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CARVER’S CHASTITY CHALLENGE

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

Carver sat in the dimly lit study of his sprawling mansion, the crystal tumbler of whiskey in his hand catching the faint glow of the fireplace. The richness of the room—polished mahogany, leather-bound books, imported rugs—did little to soothe the gnawing emptiness inside him.

Money had always been a given, a cushion that softened every fall. But lately, it felt more like a prison. Too perfect. Too predictable. He swirled the whiskey, watching the amber liquid cling to the glass, and sighed.

His phone buzzed on the side table, and for a moment, he considered ignoring it. But curiosity got the better of him. It was the dating app he’d downloaded on a whim—half out of boredom, half out of desperation.

A new match. Her name was Jenna. He opened the app, and there she was. Her profile picture was vibrant, full of life. Her smile was mischievous, her eyes sparkling with a kind of energy he hadn’t seen in years. Her bio was short but intriguing: “Looking for someone who’s ready to live a little. Let’s see if you can keep up.”

Carver hesitated for a moment before sending her a message. Her reply was almost immediate, her words laced with wit and charm. They talked for hours that night, Jenna’s laughter echoing through his sterile life like a breeze through an open window. She was everything he wasn’t—free-spirited, adventurous, unapologetically bold. And he was hooked.

—

Their first date was at a cozy little bar downtown, far removed from the opulent restaurants he usually frequented. Jenna walked in wearing a leather jacket and a grin that could disarm anyone. She didn’t seem impressed by his wealth, and that intrigued him even more. They talked, they laughed, and by the end of the night, Carver felt something he hadn’t in years: excitement.

Over the next few weeks, Jenna introduced him to a world he’d never imagined. She was into BDSM, she explained one evening, her voice casual but her eyes burning with intensity. It wasn’t about pain, she said, but about trust, control, and surrender. Carver was hesitant at first, but the way she talked about it, the way she looked at him, stirred something deep within him. He agreed to try it—just a little, just to see.

And then came the night that changed everything. Jenna arrived at his mansion wearing a tight black dress that clung to her curves like a second skin. Her heels clicked against the marble floor, and her perfume filled the air—something intoxicating, something dangerous. She sauntered into the study where Carver was waiting, a sly smile playing on her lips.

“Ready to play a game?” she asked, her voice low and teasing.

Carver’s heart skipped a beat. “What kind of game?”

Jenna reached into her purse and pulled out a small, sleek device. It was a chastity cage. Carver’s eyes widened as she held it up, the metal catching the light.

“Your orgasms,” she said, her tone dripping with authority, “are now under my control.”

Carver stared at her, his mind racing. This was new. This was intense. He’d never done anything like this before. He swallowed hard, his pulse quickening. “I… I don’t know.”

Jenna stepped closer, her eyes locking onto his. “Trust me,” she whispered, her breath warm against his ear. “You’ll love it.”

Something in her voice, in her confidence, made him nod. Jenna smiled, a predatory gleam in her eye, and knelt down in front of him. She unzipped his pants with deliberate slowness, her fingers brushing against him as she slipped the chastity cage around his cock. Carver’s breath hitched as she locked it into place, the cold metal a stark contrast to the heat coursing through his body.

“One week,” Jenna said, standing up and pocketing the key. “Seven days. And during that time, you’re mine.”

Carver nodded, his heart pounding in his chest. He didn’t realize how much those seven days would test him.

The teasing began almost immediately. Jenna would send him pictures of herself in lingerie, her body a tantalizing promise. She’d call him late at night, her voice soft and sultry, describing in vivid detail all the things she wanted to do to him—if only he weren’t locked up. She’d visit his home, dressed in outfits that left little to the imagination, and sit just close enough for him to catch the faint scent of her perfume. Carver was in torment. He couldn’t focus on work, couldn’t sleep without dreaming of her. The chastity cage was a constant reminder of his submission, a weight he couldn’t ignore.

By the seventh day, Carver was a wreck. He paced the floor of his mansion, his nerves frayed, his body aching for release. When Jenna finally arrived, he nearly collapsed with relief. She looked more beautiful than ever, her hair cascading over her shoulders, her lips painted a deep, seductive red.

“Well done,” she said as she stepped inside, her voice dripping with approval. “You lasted the whole week.”

Carver nodded, his voice shaky. “Can I… can I take it off now?”

Jenna smirked. “Not so fast. First, you need to remember who’s in charge here.”

She led him to the bedroom, her hips swaying with every step. Carver followed, his heart pounding in anticipation. Jenna turned to face him, her fingers toying with the chain around her neck. The key dangled there, a small, tantalizing promise. She unclasped it and held it up, her eyes never leaving his.

“Ready?” she asked, her voice soft but commanding.

Carver nodded, his breath coming in short, shallow gasps. Jenna knelt down in front of him, her fingers fumbling with the lock. The moment the chastity cage came off, Carver’s cock sprang to life, hard and throbbing. He groaned, the sensation almost overwhelming after a week of denial.

Jenna stood up and began to undress, her movements slow and deliberate. Her dress slipped to the floor, revealing the curve of her hips, the swell of her breasts. She was flawless, a goddess in human form. She climbed onto the bed and lay back, her legs parted, her body glowing in the dim light.

“Touch yourself,” she commanded, her voice low and sultry. “But don’t you dare cum until I tell you.”

Carver obeyed, his hand wrapping around his cock, his strokes slow and deliberate. Jenna watched him, her eyes dark with desire. Then, with a wicked grin, she positioned herself over his face, her pussy hovering just inches above his mouth.

“Lick me,” she ordered, and Carver didn’t hesitate.

His tongue flicked against her clit, his fingers tightening around his shaft. Jenna moaned, her hips grinding against his face as he explored her with his tongue. She was wet, her arousal coating his lips as he worked her slowly, methodically.

The room filled with the sound of their mutual pleasure—Jenna’s soft moans, Carver’s labored breaths, the slick, wet noises of his tongue against her. Jenna’s body tensed, her thighs clamping around his head as she reached her climax. Her juices flowed, a flood of warmth that Carver eagerly lapped up.

“Now,” Jenna gasped, her voice trembling with desire. “Cum for me.”

Carver didn’t need to be told twice. His strokes grew frantic, his hips bucking as he felt the pressure building, the tension coiling in his core. With a loud groan, he came, his release shooting across his chest, hot and thick. He collapsed back onto the bed, his body trembling, his mind blissfully blank.

Jenna rolled off of him, a satisfied smile on her face. She traced a finger through the mess on his chest, her touch sending shivers down his spine. “Good boy,” she purred, her voice dripping with approval.

After a quick shower, Jenna handed him the chastity cage once more. Carver’s stomach dropped as he realized what she had in mind.

“Two weeks this time,” she said, her eyes glinting with mischief as she clicked the lock shut. Think you can handle it?”

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.

A DIFFERENT KIND OF WOMAN

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ready?” she asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

DANGEROUS CURIOSITY

FM / Femdom / Chastity / BDSM / Paddling / Body Worship / Cunnilingus

The first time Xander met Camilla, he felt an electric pull he couldn’t quite explain. She was confident, commanding, and carried herself with an air of mystery that intrigued him. They met at a coffee shop, of all places, where she struck up a conversation about the book he was reading—a thriller that, coincidentally, explored themes of control and submission.

Camilla’s smile was knowing, her eyes playful as she leaned in and said, “You seem like someone who’d appreciate a deeper dive into those themes.”

A week later, she invited him to a BDSM club. He agreed, his curiosity piqued. The club was nothing like he’d expected. The air was thick with the scent of leather and sweat, the dim lighting casting shadows on scenes that both fascinated and intimidated him.

Men and women moved in deliberate, choreographed ways—some bound in intricate knots, others submitting to the crack of a whip. Xander’s heart raced as he watched, his eyes drawn to the men wearing chastity devices. What must that feel like? he wondered, his fascination growing with each passing moment.

Camilla noticed his gaze lingering. “Curious?” she asked, her voice low and teasing.

“I… I don’t know,” Xander admitted, his voice tinged with uncertainty. “It’s just… fascinating. The idea of giving up control like that. Letting someone else decide when… or if…” He trailed off, heat rising to his cheeks.

Camilla’s lips curved into a sly smile. “It’s not for everyone. But for some, it’s the ultimate act of submission. The ultimate trust.” She placed a hand on his arm, her touch sending a shiver down his spine. “Think about it.”

He did. For days after, the image of those devices haunted him. He found himself fantasizing about Camilla holding the key, about her deciding when—or if—he could experience pleasure. The thought excited him in a way he couldn’t fully articulate. It wasn’t just about the physical sensation; it was about the surrender, the trust, the power she would hold over him.

When he finally brought it up to her, he was nervous, his palms slick with sweat. They were in her bedroom, the soft glow of a lamp casting a warm light over the room. Camilla sat on the edge of her bed, watching him with an unreadable expression as he stammered through his thoughts.

“I… I can’t stop thinking about it,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. “About… about you. Holding the key. Controlling me.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out the chastity device, the metal cool in his trembling hands. “I want this. I want you.”

Camilla raised an eyebrow, her gaze flickering from the device to his face. “Do you even know what you’re asking for?” she asked, her voice calm but firm. “This isn’t a game, Xander. It’s a commitment. A promise.”

“I do,” he said, his voice steadier now. “I’ve thought about it. Every day since the club. I… I trust you.”

She studied him for a long moment, her expression inscrutable. Then, finally, she nodded. “Strip,” she commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument.

Xander’s heart pounded as he obeyed, his fingers fumbling with the buttons of his shirt as he peeled off his clothes piece by piece. When he stood before her, completely naked, he felt exposed in more ways than one. Camilla’s eyes raked over him, assessing, evaluating.

Suddenly, she reached for a leather paddle that lay on the nightstand. The sight of it sent a jolt of anticipation through him. “Bend over the bed,” she instructed, her tone leaving no room for hesitation.

Xander complied, his stomach pressing against the cool sheets as he bent over. He heard the sharp crack of the paddle before he felt it, the pain blooming across his skin in a way that was both punishing and exhilarating. He yelped, his fingers clutching at the sheets as Camilla delivered another blow, then another.

“You want me to control you?” she asked, her voice sharp and demanding. “You want me to decide when, or if, you’re allowed to feel pleasure?”

“Yes,” Xander gasped, his voice trembling with a mix of pain and arousal.

“Then prove it,” Camilla said, landing another blow. “Prove you’re ready for this commitment.”

By the time she was done, Xander’s backside was flushed and tender, his breathing ragged. But he didn’t regret a moment of it. He felt alive, awake, in a way he never had before.

Camilla set the paddle aside and began to undress, her movements slow and deliberate. First, she removed her blouse, revealing a lace bra that left little to the imagination. Then, she stepped out of her skirt, her long legs encased in sheer stockings. Xander’s mouth went dry as he watched her, his arousal only intensifying.

“Worship me,” she commanded, her voice thick with authority.

Xander didn’t need to be told twice. He started with her feet, pressing gentle kisses to her arches as he worked his way up her legs. His hands trembled as he caressed her skin, his lips following the path his fingers traced. When he reached her thighs, Camilla removed her bra, her breasts spilling into view. Xander kissed each one, his tongue flicking over her nipples until they hardened under his attention.

Finally, Camilla stepped out of her panties, her body on full display. “Eat me,” she commanded, her voice low and husky.

Xander obeyed eagerly, his tongue delving into her folds as he tasted her for the first time. She was sweet and intoxicating, her moans music to his ears as he worked her into a frenzy. He licked and sucked until her thighs trembled, until she came with a cry that echoed through the room.

When he finally pulled back, Camilla looked down at him, her eyes dark with satisfaction. “You’ve proven yourself worthy,” she said, her voice soft but no less commanding.

Xander’s heart leapt with pride, his arousal nearly unbearable. He wanted to cum, needed to, but Camilla shook her head. “Maybe next time,” she said, a smirk playing on her lips.

She took the chastity device from where he had placed it on the bed and locked it around his cock with a soft click. The sensation was strange, both restrictive and reassuring. Then, she slipped the key onto a chain around her neck, the metal glinting against her skin.

Xander looked up at her, his chest swelling with a sense of pride and fulfillment. He had given her complete control, and in doing so, he had found a freedom he didn’t know he needed.

A CUCKOLD LOCKED IN CHASTITY

FMM / Femdom / Cuckold / Chastity / BDSM / Creampie / Cum Eating / Cunnilingus

Timmy heard the front door open and close, the sound echoing through the quiet house. His heart skittered in his chest, a mix of jealousy and arousal already gnawing at him. He could smell her before he saw her—Marie’s perfume, mingled with something else. Something musky. Something that made his cheeks burn and his stomach twist. She’d been with him again. Her lover. The man who could give her what Timmy couldn’t.

He stayed seated on the couch, his hands gripping his knees, trying to steady himself. The TV was on, but he hadn’t been paying attention for hours. He’d been waiting for her, imagining what she’d been doing. Imagining her moaning, her legs wrapped around another man, her body writhing under his touch. The thought made Timmy’s cock twitch in his pants, but he quickly pushed the sensation down. He wasn’t allowed to feel that way. Not without her permission.

“Timmy,” her voice called from the hallway, sharp and commanding. His name on her lips always sent a shiver down his spine. “Come here.”

He stood up, his legs shaky, and made his way to the bedroom. The door was slightly ajar, and he pushed it open, his breath catching in his throat. Marie was lounging on the bed, her bathrobe hanging open. Her skin glistened with a faint sheen of sweat, and her hair was disheveled. She looked satiated. And there, between her legs, he saw it. The evidence. Her lover’s cum, still glistening, dripping from her pussy.

His stomach churned, but he couldn’t look away. His heart pounded, and he felt himself growing hard despite himself. She smirked at him, her eyes dragging over his body like she could see right through him. Like she knew exactly what he was feeling.

“Come here,” she repeated, her voice low and velvety. She spread her legs wider, one hand lazily trailing down her thigh. “Eat me.”

Timmy’s throat went dry. He hesitated, his feet rooted to the floor. The thought of tasting another man’s cum—of touching her after she’d been with someone else—was both humiliating and exhilarating. His cock strained against his pants, and he felt a wave of shame wash over him. But he couldn’t deny that he wanted to please her. That he needed to.

He stepped forward, his hands trembling as he knelt at the foot of the bed. Marie watched him with a lazy smirk, her fingers toying with the sash of her robe. He leaned in, his nose brushing against her inner thigh, inhaling the scent of sex and sweat and him. His stomach tightened, but he couldn’t stop himself.

He pressed his tongue to her folds, hesitating for only a moment before diving in. The taste was bitter, salty, and unmistakably male. He swallowed hard, his stomach churning, but he didn’t stop. He sucked at her pussy, his tongue working in slow, deliberate circles, trying to draw every drop of her lover’s cum out of her. He could feel her watching him, her breath hitching as he worked.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her voice dripping with satisfaction. Her hand tangled in his hair, tugging him closer. “Don’t stop.”

He obeyed, his tongue moving faster now, lapping at her pussy with a hunger he didn’t know he had. He could feel her tensing, her thighs tightening around his head as she got closer. And then, with a sharp cry, she came, her body shuddering as she ground herself against his face. He kept going, licking and sucking until she pushed him away, her chest heaving.

Marie lay back against the pillows, a satisfied smile on her face. She looked down at him, her eyes gleaming with something dangerous. “I’ve been thinking,” she said, her voice languid but commanding. “Your cock is useless to me. You know that, don’t you?”

Timmy’s stomach dropped, but he nodded, his face burning with shame. He’d always known it. He could never satisfy her the way other men could. The way he could.

“So, I’ve decided,” Marie continued, her lips curling into a smirk. “You’re going to be locked up. No more pretending you can please me. No more pretending you’re a man. You’re mine, Timmy. And I’m going to make sure you remember that.”

His heart raced, a mixture of fear and arousal coursing through him. Chastity. The word sent a jolt of electricity through his body. The thought of being locked up—of giving up control of his own pleasure—was terrifying. And yet, it was also the most thrilling thing he’d ever heard.

“Do you understand?” she asked, her voice sharp.

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

“Good.” Marie sat up, reaching over to the nightstand and pulling out a small, silver device—a chastity cage.

Timmy’s stomach fluttered as she held it up, the metal gleaming in the dim light.

“Unzip your pants,” Marie demanded.

He hesitated for only a moment before obeying, his hands trembling as he unbuttoned his pants and pulled them down. His cock was already half-hard, twitching slightly as it was exposed to the cool air. Marie smirked, her fingers brushing against him as she took him in her hand. He groaned, his hips bucking instinctively, but she tightened her grip, her nails digging into his skin.

“This,” she said, her voice low and dangerous, “is never going inside me again. It’s mine now. I decide when it gets used. Understood?”

“Yes,” he whispered, his voice shaking.

She released him, her fingers deftly working the chastity device onto his cock. The metal was cold against his skin, and he winced as she tightened it, locking it in place. The sensation was strange—both restricting and oddly comforting. He looked down at himself, his cock now encased in the small, silver cage. It felt right. Like this was how things were supposed to be.

Marie leaned back, her fingers trailing over the key that dangled from the chain around her neck. “Good,” she said, her voice satisfied. “Now, go to bed. Tomorrow, I’ll be with him again. And you’ll be here. Locked up. Where you belong.”

Timmy nodded, his heart racing as he stood up. He could still taste her on his lips, and the thought of her being with someone else—of her coming home to him like this, always—made his cock throb painfully in the chastity device. He turned to leave, but her voice stopped him.

“Oh, and Timmy,” she said, her voice dripping with malice. “Don’t even think about touching yourself.”

A HUSBAND’S PUNISHMENT

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Porn / Verbal Humiliation / Foot Fetish / High Heels / Trampling / CBT / Masturbation / Jerk Off Instructions / Chastity

David sat at his desk, his heart pounding as he clicked through the tabs on his browser. Each one was a window into his secret world—a world where beautiful, commanding women ruled with an iron grip and stiletto heels.

He’d been careful, or so he thought, deleting his history every time. But today, he’d been careless. The sound of the front door slamming shut made him jump, and he quickly closed the browser, his face flushed.

Chelle’s heels clicked sharply against the hardwood floor as she walked into the study, her red hair cascading over her shoulders, her hazel eyes narrowing as she took in his guilty expression. She was dressed to kill—a tight black dress that hugged her curves, paired with those devastatingly high heels she loved to wear. She didn’t say anything at first, just tilted her head slightly, her gaze flickering to the computer screen.

“What are you doing?” she asked, her voice low and dangerous.

David swallowed hard. “Just… work stuff.”

Chelle’s lips curved into a smirk, and she stepped closer, her heels clicking with every step. She leaned over him, her perfume enveloping him, and clicked on the browser. His heart sank as the history tab popped up, revealing a long list of fetish sites he’d visited.

Her smirk widened, and she let out a soft, mocking laugh. “Work stuff, huh?” She clicked on one of the links, and the screen filled with a video of a woman in thigh-high boots stepping on a man’s chest, her heel digging into his flesh. David’s face burned with shame, but he couldn’t look away.

“So… this is what you’re into?” Chelle asked, her voice dripping with amusement. She turned to him, her eyes gleaming. “I always knew you were pathetic, but this… this is really something.”

David’s mouth went dry. He wanted to deny it, to tell her it wasn’t what it looked like, but the words caught in his throat. He was pathetic. He knew it. And the worst part was, he was aroused.

She leaned in closer, her breath hot against his ear. “You’re into this because you know you’re nothing. You’re weak. You’re small.” Her hand slid down his chest, and he flinched as she grabbed him through his pants, her fingers squeezing just hard enough to make him gasp. “And I mean that in every way.”

David’s cheeks burned, but he couldn’t help the way his body reacted. He was hard, painfully so, and Chelle noticed. Her laugh was low and knowing.

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

David hesitated, his heart pounding in his chest. “Chelle, I—”

“Now,” she snapped, her eyes blazing with intensity.

He obeyed, sliding off the chair and onto the floor, his knees hitting the hardwood. Chelle stepped back, watching him with a predatory gleam in her eyes. She reached down and grabbed his chin, forcing him to look up at her.

“You like watching women step on men, huh?” she asked, her voice dripping with mockery. “You like the humiliation? The pain? Well, guess what, David? You’re about to get a front-row seat.”

She stepped forward, her stiletto heel coming down hard on his chest. David gasped as the sharp point dug into his flesh, the pain a strange mix of agony and pleasure. Chelle laughed, her voice low and throaty, as she ground her heel into him, leaving a red mark in its wake.

“How’s that feel?” she taunted, pressing down harder. “Is it everything you dreamed of?”

David couldn’t answer. His breath came in short, ragged gasps, his body trembling with a mix of fear and arousal. Chelle stepped off his chest and onto his stomach, then his thigh, her heels leaving tiny bruises with every step. She moved with a deliberate slowness, savoring every moment of his humiliation.

When she finally stepped off him, she reached down and grabbed his collar, yanking him up to his knees. “Get up,” she ordered, her voice cold and commanding.

David obeyed, his legs shaky as he stood. Chelle’s eyes raked over him, and she smirked. “Take off your clothes.”

He hesitated again, his hands trembling as he reached for the buttons of his shirt. Chelle’s patience wore thin, and she slapped his hands away, undressing him herself with quick, efficient movements. When he stood before her completely naked, she laughed, a cruel, mocking sound that made his stomach twist.

“Look at you,” she sneered, her eyes fixed on his small, hard cock. “Pathetic. You know you’ve never satisfied me, right? Not with that.”

David’s face burned, but he couldn’t deny the truth. He was pathetic. And the way Chelle was looking at him, the way she was talking to him, only made him harder.

Chelle noticed, of course. Her smirk widened, and she stepped closer, her heeled shoes clicking against the floor. She reached down and grabbed him, her fingers squeezing just hard enough to make him gasp.

“You like this, don’t you?” she taunted, her voice low and sultry. “You like being humiliated. You like being owned.”

David’s breath hitched, and he nodded, unable to form words. Chelle laughed again, and then, without warning, she kicked him hard between the legs. Pain exploded through him, and he doubled over, gasping for air. But even through the pain, he felt a strange, twisted thrill.

“Pathetic,” Chelle said again, shaking her head. She stepped back, her eyes gleaming with amusement. “Stroke yourself. If you’re so desperate, then do it.”

David hesitated, his hands trembling as he reached down. Chelle’s eyes bore into him, and he felt exposed, vulnerable in a way he never had before. But he couldn’t stop himself. He wrapped his hand around his cock, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps as he stroked himself.

“That’s it,” Chelle said, her voice low and taunting. “Show me what a pathetic little worm you are. Now, cum.”

David’s body shuddered, and he came, his release weak and pitiful. Chelle laughed, a cruel, mocking sound that echoed in the room. “Look at that,” she said, her voice dripping with disdain. “Even your cum is pathetic.”

The next morning, David woke up feeling groggy and sore. Chelle was already up, her red hair tied back in a sleek ponytail, her makeup perfect. She smiled at him, a sly, knowing smile that made his stomach twist.

“Good morning,” she said, her voice sweet and innocent, as if nothing had happened the night before. “I have a surprise for you.”

David’s heart sank. He didn’t like the sound of that. Chelle reached into her purse and pulled out a small, black device—a chastity cage. David’s eyes widened, and he felt a strange mix of fear and arousal.

“I think it’s time we take things to the next level,” Chelle said, her voice low and sultry. “If you’re so obsessed with being controlled, then let’s make it official.”

David’s hands trembled as he allowed her to lock the device around his cock, the cold metal sending a shiver down his spine. Chelle smiled, slipping the key onto a chain and wearing it around her neck, like a trophy.

“There,” she said, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “Now you’re mine.”

LOCKED UP BY HIS BOSS

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Well?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

THE EMPLOYER’S SOLUTION

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Well?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

SAVING HIS MARRIAGE

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Chastity / Bondage / Restraints / Blow Job / Prostate Massage

Ray shifted uncomfortably in his chair, the weight of Kiki’s ultimatum hanging heavy in the air between them. The living room felt unusually still, as if the walls themselves were holding their breath. He couldn’t meet her eyes, not when she was looking at him with that mixture of disappointment and resolve. Her voice, steady and unyielding, broke the silence.

“If you want to save this marriage, you’ll agree to this,” Kiki said, holding up the small, plastic chastity device.

It looked innocuous enough, but the implications made Ray’s stomach twist.

He swallowed hard, his throat dry. “You’re serious about this?”

“Dead serious,” she replied, her tone leaving no room for negotiation. “You’ve cheated. You’ve lied. You spend more time with your hand and porn than you do with me. This is the last chance I’m giving you, Ray. If you won’t do this, I’m filing for divorce.”

The word divorce hit him like a punch to the gut. He’d been a fool, he knew that. But the thought of losing her, of losing everything they’d built together, was unbearable.

He nodded, his voice barely above a whisper. “Okay. I’ll do it.”

Kiki’s expression softened, just slightly. “Good. Let’s get this on you, then.”

Ray followed her to the bedroom, his heart pounding as she laid the device on the bed next to a small silver key. She turned to him, her hands steady as she unbuttoned his jeans and slid them down his hips. He stood there, exposed, his cock already half-hard from the sheer tension of the moment. Kiki didn’t comment on it, her focus entirely on fitting the device over him.

The plastic was cool against his skin, and he hissed as she tightened it, locking it into place. The click of the lock was deafening in the quiet room. Ray felt a surge of arousal, his cock straining against the confines of the cage, but there was no release, no relief. Just the tight, unyielding pressure.

“There,” Kiki said, stepping back to admire her handiwork. “How does it feel?”

“Weird,” Ray admitted, shifting his weight from one foot to the other. “But… I’ll get used to it.”

Kiki’s lips curved into a small, satisfied smile. “Good. Because this is how it’s going to be from now on. You’ll wear this every day, and once a week, I’ll let you out. But only when I say so. Understood?”

Ray nodded, though the idea of waiting an entire week to cum was already making him antsy. “Understood.”

The first night was the hardest. Ray lay in bed, his body thrumming with pent-up desire. Every movement, every brush of the sheets against his trapped cock, sent sparks of arousal through him. He tried to focus on anything else—the sound of Kiki’s steady breathing beside him, the faint hum of the air conditioner—but his mind kept circling back to the ache between his legs.

By morning, he was a mess. He woke up hard, the chastity device pressing uncomfortably against his erection. He groaned, running a hand over his face. This is going to be a long week.

But as the days passed, something shifted. Without the constant distraction of porn and jerking off, Ray found himself more focused, more present. He started tackling projects around the house that he’d been putting off for months. He spent more time with Kiki, actually talking to her instead of zoning out in front of the TV.

It wasn’t easy. There were moments when the frustration was almost too much to bear, when he’d catch himself staring at women on the street or lingering too long on an ad for lingerie. But the thought of losing Kiki, of failing her yet again, kept him in check.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, the week was up. Ray could barely contain his excitement as Kiki led him to the bedroom that evening. She sat him down on the edge of the bed, her fingers brushing against his thigh as she knelt in front of him.

“You’ve done well,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “You’ve earned this.”

She pulled the key from her pocket and unlocked the device, carefully removing it. Ray’s cock sprung free, hard and aching. He let out a low groan, his hips jerking involuntarily.

Kiki’s hand wrapped around him, her touch feather-light. She stroked him slowly, her eyes locked on his. “Not so fast,” she murmured. “This is my time to play.”

Ray’s breath hitched as she continued to tease him, her pace maddeningly slow. He reached for her, desperate to take control, but she stopped him with a sharp look.

“Bad boy,” she chided, her voice laced with amusement.

She reached into the nightstand drawer and pulled out a pair of restraints. Before Ray could protest, she had his wrists bound to the bedposts, leaving him completely at her mercy.

Kiki dropped to her knees again, her mouth closing over the head of his cock. Ray groaned, his hips bucking against the restraints. She took him deeper, her tongue swirling around his shaft, and he nearly lost it right then and there.

But Kiki wasn’t done. She pulled back, her lips brushing against the sensitive skin just below his head, before sliding a finger up his ass. Ray cried out, his entire body trembling as she pushed him over the edge.

His orgasm hit him like a tidal wave, every muscle tensing as he came harder than he ever had before. Kiki didn’t stop, milking every last drop from him until he was spent, his body collapsing back onto the bed.

“You did so well,” she whispered, releasing his wrists and stroking his cheek. “This is how it’s going to be from now on. I’ll decide when you cum. And if you’re good, I’ll make it worth your while.”

Ray nodded, his mind still hazy with pleasure. He’d been skeptical at first, but now… now he understood. This wasn’t just about control. It was about trust, about rebuilding what they’d lost.

As Kiki leaned in to kiss him, he knew he’d made the right choice. The chastity device wasn’t a punishment. It was a second chance. And he wasn’t going to waste it.

“Thank you,” he murmured against her lips, his voice thick with emotion.

Kiki smiled, her fingers trailing down his chest. “You’re welcome. Now, let’s see how long you can last until next week.”

Ray groaned, but there was a smile on his face. He was ready.

And then, just as Kiki’s hand began to wander lower, her voice cut through the air. “One more thing, Ray. No touching yourself. Not even once. I’ll be watching.”

His eyes widened, and before he could respond, she leaned in, her lips brushing his ear. “Choose wisely.”

A TRIP TO THE GENDER CLINIC

FM / Femdom / Crossdressing / Sissy / Transgender / Medical / BDSM / Spanking / Pegging / Chastity

“Bend over the desk, Jared. Now.”

The command was sharp, laced with a calm authority that sent a shiver down his spine. Jared hesitated for a moment, his heart pounding so loudly he was sure Dr. Clare Wheeler could hear it. The air in the office felt thick, charged with something he couldn’t quite name. He glanced at the gleaming mahogany desk, then back at the woman standing before him, her hazel eyes locked onto his with an intensity that made his knees weak.

Dr. Clare Wheeler was a vision of power and elegance. Her long dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing a face that was both strikingly beautiful and unnervingly commanding. Her white lab coat was pristine, buttoned up to her neck, but the black pencil skirt and stiletto heels beneath it added a subtle sensuality that made Jared’s stomach twist in knots. She held herself with the confidence of someone who knew exactly how to get what she wanted.

Jared swallowed hard, his hands trembling as he placed them on the edge of the desk. He bent over slowly, his body tense with anticipation. The frilly pink lingerie he wore—a gift from Dr. Wheeler—felt impossibly delicate against his skin, a stark contrast to the raw, exposed vulnerability he felt in this moment. The stockings clung to his legs, the garter belt digging slightly into his hips, and the panties… well, they were about to be pulled down.

—

The journey to this moment had started weeks ago, though Jared could hardly believe it now. He’d been sitting in his cramped apartment, surrounded by the remnants of another secret crossdressing session. The stockings, the heels, the silky lingerie—they were all there, scattered across the floor like evidence of a crime.

He’d been masturbating, as he often did when he wore the clothes, but this time was different. This time, the guilt had been overwhelming, a heavy weight pressing down on his chest. He’d stared at his reflection in the mirror, his face flushed, his body trembling.

What’s wrong with me? he’d thought, the question echoing in his mind like a mantra. Am I… transgender?

The idea had terrified him—not because he was afraid of being trans, but because he didn’t know what it meant for him. He’d spent hours researching online, reading forums and articles, trying to make sense of the feelings that had been bubbling up inside him for as long as he could remember.

Eventually, he stumbled across the website for the gender clinic—a mysterious, no-frills operation that promised affordable counseling for individuals questioning their gender identity. The testimonials were sparse, but they were positive enough to convince him to book an appointment.

The clinic itself had been… unsettling. Located in a nondescript office building on the outskirts of town, it lacked the sterile professionalism of a typical medical facility. The waiting room was dimly lit, the furniture old and worn. Jared sat there for what felt like an eternity, his leg bouncing nervously as he debated whether to stay or bolt.

But then the door opened, and Dr. Clare Wheeler stepped out.

From the moment he’d laid eyes on her, Jared had been transfixed. She was beautiful, yes, but it was more than that. It was the way she carried herself—with an air of confidence and control that made him feel like putty in her hands.

She’d led him into her office, her heels clicking against the linoleum floor, and gestured for him to sit.

“So, Jared,” she’d said, her voice smooth and measured. “What brings you here today?”

He’d hesitated, his words catching in his throat. But she’d waited patiently, her hazel eyes fixed on him with unwavering intensity.

“I think… I might be transgender,” he’d finally admitted, the words tumbling out in a rush.

Rather than reacting with surprise or judgment, Dr. Wheeler simply nodded, as if this was exactly what she’d expected.

“I see,” she’d said, leaning back in her chair. “Well, let’s start with a makeover, shall we? See how you feel.”

He was stunned, but he agreed. Why wouldn’t he? This was what he’d wanted, wasn’t it?

She’d handed him the lingerie—a delicate, frilly set that made him blush just to hold it—and left him to change in the adjoining bathroom. When he’d emerged, she’d taken her time applying makeup to his face, her touch gentle but firm. The wig had been the final touch, transforming him into a version of himself he’d only ever dreamed of.

“You look beautiful,” she said, handing him a mirror.

And he did. For the first time in his life, Jared had felt… right.

But that was just the beginning.

—

Now, Jared was bending over Claire’s desk, his ass high in the air. The frilly lingerie clung to his body, making him feel exposed. He heard the click of her heels as she stepped closer, the sound echoing in the otherwise silent room. Her hand rested on the small of his back, warm and firm.

“Good boy,” she purred, her voice low and smooth. “Now, count for me.”

Before he could respond, the first spank landed hard against his ass, the sharp sting radiating through his body. Jared gasped, his fingers gripping the edge of the desk so tightly his knuckles turned white.

“One,” he choked out, his voice trembling.

Another spank, harder this time. “Two!”

The rhythmic sound of her hand meeting his skin filled the room, each strike sending a wave of pain and pleasure that made Jared’s head spin. By the time he reached ten, his body was flushed, his breathing ragged.

Dr. Wheeler’s fingers hooked into the waistband of his panties, pulling them down in one swift motion. Jared felt the cool air against his exposed skin, and his face burned with embarrassment—and something else. Something hotter, darker.

He heard the soft clink of metal against glass and glanced over his shoulder to see her holding a large, gleaming dildo. It was thicker than anything he’d ever considered, and the sight of it made his stomach flip.

“Relax, Jared,” she said, her tone soothing yet firm. “This is part of your training. If you want to become a woman, you’ll need to learn to take it like one.”

Her words sent a thrill through him, a mixture of fear and desire that made his head swim. He closed his eyes, focusing on the sound of her voice as she positioned the dildo against his entrance.

The first push was slow, deliberate, giving him time to adjust. Jared winced, his body tightening around the unfamiliar intrusion. But as she continued, steadily pressing deeper, the discomfort began to melt away, replaced by a strange, intoxicating pleasure.

“That’s it,” she murmured, her hand resting on his hip to keep him steady. “You’re doing so well, Jared. Just let go.”

And he did. By the time she was fully inside him, Jared’s body was trembling, every nerve alight with sensation. She moved the dildo with a practiced rhythm, each thrust sending waves of pleasure coursing through him. His hands clawed at the desk, his breath coming in short, frantic gasps.

“Look at you,” she said, her voice dripping with approval. “Such a good girl.”

The words hit him like a lightning bolt, igniting something deep inside him. He came suddenly, violently, his body convulsing as waves of ecstasy washed over him.

When it was over, he collapsed against the desk, his legs shaking too much to support him. Dr. Wheeler stepped back, a satisfied smile on her lips as she set the dildo aside.

“How do you feel?” she asked, her tone soft but still laced with that same commanding edge.

Jared hesitated, his mind still reeling from what had just happened. He looked at her, then down at himself—at the lingerie, the stockings, the exposed vulnerability of his body.

“I feel… great,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper.

She nodded, her expression approving. “Good, because you have a long journey ahead of you.”

“Now,” Dr. Wheeler said, pulling him back to the present, “let’s talk about your next steps.”

Jared’s heart skipped a beat. “Next steps?”

She reached into the drawer of her desk and pulled out a small, metallic device. The sight of it made Jared’s stomach tighten with a mixture of fear and excitement.

“A chastity cage,” she explained, holding it up for him to see. “Since you’re a woman now, you won’t be needing this anymore.”

She gestured to his groin, and Jared’s face flushed with embarrassment. But at the same time, the idea sent a thrill through him.

“I’ll hold the key,” she continued, her tone leaving no room for argument. “We’ll remove it only during your appointments, to help you get used to not having a penis.”

Jared nodded, his mind still spinning. It made sense, he realized. If he was going to become a woman, he needed to let go of the parts of himself that didn’t fit.

“Okay,” he said, his voice trembling.

She smiled, a glint of something unreadable in her eyes. “Good girl.”

As he left the clinic later that day, Jared felt a strange mix of emotions—nervousness, excitement, and a deep, unshakable trust in Dr. Clare Wheeler.

MAID DUTY

FMM / Femdom / Cuckold / BDSM / Crossdressing / Sissy / Voyeurism / Small Penis Humiliation / PIV Sex / Creampie / Cunnilingus / Cum Eating / Chastity

The sound of the toothbrush scrubbing against the tile floor was rhythmic, almost hypnotic. Brandon’s knees ached, but he didn’t dare stop. Leah had been clear: “No shortcuts, no breaks. Clean the floor until it shines.”

His hands moved mechanically, the bristles of the toothbrush scraping away at a stubborn stain. The kitchen was silent except for the soft swish of his movements and the occasional hum of the refrigerator.

Then, the front door opened.

Brandon froze, his body tensing as he heard voices. Leah’s laugh, crisp and commanding, echoed through the house. And then there was another voice—deep, confident, male. Brandon’s stomach twisted. He knew who it was. Maverick. Leah’s lover. He’d been coming around more and more often lately, making Brandon’s inadequacies feel all the more glaring.

“Keep your eyes down,” Leah’s voice cut through the air like a whip as she entered the kitchen.

Brandon obeyed immediately, his gaze fixed on the tile beneath him. He could feel their presence, though. Leah’s heels clicked sharply against the floor, and Maverick’s heavy boots followed.

“Oh, look at him,” Maverick chuckled, his voice dripping with amusement. “Still scrubbing like a good little housewife, huh?”

Brandon’s face burned, but he didn’t dare look up. He knew the rules. No eye contact. No speaking unless spoken to. Leah’s dominance was absolute, and Maverick’s presence only reinforced that hierarchy.

“Brandon,” Leah said, her tone light but laced with authority. “I have a little game for you. Stand up.”

He hesitated for just a second before obeying, his back stiff as he rose to his feet. His eyes stayed down, though he could see Leah’s legs in his peripheral vision—toned, smooth, and clad in sheer stockings. She stepped closer, her presence overwhelming, and placed something in his hands.

“Put this on,” she said, her voice carrying a note of amusement.

Brandon looked down. It was a frilly French maid’s uniform—complete with a lace-trimmed apron, a short black skirt, and a headband with a small white bow. His heart sank, but he didn’t argue. He couldn’t. Instead, he nodded silently and began to undress, his movements slow and deliberate.

Leah watched him with a smirk, her arms crossed as Maverick leaned against the counter, clearly enjoying the show. “Hurry up, sissy,” Leah taunted. “We don’t have all day.”

The word stung, but Brandon forced himself to focus on the task at hand. He stepped into the skirt, pulled on the apron, and adjusted the headband. The fabric felt strange against his skin, the skirt far too short and the apron far too revealing. He stood there, his cheeks burning, as Leah circled him, inspecting her handiwork.

“Perfect,” she said, her tone mocking. “Don’t you think, Maverick?”

Maverick let out a low laugh. “Oh, absolutely. A real work of art.”

Brandon’s humiliation was palpable, but he didn’t move. He couldn’t. His submission to Leah was absolute, and he knew better than to protest. Leah’s eyes gleamed with satisfaction as she stepped back, her hands moving to the hem of her dress. In one fluid motion, she pulled it over her head, leaving her standing in nothing but her lingerie.

Maverick’s breath hitched, and Brandon could feel the tension in the room shift. Leah was stunning—unapologetically beautiful, her body exuding confidence and power. She walked over to the kitchen table, her hips swaying, and leaned against it, her eyes locking with Maverick’s.

“Come here, Maverick,” she purred, her voice thick with invitation.

Maverick didn’t need to be told twice. He moved toward her with a predatory grace, his hands immediately finding her waist as he pulled her into a deep, hungry kiss. Brandon watched, his stomach churning with a mixture of jealousy and arousal. He shouldn’t have been turned on—this was his wife, after all—but the sight of her with another man, the way she gave herself so freely, stirred something deep within him.

Leah’s moans filled the kitchen as Maverick’s hands roamed her body, his lips trailing down her neck. She reached back, unclasping her bra and letting it fall away, her breasts exposed and inviting. Maverick’s mouth found her nipple, and Leah’s head tilted back, a soft gasp escaping her lips.

“Look at her,” Leah said suddenly, her eyes locking with Brandon’s. “This is what a real man looks like, Brandon. This is what I need.”

Brandon’s throat tightened, but he nodded, his eyes glued to the scene before him. Leah’s hands moved to Maverick’s belt, undoing it with practiced ease. His pants pooled at his feet, and he stepped out of them, his cock already hard and straining against his boxers. Leah smirked as she pulled them down, revealing his impressive size.

“See that, Brandon?” she said, her voice dripping with condescension. “That’s what a woman deserves. Not that pathetic little thing you call a cock.”

Brandon’s face burned, but he didn’t argue. He couldn’t. Instead, he watched as Maverick lifted Leah onto the kitchen table, spreading her legs wide. There was no preamble, no hesitation. Maverick slid into her with a deep, guttural groan, and Leah’s back arched as she cried out in pleasure.

The sound of their coupling filled the kitchen—Leah’s moans, Maverick’s grunts, the rhythmic slap of skin against skin. Brandon stood there, his body trembling as he watched his wife being taken by another man. It was humiliating, degrading, and yet—God help him—he was unbearably aroused.

Leah’s eyes met Brandon’s again, her lips curling into a wicked smile. “You’re just a sissy maid, Brandon. Nothing more. Look at you—watching your wife get fucked by a real man. Pathetic.”

Maverick’s thrusts grew more intense, and Leah’s moans turned into screams as she clawed at his back. She was close—Brandon could tell by the way her body tensed, the way her breath hitched. Maverick wasn’t far behind, his pace faltering as he neared the edge.

“Cum inside me,” Leah demanded, her voice shaking with need. “Fill me up.”

Maverick obeyed, his body shuddering as he spilled himself deep inside her. Leah cried out, her nails digging into his skin as her own orgasm washed over her. For a moment, the kitchen was filled with the sounds of their shared ecstasy, and then silence fell.

Maverick pulled out, his breathing heavy as he stepped back. Leah lay on the table, her chest rising and falling as she recovered. Her eyes found Brandon again, and she smirked.

“Maid,” she said, her voice soft but commanding. “Clean me up.”

Brandon’s heart raced as he approached, his hands trembling. Leah spread her legs wider, the evidence of Maverick’s release dripping from her. Brandon hesitated, but only for a moment. He leaned in, his tongue flicking out to taste her.

“Taste it,” Leah said, her voice low. “Taste what a real man feels like.”

Brandon obeyed, his tongue working between her folds as Maverick watched, his chest still heaving. Leah’s moans began again, soft at first but growing louder as Brandon continued. His humiliation was complete, but he couldn’t deny the spark of arousal that surged through him with every stroke of his tongue.

Leah’s hand tangled in his hair, pulling him closer as her hips rolled against his face. “That’s it, sissy,” she moaned. “Clean me up. Prove to me that you’re good for something.”

Her orgasm hit fast, her body trembling as she cried out. Brandon kept working, desperate to please her, desperate to prove himself. When she finally pushed him away, he sat back on his heels, his lips glistening.

Leah sat up, her eyes glinting with satisfaction. “Good boy,” she said, her tone almost mocking. Then, she reached over to the counter, grabbing something that made Brandon’s stomach twist. A chastity cage.

“Now,” she said, her smile turning predatory. “Let’s make sure you don’t get any ideas.”

Brandon’s heart pounded as she approached, the cage in hand. He wanted to protest, to beg her not to do it, but he couldn’t. Instead, he nodded, his body trembling as she secured the device around him. The cold metal was a harsh reminder of his place—submissive, controlled, humiliated.

Leah locked it in place, the click of the key echoing in the silent kitchen. “Good,” she said, her voice firm. “You won’t be needing this anymore.”

With that, she stepped back, grabbing her dress and pulling it back on. Maverick was already dressed, his expression smug as he watched Brandon squirm. Leah walked over to him, placing a hand on his chest.

“Ready to go, Maverick?” she asked, her voice light.

“Always,” he replied, his grin widening.

Leah glanced back at Brandon, her expression unreadable. “Keep scrubbing, maid. We’ll be back later.”

And with that, they were gone, leaving Brandon alone in the kitchen, the sound of the toothbrush against the tile floor once again the only noise in the house.

A SISSY SECRETARY

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Miles’ heart raced. “Wh-what?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Stand up,” she commanded.

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

His breath caught. “What?”

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

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

“Faster,” she ordered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His eyes widened. “No, please—”

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

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

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

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

LOCKED UP BEHIND BARS

FM / Femdom / Prison / BDSM / Golden Shower / Humiliation / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation / Chastity

Derek had always been a rule-follower. He paid his bills on time, kept his lawn tidy, and never so much as jaywalked. But one mistake—just one oversight in his tax filings—had landed him in federal prison. The irony wasn’t lost on him. He wasn’t a criminal. He wasn’t dangerous. Yet here he was, sitting on the edge of his bunk in a cold, gray cell, surrounded by men who looked like they’d been carved out of granite and hardened by years of bitterness.

The first few days were a blur. Derek kept his head down, avoided eye contact, and tried to blend into the background. But it didn’t take long for the other inmates to notice him. They smelled his fear, his naivety, like blood in the water. By the third day, they were already circling, demanding money Derek didn’t have, threatening things he couldn’t bear to imagine.

Desperate, he turned to the only person who might be able to help: Warden Marie Clark. She was a woman who commanded respect, even from the hardest of criminals. Her presence was like a storm cloud—dark, looming, and impossible to ignore. When Derek requested a meeting, he wasn’t sure she’d even grant it. But to his surprise, she did.

Her office was stark, almost as cold as the cell he’d just left. The walls were bare, save for a single framed photo of her standing stiffly beside a government official. She sat behind her desk, her hands folded neatly in front of her, her expression unreadable.

“Sit,” she said, her voice cutting through the silence like a whip.

Derek obeyed, perching on the edge of the chair across from her. He opened his mouth to speak, but she beat him to it.

“You’re the tax evader, aren’t you?” she asked, her tone flat.

Derek flinched. “I-I made a mistake. I didn’t mean to—”

“Doesn’t matter what you meant to do,” she interrupted, leaning forward slightly. “You did the crime. Now you’re here. That’s how it works.”

Derek’s stomach churned. He wasn’t sure what he’d expected—sympathy, maybe? Understanding? Whatever it was, he wasn’t getting it. “I… I need help,” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper. “The other inmates, they’re… they’re targeting me. I can’t…”

Marie leaned back in her chair, studying him like a scientist examining a lab specimen. “And what do you expect me to do about it?”

“Protect me,” Derek pleaded, his voice cracking. “Please. I’ll do anything.”

The corner of Marie’s mouth twitched—just the faintest hint of a smile. “Anything?” she repeated, her tone softening in a way that made Derek’s skin crawl.

He nodded quickly, desperate. “Yes. Anything.”

Marie stood, her movements deliberate and unhurried. She rounded the desk, stopping just inches from Derek’s chair. He could smell her perfume—something sharp and floral, with an undertone of something darker, more primal.

“Stand up,” she ordered.

Derek obeyed, his legs trembling beneath him. Marie was tall, nearly as tall as he was, and her presence was overwhelming. She reached out, her fingers brushing against his cheek in a gesture that could have been mistaken for tenderness if not for the coldness in her eyes.

“You’re going to be my pet,” she said, her voice low and steady. “You’re going to do exactly as I say, when I say it. And in return, I’ll keep you safe. Do you understand?”

Derek swallowed hard. He didn’t understand, not really, but he nodded anyway. “Yes,” he whispered.

“Good,” Marie said, stepping back. “Follow me.”

She led him through a maze of corridors, deeper into the prison than Derek had ever been. The air grew colder, the walls more decrepit. Finally, they stopped in front of a heavy metal door. Marie unlocked it with a key from her belt, ushering Derek inside.

The room was dimly lit, the only light coming from a single bulb hanging from the ceiling. The walls were lined with shelves, each one filled with objects Derek couldn’t quite identify—leather straps, metal chains, and things he couldn’t even name. In the center of the room was a table, its surface gleaming under the harsh light.

“Strip,” Marie commanded, her voice echoing off the bare walls.

Derek hesitated, his hands trembling at his sides. “I… what?”

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

Derek’s heart pounded in his chest, but he obeyed, fumbling with the buttons on his shirt, the zipper on his pants. When he was fully naked, he stood there, his arms crossed over his chest, his body shivering from the cold—or maybe from fear.

“On your knees,” Marie said, her voice softer now, almost soothing.

Derek sank to his knees, the cold floor biting into his skin. Marie stepped in front of him, her heels clicking against the concrete. She reached down, lifting her skirt just enough to reveal the lace edge of her panties.

Derek’s breath caught in his throat. He wasn’t sure what was happening, but he knew he couldn’t look away.

And then, to his utter shock, she started to piss.

The warm stream hit his chest, his stomach, his thighs. It was humiliating, degrading, and yet… something about it sent a jolt of arousal through him. He couldn’t help it—he was hard, his cock straining against his belly.

Marie noticed, of course. She always noticed. “Look at you,” she taunted, her voice dripping with mockery. “Pathetic little man, getting off on this. Go on. Jerk off for me.”

Derek’s face burned with shame, but he obeyed, his hand wrapping around his cock. He stroked himself slowly, his eyes locked on Marie’s face. She watched him with a predatory gleam in her eyes, her lips curling into a cruel smile.

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

Derek’s breath came in short, ragged gasps. He was close, so close, but just as he was about to tip over the edge, Marie stopped him.

“No,” she said sharply, her voice cutting through the haze of arousal. “You don’t get to cum. Not yet.”

Before Derek could protest, she reached into one of the shelves, pulling out a sleek black device. It took him a moment to realize what it was—a chastity cage.

“From now on, this is where you belong,” Marie said, fitting the device around his cock with practiced ease. The cold metal bit into his skin, a constant reminder of his submission. “You won’t be allowed to cum until I say so. And that won’t be until you’re released from this place.”

Derek’s chest heaved as he tried to catch his breath. He should have been horrified, disgusted even. But instead, he felt a strange sense of… anticipation. He was Marie’s now, body and soul. And for the first time since he’d arrived in this hellhole, he felt safe.

“Go back to your cell,” Marie said, her voice soft but firm. “I’ll come for you when I’m ready.”

Derek nodded, his body trembling as he stood. He dressed quickly, the chastity cage a constant, unignorable presence. As he walked back to his cell, he couldn’t help but wonder what Marie had in store for him next.

And, to his surprise, he found himself looking forward to it.

BOUND BY HER DESIRE
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“Jason, get in here. Now.” Sally’s voice sliced through the air, sharp and commanding.

Jason froze in the kitchen, his hands trembling around the sponge he’d been using to scrub the countertops. He knew that tone. It was the one she used when she had a plan—when she was about to do something that would leave him flustered, aroused, and utterly under her control. He set the sponge down, wiped his hands on his apron, and shuffled toward the bedroom.

The sight that greeted him made his stomach twist into knots.

Sally was standing by the bed, her arms crossed, her gaze fiery and unyielding. Beside her stood Renaldo—tall, muscular, and radiating confidence. His shirt was unbuttoned, revealing a chiseled chest that made Jason feel small and inadequate. The air in the room was thick with tension, and Jason’s heart thudded so loudly he was sure they could hear it.

“Jason,” Sally said, her lips curling into a smug smile, “Renaldo and I have a special evening planned. You’re going to join us.”

Jason’s throat went dry. “Wh-what do you mean?” he stammered, his eyes darting between Sally and Renaldo.

She tilted her head, her expression almost playful. “You’ll see. Sit down and watch.”

He hesitated, but the look in her eyes brooked no argument. Slowly, he sank into the chair by the door, his knees weak and his palms sweating. Sally and Renaldo turned to each other, their bodies closing the distance until they were inches apart. Jason’s breath hitched as Renaldo cupped Sally’s face and brought their lips together in a deep, hungry kiss.

Jealousy burned in Jason’s chest, but so did something else—something he hated to admit. His cock twitched in his pants, betraying him. Sally’s hand slid down Renaldo’s chest, her fingers toying with the buttons of his shirt before she ripped it open. The sound of fabric tearing sent a shiver down Jason’s spine.

Sally broke the kiss and glanced at Jason, her eyes glinting with amusement. “I know this turns you on,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “Don’t try to hide it.”

Jason’s face flushed, but he couldn’t look away. Sally shed her clothes with practiced ease, her movements slow and deliberate. She was stunning—her curves flawless, her confidence intoxicating. Renaldo’s hands roamed her body, his touch possessive and eager. He dropped to his knees in front of her, his mouth finding her pussy with a hunger that made Jason’s cock throb.

The sounds that escaped Sally’s lips were soft and breathy, but they echoed loudly in Jason’s ears. He fumbled with his belt, his hands shaking as he pulled his cock free and began to stroke it. He couldn’t help himself. Watching his wife being pleasured by another man was the most arousing thing he’d ever experienced—and the most humiliating.

Sally’s moans grew louder as Renaldo devoured her, his lips and tongue working her clit with expert precision. She arched her back, her fingers tangling in his hair, urging him on. Jason’s hand moved faster, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps.

Suddenly, Renaldo stood, his cock springing free from his pants. It was thick and veiny, and Jason couldn’t help but stare. Renaldo smirked, his eyes locking with Jason’s as he positioned himself between Sally’s legs. With a single thrust, he buried himself inside her, and Sally let out a cry of pleasure that sent shockwaves through Jason’s body.

Jason’s strokes became frantic as he watched Renaldo fuck his wife, each thrust sending a jolt of arousal through him.

Sally’s eyes fluttered open, and she looked straight at Jason, her lips curving into a wicked grin. “Does it feel good, Jason? Watching another man fuck me?” she asked, her voice dripping with mockery.

He couldn’t answer. His hand moved faster, his orgasm building with each pounding thrust. Just as he was about to tip over the edge, Renaldo pulled out, his cock glistening with Sally’s wetness.

“Suck it,” Sally commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Jason blinked, his mind reeling. “Wh-what?”

“You heard me. Suck his cock. Taste me on him.”

Jason’s stomach churned, but the ache in his groin was undeniable. He hesitated, his gaze flicking to Renaldo, who was watching him with a mix of amusement and impatience. Slowly, Jason got to his knees and crawled forward, his heart pounding in his chest.

He’d never done anything like this before. The thought of putting another man’s cock in his mouth made him feel sick—and yet, the idea of pleasing Sally sent a thrill through him. He closed his eyes and leaned forward, his lips brushing against the tip of Renaldo’s cock. The taste of Sally’s juices was unfamiliar, but it wasn’t unpleasant. In fact, it was intoxicating.

Renaldo’s hand tangled in Jason’s hair, guiding him as he took more of him into his mouth. Jason’s tongue moved tentatively at first, but as Renaldo’s grip tightened, he grew bolder. The moan that escaped Renaldo’s lips sent a jolt of excitement through Jason, and he found himself wanting to please him—to taste his cum.

It didn’t take long. With a low groan, Renaldo came hot and fast in Jason’s mouth. The salty bitterness was overwhelming, but Jason swallowed it all, his cock throbbing with need.

“Good boy,” Sally purred, her voice soft yet commanding. She spread her legs wide, her pussy glistening with arousal. “Now eat me.”

Jason hesitated, his mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions, but the fire in Sally’s eyes left no room for doubt. He lowered his head, his tongue flicking against her clit. Her taste was familiar, comforting, and he found himself losing himself in the act, his hand moving to stroke his cock as he pleasured her.

Sally’s hips bucked against his face, her moans growing louder and more desperate. She threaded her fingers through his hair, guiding his movements as she teetered on the edge of ecstasy. When she came, her body trembled, and her cries echoed through the room. Jason followed shortly after, his cum shooting onto the floor as he reached his own climax.

For a moment, there was silence—a heavy, charged silence that left Jason feeling both empty and fulfilled.

Sally sat up, her gaze sharp and calculating. “From now on, I’m in complete control of your orgasms,” she said, reaching into the nightstand drawer and pulling out a small metal device.

Jason’s eyes widened as he realized what it was—a chastity cage.

“Sally, I—” he started, but she cut him off with a sharp look.

“You belong to me, Jason. And if you want to cum again, you’ll do as I say.”

He hesitated, his mind racing, but the thought of being locked away—of being entirely under her control—sent a shiver of excitement through him. Without a word, he held out his hands, allowing her to secure the device around his cock. The cold metal pressed against his skin, a constant reminder of his submission.

Sally locked it in place, the key dangling from a chain around her neck. She smiled, her eyes filled with satisfaction. “Good. Now clean up this mess.”

Jason nodded, his mind a whirlwind of confusion, arousal, and something else—something he couldn’t quite name. But one thing was clear: he was hers. And he couldn’t wait for the next time she called him in.

A FINDOM AWAKENING
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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.
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