cheeks, a fingertip pressing against his hole. Robby tensed, his muscles clamping down instinctively. She chuckled, spitting into her palm before rubbing the wetness over him. The intrusion was slow, deliberate, her finger working him open with torturous patience.

Clara finally brought the vibrator to his cockhead, the vibrations rippling through his shaft. Robby’s hips jerked, his breath coming in ragged bursts. The pleasure built too fast, a coil tightening in his gut. Shelly added a second finger, scissoring him, her knuckles brushing his prostate. Stars exploded behind his eyes.

“Wait—I’m gonna—”

Clara ripped the vibrator away. Robby cried out, his orgasm receding like a wave pulled back from shore. His cock twitched, desperate, but she kept the device just out of reach.

“Promise,” she said. “Promise to submit to us. To obey.”

“Yes—I promise, I promise—”

The vibrator returned, searing against his frenulum. Shelly crooned softly in his ear, her fingers pistoning faster. Clara’s free hand yanked the chain between his nipples, the pain-white and electric-colliding with the pleasure. Robby came with a shattered moan, his body bowing against the restraints. But Clara pulled the vibrator back again the moment his first pulse hit air, leaving him spasming, his orgasm fractured. Seed dribbled pathetically from his tip, pooling on the bench beneath him.

Shelly licked a stripe up his spine. “Good boy,” she whispered.

Clara unbuckled the restraints, her hands brisk, impersonal. The clamps came off with a swift tug, the aftershock jolting through him. She fastened a collar around his neck, the leather stiff, unyielding.

“Next time,” she said, securing the buckle, “we’ll see how well you keep that promise.”

Robby’s legs gave out as he stood. Shelly caught him, her arms steady, her lips brushing his. “You were perfect,” she said.

He believed her.
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“You call that a cock?” Cara’s voice was sharp, mocking, as she leaned back on the edge of the bed, her curvy figure framed by the dim light of the hotel room. Her eyes raked over Miles’s naked body, lingering on his small, trembling erection. She let out a low, throaty laugh, the sound both humiliating and electrifying. “Go on, then. Show me what you’ve got.”

Miles’s face burned, but his hand moved almost instinctively, wrapping around his shaft. He began to stroke himself, his movements awkward and self-conscious under her gaze. Cara watched him with a smirk, her full lips curling in amusement. “Pathetic,” she said, her voice dripping with disdain. “But I guess it’s all you’ve got, isn’t it?”

He didn’t answer. He couldn’t. His mind was a whirlwind of shame and arousal, the two emotions tangled together in a way he didn’t fully understand. He’d never felt like this before—so exposed, so vulnerable. And yet, there was something about the way she looked at him, the way she spoke to him, that made his heart race and his cock twitch in his hand.

Cara stood up, her movements slow and deliberate, and walked over to him. She was wearing nothing but a black lace bra and matching panties, her curves spilling out in all the right places. She was big, yes, but in a way that made her seem powerful, commanding. Miles couldn’t take his eyes off her.

“On the bed,” she ordered, pointing to the mattress behind her. “Now.”

Miles obeyed without hesitation, scrambling onto the bed and lying down on his back. His heart pounded in his chest as Cara climbed onto the bed after him, her weight pressing down on the mattress. She straddled his chest, her thighs framing his face, and leaned forward, her hands resting on either side of his head.

“You’re not going anywhere,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “You’re mine now.”

Miles tried to move, to shift beneath her, but her weight pinned him in place. He was trapped, completely at her mercy. The realization sent a shiver down his spine, his cock throbbing between his legs.

Cara reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the bed beside them. Her breasts spilled free, full and heavy, and Miles couldn’t help but stare.

She laughed again, the sound rich and warm. “Like what you see?” she asked, cupping one breast in her hand and squeezing it lightly. “Too bad you’ll never get to touch them.”

She shifted her weight slightly, moving lower on his body until she was sitting directly on his chest. Her thighs pressed against the sides of his face, and he could feel the heat radiating from her skin. She reached down and hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, sliding them down her legs and tossing them aside.

“Open your mouth,” she commanded, her voice firm.

Miles hesitated for a moment, but only a moment. Then he opened his mouth, his tongue darting out instinctively.

Cara lowered herself onto his face, her wetness pressing against his lips. “Lick,” she ordered, her voice breathless now.

He obeyed, his tongue flicking against her clit in slow, deliberate strokes.

Cara moaned softly, her hips grinding against his face as she rode his tongue. “That’s it,” she murmured, her voice thick with pleasure. “Just like that.”

Miles focused all his attention on her, his tongue working tirelessly to please her. He could feel her getting wetter, her moans growing louder with each passing second. It was intoxicating, the way she responded to him, the way she used him for her own pleasure.

Cara’s hands gripped the headboard for support as she rocked against his face, her movements becoming more urgent. “Don’t stop,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “Don’t you dare stop.”

He didn’t. His tongue moved faster, harder, driven by the need to make her cum. And then, with a loud cry, she did. Her body shuddered above him, her thighs clamping down on either side of his head as she came hard on his tongue.

For a moment, she stayed like that, riding out the waves of pleasure. Then she lifted herself off his face, her breathing heavy and uneven. She looked down at him, her eyes dark with satisfaction. “Not bad,” she said, a sly smile playing on her lips. “For a little man.”

Miles’s cock twitched at her words, the humiliation only fueling his arousal. Cara noticed and laughed softly. “Still hard, huh?” she teased, reaching down to wrap her hand around his shaft. “Let’s see if we can do something about that.”

She began to stroke him, her hand moving up and down his length in a slow, teasing rhythm. Miles groaned, his hips bucking involuntarily as pleasure shot through him. But just as he was about to reach the edge, Cara stopped, her hand stilling on his cock.

“Not yet,” she said, her voice firm. “You don’t get to cum yet.”

Miles whimpered, his body trembling with need. A small trickle of semen leaked from the tip of his cock, but it wasn’t enough. It wasn’t nearly enough.

Cara laughed again, the sound cruel and delicious. “Look at that,” she said, holding up her hand to show him the tiny drop of cum on her fingers. “You barely have anything in you. Pathetic.”

She wiped her hand on the sheets and climbed off the bed, leaving Miles lying there, desperate and humiliated. But as he watched her walk away, he realized something: he’d never been more turned on in his life.

“Get dressed,” Cara said over her shoulder as she picked up her clothes from the floor. “And don’t even think about asking for another round. You’re lucky I even let you touch me.”

Miles nodded silently, his mind still reeling from everything that had just happened. As he pulled on his clothes and left the hotel room, he couldn’t stop thinking about Cara—about the way she’d looked at him, the way she’d touched him, the way she’d made him feel.

He wanted more. He needed more. And he hoped—no, he prayed—that she would see him again.

A SHOCKING PUNISHMENT

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Porn / Paddling / Electric Wand / Handjob / Teasing / Orgasm Denial / Ruined Orgasm / Chastity

Corey walked through the front door, his shoulders tense, the weight of the day still pressing on him. He barely had time to kick off his shoes before Sarah’s voice cut through the quiet of the house. “In here. Now.” Her tone was sharp, commanding, and it sent a shiver down his spine. He knew that tone. It meant trouble.

He followed the sound of her voice to the bedroom, his heart pounding in his chest. The door was slightly ajar, and he pushed it open to find Sarah standing by the bed, arms crossed, her expression unreadable. On the big screen TV mounted on the wall, a paused porn video was displayed—the same one he’d been caught watching earlier that week. His stomach dropped.

“Sarah, I—” he started, but she cut him off with a single raised hand.

“Don’t,” she said, her voice low and steady. “You know the rules. No porn. And yet, here we are again.” She stepped closer, her eyes locking onto his. “You’ve left me no choice.”

Corey swallowed hard, his mouth suddenly dry. “Please, Sarah, I’m sorry. I won’t do it again. Just… don’t punish me.”

She tilted her head, a small, almost cruel smile playing on her lips. “Oh, Corey. You don’t get to decide that.” She gestured toward the bed. “Bend over.”

His legs felt like lead as he moved to the edge of the bed, his mind racing. He knew better than to argue when she was like this. He bent over, resting his hands on the mattress, his backside exposed as she pulled down his pants and boxers in one swift motion. The cool air hit his skin, making him shiver.

Sarah picked up the paddle from the nightstand, running her fingers along its smooth surface. “You need to learn,” she said, her voice calm but firm. “And if pain is what it takes, then so be it.”

The first strike came without warning, the sharp crack of the paddle against his ass sending a jolt of pain through him. He gasped, his fingers digging into the mattress. Another strike followed, then another, each one harder than the last. His skin burned, the sting radiating through him, but beneath the pain, something else stirred—a strange, twisted arousal that he couldn’t quite understand.

Sarah paused, setting the paddle aside. “Look at the screen,” she ordered.

Reluctantly, Corey turned his head, his eyes landing on the paused video. She hit play, and the sounds of moans and skin slapping filled the room. His cheeks flushed with embarrassment, but he couldn’t look away.

“This is what you wanted, isn’t it?” Sarah asked, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Well, now you get to watch it while I make sure you never forget this lesson.”

She grabbed a set of restraints from the drawer and quickly bound his wrists to the bedposts, pulling them tight so he couldn’t move. Then she picked up the electric wand, holding it up for him to see. “Let’s see how much you enjoy this.”

The first shock was mild, just enough to make him flinch. But the next one was stronger, a sharp jolt that made him cry out. She continued, alternating between light shocks and more intense ones, each one making his body tense and twitch. The pain was overwhelming, but so was the strange pleasure that came with it. He hated it and loved it all at once.

“Now,” Sarah said, switching off the wand and turning her attention back to the TV. She changed the video to one of a man submitting to a woman, the scene clearly designed to appeal to those with a submissive streak. “This is what you should be watching. This is what you should aspire to be.”

She moved behind him, her hands sliding down his back before wrapping around his cock. He was already hard, despite everything, and she gave him a slow, teasing stroke. “You’re going to learn to be a good submissive,” she whispered in his ear. “And I’m going to make sure you never forget who’s in charge.”

Her hand moved faster, her grip tightening just enough to make him groan. He could feel himself getting closer, the pressure building with every stroke.

“Please,” he begged, his voice trembling. “Please let me cum.”

Sarah laughed softly, her breath warm against his ear. “Not yet.” She slowed her hand, edging him closer and closer but never letting him tip over. “Beg for it.”

“Please,” he repeated, his voice breaking. “I need to cum. Please, Sarah.”

She sped up again, her hand moving in quick, firm strokes. He was right on the edge, his body trembling with anticipation. But just as he felt himself about to explode, she stopped completely, her hand leaving him entirely.

“No!” he cried out, his hips bucking involuntarily as a tiny dribble of cum escaped him. It wasn’t enough—not even close—and the frustration was almost unbearable.

Sarah laughed again, louder this time. “Pathetic,” she teased, leaning down to whisper in his ear. “But don’t worry. You’ll get used to it.”

She reached for the chastity device on the nightstand, unlocking it and sliding it onto his cock with practiced ease. The cold metal pressed against his sensitive skin, trapping him inside. He groaned, a mix of frustration and arousal coursing through him.

“There,” she said, stepping back to admire her handiwork. “Now you’ll think twice before disobeying me again.”

Corey lay there, his body still tingling from the shocks and the near-orgasm, his mind a whirlwind of emotions. He hated what she’d done to him—but at the same time, he’d never been more turned on in his life. The thought of being completely under her control, of giving himself over to her completely… it was intoxicating.

Sarah leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “You’re mine now. And I’m going to make sure you never forget it.”

THE CONSEQUENCES OF INFIDELITY

FFM / Femdom / Medical / Sissy / Humiliation / Foot Worship / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation / Orgasm Denial / Chastity

Jerry shifted uncomfortably in the plush leather chair, his eyes darting between Hermione and the woman sitting across from them. Dr. Robin Brown was unlike any therapist he’d ever imagined. Her sharp, tailored suit hugged her figure in a way that made it hard for him to focus on anything else. Her dark hair was pulled back into a sleek ponytail, and her piercing green eyes seemed to see right through him. He felt exposed, vulnerable, and yet… intrigued.

Hermione crossed her arms, her expression a mix of frustration and determination. “Jerry promised he’d do whatever it takes to fix this,” she said, her voice firm. “He cheated, and now he needs to understand how I feel.”

Robin leaned forward, her lips curling into a faint smile. “And he will, Hermione. But first, Jerry needs to get in touch with his feminine side. Only then can he truly empathize with you.”

Jerry’s stomach dropped. “My… feminine side?” he stammered, his voice cracking slightly.

“Yes,” Robin replied smoothly, standing up and walking over to a small closet in the corner of her office. She opened it and pulled out a delicate set of lingerie—a lacy pink bra and matching panties, complete with a garter belt and sheer stockings. She held them out to Jerry, her gaze unwavering. “Put these on.”

Jerry’s face flushed crimson. “You can’t be serious.”

Hermione shot him a look. “You said you’d do whatever it takes, Jerry. Or was that just another lie?”

He swallowed hard, his pride warring with his desperation to save the relationship. Slowly, he reached out and took the lingerie from Robin’s hands. His fingers trembled as he clutched the soft fabric. “Where… where should I change?”

Robin gestured to a small bathroom off to the side. “In there. And don’t take too long.”

Jerry shuffled into the bathroom, his heart pounding. He stared at his reflection in the mirror, the lingerie dangling from his hand. This was humiliating. Degrading. And yet, as he began to undress, he couldn’t ignore the strange thrill that coursed through him. The lace felt foreign against his skin, but it also sent a shiver of excitement down his spine. He adjusted the bra awkwardly, the cups barely covering his chest, and stepped into the panties, pulling them up over his hips. The garter belt was trickier, but he managed to fasten it, attaching the stockings with trembling hands.

When he finally emerged from the bathroom, he felt like a fool. The lingerie clung to his body in all the wrong ways, and he could feel the heat of embarrassment creeping up his neck. Hermione’s eyes widened, and then she burst out laughing. Robin smirked, clearly enjoying his discomfort.

“Well, well,” Robin said, circling him slowly. “Look at you, Jerry. Quite the sissy, aren’t you?”

Jerry’s cheeks burned, but he didn’t respond. He couldn’t. His mind was a whirlwind of shame and arousal, and he wasn’t sure which emotion was stronger.

Hermione stopped laughing long enough to speak. “This is what you deserve, Jerry. You need to learn your place.”

Robin nodded in agreement. “Exactly. Now, Jerry, I want you to kneel before Hermione. Show her the respect she deserves.”

Jerry hesitated, but the look in Hermione’s eyes left no room for argument. He sank to his knees in front of her, the cool floor pressing against his bare skin. Hermione leaned back on the couch, extending one foot toward him. “Kiss it,” she commanded.

His heart raced as he leaned forward, pressing his lips to the top of her foot. The taste of her skin was faintly salty, and he could smell the subtle scent of her perfume. It was humiliating, but it also stirred something deep inside him. He moved to her toes, sucking gently on each one, his tongue swirling around them. Hermione let out a soft moan, her fingers tangling in his hair.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her voice dripping with condescension. “Now, touch yourself.”

Jerry froze, his hand hovering uncertainly over his crotch. “What?”

“You heard me,” Hermione said sharply. “Jerk off your little cock.”

His face burned even hotter, but he obeyed, his hand slipping beneath the lace of the panties to grasp his already-hard length. He began to stroke himself slowly, his breath coming in shallow gasps. The sensation was overwhelming—the softness of the lace against his skin, the way Hermione and Robin were watching him with such intensity. He could feel himself getting closer and closer to the edge.

But just as he was about to tip over, Robin’s voice cut through the haze of pleasure. “Stop.”

Jerry froze, his hand still gripping his cock tightly. He looked up at Robin, confusion and desperation written all over his face.

Robin walked over to him, holding something in her hand—a small, metal chastity device. She knelt down beside him, her fingers brushing against his thigh as she fastened the device around his cock. The cold metal sent a jolt through him, and he let out a whimper as she locked it in place.

“There,” Robin said, standing up and stepping back. “No more cheating, Jerry. Your orgasms belong to us now.”

Jerry stared down at the chastity device, his mind reeling. He should have been furious, humiliated, desperate to get it off. But instead, he felt… relieved. A strange sense of calm washed over him as he realized that he didn’t have to be in control anymore. He could just let go.

Hermione leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “You’re mine now, Jerry. And I’m going to make sure you never forget it.”

Jerry shivered, a wave of submission crashing over him. He didn’t know what would happen next, but for the first time in a long time, he felt like he was exactly where he belonged.

THE PROFESSOR GETS PUNISHED

FM / Femdom / College / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation / Small Penis Humiliation / Bondage / Cunnilingus / Orgasm Denial / Chastity

Josh adjusted his tie nervously as he sat behind his desk, the late afternoon sunlight streaming through the blinds of his office. His heart pounded in his chest, a mix of anticipation and dread swirling in his gut. He’d been careful—or so he thought—but now Keisha stood in front of him, her arms crossed, her expression unreadable. She was stunning, as always, her dark eyes sharp and her lips pressed into a thin line. He’d been drawn to her from the moment she walked into his classroom, but this… this was a line he never should have crossed.

“Professor,” she said, her voice low and steady, “you’ve got some nerve.”

Josh swallowed hard, his throat dry. “Keisha, I… I didn’t mean to—”

“Save it,” she interrupted, taking a step closer. Her heels were silent on the carpeted floor, but her presence was anything but quiet. “You think I didn’t notice the way you looked at me? The way you talked to me? You’re lucky I haven’t gone straight to the dean.”

His stomach dropped. “Please, Keisha, let’s talk about this. I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable.”

She laughed, a short, bitter sound that made his skin crawl. “Uncomfortable? Oh, Professor, you have no idea what you’ve gotten yourself into.” She leaned over his desk, her face inches from his. “Take it out.”

Josh blinked, his mind racing. “What?”

“Your cock,” she said, her voice firm. “Take it out. Now.”

He hesitated, his hands trembling as he fumbled with his belt. His mind screamed at him to stop, to walk away, but something deeper, something he couldn’t quite name, compelled him to obey. He unzipped his pants, pulling himself free, his erection already half-hard despite the fear coursing through him.

Keisha glanced down, her lips curling into a smirk. “Pathetic,” she said, her tone dripping with disdain. “I expected more from you, Professor.”

Josh felt his face flush with humiliation, but he couldn’t look away. Her words stung, but they also sent a jolt of arousal through him that he couldn’t ignore. She stepped back, her eyes never leaving his.

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

He obeyed without question, lowering himself onto the carpet. The coolness of the floor against his back was a stark contrast to the heat building inside him. Keisha knelt beside him, her fingers deftly untying his necktie. She pulled it free, then used it to bind his wrists together above his head. The fabric was tight, cutting into his skin just enough to remind him of his helplessness.

“Good,” she murmured, standing up and smoothing her skirt.

She lifted it slowly, revealing that she wasn’t wearing any panties. Josh’s breath caught in his throat as she straddled his face, her thighs pressing against either side of his head.

“Eat,” she ordered, her voice firm.

Josh hesitated for only a moment before leaning forward, his tongue finding her wetness. She was warm and sweet, her taste flooding his senses as he began to lick her slowly, deliberately. Keisha moaned softly, her hips grinding against his face as she took what she wanted from him. He could feel her arousal growing, her body trembling as she neared the edge.

“Faster,” she demanded, her hands gripping his hair tightly.

Josh obeyed, his tongue moving more quickly, more urgently. He could feel her clenching around him, her moans growing louder as she came, her juices flowing freely onto his face. She shuddered above him, her body going still for a moment before she pulled away, leaving him breathless and aching.

She knelt beside him again, her fingers trailing down his chest until they reached his cock. He was fully hard now, throbbing with need as she wrapped her hand around him. She stroked him slowly, her touch light and teasing.

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

Keisha shook her head, a wicked smile playing on her lips. “Not yet,” she said, releasing him and reaching into her bag. She pulled out a small device—a chastity cage—and held it up for him to see. “From now on, your orgasms belong to me.”

Josh’s eyes widened as she slid the cage onto him, locking it in place. The cold metal was a cruel reminder of his submission, his arousal trapped and denied. Keisha leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear.

“You’re mine now,” she whispered. “And I expect you to wear this tomorrow during class.” She pulled a collar from her bag, fastening it around his neck. The leather was soft but unyielding, a symbol of her control.

Josh’s mind raced, a mix of fear and excitement coursing through him. He wasn’t sure what he’d gotten himself into, but as Keisha stood up and smoothed her skirt, he couldn’t deny the thrill that ran through him at the thought of what was to come.

“See you tomorrow, Professor,” she said, her voice dripping with promise as she walked out of the office, leaving him bound and collared on the floor.

WINNING ANGELICA’S LOVE

FMMM / Femdom / BDSM / Group Sex / Celebrity / Whipping / Bondage / Rope / Handjob / Teasing / Vibrator / Ruined Orgasm / Chastity

The moment Nigel stepped into the mansion, he felt the air shift. The luxurious foyer was grand, opulent, but it wasn’t the chandeliers or the marble floors that caught his attention. It was her. Angelica stood at the top of the staircase, her presence commanding every ounce of focus. She wore a sleek black dress that hugged her curves in all the right places, her heels clicking softly against the steps as she descended. Her dark hair fell in waves over her shoulders, and her eyes—sharp, calculating—locked onto Nigel’s.

“Welcome,” she said, her voice smooth but laced with something that sent a shiver down his spine. “I hope you’re ready for what’s to come.”

Nigel swallowed hard. He’d imagined this moment countless times since he’d been cast on the show, but nothing could’ve prepared him for the intensity of her gaze. He nodded, trying to muster some semblance of confidence. “I’m ready.”

Angelica’s lips curved into a knowing smile. “Good. Follow me.”

She led him through the mansion, her hips swaying with every step. Nigel couldn’t help but watch, his heart pounding in his chest. He wasn’t alone—Mark and Luke trailed behind him, their silence spoke volumes. They were all here for the same reason: to win Angelica’s heart and the hundred thousand dollars that came with it. But Nigel wasn’t sure anymore if the money was what he wanted most.

They reached a room at the end of a long hallway. Angelica pushed the door open, revealing a space that was nothing short of shocking. The walls were adorned with chains, whips, and ropes. A large bed dominated the center of the room, its sheets black and silken. A chest of drawers sat against one wall, filled with devices Nigel couldn’t even begin to name.

“Welcome to my playground,” Angelica said, her voice dripping with amusement. She turned to face the three men, her arms crossed over her chest. “Strip.”

The command was sharp, leaving no room for argument. Nigel hesitated for a moment, glancing at Mark and Luke. Both men were already shedding their clothes, their movements quick and obedient. Nigel followed suit, his fingers trembling slightly as he undid his shirt buttons. By the time he was done, all three of them stood naked before Angelica, their vulnerability laid bare.

Angelica’s eyes roamed over their bodies, assessing them like a predator sizing up its prey. She stepped forward, her heels clicking softly against the floor. She stopped in front of Luke first, her hand reaching out to trace a line down his chest. “You’re nervous,” she observed, her tone almost teasing. “Don’t be. I’m going to enjoy this.”

She grabbed a whip from the wall, its leather handle fitting perfectly in her grip. Without warning, she brought it down across Luke’s chest. The sound was sharp, followed by a muffled gasp from Luke. His body tensed, but he didn’t move away. Angelica struck him again, and again, each blow leaving a red mark on his skin.

Nigel watched, his stomach tightening with a mix of fear and arousal. He’d never been into anything like this, but something about the way Angelica wielded the whip, the way she seemed to relish in their discomfort, stirred something deep inside him.

Next, she turned to Mark, her gaze predatory. “Your turn,” she said, her voice low and commanding.

Mark’s eyes widened, but he didn’t protest. Angelica repeated the process, the whip cracking against his skin with unrelenting force. Mark gritted his teeth, his hands clenched into fists, but he stayed still.

Then, it was Nigel’s turn. Angelica stepped in front of him, her eyes locking onto his. “Last chance to back out,” she said, her tone almost challenging.

Nigel shook his head, his heart pounding. “I’m not backing out.”

Angelica’s lips curved into a wicked smile. “Good.”

The first strike came without warning, the leather snapping against his chest. The pain was sharp, immediate, but it was quickly followed by a strange, almost electric sensation. Nigel gasped, his body trembling as Angelica whipped him again. Each strike sent a jolt through him, his skin burning with a mix of pain and pleasure. By the time she stopped, Nigel’s chest was marked with red lines, his breath coming in short, uneven gasps.

Angelica stepped back, her eyes scanning his body with a satisfied smirk. “You’re handling this better than I expected,” she said, her voice almost approving.

She grabbed a coil of rope from the wall, moving behind Nigel. He felt the rough fibers against his skin as she tied his wrists together, pulling them behind his back. The rope was tight, digging into his flesh, but Nigel didn’t resist. He watched as Angelica tied Mark and Luke in the same manner, their bodies now completely at her mercy.

Angelica stepped in front of Nigel, her hand reaching out to grip his chin. “You’re going to enjoy this,” she said, her voice low and sultry. “I promise.”

She knelt down in front of him, her hand wrapping around his cock. Nigel’s breath caught in his throat as she began to stroke him, her touch firm and deliberate. He felt himself hardening under her fingers, his body responding despite the pain that still lingered on his skin.

Angelica’s other hand reached out to tease his balls, her fingers brushing against them with just enough pressure to make him groan. She leaned forward, her lips brushing against the tip of his cock. “You want to cum, don’t you?” she whispered, her breath hot against his skin.

Nigel nodded, his voice barely a whisper. “Yes.”

Angelica chuckled, her fingers tightening around his cock. “Too bad.”

She stopped, leaving Nigel throbbing and desperate. He watched as she moved onto Mark, her lips wrapping around his cock and teasing him with the same cruel precision. Mark groaned, his body trembling as she sucked him, each movement calculated to drive him wild.

Next, she gave Luke a handjob, her fingers stroking him with practiced ease. Luke’s hips bucked, but Angelica kept him on edge, denying him the release he so clearly craved.

Finally, she turned back to Nigel, her eyes gleaming with mischief. She grabbed a vibrator from the chest of drawers, turning it on and bringing it to his cock. The vibrations sent a shockwave of pleasure through him, his body trembling as he teetered on the edge of orgasm.

Just as he was about to cum, Angelica pulled the vibrator away, leaving Nigel frustrated and unsatisfied. A small trickle of cum escaped his cock, but it was nothing compared to what he wanted.

Angelica stood up, her smirk widening. “You’ll have to do better than that if you want to win,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement.

She grabbed three chastity devices from the chest, locking each man’s cock in place. Nigel felt the cold metal against his skin, the device restricting any further movement.

“These will stay on until the show is done filming,” Angelica said, her tone final. “If you remove them, you’re disqualified. Understood?”

Nigel nodded, his cock throbbing painfully in the chastity device. Despite the frustration, he found himself strangely excited by the prospect. He couldn’t wait to see what Angelica had in store for them next.

A TINY MAN’S BIG LESSON

FM / Femdom / BBW / Hypnosis / Small Penis Humiliation / Foot Worship / Cunnilingus / Handjob / Ruined Orgasm

“I don’t date fat chicks,” Rick said flatly, his tone dripping with disdain as he stood in the doorway of the restaurant, his eyes scanning the woman seated at the table.

Kendra, a voluptuous, curvy woman with dark, cascading hair and a confident smile, didn’t flinch. Instead, she leaned back in her chair, her crimson lips curling into a smirk. “Well, Rick,” she said, her voice smooth and deliberate, “since you’re already here, why don’t you sit down for a few minutes? If you still want to leave after that, I won’t stop you.”

Rick hesitated, his hand gripping the edge of the doorframe. His friend Kyle had insisted on setting him up on this blind date, and now he was face-to-face with someone who was the complete opposite of the skinny, model-esque women he usually pursued. Damn Kyle, he thought bitterly. But something about Kendra’s tone, her unshakable confidence, made him pause. Against his better judgment, he slid into the seat across from her.

As soon as he sat down, Kendra reached across the table, taking his hands in hers. Her touch was warm, almost electric, and Rick found himself unable to pull away. She gazed into his eyes, her dark, penetrating stare locking onto his. It was as if she had some kind of power over him, a magnetic pull that he couldn’t resist. His heart raced, and he felt a strange, unfamiliar heat begin to stir in his chest.

“Rick,” she said softly, her voice like velvet, “you’re not as shallow as you think you are. You just haven’t met the right person yet.”

He blinked, his mind foggy, his earlier judgment fading away. What’s happening? he thought, but he didn’t pull away. Instead, he found himself nodding, his earlier rudeness replaced by an inexplicable desire to please her.

“I—I’m sorry,” he stammered, his voice uncharacteristically unsure. “I didn’t mean to be rude. I’ll... I’ll do better.”

Kendra smiled, her lips curving into a satisfied grin. “You can start by buying me dinner.”

The rest of the evening passed in a blur. They ate, they talked, and Rick found himself increasingly drawn to her. Kendra was witty, intelligent, and effortlessly charming. Every time she laughed, a deep, throaty sound that sent shivers down his spine, he felt himself falling deeper under her spell. By the time the check arrived, Rick was hooked. He couldn’t bear the thought of the night ending.

“Kendra,” he said, his voice tinged with desperation, “can we... can we spend more time together? Please?”

She studied him for a moment, her eyes narrowing slightly, as if assessing him. Then, with a slow, deliberate nod, she stood. “Alright, Rick. Let’s go to my place.”

The drive to her house was silent, but the tension between them was palpable. Rick’s mind raced with anticipation, his earlier reservations completely forgotten. When they arrived, Kendra led him inside, her hips swaying hypnotically as she walked. Rick followed her into the bedroom, his heart pounding in his chest. That’s when he saw it—an array of BDSM equipment neatly arranged in the corner of the room. His eyes widened, but before he could say anything, Kendra turned to him, her expression calm and commanding.

“Get naked,” she ordered, her voice firm.

Without hesitation, Rick began to undress, his hands trembling as he fumbled with his buttons. He stripped down completely, standing bare before her. Kendra’s eyes raked over his body, and she let out a soft, mocking laugh.

“You’re a tiny man, aren’t you?” she teased, her gaze lingering on his small, flaccid penis. “So... unimpressive.”

Rick felt a flush of humiliation, but he didn’t protest. Instead, he stood there, his body exposed, his mind consumed by the need to please her. Kendra, meanwhile, began to undress, stripping down to her lingerie—a black lace bra and matching panties that hugged her curves perfectly. Rick stared, his mouth dry, his pulse quickening. She was breathtaking.

“On your knees,” she commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Rick dropped to his knees immediately, his breath hitching as he looked up at her. She stepped closer, her feet inches from his face. “Kiss them,” she ordered.

He obeyed without hesitation, pressing his lips to her feet, his hands trembling as he gripped her ankles.

Kendra let out a low, satisfied hum, her fingers tangling in his hair as she guided him. “Good boy,” she purred.

When she finally stepped back, Rick was panting, his body aching with desire. Kendra climbed onto the bed, spreading her legs wide. “Now,” she said, her voice dripping with authority, “eat my pussy.”

Rick scrambled onto the bed, his heart racing as he positioned himself between her thighs. He buried his face in her folds, his tongue flicking against her clit. Kendra moaned, her hips bucking against his mouth as he licked and sucked eagerly. She tasted sweet, intoxicating, and Rick couldn’t get enough. He devoured her, his tongue working furiously as she writhed beneath him. When she came, her body convulsed, her juices gushing into his mouth. He swallowed every drop, his own arousal reaching a fever pitch.

“Good,” Kendra murmured, her breath coming in shallow gasps. “Now, lie down.”

Rick obeyed, his cock throbbing painfully as he lay back on the bed. Kendra straddled him, her hand wrapping around his shaft. She stroked him slowly, teasingly, her eyes locked on his. Rick groaned, his hips thrusting involuntarily as she worked him.

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

Kendra shook her head, her grip tightening just enough to keep him on edge. “No,” she said firmly. “You don’t deserve it.”

Rick’s breath hitched, his body trembling as he fought to hold back. Just as he felt himself on the brink of orgasm, Kendra stopped, pulling her hand away. His cock twitched, a small trickle of semen dripping pathetically onto his stomach. Kendra laughed, a low, mocking sound that sent a wave of humiliation crashing over him.

“So small,” she taunted, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “So... pitiful.”

Rick’s cheeks burned, but he didn’t argue. He just lay there, panting, his body trembling with unfulfilled desire.

“Get dressed,” Kendra ordered, climbing off the bed. “It’s time for you to leave.”

Rick scrambled to obey, pulling his clothes back on with shaky hands. As he stood by the door, he turned to her, his eyes pleading. “Kendra, can I... can I see you again?”

She shook her head, her expression cold. “No, Rick. I don’t date tiny men. You’re a skinny loser, and I have no use for you.”

His heart sank, but he knew she was right. He’d been shallow, judgmental, and cruel. And now, he’d gotten exactly what he deserved. As he walked out into the night, his body aching with humiliation, he vowed to do better. But deep down, he knew he’d never forget Kendra—or the lesson she’d taught him.

A CAM GIRL CASHES OUT

FM / Femdom / Findom / Striptease / Masturbation / Blowjob / Ruined Orgasm

“Ten thousand dollars, Miguel. That’s the price to meet me. And no, that doesn’t include you touching me.” Minerva’s voice was honey dripping over ice, smooth and cold, as she leaned back in her chair, her crimson lips curling into a smirk. Her green eyes burned through the screen, piercing him even through the digital divide.

Miguel sat frozen in his study, the glow of his laptop screen casting shadows across his face. His fingers hovered over the keyboard, trembling slightly. His heart hammered in his chest, a mix of desperation and desire gnawing at him. He’d been watching her for weeks—months, even. Every night, he’d log on, transfixed by her. Her beauty was otherworldly, her confidence magnetic. She was a goddess, and he was just a man—a lonely, wealthy man with too much time on his hands and too much money to burn.

“I’ll do it,” he typed quickly, his fingers moving before his brain could fully process the cost. The words felt heavy as he hit send, a strange mixture of shame and excitement bubbling in his gut.

Minerva’s laugh was soft, almost mocking, as she read his message. “Good boy,” she purred. “I’ll see you tomorrow night. Be ready.”

The screen went black as she ended the stream, leaving Miguel alone in the dimly lit room.

—

The next day dragged on like an eternity. Miguel paced his mansion, his mind racing. He’d sent the money hours ago, wired directly to her account. Ten thousand dollars—barely a dent in his wealth, but still, it felt significant. He’d never spent so much on something so… frivolous. But then again, Minerva wasn’t frivolous. She was a dream, a fantasy, the kind of woman who made men lose their minds.

By the time the doorbell rang, Miguel’s nerves were frayed. He smoothed down his shirt, took a deep breath, and opened the door.

There she was.

Minerva stood in the doorway, every bit as stunning as she was on screen, if not more so. Her dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, her curves accentuated by a tight red dress that clung to her like a second skin. Her smile was sharp, her eyes gleaming with a predatory light.

“Miguel,” she said, her voice dripping with a sultry confidence that made his knees weak. “It’s nice to finally meet you in person.”

“It’s—uh—nice to meet you too,” he stammered, stepping aside to let her in.

Minerva glided past him, her heels clicking against the marble floor as she surveyed his home. “Nice place,” she said, her tone casual, almost dismissive.

Miguel swallowed hard, his throat suddenly dry. He led her to the living room, where they sat on the plush leather couch. The air between them was thick with tension, electric and unspoken.

“So,” Minerva began, crossing her legs and leaning back, her dress riding up just enough to tease. “Tell me about yourself, Miguel. What’s a man like you doing throwing money at a girl like me?”

Her voice was playful, but there was an edge to it, a challenge. Miguel felt like he was being tested, though he wasn’t sure if he was passing or failing.

“I—I guess I just… admire you,” he said, his voice shaky. “You’re… incredible.”

Minerva’s smile widened, and she leaned forward slightly, her cleavage on full display. “Admire me, huh? That’s sweet. But admiration doesn’t pay the bills, does it?”

Miguel’s face flushed, and he looked down at his hands, suddenly unsure of what to say.

Minerva laughed softly, a sound that sent shivers down his spine. “Relax, Miguel. I’m just teasing. You’re cute when you’re nervous.”

Her tone was light, almost playful, but Miguel couldn’t shake the feeling that he was walking on a tightrope, one wrong move away from falling.

They talked for a while—or rather, Minerva talked, and Miguel listened, captivated. She told him about her life, her dreams, her ambitions, all while subtly flirting, teasing, keeping him on edge. Every word, every gesture, was calculated, designed to keep him hooked.

Miguel couldn’t take it anymore. He leaned in, his heart pounding, and tried to kiss her.

Minerva’s hand shot up, stopping him in his tracks. “Ah, ah, ah,” she said, her voice firm. “I told you, Miguel. No physical contact. Remember?”

Miguel pulled back, his face burning with embarrassment. “I—I’m sorry,” he muttered, his voice barely above a whisper.

Minerva sighed, but there was a glint in her eye that wasn’t there before. “You’re lucky I like you, Miguel,” she said, her tone softening just enough to keep him hopeful. “Tell you what. I’ll give you a little… incentive. Twenty thousand dollars, and I’ll let you see me naked.”

Miguel’s heart skipped a beat. His hands trembled as he reached for his checkbook, his mind racing. Twenty thousand dollars. It was a lot of money, but if it meant seeing her—all of her—it was worth it.

He scribbled out the check and handed it to her, his hands shaking so badly he almost dropped it.

Minerva took the check with a smile, folding it neatly and tucking it into her purse. Then, slowly, sensually, she stood up and began to undress.

The room seemed to hold its breath as she peeled off her dress, revealing her perfect body. Her skin glowed in the soft light, her curves accentuated by the sheer perfection of her form. Miguel’s mouth went dry as she stood before him, completely naked, her eyes locked on his.

“Go on,” she purred, her voice low and husky. “Touch yourself. I want to watch.”

Miguel hesitated for only a moment before unzipping his pants and pulling out his cock. He was already hard, his arousal evident as he began to stroke himself, his eyes never leaving her.

Minerva watched him with a cool detachment, her lips curving into a wicked smile. She stepped closer, her hips swaying with every step, until she was standing right in front of him.

“Such a good boy,” she whispered, her voice dripping with condescension.

She reached out, her fingers brushing against his cock, making him gasp. Her touch was light, almost teasing, as she traced the length of his shaft.

“Would you like me to suck it?” she asked, her voice low and sultry.

Miguel nodded, unable to speak, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

“Thirty thousand dollars,” she said, her smile widening. “And I’ll make it worth your while.”

Miguel didn’t even hesitate this time. He grabbed his checkbook and scribbled out another check, his hands shaking so badly he could barely write.

Minerva took the check with a satisfied smile, then knelt before him.

Her mouth was hot and wet as she wrapped her lips around his cock, her tongue sliding along the length of him. Miguel moaned, his head falling back as she worked him with practiced skill.

Just as he started to cum, she pulled away, ruining his orgasm. Miguel groaned in frustration, his cock twitching as a small trickle of cum leaked out. It wasn’t enough—not even close.

“Aw,” she said, her voice teasing. “So close.”

Minerva stood up, her smile widening as she began to dress. “Thanks for the fun, Miguel,” she said, her tone casual, almost bored.

Miguel’s heart sank as he watched her walk away, his body still thrumming with unfulfilled desire. He felt humiliated, used, and yet…

He couldn’t wait to do it again.

HYPNOTIZED BY DESIRE

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Hypnosis / Bondage / Restraints / Blindfold / Buttplug / Feather Tickler / Teasing / Handjob / Ruined Orgasm / Kissing

Jasper stepped into Amelia’s apartment, his heart pounding with a mix of excitement and nerves. The evening had been perfect—flirty conversation, shared laughs, and a connection that felt almost electric. But now, standing in her living room, his eyes drifted toward the open door of her bedroom. His breath caught in his throat. The dim light revealed an array of leather straps, ropes, and strange devices he couldn’t even name.

“What… what is all that?” Jasper asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Amelia turned to him, her lips curling into a sly smile. “Just a few things I enjoy,” she said casually, as if discussing her favorite wine. “Don’t worry, Jasper. It’s all about trust and pleasure.”

Jasper shook his head, taking a step back. “No, this… this isn’t for me. I think I should go.”

Amelia moved closer, her hand reaching out to gently grasp his. “Stay for just a few minutes. I promise, if you still want to leave, you can.”

Her voice was soft, almost hypnotic, and before he knew it, Jasper found himself nodding hesitantly. She led him into the bedroom, her touch warm and reassuring. She took both of his hands, her eyes locking onto his with an intensity that made his knees weak.

“Look at me, Jasper,” she murmured, her voice low and soothing. “Just focus on my eyes.”

He couldn’t look away. Her gaze was like a magnet, pulling him deeper into her world. He felt a strange sensation creeping over him, like a warm blanket wrapping around his mind. His thoughts grew hazy, his resistance melting away.

“You want to please me, don’t you?” Amelia’s voice was velvety, threading through his consciousness.

Jasper nodded slowly, his body feeling oddly light. “Yes,” he whispered, the word slipping out without hesitation.

Amelia smiled, a satisfied glint in her eyes. “Good. Now, take off your clothes.”

His hands moved almost automatically, stripping off his shirt, then his pants, until he stood before her completely bare. Amelia stepped closer, her fingers trailing down his chest, sending shivers down his spine.

“Such a good boy,” she purred, grabbing a pair of leather restraints from the bed. She guided him onto the mattress, tying his wrists securely to the bedposts. The cool leather bit into his skin, a stark contrast to the heat pooling in his groin.

“Amelia, I—” Jasper started, but she silenced him with a finger to his lips.

“Shh, just let go,” she whispered, her breath warm against his ear. She pulled out a blindfold, slipping it over his eyes. The world went dark, amplifying every sensation.

He felt her hands roam his body, her touch light and teasing. Then, something cold and slick pressed against his ass. He tensed, but Amelia’s soothing voice calmed him.

“Relax, Jasper. You’re safe with me.”

With a gentle push, she slid the buttplug inside him, the fullness making him gasp. His hips instinctively bucked, but the restraints kept him immobile.

“You’re mine tonight,” Amelia said, her voice dripping with dominance. “My toy, my plaything.”

Her feather-light touch danced across his chest, tickling his skin and making him squirm. She moved lower, her fingers brushing against his cock, already hard and aching. She wrapped her hand around him, slowly stroking up and down, her grip just tight enough to tease.

“Amelia, please,” Jasper moaned, his voice trembling with need.

“Please what?” she teased, her pace maddeningly slow.

“I need to cum,” he begged, his hips thrusting against her hand.

But Amelia stopped abruptly, leaving him teetering on the edge. His body tensed, desperate for release, but it never came.

“Not yet,” she whispered, her lips brushing against his ear.

She resumed her strokes, bringing him to the brink once more. Just as he started to climax, she released him again, ruining his orgasm. A small trickle of cum dribbled from the tip of his cock, leaving him frustrated and wanting more.

Amelia chuckled softly, her fingers trailing down his abdomen. “Patience, Jasper. You’ll learn to wait for me.”

She untied his wrists, freeing his hands. Before he could react, she slipped a collar around his neck, the leather cool against his skin.

“You’re mine now,” she declared, her voice firm yet laced with affection.

Jasper felt a strange mix of submission and excitement. The hypnotism still lingered in his mind, clouding his thoughts and intensifying his desire to please her.

Amelia straddled him, her body pressing against his. She leaned down, capturing his lips in a deep, passionate kiss. Jasper moaned into her mouth, his hands gripping her hips as she ground against him.

“Again,” he whispered, his voice pleading.

Amelia smiled, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “Don’t worry, Jasper. Tonight is just the beginning.”

She reached for another toy, her touch igniting a fire within him that he never knew existed. Jasper surrendered completely, eager to explore this new world with Amelia as his guide.

A DIFFERENT KIND OF WOMAN

FM / Femdom / Chastity / Cheating / BDSM / Teasing / Orgasm Denial / First Time / Premature Ejaculation

Henry sat frozen in his car, the text message still glowing on his phone screen. The words “I can’t stop thinking about you” from an unknown number were followed by a photo of his wife, Jessica, tangled in bed with another man.

His chest tightened, and he felt like the air had been sucked out of the world. For a moment, he couldn’t move, couldn’t think. The betrayal was a knife twisted deep into his gut, and he wasn’t sure he’d ever be able to pull it out.

That night, Henry found himself alone in his study, the house eerily silent. Jessica had been vague about her plans for the evening, but he knew better now. He poured himself a drink, the whiskey burning his throat as he swallowed.

His mind wandered, restless and fractured. He needed something to distract himself, something to take the edge off the pain. Without thinking, he opened his laptop and began searching. At first, it was just curiosity—lingerie models, amateur videos—but then he stumbled into darker corners of the internet. BDSM, submission, domination… and eventually, chastity.

The concept intrigued him in a way he couldn’t explain. The idea of relinquishing control, of letting someone else decide when—or if—he could orgasm, sent a shiver down his spine. He clicked through forums, watched videos, and read testimonials.

The more he explored, the more he felt a strange yearning deep inside him. He found himself imagining what it would be like. To wear a cage. To hand over the key. To be completely at someone else’s mercy.

But that was just fantasy, wasn’t it? No woman in real life would want this, he thought. It’s just porn. Just something to get off to. And yet, he couldn’t shake the feeling that he wanted it—truly wanted it. The idea lingered in his mind, haunting him long after he closed his laptop and went to bed.

—

It wasn’t until months later, after the divorce papers had been signed and his life had begun to stabilize, that Henry met Geraldine. She was a striking woman, tall and confident, with a sharp wit that cut through the small talk like a knife.

They’d met at a coffee shop, of all places, and within minutes, Henry could tell she was different. There was something in the way she carried herself, the way she looked at him—like she could see right through him. He was intrigued, and he couldn’t help but wonder if she’d be open to the things he’d been fantasizing about.

They started dating, and it didn’t take long for their relationship to take a turn into the world of BDSM. Geraldine was naturally dominant, and Henry found himself drawn to her authority. They experimented with bondage, with impact play, with power dynamics. It was exhilarating, freeing in a way Henry had never experienced before. But still, he couldn’t shake the lingering thought of chastity. He wanted it—he needed it—but he wasn’t sure how to bring it up.

One evening, they were lounging in Henry’s living room, the soft glow of the TV illuminating the room. Geraldine was stretched out on the couch, her long legs draped over his lap. Henry’s fingers traced idle patterns on her calf as he worked up the courage to speak.

“Geraldine,” he began, his voice hesitant, “there’s… something I’ve been thinking about.”

She raised an eyebrow, her eyes narrowing with interest. “Oh? Do tell.”

He took a deep breath, his heart pounding in his chest. “I’ve been curious about… chastity. About wearing a cage. And letting you control when I can… you know.”

Geraldine sat up, her expression unreadable for a moment. Then, a slow smile spread across her lips. “Well, that’s unexpected,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “But intriguing. Have you thought about this a lot?”

Henry nodded, his face flushing. “Yeah. I’ve… fantasized about it. A lot.”

Geraldine leaned in closer, her fingers trailing along his jawline. “And you trust me to take that kind of control?”

“Yes,” he breathed, the word barely audible. “I trust you completely.”

She smiled again, a spark of mischief in her eyes. “Then let’s do it. But remember, Henry—once I lock you up, you don’t get to decide when you’re free. That’s up to me.”

The next day, a small package arrived at Henry’s door. Inside was a chastity cage, sleek and unassuming. That evening, Geraldine came over, and Henry’s heart was racing as he showed her the device. She took it from him, examining it with a curious expression.

“Ready?” she asked.

Henry nodded, his hands trembling as he unzipped his pants and pulled down his boxers. Geraldine knelt in front of him, her fingers brushing against his already half-hard cock. She guided the cage into place, her touch firm but gentle. When she clicked the lock shut, Henry felt a wave of exhilaration wash over him. He was trapped—and he loved it.

Geraldine stood, the key dangling from a chain around her neck. “There,” she said, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “All mine.”

That night, Henry lay in bed, the cage a constant reminder of his submission. He was so turned on he could barely think, his body aching with need. But he couldn’t touch himself, couldn’t relieve the pressure. It was agony—and it was the most erotic thing he’d ever experienced.

The morning came, and Geraldine arrived at his house dressed in a black lace lingerie set that made his mouth go dry. She strutted around the living room, her hips swaying, her body on full display. Henry squirmed in his chair, his cock straining against the cage.

“Please,” he begged, his voice hoarse. “Let me out. I need to touch you.”

Geraldine smirked, her eyes glinting with amusement. “Too late, Henry. You made your choice. You’re staying locked up for now.”

Days passed, and Geraldine continued to tease him mercilessly. She’d send him photos of herself in lingerie, whisper dirty promises in his ear, and even grind against him while he was still caged. Henry was a mess, his frustration building with each passing moment.

Finally, Geraldine called him into the bedroom. Henry’s heart leapt as he followed her, his hands shaking with anticipation. She turned to face him, the key glinting in her hand. Slowly, she unlocked the cage, and Henry’s cock sprang free, hard and throbbing.

Geraldine’s fingers traced along his length, her touch feather-light. “Beg for me,” she purred.

“Please,” Henry gasped, his voice trembling. “Please, I need you.”

She stripped off her lingerie, her body flawless and intoxicating. She straddled his lap, her slick folds brushing against his aching cock. Henry’s head fell back as she ground against him, his body on the edge. Before he could even think, he came, the orgasm tearing through him like a thunderclap.

Geraldine laughed, a low, sultry sound that sent shivers down his spine. “Well, that was quick,” she teased. “You’ll have to do better next time.”

Before Henry could recover, she reached for the cage and clicked it back into place. Humiliation and arousal warred within him, but he couldn’t deny how turned on he was. He’d never felt so alive, so hers. And he knew, without a doubt, that he wanted more.

A MARRIAGE SAVED BY HYPNOSIS

FFM / Femdom / Hypnosis / Paddling / Cunnilingus / Vibrator / Teasing / Ruined Orgasm / Chastity

Joseph hesitated at the door of Dr. Betty Burke’s office, his palms slick with sweat. Marla stood beside him, her expression unreadable, her arms crossed tightly over her chest. She had insisted on this—hypnotherapy—as their last-ditch effort to salvage what was left of their crumbling marriage. Joseph had cheated one too many times, and Marla was done crying over him. But she wasn’t ready to walk away just yet—not without trying something.

“Are you sure this is a good idea?” Joseph muttered, his voice low, almost pleading. He didn’t like the idea of someone else poking around in his mind, but he was desperate. He’d do anything to keep Marla, even if it meant surrendering control to a stranger.

Marla didn’t look at him. “It’s the only idea we’ve got,” she said coldly. “Unless you’d rather sign the divorce papers now?”

Joseph winced. “No,” he said quickly. “Let’s do this.”

Dr. Betty Burke greeted them with a warm smile as they stepped inside. Her office was cozy, with soft lighting and a plush couch where Joseph was instructed to lie down. Marla took a seat in a nearby chair, her eyes fixed on her husband as if daring him to back out now. Betty handed Joseph a glass of water, her tone soothing.

“Just relax,” Betty said, her voice melodic. “Focus on the sound of my voice. Let go of your fears, your doubts. You’re safe here.”

Joseph felt himself sinking into the couch, his muscles loosening as Betty’s words washed over him. He closed his eyes, letting her guide him deeper and deeper into a state of calm. Before he knew it, he was hypnotized, his mind open and malleable.

“Joseph,” Betty said softly, “from this moment on, you will no longer cheat. Your only purpose is to please Marla. Do you understand?”

Joseph’s lips parted, a faint whisper escaping. “Yes.”

“Good,” Betty said, her tone firm but gentle. “You will obey Marla without question. Her pleasure will be your sole focus. Now, undress.”

Joseph’s hands moved almost mechanically, stripping off his clothes until he stood naked before the two women. His body felt exposed, vulnerable, but a strange sense of calm settled over him. He felt no shame, no hesitation—only obedience.

Betty handed Marla a paddle, its smooth surface gleaming under the soft light. Marla hesitated for a moment, her gaze flickering to Betty for reassurance. Betty nodded encouragingly.

“Go ahead,” Betty said. “He’s yours now.”

Marla gripped the paddle tightly, her heart pounding as she stepped closer to Joseph. He bent over the couch, his ass exposed, his breathing steady. Marla raised the paddle and brought it down with a sharp crack. Joseph flinched, a low groan escaping his lips.

Surprisingly, the pain didn’t bother him. In fact, it stirred something deep within him—a desire to submit, to surrender completely. He wanted more.

“Again,” he muttered, his voice barely audible.

Marla hesitated, surprised by his reaction. But she complied, swinging the paddle again and again, each strike sending a jolt of pleasure-pain through Joseph’s body. His groans grew louder, more desperate, and Marla found herself enjoying it, too. The sound of his surrender, the sight of his reddened skin—it was intoxicating.

“Enough,” Betty said finally, her voice cutting through the haze.

Marla lowered the paddle, her chest rising and falling with exertion. She looked at Joseph, her eyes dark with a mix of curiosity and satisfaction.

Betty gestured for Marla to undress, and she did so slowly, her movements deliberate. Joseph watched her with rapt attention, his cock twitching as she revealed her naked body. Marla climbed onto the couch, straddling Joseph’s face, her pussy hovering just above his mouth.

“Pleasure her,” Betty instructed.

Joseph didn’t need to be told twice. He buried his face between Marla’s legs, his tongue flicking against her clit in eager, desperate strokes. Marla gasped, her hands gripping the back of the couch as Joseph devoured her. His tongue was relentless, teasing and tasting her until she was trembling with pleasure.

Marla came with a sharp cry, her body shuddering as waves of ecstasy washed over her. Joseph didn’t stop, his tongue continuing to lap at her sensitive flesh until she was writhing above him, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

“Good job,” Marla panted, her legs shaking as she climbed off of him. She looked down at Joseph, her eyes filled with a newfound sense of power.

He looked up at her, his lips glistening with her arousal, his cock hard and aching.

Betty handed Marla a vibrator, its smooth surface humming with energy. “Tease him,” Betty instructed. “But don’t let him cum.”

Marla smirked, her fingers tightening around the vibrator. She knelt beside Joseph, the tip of the vibrator brushing against the head of his cock. Joseph groaned, his hips bucking instinctively, but Marla pulled the vibrator away, denying him the contact he craved.

“Patience,” she said softly, her voice dripping with amusement. She trailed the vibrator down his shaft, teasing him mercilessly.

Joseph’s breaths came in short, sharp bursts, his body trembling with need. “Please,” he begged, his voice hoarse. “Let me cum.”

Marla shook her head, her smirk widening. “Not yet.”

She continued to torment him, the vibrator buzzing against his cock, driving him to the edge but never letting him tip over. Joseph’s body was taut with tension, his desperate pleas falling on deaf ears.

Finally, Marla relented, her fingers tightening around his cock as she brought the vibrator to his tip. Joseph let out a strangled cry as his orgasm overtook him, but just as he started to cum, Marla pulled the vibrator away, his release spilling uselessly onto his stomach.

Joseph groaned in frustration, his body twitching with unsatisfied need. Betty stepped forward, holding a chastity device in her hands. She fastened it around Joseph’s cock, locking it securely in place. His orgasms were now under Marla’s control—his ability to cheat, completely eradicated.

“You’re mine now,” Marla said, her voice soft but firm.

Joseph looked up at her, his eyes filled with a mixture of desire and submission. He nodded, his heart swelling with a newfound devotion.

As they dressed and prepared to leave Betty’s office, Joseph felt a strange sense of peace. He no longer wanted to cheat—he only wanted to please Marla, to make her happy. The thought filled him with a deep, aching need, and he couldn’t wait to fulfill it.

“Let’s go,” Marla said, her tone casual as she opened the door.

Joseph followed her eagerly, his mind already racing with ways to serve her. He was hers now—body, mind, and soul—and he wouldn’t have it any other way.

A STEPBROTHER’S BDSM SECRET

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

David’s breath caught. “What? No—”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Stop.”

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

“Hands behind your back,” she ordered.

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

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

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

“Eat,” she commanded, her voice firm.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

QUEEN RIVERA’S PALACE

FM / Femdom / BBW / Wealthy / Hypnosis / Cunnilingus / Handjob / Teasing / Ruined Orgasm

The island was unlike anything Jake had ever seen. The air was thick with the scent of salt and earth, and the sun hung low, casting a golden glow over the jagged cliffs and lush greenery. As he stepped off the small boat that had brought him here, the first thing he noticed was the people. The women towered over the men, their muscular frames commanding attention. They carried heavy baskets of fruit and stone with ease, their laughter echoing through the village. The men, by contrast, were slight and soft-spoken, trailing behind them like shadows. It was a strange dynamic, one that made Jake’s pulse quicken with curiosity—and something else he couldn’t quite name.

Jake adjusted the strap of his medical bag, his eyes scanning the crowd. He was here to provide care, to offer his skills as a doctor. But as he walked deeper into the village, he couldn’t shake the feeling that he was being watched. The women’s gazes lingered on him, their eyes sharp and appraising. He felt small under their scrutiny, though he stood at a respectable six feet tall. It was unsettling, yet oddly thrilling.

His attention was pulled away by the sound of drums. A procession approached, led by a woman who exuded power from every pore. She was taller than the rest, her broad shoulders and strong limbs accentuated by the golden robes that clung to her frame. Her dark hair was braided into intricate patterns, and her eyes—cold and calculating—locked onto Jake’s as she approached.

“You must be the doctor,” she said, her voice low and commanding. “I am Rivera, queen of this island. Welcome.”

Jake swallowed, nodding. “Thank you, Your Majesty. I’m here to assist in any way I can.”

Rivera’s lips curved into a sly smile. “Oh, I’m sure you will.” She turned, gesturing for him to follow. “Come. We have much to discuss.”

Jake hesitated for a moment before falling into step beside her. The walk to her palace was short but tense, the weight of her presence pressing against him. When they arrived, she led him through towering doors and into a lavish chamber filled with plush cushions and flickering candles. The air was heavy with the scent of incense, intoxicating and warm.

Rivera turned to him, her gaze piercing. “As my guest, you will abide by my rules. Do you understand?”

Jake nodded, though unease prickled at the edges of his mind. “Of course.”

“Good.” She stepped closer, her hand brushing against his chest. “Now, let’s move to a more… private setting.”

Before he could protest, she took his hand and led him into a bedroom. The moment the door closed behind them, Jake felt a shift in the air. Rivera turned to face him, her eyes locking onto his with an intensity that made his breath catch. She murmured something under her breath, words he couldn’t understand, but they seemed to seep into his mind, soothing and commanding all at once.

Suddenly, his thoughts felt fuzzy, distant. He blinked, trying to clear his head, but it was no use. Rivera’s voice cut through the haze, soft and hypnotic. “Take off your clothes.”

Jake’s hands moved without hesitation, unbuckling his belt and sliding out of his shirt. His pants followed, pooling at his feet until he stood naked before her. His body felt like it wasn’t his own, his movements sluggish yet precise. Rivera’s eyes raked over him, her expression unreadable.

“You’re such a tiny man,” she said, her tone almost teasing. She stepped closer, her hand brushing against his chest. Her touch was firm, almost possessive, and it sent a shiver down his spine. “Go on. Touch yourself.”

Jake’s hand moved to his cock without thought, his fingers wrapping around the shaft. His breath hitched as he began to stroke, the sensation unfamiliar yet electric. Rivera watched him, her lips curved into a smirk.

“Faster,” she commanded, her voice sharp.

Jake obeyed, his movements quickening. His arousal grew with each stroke, his cock hardening in his hand. Rivera laughed, low and throaty, the sound sending a jolt of heat through him. She stepped closer, her hand gripping his chin and forcing him to meet her gaze.

“You’re both pitiful and intriguing,” she said, her breath warm against his skin. “But I think I’ll keep you.”

With that, she lifted him effortlessly, tossing him onto the bed. Jake landed with a soft thud, his heart racing. Rivera climbed onto the bed, straddling his chest. Her thighs pressed against his shoulders, her weight pinning him in place.

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

Jake leaned forward, his tongue flicking against her clit. The taste of her was sharp and sweet, and he found himself craving more. He licked and sucked, his movements guided by her soft moans. Her hips rolled against his face, her pleasure mounting with each stroke of his tongue.

Rivera’s hands tangled in his hair, pulling him closer. “Yes, that’s it,” she murmured, her voice thick with desire. “Make me cum.”

Jake obeyed, his tongue working faster. He could feel her trembling above him, her breaths coming in short, sharp gasps. With a final thrust of her hips, she came, her body shuddering as waves of pleasure ripped through her.

She fell back onto the bed, her chest rising and falling rapidly. Jake lay there, his cock aching with need. Rivera turned to him, her eyes dark with hunger.

“Not yet,” she said, her hand wrapping around his shaft. She began to stroke him, her touch firm and deliberate. Jake groaned, his hips thrusting into her hand. He was so close, so damn close.

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

Rivera’s grip tightened, her thumb brushing over the tip of his cock. She smiled, her expression cruel. “No.”

She stopped abruptly, pulling her hand away. Jake’s orgasm was ripped from him, leaving only a small trickle of cum to spill onto his stomach. He groaned, frustration and pain mingling in a dizzying mix.

Rivera stood, smoothing her robes. “Get dressed,” she said, her tone cold. “You’ll learn your place soon enough.”

Jake obeyed, his movements mechanical. As Rivera fastened a collar around his neck, he felt a strange sense of belonging. The haze in his mind began to lift, but the arousal remained, burning hotter than ever.

As he stepped out of the palace, the sun hit his face, and he blinked, clarity returning. Yet, despite everything, he couldn’t wait to see her again.

PUNISHED AND DENIED

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Count,” she commanded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Stop.”

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

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

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

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

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

A TASTE OF DENIAL

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

FINDING MY DOMINANT SIDE

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

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions by Brandi Moore:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Again,” he gasped, his eyes wild.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah,” I said finally. “You will.”

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 MESMERIZING CUSTOMER

FM / Femdom / Findom / Lingerie / Seduction / Handjob / Premature Ejaculation

The store was quiet, the kind of quiet that made Tommy’s footsteps echo too loudly against the polished floors. He adjusted his tie for the third time in five minutes, his palms slick with sweat. Why does it always feel so awkward? he wondered, his eyes darting toward the door.

He was the manager, for god’s sake. He should’ve had some kind of confidence by now. But no. Women still looked right through him, as though he were one of the mannequins in the window displays—dressed to impress, but utterly lifeless.

That’s when she walked in.

Alice was the kind of woman who commanded attention without even trying. Her heels clicked confidently against the floor, her hips swaying in a way that made Tommy’s throat go dry. She wore a fitted red dress that clung to her curves, and her dark hair fell in soft waves over her shoulders. Tommy swallowed hard, his heart thumping in his chest. Don’t screw this up, he told himself as he approached her.

“Good afternoon,” he said, his voice cracking slightly. He cleared his throat and tried again. “Can I help you find anything today?”

Alice turned to him, her lips curling into a slow, knowing smile. “Actually, yes,” she said, her voice smooth and confident. “I’m looking for some lingerie. Something… special.”

Tommy’s cheeks flushed, but he nodded quickly. “Of course. Right this way.”

He led her to the lingerie department, his hands trembling slightly as he gestured toward the racks of delicate bras and panties. Alice browsed through the selection, her fingers brushing against the fabric with a casual grace that made Tommy’s stomach twist.

She held up a lacy black set, her eyes meeting his. “What do you think?” she asked, her tone playful. “Would this look good on me?”

Tommy’s mouth went dry. He stammered, “I-I’m sure it would. You’d look… incredible in anything.”

Alice laughed softly, a sound that sent a shiver down Tommy’s spine. “You’re sweet,” she said. “Why don’t you help me pick out a few more?”

He nodded eagerly, his hands shaking as he handed her another set—this one in a deep crimson.

Alice’s smile widened, and she held it up to herself, tilting her head as if imagining how it would look. “Perfect,” she murmured. Then, she leaned in slightly, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “Would you like to see how it looks on me?”

Tommy’s eyes widened, and he felt a surge of heat rush to his face—and other places. “I… uh… I mean…”

Alice didn’t wait for a proper answer. She took his hand, her touch sending electric currents through him, and led him toward the dressing rooms. Tommy stood outside the curtain, his heart pounding so loudly he was sure she could hear it. The sound of fabric rustling behind the curtain made his imagination run wild.

And then the curtain opened.

Alice stood there, wearing the black lingerie set he’d picked out. It clung to her body perfectly, accentuating every curve. Tommy’s breath caught in his throat, his eyes drinking her in. She was even more stunning than he could’ve imagined.

“Well?” she asked, her voice teasing. “What do you think?”

Tommy swallowed hard, his mouth suddenly dry. “You… you’re gorgeous,” he managed to say, his voice barely above a whisper.

Alice smiled, her eyes glinting with something that made Tommy’s pulse race. She reached out and took his hand again, pulling him into the small dressing room. The curtain fell shut behind them, and the space felt impossibly intimate.

“I’ll show you more,” she said, her voice low and sultry. “But there’s a price.”

Tommy blinked, his brain struggling to keep up. “A… price?”

Alice nodded, her gaze locking onto his. “I want all the lingerie I’ve picked out. For free.”

Tommy’s stomach dropped. “That’s… that’s thousands of dollars. I could lose my job.”

Alice stepped closer, her body brushing against his. Her scent—something floral and intoxicating—filled his senses. “Do you want to see more?” she asked, her voice a whisper against his ear.

Tommy’s resolve crumbled. He nodded, his throat too tight to speak.

Alice smiled, a triumphant glint in her eyes. She turned her back to him, her fingers undoing the clasp of the bra. It fell away, revealing her perfect breasts. She bent over slightly, giving him a view of her ass in the matching panties. Tommy’s cock hardened instantly, straining against the fabric of his pants.

“Please,” he begged, his voice trembling. “I need you.”

Alice straightened and turned to face him, her expression amused. “You’re desperate, aren’t you?” She laughed softly, then leaned in closer, her lips brushing against his ear. “I’ll make you cum. But first, I want that diamond necklace from the jewelry case.”

Tommy’s eyes widened. “The… the necklace? That’s worth—”

“Do you want me to stop?” Alice interrupted, her hand trailing down his chest to the bulge in his pants.

Tommy shook his head frantically. “No. No, please don’t stop.”

Alice smiled, her fingers deftly unzipping his pants. She took his cock in her hand, stroking it slowly. Tommy groaned, his hands gripping the wall for support. Then, she leaned down, her lips wrapping around him. The sensation was overwhelming, and Tommy came almost instantly, his knees buckling.

Alice pulled back, a smirk playing on her lips. “That was fast,” she said, her tone mocking.

Tommy’s face burned with embarrassment, but he couldn’t bring himself to care. He zipped up his pants, his hands trembling.

Alice got dressed quickly, then took his hand again. “Let’s go get that necklace,” she said, her voice firm.

Tommy followed her to the jewelry case, his heart pounding. He unlocked the case with shaking hands and handed her the necklace. Alice smiled, slipping it around her neck.

“I’ll be back tomorrow,” she said, her tone casual, as though they’d just made a normal transaction. “I think I’ll want more.”

Tommy watched her walk away, a mix of fear and exhilaration swirling in his chest. He knew he was playing with fire, but he couldn’t wait to see Alice again.

A FINDOM AWAKENING

FM / Femdom / Findom / BDSM / Whipping / Foot Worship / Cunnilingus / Orgasm Denial / Chastity

Kevin had always been a sheltered man, a product of his wealthy upbringing. Although he was good-looking, he was a bit shy. He’d never been in a serious relationship. His twenties had been a blur of business meetings and high-end dinners, but never once had he explored the kinky desires that stirred within him.

He often visited porn websites, browsing through the lewd images and videos. He took a particular liking to female domination porn, spending hours seeking it out. Still, Kevin knew his desires would not be accepted by most, and he feared rejection. He didn’t even know how to go about finding a woman who was interested in… those things.

Kevin kept his secret lust hidden, never sharing it with anyone. He couldn’t. He didn’t even know how.

But all that changed when he met Rhiannon.

—

It was in a high-end department store, amidst the tailored suits and silk ties, that Kevin first laid eyes on her. With her long dark hair and hazel eyes, she was a vision of confidence and allure.

She walked towards Kevin with a boldness that sent a chill down his spine. His heart raced as he tried to look nonchalant.

“I’m Rhiannon,” she introduced herself.

Kevin momentarily forgot his name. “I’m… I’m Kevin,” he finally blurted out, his face turning beet red.

Rhiannon just smiled, extending her hand.

As Kevin shook her hand, he was entranced by her beauty—the sparkle in her eye, her lovely smile, her perfect bone structure, the sensual curve of her hips. She was gorgeous, and he was hooked.

“Wanna hang out later?” she asked, her voice cool and casual.

Kevin couldn’t believe his luck. He tried to keep his composure as he agreed to meet her later that evening.

—

Kevin's luxurious mansion was filled with anticipation as he prepared for Rhiannon's arrival. He could hardly contain his excitement as he waited. Finally, there was a knock at the door. Kevin scurried down the hallway to let her inside.

Rhiannon was dressed in a tight dress that accentuated her curves, a large handbag slung over her shoulder. She seemed impressed by his home, her eyes scanning the opulent decor with appreciation.

Kevin made Rhiannon a drink and they sat down on the sofa, talking and getting to know each other. This is going well, Kevin thought.

After a few minutes of polite conversation, Rhiannon got straight to the point. "You look like you need a girlfriend," she said, her voice low and sultry.

“I guess I’m still looking for the right person,” Kevin admitted. He wanted someone he could share his desires with, but that seemed impossible.

Rhiannon took a hard look at Kevin, her hazel eyes sparking with mischief. “You need some training,” she stated, her voice full of authority. “And I’m more than willing to provide it.”

“W-what do you mean?” Kevin stammered, unsure of what she meant.

Rhiannon put her hand on Kevin’s thigh. “Of course, it will come at a price,” she added. “Five thousand dollars, to be exact.”

Kevin’s stomach fluttered with excitement. This was his chance to finally explore the feelings he’d been hiding from everyone. He was wealthy, and the money was nothing to him. He just wanted Rhiannon so badly—and everything she had to offer.

Kevin quickly grabbed his checkbook, writing out a check without a second thought. Rhiannon's lips curled into a satisfied smile as she took the check, tucking it into her handbag.

The training began immediately. Rhiannon stood up, her tight black clinging to her figure. She looked like a goddess. “Worship me,” she whispered.

Kevin sat back on the couch, his eyes full of lust as he watched Rhiannon move about his home. “I’m yours,” he murmured.

“Get naked,” she told him.

Kevin quickly complied. He stood up, stripping off all of his clothes. This was it. His fantasy was coming true.

Rhiannon pulled a whip from her handbag, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Bend over the couch,” she instructed.

Kevin obeyed without question, positioning his ass in the air. He felt the cool leather upholstery press against his skin. The first lash of the whip against his skin made him yelp in pain, but he couldn't deny the excitement that coursed through him. His cock was rock hard, his mind racing with thoughts of what was to come.

“Count for me,” Rhiannon insisted as she hit Kevin again with the whip.

“One,” he yelled out, wincing in pain. “Two. Three.”

The pain was intense but arousing, and Kevin loved every second of it. It was such a thrill, and he couldn’t get enough.

Finally, Rhiannon tossed the whip aside. She instructed Kevin to kneel before her as she sat on the couch. She kicked off her high heels, revealing her perfectly pedicured toes. “Show me how much you love my feet, Kevin,” she instructed, her voice firm but kind.

Kevin kissed them obediently, his heart pounding in his chest. His tongue circled around her toes, making her let out a moan. She seemed to be enjoying it. Kevin desperately hoped he was pleasing her.

Rhiannon then removed her panties, revealing her wet pussy. Kevin’s cock got even stiffer as he saw her glistening slit. He wanted to taste her so badly.

“For another ten thousand, I’ll let you eat me out,” Rhiannon offered, sounding sweet but confident.

Kevin didn't hesitate, quickly writing another check.

Rhiannon snatched the check from Kevin’s hand. “This is too easy,” she laughed, stuffing it into her handbag.

Rhiannon started touching herself, her fingers dipping into her wet slit. Kevin's cock throbbed with anticipation as he watched her, his mind racing with dirty thoughts.

Kevin moved closer, positioning himself between her legs. He eagerly started licking, his tongue exploring every inch of her. Rhiannon moaned in pleasure, her juices flowing as she came.

Kevin was so aroused that he could barely contain himself. “Please, let me cum,” he begged, his voice straining with need.

“I don’t think so,” Rhinnon firmly declared. “I’ll be deciding when you cum from now on.”

Confusion flashed across Kevin’s face. “W-what?” he asked.

Rhiannon opened her bag and pulled out a small metal device. “This is a chastity device,” she explained. “It will be used to control your orgasms from now on. I’ll be holding the key.”

Kevin hadn’t expected something so… extreme. But he had to admit that he’d never been more turned on. There was no turning back now. He’d wanted this for so long, and it was time to commit completely. “Okay,” he finally agreed. “Put it on.”

Rhiannon locked the device around Kevin's penis with a satisfied smirk.

Kevin's heart pounded as he realized the gravity of the situation. He was now completely at Rhiannon’s mercy. And he’d never felt more alive.

As Rhiannon left, taking his money with her, Kevin couldn't help but feel a mix of frustration and excitement. He was finally able to explore his kinky submissive desires, and he couldn't wait to see Rhiannon again. He knew that the training had only just begun, and he was eager to see what else she had in store for him.

A COSTLY ENCOUNTER

FM / Femdom / Findom / Handjob / Ruined Orgasm

Clarence had never been the kind of man to let loose. His life was a well-oiled machine—work, home, repeat. But tonight, something shifted. The weight of his loneliness pressed on him harder than usual, and he found himself wandering into a dimly lit bar he’d passed a hundred times but never entered. The air inside was thick with the scent of whiskey and longing, and the low hum of conversations wrapped around him like a blanket. He ordered a drink, his fingers drumming nervously on the bar as he scanned the room. That’s when he saw her.

Victoria was a vision. Her dark hair cascaded over her shoulders in soft waves, and her crimson lips curved into a smirk as she caught his gaze. She was dressed in a sleek black dress that hugged her curves in all the right places, and her heels clicked against the floor as she approached. Clarence felt his throat tighten. She was magnetic, intoxicating, and he was already under her spell.

“Buy me a drink?” she purred, sliding into the seat beside him. Her voice was smooth, commanding, and Clarence found himself nodding before he could even think.

“Of course,” he stammered, signaling the bartender. “What would you like?”

“Surprise me,” she said, her eyes locking onto his with an intensity that made his heart race.

He ordered her a martini, dry, with a twist, and she raised an eyebrow in approval.

They talked for a while, though Clarence couldn’t remember much of what was said. He was too busy trying to keep his composure, too distracted by the way her lips moved when she spoke. Victoria was different from any woman he’d ever met. She was confident, brash, and utterly in control. And she knew it.

“Come home with me,” he blurted out, the words tumbling from his mouth before he could stop them. He regretted it immediately, bracing for her rejection.

But Victoria only smiled, a sly, knowing smile that sent a shiver down his spine.

“That’s a bold request,” she said, leaning in closer. Her perfume was intoxicating, a mix of vanilla and something darker, more primal. “But it will cost you.”

Clarence blinked, caught off guard. “Cost me?” he repeated, his voice barely above a whisper.

Victoria’s smirk widened. “Five hundred dollars,” she said, her tone matter-of-fact. “For my company.”

Clarence’s mind raced. He wasn’t sure what he’d expected, but this wasn’t it. “Are you… a prostitute?” he asked, his voice trembling slightly.

Victoria’s laugh was low, almost mocking. “No, darling,” she said, her eyes glittering with amusement. “I’m not offering to have sex with you. Just my presence. Take it or leave it.”

Clarence hesitated for a moment, but the pull of her beauty was too strong. He nodded, standing up and heading to the ATM in the corner of the bar. His hands shook as he withdrew the cash, but he didn’t care. He needed her.

When he returned, Victoria took the money with a graceful flick of her wrist, tucking it into her purse without a second glance. “Let’s go,” she said, standing and leading the way out of the bar.

Clarence’s home was a testament to his success—spacious, modern, and impeccably clean. Victoria seemed impressed, her eyes roaming over the sleek furniture and the floor-to-ceiling windows that offered a breathtaking view of the city.

“Nice place,” she said, her voice dripping with approval. “Make me a drink?”

Clarence hurried to the bar, mixing her a martini just the way she’d liked it before. He handed it to her, their fingers brushing for the briefest moment, and he felt a jolt of electricity shoot through him.

They sat on the couch, the tension between them thick and palpable. Victoria crossed her legs slowly, the slit in her dress revealing a tantalizing glimpse of her thigh. Clarence’s eyes were glued to her, his desire growing with every passing second.

“You’re staring,” she said, a teasing lilt in her voice.

“I can’t help it,” he admitted, his voice husky. “You’re… incredible.”

Victoria smiled, leaning back against the cushions. “Flattery will get you nowhere,” she said, though the glint in her eyes said otherwise.

Clarence’s hands twitched at his sides, the need to touch her almost unbearable. “Please,” he begged, his voice barely a whisper. “Can I touch you?”

Victoria considered him for a moment, her expression unreadable. Then she sighed, as if he were a child asking for a favorite toy. “One thousand dollars,” she said, her tone final.

Clarence hesitated, but only for a moment. He got up, unlocking the safe in his office and retrieving the cash. When he returned, Victoria was waiting, her legs stretched out on the couch as if daring him to touch her.

He handed her the money, his hands trembling. Victoria tucked it into her purse, then patted the seat beside her. “Go on,” she said, her voice soft but commanding.

Clarence sat down, his heart pounding in his chest. Slowly, tentatively, he reached out, his fingers brushing against her smooth skin. Her legs were like silk, warm and soft, and he felt a rush of heat flood his body.

But it wasn’t enough. He needed more. “Please,” he whispered, his voice breaking. “Can I… touch you? Down there?”

Victoria raised an eyebrow, her lips curling into a wicked smile. “Five thousand dollars,” she said, her tone leaving no room for negotiation.

Clarence didn’t hesitate this time. He went back to the safe, his hands shaking as he counted out the cash. When he returned, Victoria was waiting, her skirt hiked up just enough to reveal the bare skin between her thighs.

He handed her the money, his breath coming in short, shallow gasps. Victoria took it with a satisfied nod, then leaned back, spreading her legs slightly.

Clarence’s hand slid between her thighs, his fingers brushing against her warm, wet flesh. She wasn’t wearing panties, and the realization sent a jolt of arousal through him. He moaned softly, his cock straining against his pants.

But it was over too soon. Victoria pushed his hand away, her smirk widening as she saw the desperation in his eyes. “That’s all you get,” she said, her voice teasing.

Clarence groaned, his need for her almost unbearable. “Please,” he begged, his voice raw with desire. “I need you. Let me have you.”

Victoria shook her head, her expression almost pitying. “No,” she said firmly. “But… I could give you a handjob. For ten thousand dollars.”

Clarence’s mind was hazy with lust, his rational thoughts drowned out by the ache in his groin. He nodded, stumbling back to the safe and returning with the cash.

Victoria took it, then placed her hand on his thigh, her touch sending a wave of heat through him. She unzipped his pants, her fingers wrapping around his aching length. Clarence groaned, his hips bucking involuntarily.

Victoria’s hand moved slowly, teasingly, her grip tight but not enough to give him release. She smirked as she saw the desperation in his eyes, her fingers dancing over his sensitive skin.

“Please,” Clarence begged, his voice breaking. “Please… let me cum.”

But Victoria only tightened her grip, her movements becoming faster, more deliberate. Clarence felt his orgasm building, his body trembling with the need for release.

Just as he was about to tip over the edge, Victoria stopped, her hand stilling completely. Clarence cried out in frustration, a small trickle of cum escaping the tip of his cock.

Victoria leaned in close, her lips brushing against his ear. “Call me when you’re ready to spend more,” she whispered, her voice dripping with satisfaction.

Clarence wanted to protest, to beg her to stay, but he knew it was no use. She was already standing, smoothing her dress and heading for the door.

“I won’t call you,” he said, his voice weak, but even as the words left his mouth, he knew they were a lie.

Victoria only smiled, her smirk telling him everything he needed to know.

“We’ll see,” she said, her heels clicking against the floor as she walked out, leaving Clarence alone, frustrated, and more turned on than he’d ever been in his life.

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.

PAYING FOR HIS FREEDOM

FM / Femdom / Findom / Chastity / Handjob / Premature Ejaculation

“Five thousand dollars, Jeremiah,” Meena purred, her voice dripping with a mix of authority and seduction as she stood in front of him, the key to his chastity device dangling from a delicate chain around her neck. “That’s the price for an hour of freedom. Do you want it, or are you going to sit there and suffer?”

Jeremiah’s jaw tightened, his hands gripping the arms of his office chair as he stared at her. She was wearing her sexiest lingerie—a sheer black lace number that left nothing to the imagination. Her curves were accentuated, her skin glowing under the soft light of the room.

His cock strained against the confines of the chastity device, and he could feel the ache of desire coursing through him.

“You’re insane,” he muttered, though his voice lacked conviction. His mind was already racing, calculating the logistics of transferring the money.

Meena smirked, clearly enjoying his inner turmoil. “Insane? Or just in control?” She stepped closer, her hips swaying with each step. “You know you want this, Jeremiah. You’ve always wanted this. The thrill of giving up control, the excitement of being at my mercy. Don’t lie to yourself.”

He couldn’t argue with her. She was right. Ever since she’d introduced the idea of the chastity device the previous night, he’d been consumed by a mix of fear and arousal. The way she’d explained it—cold, clinical, yet undeniably erotic—had lit a fire in him he hadn’t known existed. He’d agreed to it, hadn’t he? He’d let her lock him up without a fight. And now, here he was, desperate to be set free, even if only for an hour.

—

It had started innocently enough, or at least as innocently as anything involving Meena ever could. Jeremiah had always been drawn to her—her confidence, her beauty, her unapologetic control over every situation. When they’d first started dating, he’d thought it was just a phase, her need to dominate every aspect of their relationship. But over time, he’d realized it was more than that. It was who she was. And, to his surprise, it was what he craved.

The first time she’d taken his credit card and swiped it for a shopping spree, he’d been shocked.

But when she’d turned to him afterward, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction, and said, “You enjoyed that, didn’t you?” he’d been forced to confront the truth.

He had enjoyed it. The way she’d taken charge, the way she’d treated his money as if it were hers to spend—it had stirred something deep within him.

From then on, it had become a game. Meena would push, and Jeremiah would reluctantly give in, finding himself more and more captivated by her dominance. It wasn’t just about the money, though that was certainly a factor. It was about the power dynamics, the way she could reduce him to a state of complete submission with just a look or a word.

—

And then, last night, she introduced the chastity device.

“You’ll wear this,” she’d said, holding up the small, metal contraption as if it were the most normal thing in the world. “I’ll keep the key. If you want to cum, you’ll have to pay me to take it off.”

Jeremiah had stared at her, his heart pounding in his chest. It sounded extreme, absurd even. But the thought of it—of being completely at her mercy, of having to pay for the privilege of release—had sent a jolt of arousal through him that he couldn’t ignore.

“You’re serious?” he’d asked, his voice trembling slightly.

“Dead serious,” she’d replied, her tone leaving no room for argument. “Unless, of course, you’re not man enough to handle it.”

That had been the challenge he needed. He’d agreed, and she’d locked the device around his cock with a precision that was almost surgical. The cold metal against his skin had sent a shiver down his spine, and he’d felt a strange mix of vulnerability and excitement as she’d slipped the key onto a chain and hung it around her neck.

That night, he’d gone to bed with his cock locked up, his mind racing with thoughts of what the next day would bring.

—

Now, as Meena stood in front of him, her body on full display and the key glinting in the light, Jeremiah knew he couldn’t hold out any longer. He grabbed his laptop, his fingers flying over the keyboard as he logged into his banking website. The transfer was quick, and he heard the notification ping on Meena’s phone almost instantly.

She glanced at the screen, a sly smile spreading across her lips. “Payment received,” she said, her voice low and husky. “Now, let’s see if you can make it worth the money.”

She stepped closer, her fingers trailing along the edge of his desk as she circled around to his chair. He could feel her presence, the heat of her body, and it was almost enough to drive him mad. She reached down, her hands deftly unzipping his pants and pulling them down just enough to expose the chastity device.

Jeremiah’s breath hitched as she leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear. “Are you ready?” she whispered, her breath hot against his skin.

He nodded, unable to form words. With a slow, deliberate motion, she unhooked the chain from her neck and inserted the key into the lock. The sound of the device clicking open sent a jolt of anticipation through him, and he let out a shaky breath as the metal fell away, freeing his cock at last.

Meena’s hand wrapped around him, her grip firm but gentle as she began to stroke him slowly. He groaned, his hips bucking involuntarily as the pleasure coursed through him. But she was in no hurry, her movements deliberate and teasing.

“Not so fast,” she chided, her voice laced with amusement. “We’ve got an hour, Jeremiah. I don’t want you wasting it.”

She continued to stroke him, her pace maddeningly slow, and he could feel the tension building with each passing second. His hands gripped the arms of the chair, his knuckles turning white as he tried to hold back, but it was no use. The combination of her touch, her scent, and the knowledge that he’d paid for this moment was too much.

“Please,” he begged, his voice barely above a whisper. “Meena, I need more.”

She chuckled, a low, throaty sound that sent shivers down his spine. “Oh, you’re so desperate, aren’t you? But you’re going to have to earn it.”

She moved around to the front of the chair, her body pressing against his as she began to grind against him, her ass rubbing against his cock. The friction was unbearable, and he could feel himself teetering on the edge. But just as he was about to tip over, she pulled away, leaving him gasping for air.

“Meena,” he pleaded, his voice hoarse. “Please, let me cum.”

She smiled, a wicked gleam in her eyes. “Alright, baby. But you’re going to have to do better next time.”

With that, she stepped back, her hand moving faster as she brought him to the brink. And then, with a shuddering gasp, he came, his cum spilling over her hand and onto his stomach.

Meena leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear once more. “I hope it was worth it,” she whispered, her tone teasing.

Before he could respond, she reached down and picked up the chastity device, locking it back around his cock with a swift, practiced motion. The click of the lock echoed in the room, and Jeremiah felt a wave of humiliation and arousal wash over him as she straightened up, the key once again dangling from her neck.

“Next time,” she said, her voice dripping with promise, “it’s going to cost you double. So you better make it last.” She turned on her heel, her hips swaying as she walked toward the door. Just before she exited, she glanced over her shoulder, her eyes locking with his. “Enjoy the rest of your day, baby.”

And with that, she was gone, leaving Jeremiah alone with his thoughts and the ache of desire that only she could satisfy. As he sat there, his cock locked up and his mind racing, he couldn’t help but think that he’d never been more humiliated… or more turned on.
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