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RED’S NEW POSITION

FM / Femdom / Workplace / Boss Employee / Cunnilingus / Paddling / Handjob / Teasing / Vibrator

Red stood outside Ella Montgomery’s office, his heart pounding in his chest. His palms were slick with sweat, and his tie felt like a noose around his neck. He had no choice. He’d just been fired, and the weight of his desperation pressed down on him like a lead blanket. Taking a deep breath, he knocked on the door, his knuckles rapping against the wood with a shaky rhythm.

“Come in,” came Ella’s cool, sharp voice.

Red stepped inside, his eyes immediately landing on her. She sat behind her sleek, modern desk, her crimson lips curling into a faint smirk as she looked up from her paperwork. Her piercing green eyes locked onto his, and he felt like a deer caught in headlights.

“Miss Montgomery,” he began, his voice trembling, “I… I need my job back. Please. I’ll do anything.”

Ella leaned back in her chair, her manicured fingers steepled in front of her. She studied him for a long moment, her gaze scanning him from head to toe. “Anything?” she repeated, her tone dripping with skepticism.

Red nodded quickly, swallowing hard. “Yes. Anything.”

A slow, wicked smile spread across her face. “Anything?” she said again, this time with a hint of amusement. She stood up, her figure accentuated by the tight, black dress that hugged every curve. She walked around the desk, her heels clicking sharply against the floor. She stopped just inches from him, her presence overwhelming.

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

Red’s breath hitched. “What… what do you mean?”

Ella tilted her head, her smirk widening. “Take off your clothes.”

His eyes widened, and he hesitated for a split second. But then he reminded himself of the bills piling up, the rent due next week, the empty fridge waiting to be filled. Without a word, he began to unbutton his shirt, his hands trembling with every movement. Ella watched him intently, her arms crossed over her chest as he stripped down to nothing but his boxers.

“All of it,” she said, her voice firm.

Red swallowed hard again and hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his boxers, pulling them down and stepping out of them. Standing naked before her, he felt exposed and vulnerable, but there was also a strange thrill coursing through him.

Ella’s eyes roamed over his body, and she let out a soft, appreciative hum. “Not bad,” she murmured. Then, without hesitation, she reached behind her and unzipped her dress, letting it fall to the floor in a pool of black fabric. She stood before him in nothing but a lace bra and matching panties, her skin glowing under the soft light of the office.

Red’s mouth went dry as he took in the sight of her. Her breasts were full and firm, her waist narrow, her hips curving beautifully. She was flawless, and he couldn’t tear his eyes away.

Ella walked over to her desk and hoisted herself up onto it, spreading her legs slightly as she leaned back on her elbows. “Come here,” she ordered, her voice low and sultry.

Red obeyed, stepping forward until he was standing between her legs. She reached down and hooked her fingers into the waistband of her panties, sliding them down and tossing them aside. His eyes dropped to the bare, glistening lips between her thighs, and he felt his cock twitch in response.

“Show me how much you want your job back,” Ella purred, her voice dripping with condescension. “Eat me.”

Red didn’t need to be told twice. He dropped to his knees, his hands gripping her thighs as he leaned forward and pressed his mouth to her pussy. The moment his tongue made contact with her clit, she let out a soft moan, her fingers tangling in his hair.

He lapped at her eagerly, his tongue swirling and flicking over her sensitive flesh. She tasted sweet and tangy, and the sound of her moans spurred him on. He buried his face deeper, his tongue plunging into her as she arched her back, her hips grinding against his mouth.

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

Red felt a surge of pride as he continued to work her clit with his tongue, his movements growing more confident as she writhed beneath him. Her moans grew louder, her thighs tightening around his head as she approached the edge. Suddenly, she cried out, her body shaking as she came hard against his mouth.

Red pulled back slightly, licking his lips as he looked up at her. Her eyes were closed, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she caught her breath.

“Not bad,” she said after a moment, opening her eyes and looking down at him. “But now… it’s time for your punishment.”

Before Red could process what she meant, Ella slid off the desk and walked over to a cabinet in the corner of the room. She opened it and pulled out a paddle, the leather surface smooth and dark. She turned back to him, a wicked gleam in her eye.

“Bend over the desk,” she commanded.

Red hesitated for a moment, but the look in her eyes brooked no argument. He turned and bent over the desk, his hands gripping the edge as he waited for what was coming next.

The first strike of the paddle landed with a sharp crack, and Red let out a grunt of pain. But as the second and third strikes landed, he found himself growing more aroused. The sting of each blow sent a jolt of pleasure through him, and he couldn’t help but groan with each hit.

“Do you like that?” Ella asked, her voice teasing as she continued to paddle him.

“Yes,” Red gasped, his cock throbbing as she brought the paddle down again and again.

Finally, Ella stopped and tossed the paddle aside. She stepped closer to him, her hand reaching down to grasp his rock-hard cock. She began to stroke him slowly, her thumb rubbing over the tip as he groaned in pleasure.

“Beg for it,” she whispered in his ear, her breath hot against his skin.

“Please,” Red begged, his voice desperate. “Please let me cum.”

Ella chuckled softly, her hand moving faster as she stroked him. Just as he was about to reach the edge, she stopped and pulled away. Red let out a frustrated groan, his body trembling with need.

Ella walked back over to her desk and opened a drawer, pulling out a vibrator. She turned it on, the low hum filling the room as she walked back to him. She pressed the vibrator against the base of his cock, moving it up and down slowly.

Red’s hips bucked instinctively as the vibrations sent waves of pleasure through him. He could feel himself getting closer and closer to the edge, his entire body tensing as Ella continued to tease him.

“Cum for me,” Ella commanded, her voice firm.

And just like that, Red exploded, his cum shooting out in thick ropes as he cried out in ecstasy. Ella watched him with a satisfied smile, keeping the vibrator pressed against him until he was completely spent.

When it was over, Red slumped against the desk, his chest heaving as he tried to catch his breath. Ella walked over to him once more, this time holding a black leather collar in her hands.

She fastened it around his neck, the cool leather brushing against his skin as she tightened it. “Remember this,” she said, pulling him up to face her. “You belong to me now.”

Red looked into her eyes, and despite everything that had just happened, he couldn’t help but feel a strange sense of satisfaction. He may have lost his job, but he had gained something far more thrilling. And as he stood there, collared and spent, he knew that he would do anything she asked.

JUSTIN’S LOAN

FM / Femdom / Handjob / Teasing / Spanking / Strap-on / Pegging

Justin walked into the bank, his nerves frayed like the edges of his worn jeans. He didn’t belong here, not among the polished marble floors and the scent of expensive cologne. But he needed this. His food truck dream hung in the balance, and he wasn’t walking out without a loan.

The receptionist directed him to Anita’s office, her tone crisp and professional. Justin knocked on the door, his knuckles trembling slightly against the wood.

“Come in,” came a voice, smooth and commanding.

He stepped inside, and there she was. Anita. She sat behind a sleek desk, her dark hair pulled into a sharp bun, her suit tailored to perfection. Her eyes locked onto his, predatory and calculating, as if she could see right through him.

“Mr. Carter,” she said, her voice dripping with authority. “Please, have a seat.”

Justin obeyed, sinking into the chair across from her. His palms were damp against the arms of the chair as she flipped through his loan application. The silence stretched, heavy and suffocating, until she finally closed the folder and leaned back in her chair.

“Your credit score,” she began, her tone clipped, “is…” She paused, letting the word hang in the air like a guillotine. “Terrible.”

Justin’s stomach dropped. He opened his mouth to protest, to explain, but Anita raised a hand, silencing him before he could even begin.

“But,” she continued, a sly smile curling her lips, “I’m willing to give you a chance. On one condition.”

Justin’s heart raced. “Anything,” he blurted out, desperate.

Anita stood, her heels clicking against the floor as she walked around the desk. She leaned against the edge, her legs crossed at the ankles, and looked down at him with an amused glint in her eyes.

“You play by my rules, Justin,” she said, her voice low and deliberate. “Do you understand?”

He nodded, swallowing hard. His throat felt dry, his mind buzzing with a mix of fear and something else he couldn’t quite name.

Anita’s smile widened. “Good.” She straightened and walked to the door, locking it with a decisive click. The sound sent a shiver down Justin’s spine.

“Stand up,” she commanded.

He hesitated for a fraction of a second before obeying, his legs shaky beneath him. Anita circled him slowly, her gaze raking over his body like she was sizing him up.

“Take off your clothes,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Justin froze, his heart pounding in his chest. “What?” he stammered, his voice barely a whisper.

Anita arched an eyebrow, her expression cold and unyielding. “You heard me. Strip.”

His hands trembled as he reached for the hem of his shirt, pulling it over his head. The air felt cool against his bare skin, and he could feel Anita’s eyes on him, watching every movement. He unbuttoned his jeans, sliding them down his legs, followed by his boxers. He stood there, completely exposed, his face burning with shame and something else he refused to acknowledge.

Anita stepped closer, her heels clicking against the floor like a metronome. She reached out, her fingers brushing against his cheek, then trailing down his neck, across his chest. Justin shivered, his skin prickling under her touch.

“Such a pretty boy,” she murmured, her voice almost affectionate. “But so irresponsible.” Her hand moved lower, grazing his cock, which twitched involuntarily beneath her fingers.

Justin gasped, his hips jerking forward before he could stop himself. Anita chuckled, low and throaty, her fingers wrapping around his shaft with a firm grip.

“Desperate already?” she teased, her thumb rubbing over the sensitive head of his cock. “You haven’t even earned it yet.”

Justin whimpered, his hands clenching at his sides as Anita stroked him slowly, achingly slow. Every nerve in his body was on fire, his cock throbbing in her hand.

“Please,” he begged, his voice cracking.

Anita’s grip tightened, stopping him just shy of release. “Ah ah ah,” she chided, her tone mocking. “Bad boys don’t get to cum. Not yet.”

She stepped back, leaving him aching and frustrated, and walked to her desk. Justin watched as she opened a drawer and pulled out something that made his heart skip a beat—a strap-on dildo, thick and intimidating.

“Bend over the desk,” Anita ordered, her voice sharp and commanding.

Justin hesitated, his mind racing, but the thought of losing the loan—and the strange allure of Anita’s dominance—pushed him forward. He leaned over the desk, his hands gripping the edge as Anita approached behind him.

Her hand came down on his ass with a sharp smack, the sound echoing through the room. Justin cried out, more from surprise than pain, as she spanked him again and again.

“You’ve been a bad boy, Justin,” Anita said, her voice cutting through the haze of pleasure and pain. “Spending money you don’t have, racking up debt. This is the consequence.”

Justin moaned, his cock aching between his legs as Anita continued to spank him. Each slap sent a jolt of sensation through his body, mixing pain with pleasure until he couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began.

Finally, Anita stopped, her hand resting on his reddened ass. Justin could hear her adjusting the strap-on, and then he felt it—the cold press of the dildo against his entrance.

“Relax,” Anita purred, her voice soft but commanding.

Justin tried, but it was hard to focus when the tip of the dildo was pushing against him, stretching him open inch by inch. He gasped, his fingers clutching the edge of the desk as Anita pushed deeper, filling him completely.

“That’s it,” Anita murmured, her hands gripping his hips. “Take it like a good boy.”

She began to move, thrusting into him with slow, deliberate strokes. Justin moaned, the sensation overwhelming as the dildo hit that spot inside him that made his vision blur. His cock was leaking precum, untouched and desperate for release as Anita fucked him harder, deeper.

“Please,” Justin begged, his voice broken and raw. “Let me cum.”

Anita chuckled, her thrusts never faltering. “Not yet,” she said, her tone teasing. “You haven’t earned it.”

Justin gritted his teeth, tears pricking at the corners of his eyes as Anita continued to fuck him, each stroke bringing him closer to the edge but never letting him fall. Just when he thought he couldn’t take anymore, Anita reached around, her hand wrapping around his cock and stroking him in time with her thrusts.

Justin came with a cry, his body convulsing as waves of pleasure crashed over him. Anita didn’t stop, fucking him through his orgasm until he was trembling and spent.

When she finally pulled out, Justin collapsed onto the desk, his legs too weak to hold him up. Anita grabbed something else from her desk—a collar—and fastened it around his neck.

“From now on,” she said, her voice calm and collected, “you serve me.”

Justin nodded weakly, his mind still foggy from the intensity of what had just happened.

Anita handed him a folder—the loan agreement—and smiled. “Remember,” she said, her tone sweet but laced with danger. “If your food truck fails, there will be more consequences.”

Justin swallowed hard, his heart pounding in his chest as he clutched the folder. He wasn’t sure what he’d just gotten himself into, but one thing was certain—he couldn’t wait for the next encounter with Anita.

FAST FOOD FEMDOM

FM / Femdom / Workplace / Small Penis Humiliation / Masturbation / Cunnilingus / Strap-on / Pegging

Mikey’s hands trembled as he wiped down the counter for the third time that hour. His boss, Kelly, had been watching him like a hawk since he started his shift over an hour ago. She was leaning against the wall, her arms crossed over her chest as she stared at him with a hardened expression. Her dark hair was pulled into a tight ponytail, and her crisp white shirt hugged her curves in all the right places. Mikey couldn’t help but steal glances at her every chance he got, even though he knew he shouldn’t.

“Mikey,” Kelly barked, her voice sharp enough to make him jump. “My office. Now.”

He swallowed hard, feeling like his stomach was about to drop out of his body. He set the rag down on the counter and followed her into the small office at the back of the restaurant. The door clicked shut behind them, and Mikey’s heart started to race when Kelly turned around and leaned against the desk, her piercing gaze locking onto his.

“Do you even care about this job?” she asked, her tone dripping with irritation. “Because it sure as hell doesn’t seem like it.”

Mikey’s throat felt dry. “I-I do care,” he stammered. “I’m trying my best, I swear.”

Kelly scoffed and shook her head. “Your best isn’t good enough, Mikey. I’ve been lenient with you so far, but I’m starting to think maybe you aren’t cut out for this.”

Panic surged through him. “Please, don’t fire me,” he begged, his voice cracking. “I need this job. I’ll do better, I promise.”

Kelly tilted her head as she studied him, her lips curling into a faint smirk. “Oh, you’ll do better?” she repeated with amusement. “Well, that depends on how far you’re willing to go to prove it.”

Mikey blinked at her nervously as she stepped closer to him, her heels clicking against the floor. He could smell her perfume—something floral and sweet—and it made his head spin. He wasn’t sure what she was getting at, but the way she looked at him sent electricity coursing through his body.

“Do you trust me, Mikey?” she asked softly as she reached up to brush a strand of hair away from his face.

He hesitated before nodding. “Y-yes.”

“Good,” Kelly murmured. “Then strip.”

Mikey froze, his eyes widening as he stared at her. “W-what?”

“You heard me,” she said firmly, her voice low but commanding. “Take off your clothes. All of them.”

His heart pounded in his chest as he fumbled with the buttons on his shirt, his fingers trembling so badly he could barely manage to undo them. Kelly watched silently as he peeled off his shirt and dropped it to the floor. Next came his pants, followed by his socks and underwear until he was standing naked in front of her, vulnerable and exposed.

Kelly’s gaze drifted downward, and a sly smile curled her lips. “Oh, Mikey,” she chuckled, her tone filled with mockery. “I didn’t realize how small you were.”

Heat flooded Mikey’s face as he instinctively covered himself with his hands. “I-I’m sorry,” he mumbled, unable to meet her eyes.

Kelly walked around him slowly, her hips swaying as her eyes roamed his body like he was some kind of object to be scrutinized. “Put your hands down,” she ordered. “I want to see all of you.”

Reluctantly, Mikey obeyed, letting his arms fall to his sides as Kelly stopped in front of him again. She leaned closer, her breath warm against his skin as she whispered into his ear. “Now stroke it for me.”

His breath hitched as he looked at her incredulously before hesitantly reaching down to wrap his hand around his half-hard cock. Kelly stepped back and folded her arms, clearly enjoying the show as Mikey began to jerk himself off. His movements were clumsy at first, but soon enough, his body responded to her command, and his cock grew harder in his hand.

“That’s it,” Kelly purred with amusement as she watched him. “Show me what you’ve got.”

Mikey’s face burned with embarrassment, but he couldn’t deny the thrill of being watched by her. He stroked faster, his breathing growing heavier as pleasure built inside of him. He fought back a moan as he approached the edge, his body trembling with anticipation.

“Stop.”

The word caught him off guard, and he froze immediately, overwhelmed by the sudden need for release. Kelly grinned at his obedience and stepped toward him again, her heels clicking against the floor. She ran a finger along his jawline, trailing it down his throat and chest until she reached his cock. She gave it a light tap, making Mikey flinch.

“Not yet,” she said with a smirk. “First, you’re going to please me.”

Kelly turned and walked back to her desk, slipping out of her heels before pulling off her pants and panties in one smooth motion. She climbed up onto the desk and spread her legs open wide beneath her skirt, revealing her slick folds glistening in the fluorescent light.

“Get over here and eat me,” she commanded, her gaze locking onto his like a predator sizing up its prey.

Mikey hesitated for only a moment before stepping forward, kneeling between her legs as the scent of her arousal hit him like a tidal wave. His heart raced as he leaned in and pressed his tongue to her clit, using slow, deliberate strokes to tease her sensitive spot. Kelly let out a soft gasp and threaded her fingers through his hair, guiding his movements as he worked her closer to the edge.

Mikey focused entirely on pleasing her, his lips and tongue moving skillfully against her as he tasted her wetness. Kelly’s breathing became ragged as she arched her back against the desk, moaning softly as pleasure surged through her body. The sound of her pleasure only spurred Mikey on, and he redoubled his efforts, making her shudder uncontrollably until she finally came with a loud cry.

Her legs clamped around his head as she rode out the wave of pleasure, her fingers tightening in his hair while her body trembled from the intensity of her orgasm. When she finally relaxed and let go, Mikey pulled back and looked up at her, his lips slick with her juices.

Kelly smiled down at him with a wicked gleam in her eye before sliding off the desk and walking over to a cabinet in the corner of the room. She opened it and pulled out a leather strap-on dildo, which she fastened around her hips with practiced ease. Mikey’s stomach flipped as he watched her lube up the toy, knowing exactly what was coming next.

“Bend over the desk,” Kelly commanded as she walked back toward him.

Fear and anticipation mingled inside of him as he complied, leaning forward until his chest was pressed against the cool surface of the desk. His cock twitched between his legs as he waited for what was next.

Kelly grabbed hold of his hips and positioned herself behind him, pressing the tip of the dildo against his entrance. She leaned forward until her lips were brushing against his ear. “Ready?” she whispered.

Mikey nodded shakily, unable to form words as Kelly eased the toy inside him inch by inch. The sensation was unlike anything he’d ever felt before—painful at first but quickly giving way to intense pleasure as the dildo pressed against every sensitive spot inside him. Kelly started to move faster, pushing deeper with each thrust until Mikey was practically screaming with pleasure.

“Please, Kelly,” he gasped hoarsely between moans. “Don’t stop.”

She chuckled breathlessly as she fucked him relentlessly, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the air around them. Tears streamed down Mikey’s face as his body reached its limit under her relentless rhythm until finally—blissfully—he came hard while still impaled on her cock.

Kelly slowed her movements as Mikey shuddered through his orgasm before pulling out completely once he had finished trembling beneath her touch. She stepped back and removed the strap-on before walking over to retrieve something else from the cabinet—a sleek black collar made of soft leather.

“Put this on,” she ordered while holding it out toward him.

Mikey took it from her hands without question and fastened it around his neck while still leaning against the desk for support. The cool leather felt strange against his flushed skin but strangely comforting too—a reminder that he belonged entirely to Kelly now.

“Good boy,” she praised as she ran a finger along the edge of the collar before stepping away from him toward the mirror mounted on one wall of the office where she fixed herself up quickly.

“Come on,” she said firmly while holding open the door leading back out into the main area of the restaurant where customers were waiting patiently, unaware of everything going on behind closed doors.

Kelly smiled at Mikey knowingly before speaking again: “It’s time we got back to work.”

And Mikey quickly scrambled after her, wearing his new collar.

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.

THE WEATHERMAN’S DILEMMA

FM / Femdom / Small Penis Humiliation / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation / Sissy / Feminization / Blackmail / Bondage / Handjob / Teasing / Orgasm Denial / Chastity

“Take them off. Now.” Elaine’s voice was sharp, her arms crossed as she leaned against the motel room’s dresser. Her eyes bore into Mark with a mix of amusement and disdain.

Mark hesitated, his hands trembling as they hovered over the waistband of his pants. “Elaine, I—I didn’t mean to—”

“Didn’t mean to what?” she interrupted, her tone cutting through the air like a knife. “Send me that disgusting message? Think you could just slide into my DMs and get whatever you wanted because you’re the local weatherman? Take. Them. Off.”

Mark’s face burned as he fumbled with his belt, his mind racing. He’d been so confident when he sent that message, so sure that his charm and status would win her over. But now, standing in this dingy motel room, he felt small. Pathetic. His pants pooled at his feet, followed by his boxers, leaving him completely exposed.

Elaine let out a low laugh, her eyes flicking down to his cock. “Oh my god,” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “Is that it? That’s what you were so eager to show off? I’ve seen bigger on a prepubescent boy.”

Mark’s cheeks flushed even deeper, his cock twitching despite the humiliation. He couldn’t believe this was happening. Just an hour ago, he’d been scrolling through social media, admiring Elaine’s photos. She was stunning—long dark hair, piercing green eyes, and a body that made his mouth water. When he saw she’d liked one of his posts, he thought it was a sign. A chance. So he sent her a message, something flirty, something bold. And she responded. With an address.

He’d driven to the motel with a grin on his face, imagining how the night would go. But the moment he knocked on the door, everything changed. Elaine wasn’t smiling. She wasn’t impressed. And now, here he was, naked and humiliated, while she stood there, fully clothed, looking at him like he was nothing.

“Go on,” Elaine said, gesturing to his cock. “Jerk off for me. Let’s see what you can do with that little thing.”

Mark hesitated, his hand hovering uncertainly over his cock. “I—I don’t think—”

“Do it,” she snapped, her voice leaving no room for argument.

Swallowing hard, Mark wrapped his fingers around his shaft and began to stroke. It felt wrong, doing this in front of her while she watched with such obvious disdain. But there was something else too—something hot and shameful that made his cock twitch in his hand. He tried to focus on the sensation, on the way his hand moved up and down, but Elaine’s laughter kept pulling him back to reality.

“Pathetic,” she muttered, shaking her head. “You’re really getting off on this, aren’t you? You like being humiliated.”

Mark didn’t answer. He couldn’t. His breath came in short gasps as he stroked himself faster, his cock hardening in his hand. He was close—so close—but just as he felt the first tingles of an orgasm building, Elaine stepped forward and slapped his hand away.

“Not yet,” she said, her lips curling into a cruel smile. “You don’t get to cum until I say so.”

Mark groaned, his cock throbbing with need. He wanted to protest, to beg her to let him finish, but the look in her eyes silenced him. She reached into her bag and pulled out a pair of lace panties, holding them out to him.

“Put these on,” she ordered.

Mark stared at the panties, his mind reeling. “What? No, I—”

“Do it,” she said, her voice cold and firm. “Or I’ll send those messages to your boss. How do you think your viewers would feel if they found out their beloved weatherman was sending unsolicited dick pics?”

Mark’s stomach churned at the thought. He couldn’t lose his job—not over this. With trembling hands, he took the panties and stepped into them, pulling them up over his hips. The lace was soft against his skin, but the humiliation burned hotter than any physical sensation.

Elaine pulled out her phone and snapped a photo, her smile widening as she looked at the screen. “Perfect,” she said. “Now get on the bed.”

Mark obeyed, lying back on the mattress as Elaine produced a pair of silk ties from her bag. She bound his wrists to the bedposts, her movements quick and efficient. Once he was secured, she stood back and admired her handiwork.

“Good boy,” she said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Now let’s see if we can make that little cock of yours behave.”

She climbed onto the bed, straddling his thighs as she reached down to tease his cock with her fingers. Her touch was light, almost feathery, and it drove Mark wild. He bucked his hips, desperate for more friction, but Elaine pulled her hand away.

“Ah ah ah,” she chided. “You don’t get to decide when you cum. That’s my job now.”

Mark groaned, his cock aching with need. He’d never been so turned on in his life—or so humiliated. He wanted to hate her, to fight back, but the way she looked at him, the way she controlled him… it was intoxicating.

Elaine leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “From now on, you’re mine. You do what I say, when I say it. Understand?”

Mark nodded frantically, his breath coming in short gasps. “Yes,” he whispered. “Yes, I understand.”

“Good,” she said, sitting back up. “Now let’s see if you can handle a little more.”

She lowered her mouth to his cock, taking him into her mouth with a skill that left him gasping. Her tongue swirled around the tip, teasing him mercilessly as she worked him closer and closer to the edge. Mark’s hips bucked involuntarily, but Elaine held him down with one hand while the other continued to stroke him.

He was so close—so fucking close—but just as he felt the first waves of his orgasm building, Elaine pulled away again.

“No,” she said simply, watching as he writhed beneath her. “Not yet.”

Mark let out a strangled cry, his cock throbbing with unfulfilled need. Elaine reached into her bag once more and pulled out a small metal device—a chastity cage.

“This,” she said, holding it up for him to see, “is going to help you learn some self-control.”

Mark’s eyes widened in horror as she fastened the device around his cock, locking it in place with a small key that she tucked into her pocket. The cold metal pressed against his skin, trapping his erection in a way that was both painful and strangely arousing.

“There,” Elaine said, sitting back to admire her work. “Much better.”

She reached into her bag one last time and pulled out a black leather collar, fastening it around Mark’s neck with a click. The leather was soft against his skin, but the weight of it felt heavy—a constant reminder of who was in control.

“I want to see this collar when you do the weather forecast tomorrow,” Elaine said, her voice firm. “If I don’t see it, I’ll know you’re not taking this seriously.”

Mark nodded weakly, his mind spinning. He couldn’t believe this was happening—couldn’t believe he was letting it happen. But as he lay there, bound and collared, he realized something: he didn’t want it to stop.

Elaine climbed off the bed and grabbed her bag, heading for the door. She paused with her hand on the knob and looked back at him.

“I’ll be in touch,” she said with a smirk. “Be a good boy until then.”

And with that, she was gone, leaving Mark alone in the motel room with nothing but the sound of his own ragged breathing and the cold metal of the chastity cage pressing against his skin.

As he lay there, staring up at the ceiling, Mark couldn’t help but wonder what would happen next. He should have been terrified—should have been furious—but all he could think about was how much he wanted to see Elaine again.

And how much he wanted her to make him beg.

THE BANKER’S FORBIDDEN FAVOR

FM / Femdom / Workplace / Findom / Seduction / Handjob / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / Ruined Orgasm

Jerry was having another monotonous day at the bank when she walked in. The moment Natalie stepped through the glass doors, the entire atmosphere shifted. She was a vision in a tight-fitting dress that hugged her curves perfectly, her heels clicking against the marble floor with a confidence that made heads turn. Jerry’s breath hitched as she approached his counter, her lips curling into a sly smile that sent a jolt of electricity straight through him.

“Hi, I’m Natalie,” she purred, her voice smooth as silk. “I need to make a withdrawal.”

Jerry nodded, trying to maintain his professionalism, but his hands trembled slightly as he typed her account number into the system. His eyes widened when the balance appeared: zero. Natalie leaned forward, her cleavage practically spilling out of her dress, and Jerry struggled to keep his gaze locked on the screen.

“That can’t be right,” Natalie insisted, her tone dripping with frustration. “I’ve had issues with my account before. Could we discuss this in your office? Privately?”

Jerry hesitated for a moment, but the way she was looking at him—those piercing eyes, that pouty lower lip—was impossible to resist. He led her to his office, closing the door behind them. The room suddenly felt too small, the air thick with tension. Natalie sat down, crossing her legs slowly, the hem of her dress riding up just enough to tease.

“Jerry,” she began, her voice low and sultry, “I really need that money. There must be some kind of mistake.”

“I’m sorry, Natalie,” Jerry stammered, his voice shaky. “But the system shows zero. I can’t just—”

She cut him off with a sharp laugh. “Can’t? Or won’t?”

The accusation hung in the air, and Jerry’s mind raced. She was right. Technically, he could override the system. The question was should he?

Natalie stood up, closing the distance between them in a few graceful strides. She leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “What if I made it worth your while?”

Her scent—something floral and intoxicating—filled his senses. Jerry’s pulse quickened as she trailed a finger down his chest, her touch igniting a fire within him. He tried to protest, but the words caught in his throat.

“You want me,” she murmured, her breath hot against his skin. “I can see it in your eyes. Don’t deny it.”

Jerry’s resolve was crumbling. He knew this was wrong, that he could lose his job, but the thought of having her—even for a moment—was overpowering. Natalie stepped back, her eyes locking with his as she slowly began to unzip her dress. The fabric slipped from her shoulders, pooling at her feet to reveal a set of black lace lingerie that left little to the imagination.

Jerry’s jaw dropped. She was breathtaking. Her curves were accentuated by the delicate lace, the strap of her bra slipping slightly off her shoulder as she moved closer. Without a word, she reached for his belt, her fingers deftly undoing the buckle. Jerry’s breath hitched as she unzipped his pants, her hand sliding inside to grasp his already hardening cock.

“You’re so big,” she whispered, her voice filled with awe and something else—something darker.

She stroked him slowly, her thumb brushing over the tip, smearing the bead of precum that had formed there. Jerry groaned, his hips bucking involuntarily.

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

Natalie smirked, her grip tightening ever so slightly. “Not yet. First, you give me the money.”

Jerry’s mind was a haze of lust and desperation. He could barely think straight, but he nodded, his decision made. Natalie’s smile widened, and she released him, stepping back. She slid her panties down her legs, letting them fall to the floor before climbing onto his desk. She spread her legs wide, her pussy glistening with arousal.

“Come here,” she commanded, her voice a sultry whisper.

Jerry didn’t need to be told twice. He dropped to his knees between her legs, his hands gripping her thighs as he leaned in. The scent of her arousal was overwhelming, and he couldn’t wait to taste her. His tongue flicked out, teasing her clit, and Natalie let out a soft moan, her hips rocking against his mouth.

He lapped at her eagerly, savoring the sweetness of her juices. Natalie’s moans grew louder, her fingers tangling in his hair as she urged him on. Jerry was completely captivated, his own desires forgotten as he focused solely on pleasuring her.

When she finally pulled away, her chest heaving, she glanced down at him with a satisfied smirk. “Now, the money.”

Jerry nodded, still breathless, and quickly retrieved the cash from the safe. He handed it to her, his hand trembling slightly. Natalie took it, her fingers brushing against his, and then she dropped to her knees in front of him.

She took his cock in her hand, stroking him slowly before taking him into her mouth. Her lips wrapped around him, her tongue swirling around the tip, and Jerry groaned, his head falling back. The sensation was incredible, and he was already on the edge, ready to explode.

But just as he was about to cum, she stopped, pulling away with a mischievous grin. Jerry cried out in frustration, his orgasm ruined as only a small dribble of cum escaped. Natalie laughed, standing up and smoothing her dress.

“Thanks for the cash,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement. She turned on her heel and walked out of the office, leaving Jerry stunned and unsatisfied.

He slumped back into his chair, his mind reeling. He knew he was in trouble, that he’d likely face severe consequences for what he’d just done. But all he could think about was Natalie—her touch, her taste, the way she’d teased him. He wanted more. He needed more.

And he knew he’d do it all over again if it meant seeing her once more.




AN ENCOUNTER AT THE BOOK STORE

FM / Femdom / Workplace / BDSM / Paddling / Bondage / Restraints / Buttplug / Handjob / Teasing / Chastity

The bell above the door chimed softly as Miles glanced up from the stack of books he was sorting. His breath caught in his throat. A woman walked in, her presence commanding the room without effort. She was tall, with raven-black hair that cascaded over her shoulders, and her leather jacket clung to her curves like a second skin. Her heels clicked against the wooden floor, each step echoing with authority. Miles couldn’t look away.

She moved with purpose, heading straight for the section labeled “Relationships & Intimacy.” Miles’s pulse quickened as he watched her from behind the counter. She paused, her fingers tracing the spines of the books until she found one—“The Art of Dominance.” She pulled it from the shelf, flipping through the pages with a focused intensity that made Miles’s stomach tighten.

Heart racing, he approached her, trying to sound casual. “That’s an… interesting choice,” he said, his voice betraying a nervous edge.

She looked up, her piercing green eyes locking onto his. “Is there a problem?” she asked, her tone cool and unamused.

Miles stumbled over his words. “No, no problem. I just… I noticed you were reading about BDSM. It’s fascinating stuff.”

She raised an eyebrow, clearly unimpressed. “This isn’t exactly the time or place for a conversation like that.”

“Right, of course,” Miles stammered, feeling foolish. “But… if you ever wanted to teach someone about it, I’d be willing to learn.”

She studied him for a moment, her gaze calculating. Finally, she sighed. “You’re persistent, I’ll give you that. If you’re serious, come to my house tonight. 8 o’clock sharp.” She scribbled an address on a scrap of paper and handed it to him before walking out, leaving Miles staring after her, his heart pounding.

—

That evening, Miles stood outside the address she’d given him, his palms sweaty. He knocked, and the door swung open to reveal Jen, now dressed in a sleek black leather catsuit that hugged every inch of her body. Her lips curled into a sly smile as she stepped aside to let him in.

“You came,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement. “I wasn’t sure you would.”

“I… I wanted to,” Miles replied, his voice trembling slightly.

She led him through the house, her heels clicking against the floor. When they reached the bedroom, Miles froze. The room was unlike anything he’d ever seen. The walls were lined with shelves filled with toys, restraints, and paddles. A sturdy bench dominated the center of the room, and a large mirror hung on one wall, reflecting the dim light.

Jen turned to him, her expression serious. “Take off your clothes. Now.”

Miles hesitated, but the intensity in her eyes left no room for argument. He stripped quickly, his hands shaking as he removed each piece of clothing. When he stood naked before her, she circled him like a predator assessing its prey.

“On the bench,” she commanded, pointing to the sturdy piece of furniture.

Miles obeyed, bending over the bench and gripping the sides tightly. His heart raced as he heard Jen pick something up from the shelf. The first strike of the paddle landed with a sharp crack, jolting him forward. Pain mixed with a strange, electric pleasure that made him gasp.

“Again,” Jen said, her voice firm.

Each strike was precise, alternating between his cheeks until his skin burned. Miles groaned, his cock hardening despite the pain. When Jen finally stopped, she ran her hand over his reddened flesh, her touch surprisingly gentle.

“You’re doing well,” she murmured, her fingers trailing down his spine. “But we’re just getting started.”

Next, she grabbed a set of restraints, binding his wrists and ankles to the bench so he couldn’t move. Miles’s breath quickened as she stepped into view, holding a buttplug in one hand. She coated it with lube, her movements deliberate, before pressing it against his entrance.

“Relax,” she instructed, her voice calm but commanding.

Miles tried, but the sensation was overwhelming as she pushed the plug inside, stretching him in a way that sent waves of pleasure through his body. He moaned, his cock twitching against the bench.

Jen chuckled softly, her hand wrapping around his shaft. She stroked him slowly, teasingly, her thumb brushing over the sensitive head. Miles thrust into her hand, desperate for more, but she pulled away, leaving him aching.

“Not yet,” she purred, grabbing a small cup from the shelf.

She resumed stroking him, her pace maddeningly slow, until he was on the edge. His hips bucked as he came, his release captured in the cup.

Jen held it up, examining its contents critically. “Men are only good for one thing,” she said, her tone almost clinical. “Procreation.”

Before Miles could respond, she fastened a chastity device around his cock, locking it in place. The cold metal against his sensitive skin sent a shiver down his spine.

“This stays on until I say otherwise,” she informed him, her voice leaving no room for argument. “You’ll come back next week, and we’ll continue your education.”

Miles could only nod, his mind reeling from the intensity of the experience. As Jen undid the restraints and helped him off the bench, he knew one thing for certain—he’d be back.

SEDUCTION IN THE OFFICE

FM / Femdom / Workplace / Cheating / Handjob / Teasing / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Mitch’s fingers hovered over the keyboard, the glow of his computer screen casting a pale light across his tired face. The office was silent except for the faint hum of the air conditioning. He glanced at the clock—9:47 PM. Everyone else had left hours ago, but he still had a mountain of reports to finish. He sighed, running a hand through his hair, when the sound of heels on the polished floor made him freeze.

Nia stood in the doorway, her silhouette framed by the dim light of the hallway. She leaned against the doorframe, one eyebrow arched, her lips curling into a sly smile. “Still here, Mitch? You’re such a workaholic.”

He swallowed hard, his throat suddenly dry. “Yeah, just trying to get this done before tomorrow.”

She stepped inside, closing the door behind her with a soft click. The sound made his heart skip a beat. Nia was new to the office, but she’d already made an impression. Confident, assertive, and undeniably beautiful, she carried herself with an air of authority that both intimidated and intrigued him. She walked over to his desk, her hips swaying with every step, and perched herself on the edge, crossing her legs.

“You know,” she said, her voice low and smooth, “you don’t have to do everything alone. I could help you… if you let me.”

Mitch’s eyes flicked up to hers, then quickly darted away. “I’m fine, really. I don’t want to keep you.”

She laughed softly, leaning forward just enough to make him acutely aware of how close she was. “Oh, Mitch. You’re not keeping me. I want to be here.”

His pulse quickened. He could feel the heat radiating from her, smell the faint scent of her perfume—something floral and intoxicating. He tried to focus on his screen, but his mind was racing. He had a girlfriend, Sarah, who he loved deeply. But there was something about Nia that stirred a part of him he’d been trying to ignore.

“You’re so tense,” she murmured, reaching out to brush a strand of hair from his forehead. Her touch sent a shiver down his spine. “You need to relax.”

“I’m okay,” he stammered, though his voice betrayed him.

Nia tilted her head, studying him with those piercing eyes. “Are you? Because I can see it in you, Mitch. You’re craving something… something Sarah isn’t giving you.”

His breath caught. How did she know? He hadn’t told anyone about his desires, his need to submit, to be controlled. It wasn’t something he could bring up with Sarah—she was sweet and kind, but she didn’t understand that side of him.

Nia slid off the desk and moved behind him, her hands resting on his shoulders. Her fingers began to knead the tension from his muscles, and he couldn’t suppress a soft moan.

“That’s it,” she whispered in his ear. “Let me take care of you.”

Her hands trailed down his chest, and he felt his body responding despite himself. She leaned in closer, her lips brushing against his neck as she spoke. “You don’t have to pretend with me, Mitch. I know what you want.”

He closed his eyes, his resolve crumbling. Her touch was electric, her words like a siren’s call. Before he could protest, she was in front of him again, kneeling between his legs. Her hands rested on his thighs, and she looked up at him with a predatory gleam in her eyes.

“Tell me you don’t want this,” she challenged, her fingers creeping toward the zipper of his pants.

He opened his mouth to speak, but no words came out. His heart was pounding, his cock already hard beneath the fabric of his slacks. Nia smirked, clearly pleased with his silence. She unzipped his pants slowly, deliberately, and reached inside to free his erection.

Her hand wrapped around him, and he gasped at the contact. She stroked him firmly, her thumb brushing over the sensitive tip. “You’re so hard for me already,” she purred. “I knew you wanted this.”

Mitch’s head fell back against the chair as she worked him, her movements expert and relentless. He could feel the pressure building, his body trembling with need. Just as he was on the edge, she stopped abruptly, pulling her hand away.

He groaned in frustration, his eyes snapping open to meet hers. Nia stood, a wicked smile playing on her lips. “If you want to finish,” she said, her voice dripping with authority, “you’ll have to satisfy me first.”

Without waiting for a response, she began to undress. Her blouse fell to the floor, revealing a black lace bra that barely contained her full breasts. She unzipped her skirt next, letting it pool at her feet, and stepped out of it with practiced ease. Mitch’s mouth went dry as he took in the sight of her—her toned legs, her smooth skin, the curve of her hips.

She climbed onto his desk, spreading her legs wide and leaning back on her elbows. “Come here,” she commanded.

Mitch hesitated for only a moment before obeying. He knelt between her legs, his hands trembling as he gripped her thighs. She was already wet, her arousal evident as he leaned in to taste her. His tongue flicked over her clit, and she let out a soft moan, her fingers tangling in his hair.

“That’s it,” she breathed, pressing his face closer. “Don’t stop.”

He licked and sucked at her eagerly, driven by the sounds she made and the way her body responded to him. Her hips rocked against his mouth, and he could feel her tightening around him as she neared her climax. When she came, it was with a sharp cry, her thighs clamping around his head as she shuddered with pleasure.

Nia pushed him back, her chest rising and falling as she caught her breath. “Good boy,” she said, her voice husky. “Now it’s your turn.”

She turned onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. Mitch didn’t need to be told twice. He positioned himself behind her, gripping her hips as he pushed inside. She was warm and tight, and he groaned at the sensation.

“Fuck me,” she demanded, looking over her shoulder at him. “Hard.”

He obeyed, thrusting into her with increasing intensity. The sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, mingling with their moans and gasps. Nia reached back to grab his ass, pulling him deeper into her with each stroke.

“Yes,” she hissed, her nails digging into his skin. “Just like that.”

Mitch could feel his own orgasm building, spurred on by the way she clenched around him. He pounded into her relentlessly, driven by a need he hadn’t realized was so strong. When he finally came, it was with a guttural groan, his release spilling inside her as she tightened around him once more.

They stayed like that for a moment, both of them panting and spent. Nia turned to face him, a satisfied smirk on her lips. “You’re mine now,” she said, her voice firm. “From now on, you’ll do whatever I say.”

Mitch nodded weakly, guilt already gnawing at him. But as he looked into Nia’s eyes, he knew he wouldn’t be able to resist her.

HIS BOSS’S COMMAND

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Workplace / Boss Employee / Cunnilingus / Whipping / Strap-on / Pegging

“Get on your knees, Frank,” Serena commanded, her voice sharp and unwavering. Her black leather outfit gleamed under the dim basement lighting, the air thick with tension and the faint scent of leather and musk.

Frank hesitated, his heart pounding in his chest. He had never imagined his boss, Serena, the composed and unapproachable woman he had admired from afar for months, would ever be standing before him like this. But here she was, her piercing gaze daring him to disobey.

“Now,” she snapped, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Frank dropped to his knees, the cold concrete floor pressing against his skin through his slacks. His throat felt dry, his mind racing with a mix of fear and anticipation. He had come here to save his job, but it was clear now that Serena had something entirely different in mind.

Serena stepped closer, her heels clicking softly against the floor. She tilted his chin up with a gloved hand, forcing him to meet her eyes. “You’ve been staring at me all week, Frank,” she said, her voice low and dangerous. “You think I didn’t notice? You think I didn’t see the way you looked at me in the boardroom, in the elevator, in my office?”

Frank swallowed hard, his face flushing with embarrassment. He had tried to hide his attraction, but apparently, he hadn’t been as discreet as he thought.

“I… I’m sorry, Serena,” he stammered, his voice trembling.

“Don’t be sorry,” she replied, a sly smile curving her lips. “Be obedient.” She stepped back, her eyes never leaving his. “Strip. Now.”

Frank’s hands shook as he reached for his tie, pulling it loose and tossing it to the side. His shirt followed, then his pants, until he was kneeling before her completely exposed, his skin prickling under the cool air of the basement.

Serena watched him with a predatory gaze, her gloved hands resting on her hips. “Good boy,” she purred, her approval sending a shiver down his spine. She unzipped the crotch of her leather outfit, revealing her smooth, shaved skin beneath. She didn’t wear underwear, and the sight of her bare pussy made Frank’s breath catch.

She walked over to a bench against the wall and sat down, spreading her legs wide. “Come here,” she ordered, her voice commanding yet smooth.

Frank crawled toward her on his hands and knees, his cock already hard and throbbing. When he reached her, she placed a hand on the back of his head, guiding his face between her legs.

“Lick,” she instructed, her tone leaving no room for hesitation.

Frank obeyed, his tongue flicking out to taste her. She was already wet, her arousal evident in the way her juices coated his tongue. He pressed his mouth against her, delving deeper, savoring her flavor as he explored her folds with his tongue.

Serena let out a soft moan, her fingers tightening in his hair. “That’s it,” she encouraged, her voice breathy. “Don’t stop.”

Frank buried his face deeper, his tongue circling her clit before plunging into her entrance. He worked her with a steady rhythm, his hands gripping her thighs as he devoured her. Serena’s moans grew louder, her body writhing against his mouth as she drew closer to her climax.

When she came, it was with a sharp cry, her hips bucking against his face as her orgasm washed over her. Frank didn’t stop, continuing to lick and suck until she pushed him away, her chest heaving as she caught her breath.

“Good,” she said, her voice thick with satisfaction. “Now, bend over the bench.”

Frank hesitated for a moment, but the look in Serena’s eyes told him there was no room for argument. He stood, his knees weak, and bent over the bench, his ass exposed to her.

Serena picked up a whip from a nearby rack, running her fingers along its length before cracking it against his backside. The sting was sharp and immediate, and Frank gasped, his hands gripping the edge of the bench as she struck him again.

With each lash, the pain mingled with a strange, growing pleasure. His cock throbbed harder with every strike, his body responding to the mix of pain and dominance. Serena didn’t hold back, her strikes precise and deliberate, each one leaving a mark on his skin. When she finally stopped, Frank was panting, his body trembling with arousal.

Serena stepped closer, running her hand over his ass, feeling the heat of his skin beneath her fingers. “Do you like that, Frank?” she asked, her voice dripping with satisfaction.

“Yes,” he whispered, his voice hoarse.

She chuckled, a low, throaty sound that sent another shiver through him. “Good. Because there’s more.”

She walked over to a shelf, picking up a strap-on dildo and fastening it around her hips. The sight of it made Frank’s stomach clench with both fear and anticipation.

“Ready?” she asked, positioning herself behind him.

Frank nodded, his heart pounding in his chest. He felt the cold tip of the dildo press against his entrance, and he gripped the bench tighter, bracing himself.

Serena pushed into him slowly, the stretch intense but not unbearable. Frank gasped, his body adjusting to the intrusion as she began to thrust, her pace steady and deliberate.

The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of pleasure and pain that made his head spin. With each thrust, the dildo pressed against that spot inside him that sent waves of pleasure coursing through his body. His cock was so hard it ached, precum dripping onto the bench beneath him.

“You’re taking it so well,” Serena murmured, her voice thick with approval. She grabbed his hips, thrusting deeper, faster, until Frank felt himself on the edge.

When he came, it was with a cry, his cock pulsing as ropes of cum splattered onto the bench. Serena kept fucking him, his orgasm only intensifying the pleasure until she finally pulled out, leaving him trembling and spent.

She stepped back, a satisfied smile on her lips as she removed the strap-on. “Good boy,” she said, running her fingers through his hair. “You’ve earned your job… for now.”

Frank could only nod, his mind hazy with exhaustion and pleasure. Serena walked over to a drawer, pulling out a black leather collar. She fastened it around his neck, the cool leather pressing against his skin.

“Wear this to work tomorrow,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument. “Let everyone know who you belong to.”

Frank touched the collar, a strange sense of pride swelling in his chest. He had never imagined submitting to someone like Serena, but now, he couldn’t imagine anything else.

“Yes, Serena,” he murmured, his voice filled with reverence.

She smiled, leaning down to kiss the top of his head. “Now, get dressed. You have work tomorrow.”

Frank obeyed, his body still buzzing with the aftermath of their encounter. As he pulled on his clothes, he couldn’t help but wonder what Serena had in store for him next. And for the first time, he realized he couldn’t wait to find out.

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 BOSS’S HYPNOTIC SOLUTION

FM / Femdom / Workplace / Boss Employee / BBW / Hypnosis / Cunnilingus / Handjob / PIV Sex

Blake’s heart raced as he stepped into Martha’s office. The air was thick with the scent of her perfume—something warm and commanding, like vanilla mingled with spice. She sat behind her desk, her eyes locked onto him with an intensity that made him shift uncomfortably. Martha was a force of nature, her presence dominating the room. Her curvy form was accentuated by the tailored suit she wore, though Blake couldn’t help but notice how tightly it hugged her frame. She exuded confidence, authority, and something else… something he couldn’t quite name.

“Sit, Blake,” she said, her voice low and smooth, like velvet wrapping around his senses.

He obeyed without hesitation, sinking into the chair across from her. She leaned forward, her large breasts pressing against the desk, and he felt his throat go dry. Her gaze never wavered, holding him captive.

“I’ve been thinking,” she began, her tone deliberate. “We need to find a new way to increase productivity around here. And I think I’ve found the perfect solution.” Her lips curled into a knowing smile, and Blake felt a shiver run down his spine.

Martha reached up and unclasped the pendant around her neck, holding it up for him to see. The silver chain dangled from her fingers, the pendant catching the light. “Keep your eyes on the pendant, Blake,” she instructed, her voice softening into a rhythmic cadence.

He blinked, unsure what was happening, but unable to look away. The pendant swung back and forth, slow and steady, and he felt his mind begin to drift.

Her voice continued, soothing and hypnotic, weaving its way into his thoughts. “Focus on the movement, Blake. Let everything else fade away. Just the pendant and my voice.”

His breathing slowed, his muscles relaxing as he fell deeper into the trance. Martha’s voice was all he could hear, guiding him effortlessly. “Good. Very good. Now, when I tell you to, I want you to stand up and take off your clothes. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” Blake murmured, his voice distant, as though it belonged to someone else.

Martha’s smile widened. “Good boy. Now, stand up.”

He rose from the chair, his movements smooth and unhurried. His hands went to the buttons of his shirt, undoing them one by one. The fabric slipped from his shoulders, pooling at his feet. Next came his belt, the leather sliding free with a soft click. His pants followed, leaving him in nothing but his boxers. Martha watched with satisfaction, her eyes roaming over his toned body.

“Take those off too,” she instructed, her voice firm yet gentle.

Blake obeyed without hesitation, stripping away the last barrier between them. He stood before her, completely exposed, his body trembling slightly under her gaze. Martha rose from her chair, her movements slow and deliberate. She stepped around the desk, her heels silent against the carpet. Her hands went to the buttons of her blazer, unfastening them with ease. She shrugged it off, revealing the soft curve of her stomach beneath her blouse.

“Now me,” she said, her voice dripping with authority.

Blake hesitated for a moment, his hands trembling as he reached for the buttons of her blouse. He worked his way down, revealing the lace of her bra beneath. Her skin was warm, her scent intoxicating. He slipped the blouse from her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. Martha’s hands went to the clasp of her skirt, unfastening it with practiced ease. The fabric slid down her hips, pooling at her feet. She stepped out of it, standing before him in nothing but her lingerie.

Her curves were soft and inviting, her body a testament to her confidence. She reached behind her back, undoing her bra and letting it fall away. Her breasts spilled free, full and heavy, her nipples already hardening. Blake’s eyes widened, his breath catching in his throat.

“Beautiful, aren’t they?” Martha purred, her voice dripping with satisfaction. She reached for the waistband of her panties, sliding them down her legs and stepping out of them. She stood before him now, completely naked, her body on full display.

“Now,” she said, her voice commanding, “sit in the chair.”

Blake obeyed, sinking into the chair behind her desk. Martha positioned herself in front of him, spreading her legs as she leaned back against the edge of the desk. She reached between her legs, parting her folds with her fingers. “Eat,” she ordered, her voice firm.

Blake leaned forward, his tongue flicking out to taste her. She was warm and wet, her juices coating his tongue. He licked her slowly, savoring the flavor as she moaned softly above him. His tongue moved in circles around her clit, teasing her until her hips began to rock against his face.

“Faster,” she breathed, her voice hitching slightly.

He obeyed, his tongue moving quicker as he lapped at her eagerly. Her moans grew louder, her hands gripping the edge of the desk as she ground herself against him. He could feel her trembling, her body growing tense as she neared her climax.

“Yes, yes!” she cried out, her voice echoing through the room. Her body shuddered as she came, her juices flooding his mouth. Blake swallowed eagerly, lapping up every drop as she rode out her orgasm.

When she finally came down, Martha looked down at him with a satisfied smile. “Good boy,” she purred, her voice dripping with approval. She stepped away from the desk, clearing a space as she gestured for him to lie down.

Blake obeyed, stretching out on the cool surface of the desk. Martha positioned herself between his legs, her hand wrapping around his cock. She stroked him slowly, her touch teasing and deliberate. He groaned softly, his hips bucking against her hand as she worked him closer to the edge.

“Not yet,” she whispered, her voice a soft warning. She released him, climbing onto the desk and straddling him. She positioned herself above him, guiding his cock into her wetness. She sank down slowly, taking him inch by inch until he was fully sheathed inside her.

“Fuck,” Blake groaned, his hands gripping the edge of the desk as she began to move.

Martha rode him with purpose, her hips grinding against him as she took her pleasure. She moaned softly, her body trembling with each thrust. He could feel her tightening around him, her walls gripping him tightly as she neared her climax once more.

“Cum inside me,” she ordered, her voice breathless.

Blake obeyed, his body responding to her command as he spilled himself inside her. Martha cried out, her body shuddering as she came around him. She collapsed against his chest, her breathing ragged as they both came down from their high.

After a moment, Martha slid off him, standing on wobbly legs. “Get dressed,” she instructed, her voice returning to its usual firm tone.

Blake obeyed, his movements slow and deliberate as he pulled on his clothes. Martha dressed as well, her demeanor calm and collected as though nothing had happened. When they were both fully clothed, she snapped her fingers, the sound sharp and sudden.

Blake blinked, his mind clearing as he looked around the office. He felt disoriented, unsure of what had just happened. Martha was back behind her desk, her expression calm and professional.

“You can go now,” she said, her tone dismissive.

Blake nodded, stepping out of the office. As he walked down the hall, his mind raced, trying to piece together what had just occurred. He couldn’t shake the feeling of euphoria that lingered in his body, nor the thought of how much he wanted to do it 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 PROFESSOR GETS PUNISHED

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Josh blinked, his mind racing. “What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Eat,” she ordered, her voice firm.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

THE PATH TO SUCCESS

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

THE CEO’S SECRET DESIRE

FM / Femdom / Findom / Boss Employee / Blackmail / Handjob

The crisp scent of lemon cleaner lingered in the air as Andrea leaned over Nigel’s desk, her fingertips brushing against the polished mahogany surface. She straightened a stack of papers, her eyes scanning the clutter for any misplaced pens or sticky notes. Her gaze caught on a bright yellow post-it, the words scribbled in hasty black ink. Findomqueens.com. She tilted her head, curiosity prickling at the edges of her thoughts. What kind of website was that?

She glanced over her shoulder, ensuring the door to Nigel’s office was firmly closed. The room was silent except for the faint hum of the air conditioning. Andrea plucked the note from the desk, her heart beating a little faster. She pulled out her phone, typed the URL, and waited.

The page loaded slowly, revealing a sleek, modern design. Videos thumbnails filled the screen—women in leather and lace, stiletto heels, and smirks of absolute control. Titles like “Dominatrix drains wallet” and “Paypig begs to cash out” flashed before her eyes. Andrea’s breath hitched. Findom. Financial domination. A fetish where women took control—not just physically, but financially. And Nigel… Nigel was into this?

A sly smile curled her lips as she slipped the post-it back onto the desk. Well, well, well. Andrea tucked her phone into her pocket, her mind already racing with possibilities. Nigel was a man of power, wealth, and authority—but clearly, he craved something else entirely. And she… she could give it to him.

—

The next morning, Andrea walked into the office wearing a black pencil skirt that hugged her curves and a silk blouse unbuttoned just far enough to reveal the lace edge of her bra. Her heels clicked against the polished floor, drawing the attention of every man in the room. She felt Nigel’s eyes on her before she even reached his office. She turned, catching his gaze. His pupils dilated, and he quickly looked away, pretending to focus on the papers in front of him.

Oh, he noticed, she thought, satisfaction warming her chest. She lingered by the coffeemaker, pouring herself a cup and taking her time. When she finally stepped into his office, she closed the door softly behind her.

“Good morning, Mr. Haversham,” she said, her voice smooth and deliberate.

Nigel glanced up, his eyes widening as he took in her outfit. “Andrea. You’re—uh—looking very… professional today.”

She smiled, placing his coffee on the desk. “Thank you. I thought I’d dress up a bit. You know, set the tone for the day.”

He cleared his throat, adjusting his tie. “Right. Well, it’s—it’s appreciated.”

Andrea leaned against the edge of his desk, her skirt riding up slightly as she crossed her legs. She noticed his eyes flicker downward before he forced them back up to her face. Gotcha. “You’ve been working so hard lately,” she purred. “You deserve a little… distraction.”

Nigel’s face flushed. “Andrea, I’m not sure what you—”

She tilted her head, her smile turning playful. “Oh, I think you do.” She reached out, her fingers brushing against his tie. “I think you’ve been wanting this for a long time.”

He swallowed hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing. “Andrea, this is highly inappropriate. I’m your boss.”

“And yet,” she said, leaning closer, “you’re not stopping me.”

His breath quickened, his hands gripping the arms of his chair. “What do you want?”

Her smile widened. “For starters, a little bonus in my next paycheck.”

He blinked, caught off guard. “A bonus?”

“Yes. A generous one. Let’s say… $10,000.”

Nigel’s mouth opened, then closed. “That’s… that’s a lot of money.”

Andrea straightened, her expression hardening. “And you’re a very wealthy man.” She circled the desk, her heels clicking against the floor. “You see, I know your secret, Nigel. I know what you crave. And I can give it to you—but only if you give me what I want.”

He stared at her, his chest rising and falling rapidly. “How do you—?”

She placed a finger against his lips, silencing him. “Shh. That’s not important. What’s important is that I’m in control now. And if you want me to continue…” She trailed off, letting the implication hang in the air.

Nigel’s resistance crumbled. “Fine. A $10,000 bonus.”

Andrea smiled, pleased. “Good boy.” She unbuttoned her blouse slowly, revealing the lace bra beneath. Nigel’s eyes locked onto her chest, his breathing turning shallow. She stepped closer, guiding his hands to her waist. “Go on. Touch me.”

His hands trembled as they skimmed over her curves, his fingers tracing the fabric of her bra. She let out a soft moan, encouraging him. That’s it, she thought. Let him believe he has control.

But she was the one in charge here.

Andrea reached down, unzipping his pants with practiced ease. She slid her hand inside, feeling his length harden at her touch. Her fingers wrapped around him, stroking slowly, teasingly. Nigel groaned, his head falling back against the chair.

“Please,” he whispered, his voice thick with desperation. “Please, don’t stop.”

She leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear. “There’s one more thing I want.”

“Anything,” he gasped. “Just don’t stop.”

“A promotion,” she said, her tone firm. “I want to be Assistant Manager.”

“But Bob is the Assistant Manager,” Nigel hesitated, his body tensing. “I can’t just—”

She froze, her hand stilling. “Then I guess we’re done here.”

“Wait!” he blurted, his voice panicked. “Wait. Fine. He’s fired. You’ll get the promotion.”

“Good.” She resumed her strokes, her pace quickening.

Nigel’s breath hitched, his hips bucking against her hand. She could feel him teetering on the edge, his body trembling with need.

“Andrea,” he groaned, his voice breaking. “I’m going to—”

“Not yet,” she commanded, slowing her movements.

He whimpered, his hands gripping her wrists. But she didn’t stop entirely—she kept him there, suspended on the brink, until he was begging her to let him finish.

Finally, she relented, her hand working him firmly, decisively. Nigel came with a strangled cry, his release coating her fingers in warm streaks. She watched him closely, savoring the way his body shuddered, the way his face twisted in ecstasy.

When it was over, he slumped back in his chair, his breathing ragged. Andrea stood, wiping her hand on a tissue she’d grabbed from his desk. She buttoned her blouse, smoothing her skirt as she walked toward the door.

“I’ll see you at the board meeting, Mr. Haversham,” she said, her tone casual, as if nothing had happened.

Nigel didn’t respond. He was too dazed, too overwhelmed to speak. Andrea smiled to herself as she stepped out of the office, closing the door softly behind her.

She knew she had him now. And she wasn’t going to let go.

BOSS TURNED PAY PIG

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

LOCKED UP BY HIS BOSS

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Well?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

THE EMPLOYER’S SOLUTION

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Well?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A NERD’S FOOT HUMILIATION

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A MESMERIZING CUSTOMER

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

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

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

That’s when she walked in.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then the curtain opened.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

THE PIZZA SHOP BANDIT

FM / Femdom / Findom / Seduction / Kissing / Handjob

Donnie sat in a jail cell, staring at the cinderblock wall. He couldn’t believe he was in this mess—and all because of a woman. Just hours ago, he’d been finishing his shift at the pizza shop where he worked, but now he was facing felony charges.

He curled up under his thin blanket, unable to sleep. It wasn’t the noise of the other prisoners keeping him awake—it was his racing thoughts. He’d been used and manipulated, yet he’d never been more turned on.

As much as he hated Janelle, Donnie needed to see her again. He craved just one more moment with her. He was mesmerized by her beauty. It was like an addiction.

—

It had started so innocently, hours earlier. The pizza shop was nearly empty, the neon OPEN sign flickering outside as the clock ticked closer to closing time. Donnie had been wiping down the counter when the bell above the door jingled softly.

He looked up, and there she was—Janelle. She sauntered in like she owned the place, her hips swaying with every step. She was dressed in a tight black dress that hugged her curves in all the right places, the hem skimming the top of her thighs. Her heels clicked sharply against the tile floor, announcing her presence with every click. Donnie swallowed hard, his throat suddenly dry.

“Hi there,” she purred, leaning against the counter. Her lips curled into a sly smile, and Donnie felt his stomach twist in knots. “You still open?”

He nodded, unable to form words. She was stunning, her hair cascading in soft waves over her shoulders, her perfume intoxicating. She looked like she belonged on a runway, not in a dingy pizza shop at 11 PM.

“Good,” she said, her eyes locking with his. “I was hoping I could get something to… satisfy me.”

Donnie felt his face flush. Was she flirting with me? He cleared his throat, trying to regain some semblance of composure. “Uh, sure. What can I get for you?”

She tilted her head, her smile widening. “Why don’t you open the safe for me, Donnie?”

His brow furrowed. “The safe? Is this… is this a robbery?”

Janelle laughed, a low, throaty chuckle that sent shivers down his spine. “A robbery? Don’t be silly. You’re just going to unlock the safe and give me the money.”

Donnie’s confusion deepened. “I… I can’t do that.”

She stepped closer, her body inches from his. Her hand reached out, her fingers grazing his cheek. “Yes, you can. You want to.”

Donnie stood frozen, his hands trembling as he clutched the edge of the pizza prep station. His heart pounded in his chest, the sound echoing in his ears like a drumbeat. How did it come to this? he thought, his mind racing as he stared into her dark, smoldering eyes.

Her touch was electric, sending a jolt of heat through him. Donnie’s breath hitched as she leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear. “You’ll do it for me, won’t you?”

He swallowed hard, his resolve crumbling under her gaze. Before he could respond, she took his hand and led him to the backroom, her grip firm but gentle. The door clicked shut behind them, the dim fluorescent light casting long shadows on the walls.

Janelle didn’t waste time. She turned to him, her fingers sliding up his chest as she pressed her body against his. “You’ve been staring at me all night, Donnie,” she murmured, her voice low and sultry. “I know you want me.”

He couldn’t deny it. His heart raced as she began to unzip her dress, the fabric slipping off her shoulders to reveal a black lace bra that left little to the imagination. Donnie’s mouth went dry as his eyes roamed over her body, taking in every curve, every inch of her flawless skin.

“You’re so beautiful,” he whispered, his voice barely audible.

Janelle smiled, her hands moving to his belt. “Then show me how much you want me.”

Donnie’s cock throbbed as she unbuckled his belt, her fingers deftly unbuttoning his pants. He could feel the heat radiating from her as she leaned in, her lips brushing against his. Their kiss was electric, her tongue tangling with his as her hand slipped inside his boxers, gripping his hardness.

“Oh, God,” Donnie moaned, his hips bucking into her touch.

Janelle pulled back, her eyes dark with desire. “Beg for it,” she commanded, her voice firm.

Donnie’s breath came in ragged gasps. “Please, Janelle. Make me cum.”

She smirked, her hand moving up and down his length in slow, deliberate strokes. “You know what you have to do.”

His mind was a whirlwind of arousal and confusion. He knew what she wanted, and deep down, he knew it was wrong. But in that moment, he didn’t care. The sensation of her hand on him, the way she looked at him—it was worth it.

“I’ll do it,” he said, his voice hoarse. “I’ll open the safe. Just… please.”

Janelle’s smirk widened as she released him, stepping back. “Good boy.”

Donnie’s hands shook as he fumbled with the safe, his cock aching with every passing second. He could feel her eyes on him, watching his every move. Finally, the safe clicked open, the door swinging wide to reveal stacks of cash.

Janelle moved quickly, shoveling the money into her oversized handbag. She turned back to him, her hand returning to his cock as she stroked him with a firm grip. Donnie’s breath caught in his throat as he felt himself teetering on the edge, his body trembling with anticipation.

“Cum for me, Donnie,” she whispered, her voice dripping with seduction.

And he did. With a cry of release, he came, his pleasure spilling over her hand and onto his pants. He stood there, panting, as Janelle chuckled softly.

“Pathetic,” she said, wiping her hand on a nearby towel. She slung her bag over her shoulder and headed for the door, pausing only to glance back at him. “Thanks for the cash, lover boy.”

Donnie watched her go, his mind reeling. The humiliation burned in his chest, but so did the lingering thrill of what had just happened. He quickly cleaned himself up, his hands trembling as he tried to compose himself. The reality of what he’d done began to sink in, but it was too late. The damage was done.

When the manager arrived and saw the empty safe, Donnie tried to lie, his voice shaky as he claimed the shop had been robbed. But the manager wasn’t fooled. The police were called, and Donnie was arrested, his protests falling on deaf ears. They didn’t believe him, not when his story sounded so absurd.

Now, as he sat on the cold cot in his jail cell, Donnie couldn’t help but replay the night in his mind. Was it worth it? he wondered, his fingers gripping the edge of the thin mattress. He had risked everything for a moment of pleasure, for a woman who had played him like a fool. And now, he was paying the price.

A SISSY SECRETARY

FM / Femdom / Sissy / Crossdressing / Verbal Humiliation / Spanking / Masturbation / Cum Eating / Chastity

Miles adjusted his tie in the mirror of the men’s restroom, his fingers trembling slightly. The soft brush of lace against his skin was a constant reminder of his secret, one he tried to bury under the crisp lines of his suit. The thong hugged his hips snugly, and the bra straps dug gently into his shoulders. He’d chosen stockings today, the nylon smooth against his legs. It was risky, but the thrill of it made his heart race. He inhaled deeply, smoothed his hair, and stepped out into the office.

The office was quiet, most of the employees already gone for lunch. Miles walked briskly to his desk, passing by the glass walls of Sasha Powers’ office. He didn’t dare look inside. Sasha was formidable—older, confident, and always impeccably dressed. Her presence commanded the room, and Miles often found himself both intimidated and inexplicably drawn to her. He settled at his desk, trying to focus on the paperwork in front of him.

“Miles,” her voice cut through the silence like a whip. He froze, his pen hovering over the document. “In my office. Now.”

His stomach lurched. She couldn’t know. There’s no way. He stood slowly, tugging at his suit jacket to make sure it covered the waistband of his thong. He walked to her office, his steps measured, his heart pounding in his chest. The door was open, and Sasha was seated behind her desk, her sharp eyes fixed on him.

“Close the door,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

He obeyed, the soft click of the latch sounding unnaturally loud in the quiet room. He turned to face her, his hands clasped in front of him. “Yes, Ms. Powers?”

She leaned back in her chair, her gaze traveling up and down his body with a precision that made him feel exposed. “Miles,” she began, her voice low and deliberate, “do you care to explain why you’re wearing women’s lingerie under your suit?”

His breath hitched. He’d been careful. So careful. “I—I don’t know what you mean,” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Oh, I think you do,” she said, a sly smile playing on her lips. “You were bending over earlier. Your pants… slipped. I saw the lace. Do you think this is appropriate attire for the workplace?”

Miles felt his face burn. He couldn’t meet her eyes. “I—I’m sorry, Ms. Powers. It won’t happen again.”

“Oh, it will,” she said, standing. She walked around the desk, her heels clicking against the floor. She stopped in front of him, close enough that he could smell her perfume—something expensive and intoxicating. “Because you like it, don’t you? You like the risk. The thrill of being caught.”

He swallowed hard, his throat dry. “I—”

“Don’t lie to me,” she interrupted, her voice sharp. “I know you, Miles. Better than you know yourself. And I think it’s time we addressed this little… problem of yours.”

He felt a shiver run down his spine. “What do you mean?”

She tilted her head, her eyes narrowing. “Strip.”

The word hit him like a punch to the gut. “W-what?”

“You heard me,” she said, her voice firm. “Take off your suit. Let’s see what you’re hiding.”

Miles hesitated, his mind racing. His job, his reputation—everything was on the line. But there was something else, too. A dangerous, undeniable arousal that twisted in his gut. Slowly, he reached for his tie, loosening it with trembling fingers. He unbuttoned his shirt, revealing the lacy bra beneath. He slipped it off, letting it fall to the floor. Next came his pants, pooling at his feet, exposing the thong and the stockings.

Sasha’s eyes raked over him, her expression unreadable. “Well, well,” she said, circling him like a predator. “Look at you. A little sissy, parading around in lace and silk. Do you have any idea how inappropriate this is?”

He shook his head, his face burning with shame. But there was something else too—a perverse pride in being seen, in being exposed. “I—I’m sorry,” he whispered.

“Sorry isn’t enough,” she said, stopping behind him. “Bend over my desk.”

Miles’ heart raced. “Wh-what?”

“You heard me,” she snapped. “Bend. Over. The. Desk.”

He hesitated for a moment before complying, leaning over the polished surface, his hands gripping the edge. He felt the cool air on his exposed skin, the vulnerability making him shiver.

Sasha’s hand came down hard on his ass, the sharp sting making him yelp. Again. And again. Each slap sent a jolt of pain through him, but also a rush of heat. His cock hardened, straining against the lace of his thong. He bit his lip to keep from moaning, but a small whimper escaped.

“Pathetic,” Sasha said, her voice dripping with disdain. “Getting hard from a little spanking. You really are a sissy, aren’t you?”

He didn’t answer, his face buried in his arms.

“Stand up,” she commanded.

He did as he was told, his legs shaky. She faced him, her eyes boring into his. “Jerk off.”

His breath caught. “What?”

“You heard me,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument. “Show me what a pathetic little sissy you are.”

His hands trembled as he reached for the waistband of his thong, pulling it down just enough to free his erect cock. He began to stroke himself, his movements slow and uncertain.

“Faster,” she ordered.

He obeyed, his hand moving more quickly. The friction was intense, the humiliation even more so. His breath came in short gasps, his hips bucking involuntarily.

“That’s it,” she said, her voice low and mocking. “Let me see you cum, you little sissy.”

He couldn’t hold back any longer. With a choked moan, he came, his release spilling onto the floor. He stood there, panting, his skin flushed, his body trembling.

Sasha’s lips curled into a smirk. “Now clean it up.”

He blinked, his mind struggling to process her words. “S-seriously?”

“You heard me,” she said, her voice cold. “On your hands and knees. Lick it up.”

He hesitated, but the look in her eyes left no room for argument. Slowly, he dropped to the floor, his face burning with shame. He leaned down, his tongue darting out to clean his own mess. The taste was bitter, but the humiliation was almost unbearable. Almost.

“Good boy,” she said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. She walked back to her desk, pulling something from a drawer. Miles looked up to see her holding a small metal device—a chastity cage.

His eyes widened. “No, please—”

“No arguments,” she said, her tone final. She knelt in front of him, locking the cage around his cock.

The cold metal was a stark contrast to the heat of his body, the tightness a constant reminder of her control.

“Now,” she said, standing again. “You can get dressed. And remember, Miles—from now on, your orgasms belong to me.”

Miles walked out of Sasha’s office feeling different. Someone had finally seen him for who he truly was—a sissy. Although he was still filled with shame, it was a relief that he no longer had to hide his desires at work. And he couldn’t wait for his next encounter with Sasha.

KAREN’S FOOT DOMINATION

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

James nodded frantically, his heart pounding.

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

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

“Strip,” she ordered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Open your mouth,” Karen ordered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

HIS CO-WORKER’S SECRET

FM / Femdom / Foot Fetish / High Heels / Porn / BDSM / Mask / Trampling / Foot Worship

William’s heart raced as he clicked play on the video for the third time that morning. The timestamp in the corner mocked him—it was 9:47 AM, and he was supposed to be working, not indulging in his latest obsession.

But there was something about this video that had him hooked. The woman on the screen was unreal. Dressed head to toe in black leather, her stiletto heels gleamed under the studio lights as she paced around a camera-shy man bound on the floor. Her voice, cold and commanding, sent a shiver down his spine.

“You’re going to take it,” she hissed, pressing the sharp heel of her shoe against the man’s crotch. The man whimpered, and William’s breath hitched.

He couldn’t tear his eyes away. There was something about the way she moved, the way she dominated, that made his skin tingle and his cock twitch. He didn’t even care about the man on the floor. He was fixated on her. Her curves, her confidence, her power.

And then it hit him.

William leaned closer to his monitor, squinting at the screen. The woman’s face—sharp cheekbones, full lips, and those piercing green eyes—was unmistakable. It was Rae. Rae, his coworker from the IT department. The same Rae who always wore those sky-high heels to work, her footsteps clicking against the office floor like a metronome. The same Rae who rarely smiled, her demeanor as cold as her voice in the video.

William’s throat went dry. He glanced over his shoulder, half-expecting her to be standing there, catching him red-handed. But the office was quiet, the hum of fluorescent lights the only sound. He turned back to the screen, rewinding the video to the beginning. He needed to be sure.

There she was again, her legs clad in fishnet stockings, her leather skirt so tight it barely allowed her to move. She was a vision, a goddess, and William’s stomach twisted with a mix of arousal and panic. How had he not noticed before? How had he missed the way her heels accentuated her calves, the way her toes peeked out of her open-toed shoes? He’d always had a thing for feet, but now—now it was an obsession.

He closed the video, his face burning. He needed to focus, to get back to work before someone noticed he’d been slacking off. But his mind wouldn’t let go of the image of Rae, her heel pressing down, her lips curling into a cruel smile. He couldn’t stop thinking about how it would feel to be in that man’s place, to have her towering over him, her foot on his chest, her voice in his ear.

The rest of the morning passed in a haze. William tried to bury himself in spreadsheets and emails, but his thoughts kept drifting back to Rae. When he finally mustered the courage to get up for a coffee, he nearly collided with her in the break room.

She was there, leaning against the counter, her arms crossed over her chest. Her heels—black leather stilettos today—clicked against the tile floor as she turned to face him. William’s mouth went dry.

“William,” she said, her voice flat. “Did you need something?”

He fumbled for words, his eyes flickering down to her shoes before he caught himself. “Uh, just getting coffee,” he said, his voice cracking. He grabbed a mug from the cabinet, his hands trembling.

Rae raised an eyebrow, her gaze lingering on him like she could see straight through him. “You’ve been acting strange all day,” she said. “Is something wrong?”

William’s heart pounded. He could feel the weight of her stare, the tension in the air. He opened his mouth to reply, but the words wouldn’t come. Instead, he blurted out, “I saw your video.”

The moment the words left his mouth, he regretted it. Rae’s eyes narrowed, her lips tightening into a thin line. “Excuse me?”

William swallowed hard, his face burning. “I—I didn’t mean to—”

“You’ve been watching me?” she interrupted, her voice low and dangerous. She took a step closer, her heels clicking sharply against the floor. “You little creep.”

William flinched, his hands clutching the mug like a lifeline. “I wasn’t—I didn’t—”

Rae cut him off with a laugh, cold and humorless. “Do you think I’m some kind of whore? That I’m just here for you to gawk at?”

“No!” William said quickly, his voice rising. “It’s not like that. I just—I…” He trailed off, his gaze dropping to her feet again. He couldn’t help it. The way her toes flexed in her heels, the way the leather hugged her arch—it was mesmerizing.

Rae followed his gaze, her expression shifting from anger to something else—something calculating. She tilted her head, a slow smile spreading across her face. “Oh, I see,” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “You have a little fetish, don’t you?”

William’s face burned, but he didn’t deny it. He couldn’t. Not when she was standing there, towering over him like a queen.

Rae laughed again, but this time there was a hint of amusement in it. “You’re pathetic,” she said, stepping closer until she was right in front of him. “But maybe… maybe you can be useful to me.”

William’s heart skipped a beat. “What do you mean?”

Rae leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “Meet me at the Red Rose Motel after work. Room 12.”

Before he could respond, she turned on her heel and walked out of the break room, her footsteps echoing down the hallway. William stood there, his cock straining against his pants, his mind racing. He didn’t know what to expect, but he knew one thing for sure: he had to be there.

—

The Red Rose Motel was exactly what William expected—cheap, rundown, and seedy. The neon sign buzzed faintly as he pulled into the parking lot, his hands gripping the steering wheel tightly. His heart pounded in his chest as he made his way to Room 12, his footsteps heavy on the cracked pavement.

He knocked on the door, his breath catching as it swung open. Rae stood there, dressed in her leather outfit from the video, her heels gleaming under the dim light. She smirked, stepping aside to let him in.

“You came,” she said, her voice low and tinged with amusement. “I wasn’t sure you’d have the guts.”

William swallowed hard, his eyes darting around the room. It was sparse, with a bed, a table, and a few cameras set up on tripods. His stomach twisted with nerves, but the sight of Rae in her heels kept him rooted in place.

“Take off your clothes,” she commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument.

William hesitated for a moment before obeying, his hands trembling as he stripped down to nothing.

Rae smirked, holding up a black leather mask. “Put this on,” she said, tossing it to him.

William caught it, his hands shaking as he slipped it over his head. It covered his eyes and nose, leaving only his mouth exposed.

“Lie down,” she ordered, pointing to the floor. William obeyed, his heart pounding as he stretched out on the cold tile.

Rae stepped over him, her heels clicking against the floor as she positioned herself above him.

“You’re going to be perfect for my next video,” she said, her voice cold and commanding.

Rae pressed the heel of her shoe against his chest, and William hissed in pain, but he didn’t dare move.

She laughed, the sound sending a shiver down his spine. “You like this, don’t you?” she taunted, grinding her heel into his skin. “You love being beneath me, don’t you?”

William moaned, his cock throbbing as she moved her foot lower, pressing it against his balls. The pain was sharp, but it was mixed with pleasure, and he couldn’t help but crave more.

“You’re mine now,” Rae hissed, leaning down to spit in his mouth. “Do you understand?”

William nodded, his body trembling as she removed her shoe and shoved her foot into his face.

“Lick it,” she commanded, and he obeyed, his tongue running along the sole of her foot.

Rae moaned, her hand gripping his hair as she forced him to worship her feet. “That’s it,” she purred. “You’re such a good little slut.”

William’s hand moved to his cock, stroking it furiously as he licked and sucked on her toes. He couldn’t hold back anymore, his release building quickly as Rae continued to taunt and dominate him.

“You’re going to cum for me, aren’t you?” she sneered, grinding her foot against his face. “You’re going to explode for your goddess.”

William groaned, his body trembling as he came, his cum splattering across his chest. Rae laughed, stepping back and wiping her foot on his stomach.

“Pathetic,” she muttered, but there was a hint of approval in her voice. She turned to the cameras, pressing a button to stop the recording. “You did well,” she said, glancing back at him. “Would you like to do it again sometime?”

William nodded, his heart racing. He never thought he’d find himself in this situation, but now—now he couldn’t imagine anything else.

Rae smirked, leaning down to whisper in his ear, “Good. I’ll be in touch.”

And with that, she turned and walked out of the room, her heels clicking against the floor as William lay there, his body still trembling from the encounter. He couldn’t wait for their next shoot.

A BOOT LOVER’S DREAM COME TRUE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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