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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.

THE ISLAND OF ENCHANTMENT

FMMM / Femdom / Hypnosis / Wealthy / MM Handjob / Cunnilingus / Strap-on / Pegging

Shawn couldn’t believe his luck. The email had arrived out of nowhere, congratulating him on winning an all-expenses-paid tropical vacation. He’d never won anything in his life, and the timing couldn’t have been better. Work had been a grind, and the idea of escaping to a private island sounded like a dream come true. He packed his bags, boarded the private jet, and met the other winners—Tom and Mark. Both were handsome, confident men, and Shawn felt a flicker of curiosity about what the trip might entail.

The island was paradise. Palm trees swayed in the warm breeze, and the ocean sparkled under the sun. A sleek black car whisked them away to a sprawling mansion perched on a cliff overlooking the water. Inside, they were greeted by Ariana, their host. She was stunning—long, dark hair framing her face, piercing green eyes, and a smile that made Shawn’s stomach tighten. She welcomed them with champagne and a promise that this would be a vacation they’d never forget.

That evening, after a lavish dinner, Ariana led them to her bedroom. The room was dimly lit, candles casting flickering shadows on the walls. She turned to them, her voice low and hypnotic. “Gentlemen,” she began, “I have a confession to make. I’m not just your host. I’m a witch.” She paused, letting the words sink in. “And tonight, I’m going to show you pleasures you’ve never imagined.”

Before Shawn could process what she’d said, Ariana raised her hand, her fingers moving in a slow, intricate pattern. A strange warmth spread through his body, and his thoughts grew hazy. He glanced at Tom and Mark, who seemed equally entranced.

Ariana’s voice was soft but commanding. “Take off your clothes.”

Shawn didn’t hesitate. His hands moved almost on their own, unbuttoning his shirt and sliding off his pants. The air felt cool against his skin, but the heat inside him was building. Ariana handed each of them a piece of lingerie—frilly, delicate things that made Shawn blush as he slipped them on. He caught Tom’s eye, and for a moment, there was a flicker of uncertainty.

But then Ariana spoke again. “Touch each other.”

Tom’s hand reached out, brushing against Shawn’s cock. The sensation sent a jolt through him, and he gasped. His own hand moved instinctively, wrapping around Tom’s length. They stroked each other slowly at first, their breaths quickening as the pleasure built. Shawn’s heart pounded in his chest, his mind foggy but his body alive with sensation.

Ariana watched them with a satisfied smile, then began to undress. Her movements were deliberate, each piece of clothing falling away to reveal smooth, flawless skin. She lay back on the bed, spreading her legs invitingly. “Come here,” she murmured.

Shawn didn’t need to be told twice. He knelt between her legs, his mouth finding her pussy with an eagerness that surprised him. Her taste was intoxicating, sweet and musky, and he moaned against her as he licked and sucked. Tom and Mark joined him, their tongues exploring her folds as she writhed beneath them. The room was filled with the sounds of their heavy breathing and Ariana’s soft moans.

When she finally pulled away, Shawn felt dazed, his body thrumming with need. Ariana reached for a strap-on dildo, fastening it around her hips. She turned to Tom, guiding him onto his hands and knees. Shawn watched, transfixed, as she pushed into him, Tom’s gasp of pleasure sending a shiver down his spine. The sight was mesmerizing—Ariana’s hips moving rhythmically, Tom’s body trembling with each thrust.

Then it was Shawn’s turn. Ariana selected a larger dildo, her eyes locking with his as she approached. “Relax,” she whispered, her voice soothing yet commanding.

He lay back, his heart racing as she positioned herself between his legs. The first push made him tense, but she moved slowly, giving him time to adjust. The sensation was overwhelming—a mix of pressure and pleasure that made his head spin.

As she began to thrust, Shawn’s body responded eagerly. Each movement sent waves of ecstasy through him, his cock throbbing with need. He reached down, stroking himself in time with her rhythm. The room blurred around him, his focus narrowing to the feel of her inside him, the sound of her breathy moans. When he came, it was with a cry of release, his body shuddering as pleasure consumed him.

Ariana leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “Do you want to stay?” she asked, her voice soft but insistent. “Stay here with me, serve me.”

Shawn’s mind was still hazy, his body weak from the intensity of what he’d just experienced. He looked up at her, her green eyes holding him captive. “Yes,” he whispered, the word slipping out before he could think. “I’ll stay.”

She smiled, her fingers trailing down his chest. “Good boy.”

A CELEBRITY AT THE DEPARTMENT STORE

FM / Femdom / Celebrity / Wealthy / BDSM / Cunnilingus / Vibrator / Strap-on / Pegging

Chris was restocking shelves in the men’s department when he felt it—a shift in the air, a sudden buzz that made him glance up from the pile of shirts in his arms. And there she was. Claire Jacobs, the Claire Jacobs, stood just feet away, her presence commanding the entire room. She wore oversized sunglasses perched on her nose, a sleek leather jacket hugged her frame, and her heels clicked softly against the polished floor as she approached him. Chris froze, his heart skipping a beat.

“Hi,” she said, her voice smooth and low, pulling off her glasses to reveal piercing blue eyes that locked onto his. “You’re Chris, right?”

“Uh, yeah,” he stammered, quickly setting down the shirts and wiping his hands on his pants. “That’s me. Can I help you with something?”

Claire smirked, a playful glint in her eyes as she stepped closer. “Actually, I think you’re the something I need help with.” Her gaze traveled over him, lingering on the curve of his shoulders, the way his shirt clung to his torso. “You work here every day?”

Chris felt his cheeks heat up. “Yeah, most days. Why?”

“Good,” she purred, taking another step closer. “I might need to come back more often.” Her fingers brushed against his arm, sending a shiver down his spine. “You’re exactly my type, Chris.”

He swallowed hard, trying to keep his composure. “I—thanks. That’s… flattering.”

Claire laughed softly, a sound that was both intoxicating and disarming. “Don’t be shy. I like a man who knows how to handle himself.” She leaned in, her breath warm against his ear. “What time do you get off work?”

“Six,” he managed to say, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Perfect,” she murmured, pulling back just enough to look at him again. “My limo will be waiting outside. Don’t keep me waiting.”

Before he could respond, she slipped her sunglasses back on and walked away, leaving Chris standing there, heart pounding in his chest. The rest of his shift dragged on, every minute feeling like an eternity. His mind raced with possibilities, his body buzzing with anticipation. He couldn’t stop thinking about her—her voice, her touch, the way she looked at him like she could see straight through him.

—

Finally, the clock struck six. Chris clocked out, his hands trembling as he grabbed his jacket and headed for the exit. Sure enough, a sleek black limo was parked at the curb, the driver holding the door open for him. Chris climbed in, the leather seats cool against his skin, and the car pulled away.

The ride was a blur, his nerves twisting into knots as they drove through the city and into a sprawling estate. The limo stopped in front of a massive mansion, its towering windows glowing with soft light. Chris stepped out, his breath catching in his throat as he took in the grandeur of the place.

Claire greeted him at the door, dressed in a silk robe that clung to her curves. “You made it,” she said with a sly smile, ushering him inside.

The interior was just as opulent as the exterior, with chandeliers sparkling overhead and art lining the walls. She led him to a sitting room where a bottle of wine and two glasses waited.

“Drink?” she offered, pouring him a glass without waiting for an answer.

Chris took it, his fingers brushing hers as he accepted the glass. “Thanks.”

They sat on the plush couch, Claire’s robe slipping slightly to reveal the delicate lace of her lingerie beneath. She smiled knowingly, her gaze never leaving his. “So, Chris,” she began, her voice low and teasing, “do you like to play?”

He blinked, unsure of how to respond. “Play?”

She leaned in closer, her lips hovering just inches from his. “You know… games. Fun. The kind that makes you forget everything else.”

Chris felt his pulse quicken. “I—I guess I could be open to that.”

Claire’s smile widened. “Good. Come with me.”

She stood, offering him her hand. He took it, letting her lead him through the mansion and up a grand staircase to her bedroom. The moment they stepped inside, Chris’s eyes widened. The room was filled with ropes, cuffs, and various pieces of equipment that left little to the imagination.

“Surprised?” Claire asked, her tone dripping with amusement.

“A little,” he admitted, his gaze darting around the room.

She stepped closer, her fingers trailing up his chest. “Don’t be. Everything here is for pleasure. Our pleasure.” She tilted her head, studying him. “Are you interested?”

Chris hesitated, his mind racing, but the heat in her eyes was undeniable. “Yeah,” he said finally, his voice steady despite the storm of emotions inside him.

Claire’s smile was triumphant. “Good. Strip.”

He obeyed, his hands trembling as he pulled off his shirt and pants, leaving him bare before her.

Claire’s gaze roamed over his body, her lips curling into a satisfied smirk. “You’re even better than I imagined,” she murmured, stepping closer. She reached out, her fingers tracing the lines of his torso before moving lower, her touch sending waves of heat through him. “Lie down,” she instructed, her voice firm yet soft.

Chris obeyed, lying back on the bed as Claire climbed onto it, straddling his hips.

She leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “Trust me,” she whispered before shifting her weight, moving up until she was positioned above his face.

Chris’s heart pounded as Claire lowered herself onto him, her warmth pressing against his mouth. He hesitated for a moment before tentatively flicking his tongue against her, tasting her sweetness. Claire let out a soft moan, her hands gripping the headboard for support as she began to move against him.

Her rhythm was slow at first, teasing, but soon she was riding his face with abandon, her moans growing louder with each passing second. Chris focused on her clit, his tongue working in circles as she ground against him. Her thighs tightened around his head, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps as she neared her release.

When she came, her body shuddered, her juices coating his tongue as she cried out. She stayed there for a moment, panting, before sliding off him and lying beside him, a satisfied smile on her lips.

“You’re good at that,” she purred, reaching over to grab a small vibrator from the nightstand. “Now it’s your turn.”

She turned it on, the buzzing sound sending a jolt of anticipation through Chris. She moved it closer, teasing the tip of his cock before running it along the length. He groaned, his hips bucking instinctively, but Claire held him down with her free hand.

“Not yet,” she said, her voice firm. She continued to tease him, moving the vibrator in slow, deliberate strokes until he was trembling beneath her, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

“Please,” he begged, his voice hoarse.

Claire smirked. “Please what?”

“Let me cum,” he pleaded, his hips thrusting upward as she continued to torment him.

She chuckled softly. “Okay. But first…” She reached for a strap-on dildo, securing it around her hips before grabbing a bottle of lube. She coated the toy generously before positioning herself behind him. “Get on your hands and knees.”

Chris obeyed, his body trembling with anticipation as Claire lined the dildo up with his entrance. She pressed it against him, sliding it in slowly, inch by inch, until it was fully sheathed inside him. Chris let out a low groan, the sensation both overwhelming and intoxicating.

Claire gripped his hips, her thrusts slow and deliberate at first, but soon she was pounding into him with increasing intensity. Chris’s moans filled the room, his body shaking with pleasure as she drove him closer and closer to the edge.

When he finally came, it was with a guttural cry, his release spilling out as Claire continued to fuck him, her thrusts relentless until he was completely spent. She pulled out slowly, a satisfied smile on her lips as she climbed off the bed.

“You were amazing,” she said, leaning down to kiss him softly. “I hope this won’t be the last time we do this.”

Chris nodded, his mind still reeling from the experience. “Me too.”

Claire reached over to the nightstand and picked up a sleek black collar. She fastened it around his neck, her fingers brushing against his skin as she did. “There. Now you’re mine.”

Chris looked up at her, a mix of awe and desire in his eyes. He couldn’t believe what had just happened, but one thing was certain—he couldn’t wait to do it again.

THE POSTMAN’S PACKAGE

FM / Femdom / Workplace / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Blindfold / Wax Play / Blowjob / Teasing / PIV Sex

Dave pulled up to the mansion, the engine of his postal van humming softly as he shifted into park. The house was massive, all sharp angles and glass, with a driveway that seemed to stretch forever. He grabbed the oversized box from the back, its weight awkward in his arms, and made his way to the front door. The knock echoed through the quiet afternoon, but no one answered. He tried again, louder this time, but still nothing.

Frowning, he glanced around. The backyard was visible through a side gate, slightly ajar. He hesitated for a moment—he wasn’t supposed to wander off—but the package needed to be delivered. Pushing the gate open, he stepped into the yard.

The sight stopped him in his tracks. A woman lay on a lounge chair by the pool, her skin glistening under the sun. She was wearing a tiny bikini, the kind that left little to the imagination. Her dark hair was piled up in a messy bun, and her sunglasses hid her eyes, but her lips curved into a smile as she turned her head toward him.

“Can I help you?” she asked, her voice smooth and teasing.

Dave cleared his throat, suddenly aware of how sweaty he must look in his uniform. “Uh, yeah. I’ve got a package for Gina. Needs a signature.”

She sat up slowly, sliding her sunglasses down her nose to look at him. “That’s me,” she said, standing and walking over.

Her hips swayed with every step, and Dave couldn’t help but notice the way her bikini clung to her curves. She took the clipboard from him, her fingers brushing against his, and signed with a flourish.

“Thanks,” Dave said, handing her the box. “Have a good day.”

Gina tilted her head, studying him. “You’re not in a rush, are you? It’s so hot out—come inside for a drink.”

Dave hesitated. “I’m on the clock…”

“Oh, come on,” she said, her smile widening. “One drink won’t hurt. Besides, I could use some help with this.” She gestured to the box.

He glanced at his watch. It was hot, and he could use a break. “Alright,” he said finally. “Just one.”

She led him inside, the cool air hitting him as soon as they stepped through the door. The living room was sleek and modern, all white furniture and glass tables. Gina set the box down on the coffee table and started opening it.

Dave watched as she pulled out item after item: leather cuffs, a blindfold, a bottle of lube, a vibrator, a butt plug… His eyes widened as he realized what he was looking at.

Gina noticed his expression and laughed. “Surprised?”

“Uh… yeah,” Dave admitted, his face heating up.

She stepped closer, her hand resting on his chest. “You don’t have to be shy. I like to have fun.” Her fingers trailed down to the buttons of his shirt, undoing them one by one. “Do you want to play?”

Dave’s heart was pounding. He should say no. He should leave. But she was so close, her body warm against his, and he couldn’t think straight. “I… I guess.”

Her smile was triumphant. “Good. Bring the box.”

She took his hand and led him upstairs to the bedroom. It was just as luxurious as the rest of the house, with a king-sized bed and soft lighting.

Gina turned to him, her hands on her hips. “Take off your clothes.”

Dave hesitated for only a moment before obeying, stripping down to his boxers.

Gina watched him with an approving smile, then reached into the box and pulled out a pair of leather cuffs. “Lie down,” she instructed.

He did as he was told, lying back on the bed. Gina climbed on top of him, straddling his hips as she fastened the cuffs around his wrists and attached them to the bedposts. Next came the blindfold, slipping over his eyes and plunging him into darkness.

“Relax,” she whispered, her breath warm against his ear. “I’ll take care of you.”

He felt her weight shift off him, then heard the sound of a match striking. A moment later, something hot dripped onto his chest—wax. He gasped at the sensation, the heat sharp but not painful. More drops followed, each one sending a jolt through him.

Her hands were on him then, exploring his body with a feather-light touch. She kissed his neck, his chest, his stomach, her lips soft and teasing. When she reached his boxers, she pulled them down slowly, freeing his cock. He was already hard, and she wrapped her hand around him, stroking him gently.

“You’re so eager,” she murmured, her voice low and sultry.

Dave groaned as she leaned down, taking him into her mouth. Her tongue swirled around the tip before she took him deeper, her lips tight around him. She moved slowly at first, then faster, her hand working in tandem with her mouth. He was close—so close—but then she stopped.

“Not yet,” she said, pulling away.

He heard her rummaging through the box again, then felt something cold and slick against his ass. She pressed against him, easing a butt plug inside. The sensation was strange but not unpleasant, and he moaned as she pushed it all the way in.

Gina climbed back on top of him, positioning herself over his cock. She lowered herself onto him slowly, taking him inch by inch until he was fully inside her. She began to move, rocking her hips in a steady rhythm. Her pussy was warm and tight around him, and he could feel every movement as she rode him.

Her breathing grew heavier as she picked up the pace, her hands braced against his chest. She moaned softly, her body trembling as she came, her pussy clenching around him. The sensation pushed him over the edge, and he came with a groan, filling her with his release.

Gina collapsed on top of him for a moment before sitting up and unbuckling the cuffs. She removed the blindfold, and Dave blinked up at her, still trying to catch his breath.

“Did you have fun?” she asked, her smile playful.

“Yeah,” he admitted, his voice hoarse.

“Good,” she said, leaning down to kiss him. “I hope I’ll see you again.”

Dave nodded, his mind still reeling from what had just happened. As he got dressed and headed back to his van, he couldn’t stop thinking about Gina—and wondering when their paths would cross again.

A SPECIAL PIZZA DELIVERY

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Feather Tickler / Handjob / Teasing / Blowjob

Calvin pulled up to the mansion, the engine of his beat-up car sputtering as he shifted into park. The house loomed ahead, all sharp angles and gleaming windows, a stark contrast to the modest neighborhoods he usually delivered to. He grabbed the pizza box from the passenger seat, the warmth of it seeping through the cardboard, and made his way up the winding stone path. The door opened before he could even knock.

She stood there, a vision in a silk robe that clung to her curves like it was made just for her. Her hair fell in loose waves, and her lips curved into a smile that made his stomach tighten. “Hi,” she said, her voice smooth and low. “You must be the pizza guy?”

“Uh, yeah,” he stammered, holding out the pizza like a shield. “Delivery for Diamond?”

“That’s me.” She took the box from him, her fingers brushing against his for just a moment. “Come in for a second. I need to grab my wallet.”

Calvin hesitated, glancing back at his car. “I’m kind of on the clock…”

“It’ll just take a minute,” she said, stepping aside to let him in. Her tone left no room for argument, and before he knew it, he was standing in the foyer of her mansion, the door clicking shut behind him.

The air inside was cool and smelled faintly of vanilla. Diamond disappeared down a hallway, leaving him alone with his thoughts. What am I doing here? he wondered, but the question evaporated when she returned, wallet in hand.

“Here you go,” she said, handing him a crisp bill. “Keep the change.”

“Thanks,” he said, pocketing the money. He turned to leave, but her voice stopped him.

“You’re in a hurry,” she observed, tilting her head. “Got somewhere more exciting to be?”

“Not really,” he admitted, turning back to face her. “Just… work.”

She stepped closer, her robe parting slightly to reveal a sliver of lace beneath. “Why don’t you stay for a bit? I could use some company.”

Calvin’s heart skipped a beat. He was supposed to be working. If he didn’t get back to the pizza shop soon, his boss would be angry. “I shouldn’t…” he meekly replied.

“Just a little while,” she coaxed, her hand resting lightly on his arm. “I promise, it’ll be worth your time.”

He swallowed hard, his resolve crumbling under the weight of her gaze. “Okay.”

Her smile widened, and she took his hand, leading him deeper into the house. They descended a set of stairs, the air growing cooler with each step. At the bottom was a door, heavy and wooden, with an ornate handle. She pushed it open, revealing a room that made Calvin’s breath catch.

The walls were lined with shelves filled with ropes, paddles, and other implements he couldn’t even name. A large bench sat in the center of the room, its leather surface gleaming under the soft light. What the hell is this place?

Diamond turned to him, her eyes dark with intent. “Do you trust me?”

He hesitated, his pulse racing. “I… I think so.”

“Good.” She stepped closer, her hands moving to the belt of her robe. With a single tug, it fell open, revealing a black lace lingerie set that left little to the imagination.

Calvin’s mouth went dry.

“Take off your clothes,” she instructed, her voice firm but not unkind.

He blinked, stunned. “What?”

“You heard me.” She crossed her arms, waiting.

His hands trembled as he reached for the hem of his shirt, pulling it over his head. His pants followed, leaving him standing there in just his boxers. Diamond’s gaze raked over him, and he felt exposed in a way he never had before.

“All of it,” she said.

He hesitated for only a moment before sliding his boxers down, letting them pool at his feet. Diamond’s lips curved into a satisfied smile.

“Lie down on the bench,” she said, gesturing to the center of the room.

Calvin obeyed, his heart pounding as he stretched out on the cool leather. Diamond moved quickly, securing his wrists with leather restraints that felt both firm and strangely comforting. She reached for a blindfold next, tying it securely over his eyes.

The world went dark, and his other senses sharpened. He could hear the rustle of fabric as Diamond moved around the room, the soft clink of metal as she picked something up. Then he felt it—a feather-light touch skimming over his chest, sending shivers down his spine.

“Relax,” she murmured, her voice close to his ear. “Just feel.”

The feather trailed lower, teasing his stomach before moving to his thighs. Calvin’s breath came faster, his body responding despite his nerves. When the feather brushed against his cock, he couldn’t suppress a moan.

Diamond chuckled softly, the sound sending a thrill through him. “You like that?”

“Yes,” he gasped, his hips lifting instinctively.

Her hand replaced the feather, wrapping around him in a firm grip. She stroked him slowly at first, her thumb brushing over the sensitive tip with every pass. Calvin’s muscles tensed, pleasure building with each movement.

Just as he felt himself nearing the edge, she stopped. He groaned in frustration, his body aching for release.

“Patience,” she chided, her voice teasing. “We’re just getting started.”

Before he could protest, he felt her lips wrap around him, warm and wet. His back arched off the bench as she took him deeper, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock. Then he felt something else—a slick finger pressing against his entrance.

He tensed, unsure, but Diamond’s mouth didn’t stop. Her finger pushed inside, slow and deliberate, and the sensation was unlike anything he’d ever felt. Pleasure shot through him, intense and overwhelming.

“Oh god,” he moaned, his hands gripping the restraints as she worked him with her mouth and finger in perfect rhythm.

It didn’t take long for him to reach the edge again, and this time she didn’t stop. He came with a cry, his body shuddering as she swallowed every drop.

When it was over, Diamond released him from the restraints and removed the blindfold. He blinked up at her, still dazed.

“Did you enjoy yourself?” she asked, her smile knowing.

“Yeah,” he managed, his voice hoarse.

She handed him a piece of paper with her number scrawled on it. “Call me when you’re ready for round two.”

THE FERTILITY PARTY

FFFM / Femdom / Wealthy / Hypnosis / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Whipping / PIV Sex / Blowjob

Dameon stood at the entrance of the mansion. He hadn’t been sure about attending, but boredom had driven him here. A few hours ago, he’d received an email from Clara. She’d seen his profile on a dating app, and she made it clear that she liked what she saw. She invited him to a party, explaining that she had some friends who would like to meet him. Dameon hesitated, but something about the request intrigued him.

The towering double doors swung open, revealing a grand foyer lit by soft, golden light. Inside, three women stood waiting, their eyes locking onto him with an intensity that made his pulse quicken.

“You must be Dameon,” Clara said, her voice smooth and inviting. She stepped forward, her heels silent on the marble floor. Her dark hair framed her face perfectly, and her red dress hugged her curves in all the right places. Beside her, Naomi and Sandi exchanged knowing glances, their smiles playful yet predatory.

“We’re so glad you came,” Naomi purred, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders. She wore a sleek black dress that left little to the imagination.

Sandi, the third woman, leaned casually against the staircase railing, her green eyes gleaming with mischief. Her outfit was a mix of lace and leather, daring and provocative.

“We have a game we’d like to play,” Clara continued, her lips curving into a sly smile. “Are you interested?”

Dameon hesitated for only a moment before nodding. The air was thick with anticipation, and he couldn’t deny the pull of curiosity—and something deeper—that drew him in.

The women led him down a spiral staircase into a dimly lit basement. The room was unlike anything he’d ever seen. Leather restraints hung from the walls, and a large bench dominated the center of the space. The scent of leather and something faintly sweet filled the air.

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

Dameon complied, his hands trembling slightly as he removed his clothes. The women watched intently, their eyes roaming over his body with approval. Once he was naked, they began to undress as well, revealing lingerie that accentuated their figures. Clara’s red lace set contrasted beautifully with her pale skin, Naomi’s black silk clung to her like a second skin, and Sandi’s leather harness left little to the imagination.

Clara picked up a whip from the wall, running her fingers along its length. “Lie down on the bench,” she instructed.

Dameon obeyed, his heart pounding as he stretched out on the cool leather surface. The women secured his wrists and ankles with restraints, their touch firm but not unkind. He was completely at their mercy.

The first lash came without warning, the sting sharp but not unbearable. Clara’s movements were precise, each strike landing with calculated force. Dameon’s breath caught in his throat, a mix of pain and pleasure coursing through him. Naomi and Sandi watched, their eyes dark with desire.

After several minutes, Clara stepped back, handing the whip to Naomi. She took her turn, her strikes more rhythmic, almost hypnotic. Dameon’s body tensed and relaxed in waves, his cock hardening despite the pain. Sandi was last, her technique different—softer, teasing. By the time she finished, Dameon was panting, his skin tingling with sensation.

Naomi approached him, her fingers trailing along his chest. “We need your semen,” she said bluntly, her hand moving lower to grasp his cock.

Her touch was electric, and Dameon groaned as she began to stroke him. She climbed onto the bench, straddling him. Her pussy was already wet as she guided his cock inside her. The warmth and tightness were overwhelming, and Dameon’s hips bucked instinctively. Naomi moved with purpose, riding him with a steady rhythm that quickly had him on edge.

“That’s it,” she murmured, her voice low and sultry. “Give it to me.”

Dameon couldn’t hold back. With a deep groan, he came inside her, his release intense and satisfying. Naomi stayed on top of him for a moment longer before sliding off, a satisfied smile on her lips.

Clara was next. She knelt between his legs, her mouth closing around his cock. Her tongue swirled around the tip before she took him deeper, her movements slow and deliberate. Dameon’s hands clenched the restraints as pleasure surged through him. When she finally mounted him, her pussy was slick and ready. She rode him with a fervor that left him breathless, her moans filling the room.

Sandi watched with keen interest, her fingers idly playing with herself as Clara reached her climax. When Clara dismounted, Sandi took her place. She didn’t ride him immediately; instead, she stroked his cock with both hands, coaxing him back to full hardness. Her technique was masterful, and it didn’t take long before he was ready again.

She positioned herself over him, guiding his cock into her pussy. Her movements were slow at first, savoring every inch of him. But soon, she picked up the pace, her hips slamming down on him with increasing urgency. Dameon’s moans mingled with hers as they both neared the edge.

When he came again, Sandi didn’t stop. She continued to ride him until he was completely spent, his cum spilling inside her. Only then did she climb off, her body trembling with satisfaction.

Clara retrieved a turkey baster from a nearby table, handing it to Naomi. Together, they collected Dameon’s cum from Sandi’s pussy before carefully transferring it into the baster. Sandi lay back on the bench, spreading her legs as Naomi inserted the baster and released its contents into her.

“We hope you’ve fertilized at least one of us,” Clara said as she unbuckled Dameon’s restraints. Her tone was casual, as if this were an everyday occurrence.

Dameon sat up slowly, his mind reeling from what had just happened. The women watched him with expectant smiles, their bodies still glistening with sweat.

“We may need your help again,” Clara added, her eyes locking onto his with a promise of more to come.

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.

DR. MARY’S EXPERIMENT

FM / Femdom / Medical / Wealthy / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Blindfold / Nipple Clamps / Buttplug / Electric Wand / Vibrator

Mitch stared at his phone screen, the glow casting a pale light on his face in the dimly lit apartment. The dating app’s interface flickered as he swiped through profiles, each one blending into the next—same smiles, same bios, same emptiness. He paused on her. Mary. Her photo was striking, not just because of her beauty—which was undeniable—but because of the confidence in her eyes. A doctor, the bio read. Successful. Wealthy. Everything he wasn’t. Before he could second-guess himself, he swiped right.

Match.

The notification lit up his screen like a tiny fireworks display. His heart skipped a beat as her first message popped up: “I’m looking for a man who’s willing to support my studies. Is that you?”

The restaurant was nothing like the places Mitch usually frequented. Crystal chandeliers hung overhead, their light reflecting off polished silverware. Mary arrived in a tailored blouse and pencil skirt, her presence commanding the room. She smiled at him, a slow, knowing curve of her lips that made his stomach twist nervously.

“Tell me, Mitch,” she said, leaning forward slightly, her voice low and smooth, “have you ever thought about how pleasure and pain are intertwined?”

He blinked, caught off guard. “Uh… not really.”

Her laugh was soft, almost melodic. “That’s what I specialize in. My experiments focus on the male sex drive. How it responds to stimuli, both pleasurable and… otherwise.” She took a sip of her wine, her eyes never leaving his. “I’d love to see how you react.”

Mitch froze, his fork halfway to his mouth. “Me?”

She nodded, her gaze intense. “You intrigue me. I think you’d be a perfect subject.”

He swallowed hard, the weight of her words settling over him like a heavy blanket. “I don’t know…”

Mary reached across the table, her fingers brushing against his hand. Her touch was electric. “Trust me,” she murmured. “You won’t regret it.”

Before he knew it, they were in her car, the city lights flashing by in a blur. Her mansion loomed ahead, a sprawling estate that seemed to belong in a different world. Mitch’s nerves were on edge as she led him inside, her heels clicking against the marble floor.

“This way,” she said, her voice soft but firm.

They descended into the basement, and Mitch’s breath hitched. The room was bathed in soft red light, its centerpiece an exam table outfitted with leather straps. Shelves lined the walls, filled with all manner of toys and devices. His heart pounded as Mary turned to him, her eyes dark with intent.

“Undress,” she commanded.

His hands trembled as he obeyed, peeling off his clothes until he stood naked before her. She gestured to the table. “Lie down.”

He hesitated, but something in her gaze compelled him to comply. The cool leather pressed against his skin as he lay back, his pulse racing.

Mary leaned over him, her breath warm against his ear. “Relax,” she whispered. “Let me take care of you.”

The first strap tightened around his wrist, followed by the others—ankles, chest, thighs. Mitch felt exposed, vulnerable, yet there was a thrill in it too. Mary blindfolded him, plunging him into darkness. His other senses sharpened—the sound of her movements, the scent of her perfume, the faint hum of something electric.

Suddenly, cold metal clamped around his nipples, sending a jolt through him. ”Ah!” he gasped, arching against the restraints.

Mary’s voice was calm, almost clinical. “Interesting reaction.”

Her hands moved lower, spreading his legs wider. He felt something cool and slick press against his entrance—a buttplug. It slid in slowly, stretching him, filling him. Mitch gritted his teeth, a mix of discomfort and arousal flooding his senses.

Then came the wand. The first shock hit him like a bolt of lightning, making him cry out. His body jerked against the restraints involuntarily. But as the pain subsided, he realized something—he was harder than ever.

”Good boy,” Mary purred, noticing his cock twitching against his stomach. Her hand wrapped around him, stroking slowly, teasingly. “Do you want to cum?”

“Yes,” he gasped, his voice ragged.

She chuckled softly. “Not yet.”

Another shock ripped through him, but this time, he moaned. The pain blended with the pleasure in a way he couldn’t explain. Mary alternated between the wand and her hand, building him up only to pull back at the last second. Over and over, until he was trembling with need.

Finally, she brought out a vibrator, pressing it against his cock. The sensation was overwhelming—intense vibrations that sent shivers up his spine. Mitch couldn’t hold back any longer. He came with a groan, his body shaking as waves of pleasure crashed over him.

Mary unbuckled the restraints one by one, her touch gentle now. She removed the blindfold, and he blinked up at her, dazed. “Congratulations,” she said with a smile. “You’ve been a perfect subject.”

Mitch’s mind was still reeling, but one thing was clear—he wanted more. “When can we do this again?”

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.

TEMPTED BY A WEALTHY WOMAN

FM / Femdom / Wealthy / Cheating / Hypnosis / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Blindfold / Feather Tickler / Teasing / Buttplug

Jeffrey slammed the front door behind him, the sound echoing through the empty street. His fists were clenched, his jaw tight. The argument with Mini had been brutal, words flying like knives. He needed to get away, to clear his head. The bar on the corner was dimly lit, the kind of place where people went to disappear. He ordered a whiskey and downed it in one go. The burn felt good, grounding him.

That’s when he noticed her.

Carolyn sat at the bar, her red dress clinging to her curves like it was painted on. Her dark hair framed her face, and her eyes—dark, endless—seemed to pierce right through him. She smiled, slow and knowing, as if she could see every thought in his head. “Rough night?” she asked, her voice smooth, almost hypnotic.

Jeffrey hesitated. “Yeah. Something like that.”

“Let me guess,” she said, leaning closer. “Girlfriend trouble?”

He sighed, running a hand through his hair. “How’d you know?”

She laughed softly, the sound low and intoxicating. “Call it intuition. Or maybe I just know a man who needs... distraction.” Her eyes held his, and suddenly, he couldn’t look away. There was something about her, something magnetic. Dangerous.

“I should probably go,” he said, though he didn’t move.

Carolyn reached out, her fingers brushing his arm. “Stay. Just a little longer.” Her touch sent a shiver through him, and before he could protest, she was leading him out of the bar, her hand warm in his.

The car was sleek and black, the kind of vehicle that screamed money. Carolyn drove with confidence, her eyes never leaving the road. Jeffrey stared out the window, his mind racing. What was he doing? He loved Mini. But Carolyn... Carolyn was something else entirely.

They pulled up to a mansion, its gates opening as if by magic. The house was massive, opulent, and eerily quiet. Carolyn led him inside, her heels silent on the polished floors. The air was thick with anticipation, and Jeffrey’s heart pounded in his chest.

The basement was unlike anything he’d ever seen. Leather restraints hung from the walls, along with whips, paddles, and other implements he couldn’t even name. A bench in the center of the room looked almost innocent, but the straps told a different story.

“What is this place?” Jeffrey asked, his voice trembling.

Carolyn turned to him, her smile sharp as a blade. “A place where you can forget everything. Where you can let go.”

He shook his head, taking a step back. “I don’t think—“

Her hand was on his chest before he could finish, her touch electric. “Trust me,” she whispered, her eyes locking onto his. And just like that, he was powerless.

Without another word, she began to undress him, her fingers working quickly and efficiently. His shirt fell to the floor, followed by his pants. When he was completely bare, she led him to the bench, guiding him onto his back. The leather was cool against his skin, sending a jolt of arousal through him.

Carolyn grabbed a set of restraints, securing his wrists and ankles in place. The straps were tight but not painful, just enough to make him aware of his helplessness. She blindfolded him next, plunging him into darkness.

“Relax,” she murmured, her voice soothing yet commanding. “You’re safe here.”

He heard her move around the room, the soft rustle of fabric and the clink of metal. Then, something light brushed against his chest—a feather tickler. She dragged it over his skin, teasing him with its delicate touch. It was maddening, the way it made him squirm, the way it made him want more.

When she replaced the feather with her tongue, tracing a line down his stomach, he let out a low groan. Her mouth was warm and wet, and when she took him into her hand, he thought he might come undone right then and there.

But Carolyn had other plans.

She reached for a buttplug, slicking it up before pressing it against him. Jeffrey tensed, his breath catching in his throat. “Easy,” she cooed, her voice calm and steady. Slowly, she pushed it inside, the stretch sending waves of pleasure through him.

Her hand returned to his cock, stroking him with a rhythm that had him bucking against the restraints. “Please,” he begged, his voice raw with need.

Carolyn leaned in close, her lips brushing his ear. “Not yet.” She continued to tease him, her touch driving him to the edge and then pulling him back again. Over and over until he was trembling with desperation.

Finally, she relented, her hand moving faster, harder. “Come for me,” she commanded.

And he did, his release crashing over him like a tidal wave. He cried out, his body shaking with the force of it.

When it was over, Carolyn released the restraints and removed the blindfold. She placed a collar around his neck, the leather cool against his skin. “You’re mine now,” she said softly, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

Jeffrey stumbled out of the mansion, his mind reeling. He couldn’t believe what had just happened. But even as guilt gnawed at him, he couldn’t deny the thrill that still coursed through his veins.

THE SMALL MAN APPRECIATION SOCIETY

FFFMMM / Femdom / BBW / Group Sex / Orgy / Face Sitting / Cunnilingus / Ass Eating / Smothering / Handjob / PIV Sex

Jacob stood frozen in the doorway, clutching the invitation in his hand like it might vanish if he loosened his grip. The mansion loomed before him, its grandeur both intimidating and electrifying. He’d never been inside a place like this—hell, he’d never even been invited somewhere like this.

The envelope had arrived that morning, unmarked except for his name in elegant script. No explanation, no return address. Just a time, a date, and an address. Curiosity gnawed at him, pulling him here despite the nagging voice in his head whispering, What if this is a mistake?

He swallowed hard, straightened his tie, and stepped inside. The foyer was massive, with a chandelier that sparkled like it held stars. Soft music played somewhere unseen, and the air smelled faintly of vanilla and something richer, more sensual. Before he could take it all in, he heard footsteps. Three women appeared, their heels tapping against the marble floor. Jacob’s breath caught.

They were tall. Each one towered over him, their curves accentuated by tight, elegant dresses that clung to their bodies like a second skin. The tallest of them, with dark skin and a smile that could light up a room, stepped forward. “You must be Jacob,” she purred, her voice smooth and inviting. “I’m Kiara. Welcome.”

The other two women introduced themselves as Shelly and Catie. Shelly had fiery red hair and a mischievous glint in her eye, while Catie’s platinum blonde hair framed her round, cherubic face. All three were stunning, confident, and overwhelmingly big. Jacob felt himself shrink under their gaze, his usual insecurities about his height flaring up like a spark to dry kindling.

Kiara must have noticed because her smile widened. “Don’t be shy,” she said, stepping closer. Her hand brushed his arm, and he felt a jolt of electricity shoot through him. “We have a special appreciation for men like you. Smaller men.” She said it like it was a compliment, like his height was something to be celebrated rather than ashamed of. Jacob’s cheeks burned, but he didn’t pull away.

Two more men arrived shortly after—Rory and Jeff. They were both short like him, though Rory had a stocky build while Jeff was leaner. They seemed just as nervous as Jacob felt, but Kiara’s warmth and confidence put everyone at ease. She led them to a dining room where a lavish dinner was served. The food was incredible, but Jacob could barely focus on it. His mind kept wandering back to the women, their laughter, their presence. What was this place? What did they want?

After dinner, Kiara stood, her towering height commanding attention. “Follow me,” she said, her tone playful yet firm. They obeyed without question, trailing behind her like eager puppies.

The room she led them to was something out of a fantasy. It was spacious, with three large beds draped in silken sheets. The walls were lined with shelves holding an array of sex toys and BDSM equipment—ropes, paddles, blindfolds, things Jacob had only ever seen in movies or read about online. His heart pounded in his chest, his nerves mixing with a growing thrill.

Shelly clapped her hands, drawing everyone’s attention. “Alright, boys,” she said with a sly grin. “Clothes off. Now.”

Rory and Jeff stripped down eagerly. Jacob hesitated, his hands hovering over his shirt buttons. But when he saw the other two men standing there, naked and unashamed, he felt a strange sense of courage wash over him. He undressed slowly, his movements awkward, but no one commented. The women, meanwhile, began slipping out of their dresses, revealing lingerie that left little to the imagination. Jacob’s mouth went dry.

Kiara approached him, her hips swaying with every step. She was even more breathtaking up close, her skin glowing under the soft light of the room. She reached out, her fingers brushing against his chest before trailing down to his cock, which was already hard and eager.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her voice dripping with approval.

Her touch sent shivers through him, and he couldn’t help but moan softly.

Shelly and Catie were busy with Rory and Jeff. Shelly climbed onto one of the beds, her thick thighs straddling Rory’s face as she lowered herself onto him. “Eat,” she commanded, her voice firm but playful. Rory obeyed eagerly, his hands gripping her hips as he buried his face between her legs.

Catie, meanwhile, positioned herself on all fours on another bed, her ass high in the air. She glanced over her shoulder at Jeff, her lips curving into a smirk. “You know what to do,” she said, her tone sultry. Jeff didn’t need to be told twice. He knelt behind her, his tongue darting out to lap at her asshole while his hands gripped her hips for leverage.

Kiara’s attention returned to Jacob. She climbed onto the bed, her weight pressing him down into the mattress. Her body was heavy, overwhelmingly so, but it felt good. The way she pinned him beneath her, her breasts pressing against his chest, her thighs trapping him—it was intoxicating. She reached down, her hand wrapping around his cock again, stroking him with a rhythm that made his toes curl.

“Please,” he begged, his voice trembling. “I want to cum.”

She shook her head, her dark hair brushing against his skin. “Not yet,” she whispered, her breath warm against his ear. She shifted her weight, sliding down his body until her thighs framed his head. Her pussy hovered inches from his face, the scent of her arousal filling his senses. “Show me what my little man can do,” she teased.

Jacob didn’t need to be told twice. He pressed his lips to her folds, his tongue darting out to taste her. She gasped, her hips rocking gently against his mouth. Her taste was sweet, intoxicating, and he lapped at her hungrily, desperate to please her. Her moans grew louder, her thighs tightening around his head as she ground against his face. When she came, it was with a cry that made his cock ache between his legs.

Before he could recover, she was moving again, straddling his hips this time. She reached down, guiding him inside her with a practiced ease. Her pussy was warm and wet, clenching around him as she sank down onto his cock.

She moved slowly at first, her hips rolling in a way that drove him wild. But then she picked up the pace, bouncing on him with a ferocity that left him gasping for air. Jacob couldn’t hold back any longer. With a hoarse cry, he came, spilling inside her as she rode him through his orgasm.

When she finally stilled, she leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “Such a good little man,” she purred.

The room was filled with the sounds of pleasure—Shelly’s moans as Rory continued to eat her out, Catie’s gasps as Jeff worshipped her ass, and the rhythmic creaking of the beds as they all lost themselves in the moment.

When it was over, the women gathered the men together, their smiles warm and satisfied. “We’ll be doing this again soon,” Kiara said, her tone leaving no room for argument. “Would you boys like to come back?”

Jacob barely hesitated. “Yes,” he said hoarsely.

Rory and Jeff nodded eagerly.

As Jacob drove home later that night, his mind was a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions. He couldn’t believe what had just happened—what he’d done, what he’d experienced. But more than anything, he couldn’t wait to do it again.

LONG DISTANCE DOMME

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“On your knees,” she commanded.

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

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

“Now, bend over the bench.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Bill smiled. “I can’t wait.”

A FIRST TIME SISSY

FM / Femdom / Crossdressing / Sissy / Sex Work / Virgin / Small Penis / Cunnilingus / Blow Job / Prostate Massage

“Kyle, sweetie, you’re trembling,” Belinda purred, her voice dripping with amusement as her long, manicured nails traced the edge of the lace bra she’d just handed him. “You don’t have to be afraid. This is your awakening.”

Kyle’s heart pounded in his chest, his small cock twitching in his boxers as he stared at the delicate lingerie in his hands. “I… I don’t think I can do this,” he stammered, his voice cracking like a teenager’s. But even as he said it, he couldn’t tear his eyes away from the soft lace, the way it shimmered under the dim bedroom light.

Belinda laughed, a low, throaty sound that made Kyle’s cheeks burn. “Oh, sweetheart, you already are doing it. Look at you.” She gestured to the bulge in his pants, her lips curving into a knowing smirk. “You’re excited. Admit it. You want to be pretty, don’t you?”

Kyle’s breath hitched. He couldn’t deny it. The thought of slipping into the lingerie, of becoming something else, something soft and delicate and feminine—it sent a thrill through him that he couldn’t explain.

He’d come here to prove his manhood, to lose his virginity, to finally feel like one of the guys. But now, standing in Belinda’s opulent bedroom, surrounded by wigs and makeup and silky fabrics, he felt something else entirely. Something he didn’t want to name.

—

It had started, as so many things do, with a desperate decision. Kyle had always been different. While the other boys in his dorm were out drinking, playing sports, and hooking up with girls, Kyle preferred to stay in, sketching in his notebook or listening to classical music. He’d been called every name in the book—sissy, wimp, pussy—and each one had cut deeper than the last. He hated how small his dick was, how it barely filled his boxers. He hated how he couldn’t stand up for himself, how he’d always been the one to back down, to apologize, to take the blame.

He’d decided, finally, that he needed to do something about it. He needed to become a man. And what better way to do that than by losing his virginity? He’d found an escort service online, something discreet and upscale, and booked an appointment with a woman named Belinda. She’d sounded confident, experienced, the kind of woman who could guide him through this.

When he arrived at her house, he’d been struck by how luxurious it was—a sprawling mansion with gleaming marble floors and chandeliers that sparkled like diamonds. Belinda herself was even more impressive, tall and statuesque, with long, dark hair and a smile that made Kyle feel like he was the only person in the world.

But when she’d led him upstairs to her bedroom, everything had changed.

—

“Here,” Belinda said now, breaking into Kyle’s thoughts as she handed him a pair of lace panties. “Put these on first. Let’s see what we’re working with.”

Kyle’s hands shook as he took the panties. They were so soft, so delicate, so feminine. His cock twitched again, and he let out a shaky breath. “I… I don’t know if I can,” he whispered.

Belinda’s eyes softened, just for a moment. “Kyle, honey, it’s okay to be scared. But you’re here, aren’t you? You came to me because you wanted to change something. And I’m going to help you. But first, you need to trust me.”

Kyle swallowed hard. His heart was racing, his palms sweaty, but there was something about the way she looked at him, something warm and reassuring, that made him nod. Slowly, hesitantly, he began to undress.

When he was down to his boxers, Belinda let out a low whistle. “Well, aren’t you just darling?” she teased, her eyes flicking to the small bulge in his underwear. “You’re going to look so pretty in this lingerie, sweetheart.”

Kyle’s face burned, but he couldn’t stop the small flicker of pride that sparked in his chest. He slid the panties on, the lace soft against his skin, and then the bra. He felt ridiculous, exposed, but also… excited. His cock strained against the lace, and he couldn’t help but look down at himself, at the way the fabric hugged his body.

Belinda stepped back, appraising him with a satisfied smile. “Perfect. Now, let’s do something about that face.”

She led him to a makeup chair, where she began to work her magic. Kyle had never worn makeup before, but he found himself strangely entranced by the process. The way the brush felt against his skin, the way the colors transformed his face. When Belinda was done, she turned him toward the mirror.

Kyle gasped. “That’s… me?” he whispered, staring at the reflection of a woman staring back at him. His eyes were larger, his lips fuller, his cheekbones more pronounced. The blonde wig Belinda had placed on his head completed the illusion. He looked… beautiful.

Belinda’s hands rested on his shoulders as she leaned in close, her breath warm against his ear. “You see, Kyle? This is who you really are. A soft, delicate, beautiful girl. You don’t have to fight it anymore.”

Kyle’s breath hitched. He wanted to argue, to deny it, but he couldn’t. The way his heart raced, the way his cock throbbed in his lace panties—it all felt… right. He reached up, touching the blonde curls of the wig, and for the first time in his life, he felt like he was seeing himself.

Belinda’s hands slid down his shoulders, her touch soft but firm. “Come on, sweetheart. Let’s get you to the bed.”

Kyle followed her, his heart pounding in his chest. He didn’t know what to expect, but he knew he couldn’t stop now. Belinda lay down on the bed, spreading her legs, and Kyle’s mouth went dry at the sight of her.

“Go on, sweetie,” she purred. “Show me what a good girl you can be.”

Kyle moved closer, positioning himself between Belinda’s legs. She slowly guided his head towards her pussy. Kyle started licking her clit, gently at first. As his confidence grew, his tongue moved faster, making Belinda let out a moan. He was doing it—he was actually pleasing a woman.

Belinda’s thighs gripped Kyle’s head as she climaxed. Her juices flowed into his mouth, tasting so delightful. Kyle eagerly lapped up Belinda’s nectar.

“Such a good girl,” Belinda whispered. “I’m gonna show you how two women make love.”

Belinda got up from the bed. She started pulling down Kyle’s panties, exposing his small cock. She pushed him to the bed, straddling him, her wetness grinding against his small cock. Kyle let out a moan that sounded surprisingly feminine.

Belinda slid down, her lips teasing the tip of Kyle’s cock. Her tongue slowly slid down the shaft, making Kyle quiver. He begged for more, but Belinda told him to be patient.

He felt her finger circling his asshole. His cock got even harder as he realized what was coming. Belinda slowly slid a finger into Kyle’s ass as she sucked on his cock. Her finger probed deeper, her head bobbing up and down faster. Finally, Belinda pushed Kyle over the edge. He gripped the sheets as he filled her mouth with cum.

Belinda swallowed, smiling at Kyle. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”

“It was… amazing,” Kyle admitted, still reeling from the intensity of his orgasm.

But the reality soon settled in. He wasn’t a man, and he would never be one. This attempt to lose his virginity had made Kyle realize that it was his destiny to be a sissy.

Belinda put her arm around Kyle. “You can come back, any time. Just give me a call.”

“Oh… it’s just gonna be a one time thing,” Kyle replied, trying to convince himself. But deep down, he knew it was a lie.

As Kyle walked out the door, he knew he would see Belinda again. He couldn’t wait to try on more of her sexy outfits, and see how much he could feminize.

THE POOL BOY’S PLEASURE

FM / Femdom / Cuckold / Findom / Verbal Humiliation / Cheating / PIV Sex / Masturbation

Aaron stepped through the grand foyer of his mansion, the polished marble floor reflecting the chandelier’s soft glow. The silence of the house was unusual; Vivienne was usually lounging in the living room, sipping wine or scrolling through her phone. But today, the air felt charged, electric. Something was off.

He shrugged off his tailored jacket, hanging it meticulously on the coat rack, and loosened his tie. His polished shoes clicked against the stairs as he ascended, the sound echoing through the cavernous halls.

Halfway up, he froze. Was that… a moan? His heart thudded in his chest, his breath catching in his throat. He followed the sound, his steps now deliberate, quiet. The noise grew louder as he approached the master bedroom, a symphony of grunts and whispers that sent a jolt of dread—and something else entirely—coursing through him. The door was ajar, and through the crack, he saw them.

Vivienne, his wife, her long dark hair cascading over her bare shoulders, was sprawled across the bed, her legs wrapped around the waist of the pool boy, Josh. The young man’s muscular frame glistened with sweat as he thrust into her, his hands gripping her hips like she was his to claim. Vivienne’s head tossed back, her lips parting in a gasp of pleasure that made Aaron’s stomach twist. Anger flared in his chest, hot and searing, but it was quickly drowned out by something else—a sickening, undeniable arousal.

He pushed the door open fully, his presence finally registering.

Vivienne’s eyes snapped open, locking onto his with a mixture of irritation and amusement. Josh paused, glancing over his shoulder, but Vivienne’s hand on his ass urged him to keep going. “Aaron,” she purred, her voice dripping with mocking sweetness. “You’re early.”

“What the hell is this?” Aaron’s voice trembled, though he couldn’t tell if it was from rage or something else entirely. He gestured wildly at the scene before him, his face burning.

Vivienne laughed, a low, cruel sound that made his skin prickle. “What does it look like? I’m getting what you can’t give me.” She arched her back, moaning as Josh picked up the pace, his hips slapping against hers with a rhythm that was almost hypnotic. “You’re pathetic, Aaron. You always have been.”

Josh smirked, his confidence radiating as he leaned down to kiss Vivienne’s neck. She ran her fingers through his hair, her eyes never leaving Aaron’s. “You don’t satisfy me,” she said bluntly, her tone cutting through him like a knife. “You never have.”

Aaron’s fists clenched at his sides, his nails digging into his palms. He wanted to yell, to storm out, to do something. But he couldn’t move. His eyes were glued to the bed, to the way Josh’s muscles rippled with every thrust, to the way Vivienne’s body writhed in pleasure. He should be furious. So why was he so hard?

Vivienne’s lips curled into a sly smile, as if she could read his thoughts. “You like this, don’t you?” she taunted, her voice low and sultry. “You like watching me get fucked by a real man.” She reached up, grabbing Josh’s face and pulling him into a passionate kiss, her moans muffled by his lips.

Aaron’s breath hitched. His cock strained against his tailored trousers, the fabric tightening uncomfortably. This was wrong. So wrong. But the more he watched, the more he didn’t want to look away.

“If you want to watch,” Vivienne said, breaking the kiss and fixing Aaron with a predatory gaze, “it’ll cost you.”

Aaron blinked, his mind struggling to process her words. “What?”

“I said it’ll cost you,” she repeated, her tone sharp. “Three hundred dollars. Cash. Now.”

Josh chuckled, his thrusts never slowing.

Vivienne gasped, her nails digging into his back as she glared at Aaron. “Well? What are you waiting for?”

His hands trembled as he reached for his wallet, his movements jerky and uncoordinated. He pulled out the bills, his face burning with shame as he handed them to her.

Vivienne snatched the money, her smirk widening. “Good boy,” she cooed, her voice dripping with condescension. “But this is just the beginning. I’ll be wanting more.”

Josh shifted his position, pulling out just long enough to flip Vivienne onto her stomach. She arched her back, her ass in the air as he positioned himself behind her. With a rough thrust, he was inside her again, her moans filling the room. Aaron’s eyes were glued to the sight, his cock throbbing painfully. He fumbled with his belt, his hands shaking as he freed himself. His strokes were frantic, desperate, as he watched Josh fuck his wife with a vigor he could only dream of.

Vivienne’s moans grew louder, her fingers clutching the sheets as Josh pounded into her. “Oh, God,” she cried, her voice breaking. “Don’t stop. Don’t stop.”

Josh groaned, his pace quickening. “You’re so fucking tight,” he growled, his hands gripping her hips like a vice. “I’m gonna cum.”

“Do it,” Vivienne urged, her voice breathless. “Cum in me.”

With a final, guttural moan, Josh buried himself inside her, his body tensing as he came. Vivienne’s cries echoed through the room, her body trembling with the force of her own release. Aaron’s strokes grew erratic, his own orgasm building as he watched Josh pull out, his cum dripping from Vivienne’s pussy.

Aaron’s release was pitiful in comparison, a small spurt that left him feeling hollow and ashamed. Vivienne laughed, a cruel, mocking sound that made his stomach churn. “Pathetic,” she sneered, sitting up and wiping herself with the sheets. “I don’t know why I even bother with you.”

Josh smirked, pulling on his pants as Vivienne slipped into a robe. She sauntered over to Aaron, her heels clicking against the floor. “We’re going out,” she said, her tone dismissive. “Don’t wait up.”

Aaron watched as she grabbed her purse, linking arms with Josh as they headed for the door. She paused, glancing back at him with a wicked grin. “Oh, and Aaron? Make sure you have more money for me when I get back. I want to get Josh a gift.”

The door slammed shut, leaving Aaron alone in the bedroom, the scent of sex still lingering in the air. His legs gave out, and he sank to the floor, his mind reeling. What the hell just happened? He should have been furious. He should have been humiliated. But as he sat there, his thoughts drifted back to the scene he’d just witnessed—the way Vivienne had looked at him, the way she’d laughed at him. And to his surprise, he felt… aroused.

He looked down at his limp cock, a bitter laugh escaping his lips. Vivienne was right. He was pathetic. But as much as he hated to admit it, he liked it. He liked being her cuckold, her human ATM. And as the realization sank in, he felt a strange sense of freedom.

Vivienne’s voice echoed in his mind. “I’ll be wanting more.”

He swallowed hard, his heart racing.

A STEP MOTHER’S OFFER

FM / Femdom / Findom / Taboo / Blackmail / Masturbation / Blowjob

“You’re more fun than your dad,” Ophelia purred, her lips brushing against James’s ear as she leaned in, her breath warm and intoxicating. Her voice was low, almost a whisper, but the words hit him like a shockwave.

His heart raced, his body tense, yet unable to pull away. She was magnetic, dangerous, and so utterly captivating.

James swallowed hard, his throat dry. “Ophelia, this is…” he started, but she cut him off with a finger pressed to his lips.

“Shh,” she murmured, her blue eyes locking onto his. “Stop thinking for once, James. You’re always so… restrained. Don’t you ever just want to let go?”

His mind was a whirlwind of conflicting thoughts. She’s your stepmother, one part of him screamed. But the other part, the part that had always felt small compared to his father, the part that craved something—anything—that could make him feel alive, was louder. He leaned in, and their lips met. The kiss was electric, a spark that ignited something deep within him.

—

It had all started a few weeks earlier, when James had first noticed the changes in his father’s behavior. Albert Worthington was a man of routine, meticulous and disciplined. But since Ophelia had come into his life, that routine had been disrupted.

James had always felt like a failure compared to his father. Albert was a self-made billionaire, a titan of the oil industry. James, on the other hand, lived off a trust fund, content to coast through life without ever really achieving anything. But when he saw how Ophelia was spending his father’s money—designer clothes, extravagant vacations, and a constant stream of expensive gifts—he couldn’t stay silent any longer.

Or at least, that’s what he told himself. The truth was, he wasn’t just worried about his father’s finances. He was jealous. Ophelia was young, beautiful, and captivating. She had everything James wanted, and she had it all without lifting a finger.

So, he had decided to confront his father. But when he arrived at the mansion, Albert wasn’t home. Ophelia was there instead, waiting for him like a spider in a web. And now, here he was, trapped.

—

They kissed passionately, her tongue dancing across his lips. But just as quickly as it had started, Ophelia pulled away, her expression unreadable. “That was a mistake,” she said, her voice soft but firm.

James’s heart sank, but the fire she had lit inside him wasn’t so easily extinguished. He now understood how his father could be manipulated by this beautiful woman. “Please,” he begged, his voice barely above a whisper. “Let me touch you.”

Ophelia tilted her head, a sly smile playing on her lips. “Touch me? Oh, James, you’re so innocent. But no… I won’t let you touch me. However…” She paused, her eyes gleaming with something James couldn’t quite place. “For ten thousand dollars, I’ll let you see me. All of me.”

James blinked, stunned. Ten thousand dollars? Money was nothing to him. He’d never worked a day in his life. But this was wrong, Ophelia was family. Still, he reached for his checkbook, his hands trembling slightly as he scrawled out the amount. He couldn’t believe what he was doing, but he couldn’t stop himself either.

Ophelia took the check, her smile widening. “Good boy,” she murmured, before slowly, deliberately, unzipping her dress.

The fabric slid down her body, pooling at her feet, and James felt his breath catch in his throat. She was breathtaking. Her skin glowed in the soft light of the room, her curves flawless. She stood there, completely naked, and James felt his cock harden instantly.

Without thinking, he unzipped his pants, freeing himself, and began stroking his length. His eyes never left hers as she watched him, her expression a mix of amusement and something darker.

“Twenty grand,” she said suddenly, her voice breaking the silence. “And I’ll give you a blowjob.”

James didn’t hesitate. He grabbed the checkbook again, his hands shaking so much he almost couldn’t write. But he managed, and Ophelia took the check with a satisfied smile. She dropped to her knees in front of him, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth.

James groaned, his head falling back as he surrendered to the sensation. Her mouth was warm, wet, and perfect. He couldn’t hold back; it was too much, too soon. With a strangled cry, he came, his release spilling into her mouth.

Ophelia stood up, wiping her lips with the back of her hand. “Wow, that was fast,” she remarked, her tone teasing.

James’s face burned with embarrassment, but before he could say anything, Ophelia’s expression shifted. Her smile faded, replaced by something colder, more calculating. “You know,” she said, her voice dropping to a low, dangerous whisper, “your father would be so disappointed to find out about this.”

James’s heart stopped. “Ophelia, no,” he pleaded, his voice desperate. “Please, don’t tell him.”

She tilted her head, considering him. “I won’t,” she said finally. “But it’s going to cost you. Twenty thousand dollars a month. To keep my silence.”

James stared at her, horrified. He could lose everything—his trust fund, his inheritance, his father’s respect. But what choice did he have? He swallowed hard, nodding. “Okay,” he said, his voice barely audible. “Okay.”

Ophelia’s smile returned, bright and beautiful, but there was no warmth in it. “Smart boy,” she said, before turning and walking away, leaving James standing there, his life irrevocably changed.
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