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A CAM GIRL CASHES OUT

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

There she was.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He couldn’t wait to do it again.

A MESMERIZING CUSTOMER

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

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

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

That’s when she walked in.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then the curtain opened.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A FINDOM AWAKENING

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

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

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

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

But all that changed when he met Rhiannon.

—

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

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

“I’m Rhiannon,” she introduced herself.

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

Rhiannon just smiled, extending her hand.

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Get naked,” she told him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Kevin didn’t hesitate, quickly writing another check.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A COSTLY ENCOUNTER

FM / Femdom / Findom / Handjob / Ruined Orgasm

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

THE 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.

BEST FRIENDS TAKE CONTROL

FFM / Femdom / Findom / Rimming / Blowjob

Clyde’s office was quiet, the kind of quiet that only came with wealth. Mahogany walls, a leather chair worth more than most cars, and a view of the city that stretched for miles. He sat at his desk, fingers drumming on the polished wood, staring at the screen of his laptop. Numbers. Always numbers. But today, they didn’t hold his attention. Not when he knew she was coming.

The click of heels echoed down the hall, sharp and deliberate. His heart quickened. Annabelle. She always announced herself like this, her presence undeniable. The door creaked open, and there she was, her red dress hugging her curves like it had been painted on. Beside her stood Scarlett, her best friend, a blonde with legs that seemed to go on forever. They were a dangerous duo, and Clyde knew it.

“Clyde, darling,” Annabelle purred, her voice dripping with honey and mischief.

He swallowed hard. “Annabelle. Scarlett. What brings you here?”

Annabelle strolled into the room, her hips swaying with every step. She leaned against his desk, her fingers trailing along the edge. “We’re going shopping. And we need your support. At least a thousand dollars.”

Clyde raised an eyebrow. “Shopping? Again? Didn’t you just go last week?”

She tilted her head, her lips curving into a smirk. “We have expensive tastes, Clyde. You know that.”

He hesitated. He wasn’t cheap, but a thousand dollars for a shopping trip seemed excessive. Before he could say anything, Annabelle’s fingers moved to the buttons of her skirt. Slowly, she undid the top button, then the next, revealing a sliver of her lace underwear. Her breasts pressed against the fabric of her dress, and Clyde’s mouth went dry.

“Come on, darling,” she whispered, her voice low and teasing. “You don’t want us to go without our little treat, do you?”

His resolve crumbled. He reached for his wallet, pulling out a crisp stack of bills and handing it to her. “Here. One thousand. Enjoy yourselves.”

Annabelle’s eyes sparkled as she took the money, but she didn’t move. Instead, she glanced at Scarlett. “Scarlett needs her own allowance. We wouldn’t want any jealousy between us, would we?”

Clyde’s jaw tightened. Another thousand? But as he opened his mouth to protest, Scarlett stepped forward. She crossed her legs, the slit in her skirt revealing a tantalizing glimpse of her thigh. Her lips curved into a sultry smile as she leaned over his desk.

“Please, Clyde,” she said, her voice soft but insistent. “You wouldn’t deny a girl her fun, would you?”

His throat felt dry as he stared at her. Scarlett was everything Annabelle was—beautiful, confident, and utterly intoxicating. Without a word, he handed over another stack of bills. Annabelle’s smirk widened, and she leaned in to whisper something in Scarlett’s ear. They both giggled, the sound sending a shiver down Clyde’s spine.

Then, Scarlett did something that made his blood run hot. She bent over his desk, her ass in the air, and slowly lifted her skirt. The sight of her lace-clad ass was almost too much to handle. She glanced over her shoulder, her eyes locking with his.

“For an extra five thousand,” she said, her voice dripping with seduction, “you can have a taste.”

Clyde’s breath hitched. He looked at Annabelle, desperate for some kind of guidance. She simply nodded, her eyes dark with amusement.

“Go on, Clyde,” she said. “You know you want to.”

His hands trembled as he stood, his cock already straining against his pants. He approached Scarlett, his heart pounding in his chest. The scent of her perfume filled his senses as he dropped to his knees. His tongue traced the curve of her ass, and she let out a soft moan. He delved deeper, his hands gripping her hips as he devoured her.

Annabelle watched, her lips curling into a satisfied smile. Clyde was hers, completely and utterly. But she wasn’t done with him yet.

Clyde’s cock was rock hard, every fiber of his being consumed by desire. He looked up at Annabelle, his voice pleading. “Please, let me cum.”

Annabelle’s smile widened. “That’ll be another five thousand.”

He groaned, but he couldn’t refuse. Not when she was like this. Annabelle stepped forward, her fingers brushing against the bulge in his pants. She unzipped him, freeing his cock, and wrapped her hand around him. Her touch was firm, precise, and it sent sparks of pleasure through his body.

She dropped to her knees, her lips wrapping around him. Clyde’s head fell back, a low moan escaping his lips. Her tongue swirled around the tip, her hand working him expertly. He was so close, so fucking close.

“Annabelle,” he gasped. “I’m going to—”

She didn’t stop. She took him deeper, her throat muscles contracting around him. With a cry, Clyde came, his release spilling into her mouth. Annabelle pulled back, swallowing every drop, a look of triumph in her eyes.

Still trembling, Clyde stumbled to his safe, keyed in the code, and handed over the stacks of cash. Annabelle and Scarlett exchanged a glance, their smiles knowing.

“You’re so generous, Clyde,” Annabelle purred, her fingers trailing along his jaw.

“The most generous,” Scarlett added, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

Clyde couldn’t help but smile. They were dangerous, manipulative, and utterly irresistible. And he wouldn’t have it any other way.

Annabelle leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear. “Next time, darling, we’ll make it ten thousand. And I’ll let you do even more.”

Clyde’s breath caught, his cock twitching at the thought. He could already feel the heat building, the anticipation tightening in his chest. “Annabelle, I—”

But before he could finish, she pulled away, her laughter echoing through the room. Scarlett followed her, their heels clicking against the floor as they left.

He stood there, his heart racing, his body still humming with desire. They knew exactly how to play him, and he fucking loved it.

A STEP MOTHER’S OFFER

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

ALMOST GETTING LAID

FM / Femdom / Findom / Strip Tease / Hand Job / Premature Ejaculation

Hal had always considered himself a catch. Successful, wealthy, and, in his own estimation, charming. Yet, as he sat at the bar of the dimly lit strip club, a tumbler of whiskey in hand, he couldn’t shake the gnawing frustration that had been following him for months.

Why can’t I get laid? he wondered, staring at the amber liquid as if it held the answer. He was a good guy. He had money, a nice car, a penthouse apartment. But none of it seemed to matter to the women he pursued. They’d smile politely, laugh at his jokes, and then ghost him after one or two dates. It didn’t make sense. At least not to Hal.

The bass from the club’s speakers thumped through the floor, vibrating in his chest. Hal glanced around, taking in the neon lights, the haze of smoke, and the women on stage who moved with a confidence he could only dream of commanding in his own life.

His eyes landed on one dancer in particular—Vonda. She was a vision, her caramel skin glowing under the strobe lights, her curves accentuated by a tiny bra and g-string that left little to the imagination. She caught his gaze, her lips curling into a sly smile, and Hal felt his pulse quicken.

When Vonda approached him after her set, he was already fumbling for his wallet. “Lap dance?” she asked, her voice smooth and teasing.

Hal nodded, handing her a crisp hundred-dollar bill without hesitation. She led him to a plush chair, her hips swaying with every step, and Hal’s mouth went dry.

As she began her dance, Hal was entranced. Her movements were deliberate, sensual, designed to make him forget every frustration, every failure. She leaned in close, her breath warm against his ear, and he could smell the sweetness of her perfume mingling with the faint scent of sweat. She’s incredible, he thought, his hands gripping the armrests so tightly his knuckles turned white. He wanted to touch her, to feel the warmth of her skin beneath his fingers, but he knew the rules. He’d paid for the dance, and that was all he was entitled to.

When it was over, Hal was breathless.

Vonda smiled down at him, her fingers trailing lightly over his shoulder. “Buy me a drink?” she asked, her voice sweet and demure.

Hal didn’t even think before nodding. He followed her to the bar, his wallet already open.

As they sipped their drinks, Hal found himself opening up to her in a way he hadn’t with anyone else. “I don’t get it,” he admitted, his voice tinged with frustration. “I’m a good guy. I’ve got everything going for me. But women… they just don’t seem interested. I mean, what’s wrong with me?”

Vonda studied him for a moment, her dark eyes unreadable. Then she smiled, a slow, knowing smile that made Hal’s stomach twist. “Maybe you just need a little… guidance,” she said, her voice dripping with suggestion. “Why don’t we go back to a private room?”

Hal’s heart raced. This is it, he thought. I’m finally going to get laid. He followed her eagerly, barely noticing the other patrons as they made their way to a small, curtained-off room at the back of the club.

Inside, the air was thick with anticipation. Vonda turned to him, her expression still playful but with a hint of seriousness. “Five hundred,” she said, holding out her hand.

Hal didn’t hesitate. He pulled out his wallet, counted out the cash, and handed it over.

Vonda’s smile widened as she tucked the money into her g-string. Then, with a slow, deliberate motion, she began to strip. First the bra, then the g-string, until she stood before him completely naked. Hal’s breath caught in his throat. She was even more stunning than he’d imagined, her body a masterpiece of curves and soft skin. She turned, giving him a view of her ass as she swayed her hips, and Hal felt himself growing hard beneath his pants.

“Can I… can I touch you?” he asked, his voice trembling with desire.

Vonda glanced over her shoulder, her lips curving into a smirk. “For another thousand.”

Hal’s hands shook as he opened his wallet. But when he looked inside, it was empty. He swore under his breath, panic rising in his chest. “I… I don’t have any more cash.”

Vonda chuckled, the sound low and throaty. “That’s okay, baby,” she purred. “I take cards.”

Hal handed over his credit card, his heart pounding as she swiped it through a small card reader. The transaction went through with a beep, and Vonda handed the card back to him. “Go ahead,” she said, stepping closer. “Touch me.”

His hands moved tentatively at first, brushing over her breasts, feeling the weight of them in his palms. She sighed softly, encouraging him, and he grew bolder. His fingers trailed down her stomach, lower, until they found the soft curls between her legs. He cupped her, his thumb brushing over her clit, and Vonda’s breath hitched.

“That’s it,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper. “Just like that.”

But it wasn’t enough. Hal needed more. “Please,” he begged, his voice desperate. “Make me cum.”

Vonda rolled her eyes, a smirk playing on her lips. She reached for the card reader again, holding it out to him. “Ten grand,” she said, her tone matter-of-fact.

Hal didn’t even think. He swiped his card again, his hands trembling with excitement. The machine beeped, and Vonda set it aside. She knelt before him, her fingers deftly unzipping his pants and freeing his hard cock. She stroked him slowly, her touch firm but teasing, and Hal’s hips bucked involuntarily.

It didn’t take long. The combination of her hand and the knowledge of what he’d just spent was too much. With a groan, Hal came, spurting over his pants as Vonda watched with an amused expression. She stood, wiping her hands on a nearby towel, and gave him a final, teasing smile.

“See you around, Hal,” she said, before disappearing through the curtain, leaving him alone in the room.

Hal sat there, his heart still racing, his pants sticky with his own release. He’d almost gotten laid… almost. But he was confident that next time would be better.

He felt a strange mix of emotions—humiliation, disappointment, and yet… he was still turned on. She’s incredible, he thought again, his mind already drifting to the next time he’d see her. He knew he’d be back. He just didn’t know how much it would cost him.

PAYING FOR HIS FREEDOM

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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 PAY PIG

FM / Femdom / Findom / Sissy / Crossdressing / Rimming / Pegging

Milton stared at his reflection in the polished mahogany mirror of his vast, empty mansion. The chandelier above him cast a soft glow on his face, highlighting the faint circles under his eyes. He sighed, running a hand through his thinning hair. Money couldn’t buy happiness—he’d learned that the hard way. He had everything a man could want: luxury cars, priceless art, a sprawling estate. But none of it filled the void. He was lonely. And worse, he was… inadequate.

He’d never been the kind of man women flocked to. He wasn’t tall, wasn’t muscular, and his confidence? Nonexistent. Dates were rare, and when they did happen, they ended in awkward handshakes and ghosted texts. He’d tried everything: Match, Tinder, even a high-end dating service. Nothing worked. Until tonight.

He opened his phone, scrolling to the dating app he’d installed just a week ago. His thumb hovered over the profile of the woman who’d caught his eye. Donatella. Her name was as captivating as her photo. She was stunning—long, dark hair cascading over her shoulders, olive skin glowing in the soft light of her selfie, and a smile that seemed to promise secrets Milton could only dream of. With a deep breath, he messaged her.

“Would you like to come over tonight?” he typed, his heart pounding. He expected silence, or maybe a polite decline. But within minutes, she replied.

“I’ll be there.”

And just like that, Milton’s evening took a turn he never saw coming.

—

When Donatella arrived, Milton’s breath hitched. She was even more beautiful in person, her curves hugged by a sleek black dress that screamed confidence. Her heels clicked against the marble floor of his foyer as she stepped inside, her perfume enveloping him like a spell.

“Welcome,” Milton said, his voice barely above a whisper. He felt small next to her, like a child meeting a queen.

Donatella smiled, her crimson lips curving into a knowing smirk. “Nice place,” she said, her voice smooth and low.

She walked past him, her hips swaying with every step, and made her way to the living room. Milton followed, his palms sweaty, his mind racing.

They sat on the plush leather couch, and Milton tried to make small talk. But Donatella wasn’t interested in the weather or his job. Her eyes locked onto his, and before he could say another word, she leaned in and kissed him.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was hungry, dominant, and Milton felt himself melting into it. His hands trembled as they hesitantly touched her waist, but Donatella took control, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer. When she finally pulled away, Milton was breathless, his heart pounding in his chest.

“Let’s play a game,” Donatella said, her voice dripping with mischief.

“A… a game?” Milton stammered.

She nodded, her dark eyes gleaming. “A game that’s mutually beneficial. Do you trust me?”

Milton hesitated, but the way she looked at him—like she could see straight into his soul—made him nod. “I trust you.”

“Good.” Donatella stood up, towering over him. “Strip. Now.”

Milton’s cheeks flushed. “I… what?”

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

His hands shook as he fumbled with the buttons of his shirt. Donatella watched him with an unreadable expression, her arms crossed over her chest. When he finally stood naked before her, his small cock stiffening despite his humiliation, Donatella let out a low laugh.

“Oh, Milton,” she said, her laughter tinged with something dark and alluring. “You’re even more adorable than I thought.”

He wanted to disappear, but the way she looked at him—like he was hers, like she owned him—made his arousal spike. Donatella reached into her bag and pulled out a bundle of lace and silk. She tossed it at him, and it unfurled into a set of bright pink lingerie.

“Put it on,” she commanded.

Milton’s stomach churned, but he couldn’t resist. He slipped the panties on first, the lace soft against his skin. Next came the bra, which he struggled to fasten, his fingers clumsy with nerves. When he was fully dressed, Donatella stepped closer, her eyes raking over him.

“You make a beautiful sissy,” she purred, her fingers tracing the lace on his chest. Milton shivered, his cock twitching in the tight confines of the panties. “From now on, you’re my sissy pet. You’ll do exactly as I say. Understand?”

Milton nodded, his throat dry. He’d never felt so humiliated, so exposed. But he’d also never been so aroused. Donatella’s dominance awakened something in him—a part of himself he’d tried to bury.

“Good boy,” she whispered, turning around and bending over the couch. She lifted her dress, revealing her firm, round ass. “Now, eat.”

Milton hesitated for only a moment before dropping to his knees. He pressed his face against her, his tongue darting out to lick her asshole. Donatella let out a moan, her fingers gripping the couch cushions.

“That’s it,” she said, her voice breathless. “Such a good sissy.”

His tongue worked eagerly, spurred on by her praise. When she finally pulled away, Milton’s face was wet, his heart racing. Donatella turned to him, her eyes blazing with desire.

“Now, lie down,” she ordered.

Milton obeyed, his body trembling as he lay back on the couch. Donatella reached into her bag again and produced a strap-on dildo, its size making Milton’s eyes widen. She fastened it around her hips, the latex gleaming in the light.

She positioned herself between his legs, her fingers gripping his hips. “Relax,” she said, though her tone was more command than comfort. “This is going to feel so good.”

Milton’s breath hitched as she pushed the tip of the dildo against his entrance. He’d never done this before, never even considered it. But as she slowly slid inside, stretching him, filling him, he let out a moan he didn’t know he was capable of.

Donatella grinned, her hips moving in a steady rhythm. “How does it feel, sissy?” she taunted, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “To be fucked like a woman?”

Milton couldn’t answer. He was too lost in the sensation, in the way she filled him, commanded him. When he came, his body convulsing, he cried out, his cum staining the lace of his panties. Donatella pulled away, removing the strap-on and setting it aside.

She leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “You’re mine now,” she whispered. “And I expect to be paid for my services.”

Milton’s eyes widened. “P-paid?”

“Five thousand dollars,” she said, her tone leaving no room for negotiation. “And don’t even think about saying no. Unless you want your little secret to get out.”

Milton’s stomach dropped, but he didn’t hesitate. He unlocked his safe, his hands trembling as he counted out the cash. Donatella took it with a smile, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

“I’ll be back soon,” she said, her lips brushing against his cheek. “And next time, it’ll cost you double.”

As she walked out the door, Milton stood there, his body still tingling, his mind reeling. He’d never felt so humiliated, so… alive. He looked down at the lace clinging to his body, and for the first time in his life, he felt a strange sense of clarity. This was who he was. This was his destiny.

FINDOM WITH LAURA

FFM / BDSM / First Person / Findom / Stilletos / Trampling / Foot Worship / Cunnilingus / Whipping / Teasing

The phone buzzed on the kitchen counter, interrupting the quiet hum of the TV in the background. I glanced over at Laura, who was sprawled on the couch, her auburn hair spilling over the armrest like a lazy cat.

She raised an eyebrow at me, her lips curling into a sly smile. “That better be money calling,” she said, her voice laced with both hope and exhaustion.

I picked up the phone, my fingers brushing against the cracked screen. “Brandi,” I answered, my tone professional but warm.

On the other end of the line, a deep, smooth voice introduced himself as Andre. He was direct, no small talk, just straight to the point. Rich men always are, I thought to myself. He wanted a session—a special one. He wanted to be dominated. By both of us.

I hesitated for a moment, exchanging a look with Laura. We weren’t new to this, but things had been… different lately. Ever since Donte got locked up, every job felt heavier, more desperate. We needed money—a lot of it—and fast. Andre offered five thousand dollars. My stomach clenched at the number. It was a big score, and it would help us pay for a high-priced attorney.

“We’ll be there,” I said, my voice steady despite the nerves fluttering in my chest.

Laura was already up, moving with the kind of purposeful energy that only she could summon. We headed to the bedroom, where our wardrobe was a mix of lingerie, leather, and lace. We chose black leather—his request. The outfits were tight, the material hugging our curves like a second skin. I slipped into my stilettos while Laura adjusted her corset, her reflection in the mirror sharp and confident.

Laura caught my eye and smirked. “Let’s make him beg,” she said, and I couldn’t help but laugh, though the weight of our situation lingered in the back of my mind.

When we arrived at Andre’s house, it was exactly what I expected—large, modern, and impersonal. He greeted us at the door, his eyes immediately scanning us from head to toe. He was tall, broad-shouldered, and impeccably dressed, but there was something in his gaze that gave him away. Nervousness, I realized. He wanted this, but he was out of his element. Good.

Andre handed me an envelope full of cash. Five neat stacks of one thousand dollars. I stuffed it in my purse, feeling my excitement grow.

“Downstairs,” he said, leading us to the basement.

The space was dimly lit, the air cool and slightly damp. My eyes swept over the room, taking in the assortment of BDSM gear—whips, restraints, paddles. It was all meticulously arranged, like a museum exhibit. Andre wasted no time. He stripped off his clothes, his movements deliberate but jittery, and laid himself on the floor. Submission, I thought, it’s written all over him.

Laura stepped forward first, her stilettos clicking against the concrete floor. She placed one foot on his chest, pressing down just enough to make him gasp. I followed suit, the sharp heel of my shoe digging into his stomach. He groaned, a sound that was part pain, part pleasure, and I felt a strange thrill run through me. Control. We had it, and he wanted us to keep it.

After a while, we stepped off him, and that’s when the real worship began. He started with Laura, slowly unbuckling the straps of her high heels. He held her foot in his hand, his lips brushing against her toes before taking one into his mouth. I watched, my arms crossed, as he moved to me.

Andre gently removed my shoes, placing them aside, his hands trembling as they cradled my foot. His lips trailed up my calf, his breath hot against my skin. When he reached my thigh, I stopped him, guiding his head between my legs.

“Eat me,” I commanded, my voice low but firm.

He obeyed, his tongue working in slow, deliberate circles. I grabbed his head, forcing him to focus on my clit, and his moans vibrated against me.

Laura grabbed a whip from the wall, the sound of it cracking through the air as she brought it down on his back. He cried out, but there was no mistaking the pleasure in his voice. I joined her on the bed, my hand wrapping around his cock as I teased him, my fingers light but deliberate.

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

I shook my head, my lips brushing against his ear. “Not yet.”

Laura and I took turns teasing him with our mouths, my tongue tracing the length of his cock while she focused on his balls. We brought him to the edge, then stopped, watching as he writhed beneath us.

“Anything,” he pleaded, his voice desperate. “I’ll do anything.”

I leaned back, a slow smile spreading across my face. “Anything?” I repeated, my tone playful but sharp. He nodded, his eyes wide. I glanced at Laura, who was already grinning. “Another five thousand,” I said, the words hanging in the air like a challenge.

He hesitated, his breathing ragged. But then he nodded, his voice barely a whisper. “Yes.”

Laura and I didn’t waste any time. We worked together, our mouths moving in perfect sync, until he came with a cry that echoed through the basement. Afterward, he unlocked his safe, his hands still shaking as he handed over another five grand. We dressed quickly, the weight of the money heavy in my purse as we stepped out into the night.

The ride home was quiet, the hum of the engine filling the silence. I stared out the window, the city lights blurring past as my thoughts drifted to Donte. We’re closer, I told myself, but the fear was still there, gnawing at the edges of my mind.

Laura reached over, her hand resting on mine. “We’ll get him out,” she said, her voice firm.

I nodded, but the worry didn’t fade. It never did.

THE PRICE OF INADEQUACY

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She smirked, stepping closer. “Anything?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Randy hesitated, his hands trembling.

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

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

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

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

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

Cara rolled her eyes. “Ten thousand dollars.”

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Cara laughed, standing up. “Pathetic.”

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

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

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

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

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.

NOTE TO PAY PIGS

If you’re a submissive man purchasing this book, and you would like to support the dreams of a beautiful and dominant woman, please consider purchasing the rest of my books. If you enjoyed this book, please leave a nice review!
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