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BDSM Desires

A HUSBAND’S PUNISHMENT
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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.”

A DATE WITH A DOMINATRIX

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Restraints / Teasing / Orgasm Denial / Vibrator

“Are you sure you’re ready for this?” Ali’s voice was low, almost a whisper, but it carried a weight that made Jim’s heart race.

She stood over him, her lace bra catching the dim light of the bedroom, her lips curved into a sly smile. He nodded, his wrists already bound to the bedposts with soft leather restraints, his mind swirling with anticipation and a hint of nervousness.

Ali leaned closer, her breath warm against his ear. “Good boy,” she murmured, her fingers tracing a slow, teasing line down his chest. Jim shivered, his cock already hard and aching for her touch. But Ali wasn’t in a hurry. She never was.

It had all started so innocently. Jim had swiped right on Ali’s profile on the dating app because she had a smile that seemed to promise something more. They’d exchanged a few messages—casual, flirty banter—and before he knew it, they were sitting across from each other at a cozy restaurant, the kind with soft lighting and a menu filled with dishes he couldn’t pronounce.

“So, what do you do for a living?” Jim had asked, halfway through his glass of wine. He’d meant it as small talk, but Ali’s answer had caught him off guard.

“I’m a professional dominatrix,” she’d said, her tone matter-of-fact, as if she were telling him she worked in accounting. Jim had blinked, unsure if he’d heard her correctly.

“Wait, like… a dominatrix dominatrix?” he’d asked, his voice rising slightly in disbelief. Ali had laughed, the sound rich and unapologetic.

“Yes, like a real one,” she’d replied, leaning forward slightly, her eyes locking onto his. “Does that scare you?”

Jim had shaken his head quickly, though he wasn’t entirely sure if that was true. “No, not at all. I’ve just… never met someone who does that before.”

Ali had smiled then, a slow, knowing smile that made something deep inside Jim stir. “Well, now you have.”

The rest of the dinner had flown by, the conversation flowing as easily as the wine. By the time the check came, Jim had found himself completely captivated by Ali—her confidence, her wit, her presence. When she’d suggested they continue the night at her place, he’d agreed without hesitation.

Now, here he was, lying on her bed, his body exposed and vulnerable, his pulse quickening with every second that passed. Ali’s hands were everywhere and nowhere, teasing him, testing him, making him burn with need.

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” she asked, her voice dripping with amusement as she watched him squirm beneath her touch.

“Yes,” Jim admitted, his voice hoarse. He wasn’t sure if it was the restraints or the way she was looking at him, but he felt a thrill of excitement he’d never experienced before.

Ali’s smile widened. “I thought so.”

She moved then, her fingers closing around his cock, her grip firm but not enough to push him over the edge. Jim groaned, his hips bucking instinctively, but the restraints held him firmly in place.

“Patience,” Ali chided, her tone playful but firm. “Good things come to those who wait.”

Jim’s breath hitched as she leaned down, her lips brushing against the sensitive skin of his inner thigh. He could feel her breath, warm and tantalizing, as it ghosted over his cock, and he bit back a moan.

“Please,” he begged, the word slipping out before he could stop it.

Ali chuckled softly, the sound sending a shiver down his spine. “Please what?” she asked, her voice a low purr.

“Please… touch me.”

Ali’s response was to take him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock in a way that made Jim’s entire body tense.

“Fuck,” he gasped, his hands clenching into fists as pleasure coursed through him. But just as quickly as she’d started, Ali pulled away, leaving him aching and desperate.

“Not yet,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Jim groaned in frustration, but part of him—the part that was quickly learning to trust Ali—was thrilled by the denial. It was a new sensation, one that heightened every touch, every breath, every moment.

Ali reached for something on the nightstand, and Jim’s eyes widened as she held up a small vibrator. “Ever tried one of these?” she asked, her voice casual, as if she were asking if he’d ever tried sushi.

Jim shook his head. “No.”

Ali’s smile was wicked. “You’re about to.”

She pressed the vibrator to the tip of his cock, and Jim’s entire body jerked at the sensation. It was intense, almost overwhelming, but in the best possible way. And then, before he could fully process what was happening, Ali was sliding the vibrator into his ass, the small device buzzing gently as she began to stroke his cock.

Jim’s head fell back against the pillows, a moan tearing from his throat as pleasure unlike anything he’d ever felt surged through him. It was too much and not enough all at once, and he could feel himself teetering on the edge, desperate for release.

“That’s it,” Ali whispered, her voice a soothing balm against the storm raging inside him. “Let go.”

And he did.

Jim came hard, his back arching off the bed as waves of ecstasy crashed over him. Ali rode him through it, her own pleasure evident in the way her body moved, the way her breath hitched, the way her eyes fluttered shut. When it was over, they both collapsed, the room filled with the sound of their ragged breathing.

Ali was the first to move, her fingers deftly undoing the restraints that held Jim in place. He watched her, still catching his breath, his mind reeling from what had just happened.

“So?” Ali asked, her tone light but her eyes serious. “What did you think?”

Jim hesitated, but only for a moment. “I think… I need to do that again.”

Ali’s smile was warm, almost maternal, but there was a glint of mischief in her eyes. “Next time,” she said, her voice a promise, “we’ll go even further.”

And for the first time in his life, Jim found himself eagerly looking forward to something he’d never even known he wanted.

THE PATH TO SUCCESS

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

DOING IT DOGGY STYLE

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Puppy Play / Collar / Leash / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The tension in the room was thick, almost suffocating, as Eric stood frozen, his phone clutched in Kellie’s hand. Her sharp eyes scanned the screen, her lips pressing into a thin line as she read the incriminating texts. The air between them crackled with something unspoken, a mixture of anger and something else—something darker, more electric.

“So, this is how you treat me?” Kellie’s voice was low, dangerous.

Eric’s stomach twisted. He had always been drawn to her commanding presence, but now it felt overwhelming, like a storm about to break.

“Kellie, I—I didn’t mean for you to find out like this,” he stammered, his voice trembling. He hated the way he sounded, weak and guilty, but he couldn’t help it. She had that effect on him.

She stepped closer, her heels clicking against the hardwood floor. Her dress clung to her curves, the deep red fabric accentuating every inch of her body. She was breathtaking, and yet, at that moment, she was terrifying.

“You know what I think, Eric?” she said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. “I think you’ve been acting like a dog. Always sniffing around, always chasing after something you can’t have. Isn’t that right?”

He swallowed hard, his throat dry. “I’m sorry, Kellie. I’ll do anything to make it up to you.”

Her lips curled into a slow, predatory smile. “Anything? That’s a dangerous word, Eric. Are you sure you mean it?”

He nodded, his heart pounding in his chest. “Yes. Anything.”

Her eyes gleamed with a wicked spark, and she turned away, striding toward the closet. Eric watched, his breath shallow, as she rummaged through it. When she turned back, she held something in her hand—a thick, black collar with a silver buckle.

“If you’re going to act like a dog, then you’ll be treated like one,” she said, her voice firm, leaving no room for argument. “Strip. Now.”

His hands trembled as he obeyed, shedding his clothes until he stood naked before her. The cool air brushed against his skin, raising goosebumps. Kellie stepped closer, and he could feel the heat radiating from her body. She reached up, her fingers brushing against his neck as she fastened the collar around it. The leather was cool against his skin, and the weight of it sent a shiver down his spine.

“Sit,” she commanded.

To Eric’s surprise, he found himself lowering to the floor without hesitation. His knees hit the hardwood, and he looked up at her, his chest tightening with something he couldn’t quite name.

Eric had always felt a connection to canines. He’d grown up with several pet dogs, and he’d always enjoyed their companionship. As a child, he’d often fantasized about turning into a dog and running with the pack. Now, it seemed like Kellie saw the dog in him too.

“Roll over,” she said next, and his body moved before his mind could process what was happening.

He rolled onto his back, his heart racing, and he felt something else stirring—an undeniable arousal that he hadn’t expected.

Kellie’s lips curved into a satisfied smile. “Good boy,” she purred, her voice dripping with approval. She reached into the closet again, this time pulling out a leash. She clipped it to the collar and gave it a gentle tug. “Come.”

Eric crawled after her, his hands and knees pressing into the floor as she led him through the house. The leash tightened and loosened with each step she took, and he felt a strange sense of obedience wash over him. It was as if some part of him, some deep, hidden part, was waking up, embracing this new role.

When they reached the bedroom, Kellie sat on the edge of the bed, her legs crossed at the ankle. She looked down at him, her gaze sharp and assessing. “If you’re a good dog, you’ll get a reward,” she said, her voice low and seductive.

Eric’s breath hitched, and he nodded, his eyes wide.

She reached down, lifting the hem of her dress slowly, revealing the smooth skin of her thighs, the lacy edge of her panties. “Eat,” she commanded, her voice firm yet laced with promise.

He didn’t need to be told twice. He moved between her legs, his hands gripping her thighs as he buried his face in her. Her scent was intoxicating, and he groaned against her, his tongue lapping at her eagerly. She tilted her head back, a gasp escaping her lips as he worked her, his movements hungry, desperate.

“That’s it,” she moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer. “Good boy. Such a good dog.”

Her words sent a rush of pleasure through him, and he redoubled his efforts, driven by the need to please her. Her hips bucked against him, and he felt her thighs quiver as she came, her juices flooding his mouth. He drank her in, savoring the taste, the sensation of her pleasure on his tongue.

When she finally pulled him away, she was breathless, her chest rising and falling rapidly. She looked down at him, her eyes dark with desire. “You’ve earned your reward,” she said, her voice husky.

She turned, bending over the bed, her ass in the air, and Eric’s cock throbbed with anticipation. He moved behind her, his hands gripping her hips as he guided himself into her. She was warm, wet, and tight, and he groaned as he sank into her, his movements slow and deliberate at first, then growing more frantic as she urged him on.

“That’s it,” she moaned, her voice muffled by the bed. “Fuck me, Eric. Show me what a good dog you are.”

Her words sent him over the edge, and he thrust into her with renewed vigor, his hips slamming against hers. His breath came in ragged gasps, and he felt the heat building in his core, the tension coiling tighter and tighter until it finally snapped. He came with a groan, his release flooding her, and he collapsed against her, his body trembling.

Kellie turned her head, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “Good boy.”

The words lingered in the air, and Eric felt something shift between them. Something deeper, more primal. And as he lay there, spent and content, he knew that this was just the beginning.

CAUGHT CHEATING BY DOMINANT PROFESSOR

FM / Femdom / Teacher Student / BDSM / Verbal Humiliation / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation / Face Sitting / Cunnilingus

Chad’s heart thudded in his chest as he approached Dr. Dionne Hudson’s desk, his test clutched in his trembling hand. The fluorescent lights of the classroom seemed to buzz louder than usual, adding to the tension. She wouldn’t notice, he told himself, she couldn’t possibly know. He’d been careful, glancing at the answer key written on his water bottle only when he thought no one was looking.

But as he set the test down, her voice cut through the silence like a knife. “Chad,” Dr. Hudson said, her tone firm but calm, “let me see your water bottle.”

His stomach dropped. How? His plan had been perfect—or so he thought. The answers were scrawled in tiny, meticulous print on the label, nearly invisible unless you knew what you were looking for.

Chad hesitated, his mouth dry. “I—uh, why?” he stammered, trying to sound casual.

Her dark brown eyes locked onto his, unyielding. “Hand it over.”

Reluctantly, he passed her the bottle, his fingers brushing against hers in the exchange. She turned it over, her gaze narrowing as she spotted the incriminating text. For a moment, she said nothing, and the silence was unbearable.

“My office. Now,” she finally said, standing and grabbing her bag.

The walk to her office felt like a march to the gallows. Chad’s mind raced. She’s going to report me. I’m going to get expelled. He was already on academic probation; this would be the end of his college career.

The door clicked shut behind them, and Dionne gestured for him to sit in the chair across from her desk. She didn’t sit. Instead, she leaned against the edge of the desk, arms crossed, her expression unreadable.

“Dr. Hudson, please,” Chad started, his voice shaky, “I—I can explain. I was just—“

“Cheating,” she interrupted, her voice cool. “I saw you looking at that bottle the entire time. Did you really think I wouldn’t notice?”

He slumped in his seat, defeated. “I’m sorry. I just—I didn’t know what else to do. I’m going to fail out if I don’t pass this class.”

Dionne studied him for a long moment, her gaze piercing. Finally, she spoke again, her voice low and measured. “Here’s the deal, Chad. I’m not going to report you—if you agree to play my game.”

“Game?” he echoed, his brow furrowing. “What do you mean?”

A small, almost imperceptible smirk tugged at the corner of her lips. “Take out your cock.”

Chad froze, his mind scrambling to process what she’d just said. “W-what?”

“You heard me,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument. “Take it out.”

His face burned with humiliation, but he couldn’t refuse. Not with expulsion hanging over his head. Slowly, he unzipped his jeans and pulled out his half-hard cock, his hand trembling as he held it. Dionne’s gaze lingered for a moment, her expression unreadable. “Now stroke it.”

“I—I don’t—“ he started, but she cut him off with a sharp look.

“Do it.”

Chad hesitated, then obeyed, wrapping his fingers around his shaft and giving it a tentative tug. To his surprise, he felt himself hardening almost immediately, despite the awkwardness of the situation. What the hell is wrong with me? he thought, but he didn’t stop. His strokes became more confident, his breathing ragged.

“Faster,” Dionne instructed, her voice calm but commanding.

He obeyed, his hand moving in a steady rhythm. The room was silent except for the soft sound of skin on skin and his own shallow breaths. This is insane, he thought, but he couldn’t deny the heat building in his gut, the way his cock throbbed in his hand.

“Stop,” she said suddenly.

“Wh—what?” Chad stammered, his hand stilling. “But I’m—“

“I said stop,” she repeated, her tone brooking no argument. “Lie down on the floor.”

He hesitated, then slid off the chair and onto the carpet, his cock still hard and aching. Dionne stood, smoothing her skirt as she stepped around the desk. She looked down at him for a moment, her expression unreadable, then pulled up her skirt, revealing that she wasn’t wearing any panties. Chad’s breath caught in his throat as he stared at her bare pussy, glistening and inviting.

“Open your mouth,” she said, straddling his face.

He obeyed, his heart pounding as she lowered herself onto him. Her wetness smeared against his lips, and he instinctively began to lick, his tongue flicking against her clit.

Dionne moaned softly, one hand gripping the edge of her desk for balance. “Keep stroking your cock,” she ordered.

Chad’s hand returned to his shaft, jerking it in time with the movements of his tongue. The taste of her, the sound of her soft gasps, the feel of her thighs pressing against the sides of his face—it was overwhelming. His hips bucked involuntarily, his cock twitching in his hand. I’m not going to last, he thought, his strokes becoming frantic.

“Don’t you dare cum,” Dionne said, her voice breathy but firm. “Not until I say so.”

He groaned against her, trying to hold back, but it was almost impossible. His tongue worked faster, his hand tightening around his shaft. Dionne’s moans grew louder, her hips grinding against his face. “Good boy,” she murmured, her voice thick with pleasure. “Just like that.”

Finally, her body tensed, a low, shuddering moan escaping her lips as she came, her thighs clamping around his head. Only then did she say, “Now cum for me, Chad.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. With a strangled cry, he came, ropes of cum shooting onto his stomach and staining his jeans. His body went limp, spent and trembling. Dionne climbed off him, smoothing her skirt back into place. She looked down at him, her expression unreadable.

“Promise me you’ll never cheat again,” she said, her tone firm.

“I promise,” Chad gasped, still catching his breath.

She nodded. “Good. And if you’re willing to learn, I have a lot more to teach you.” She smiled faintly, a glint in her eyes that sent a shiver down his spine. “But that’s entirely up to you.”

THE SPORTS STAR AND HIS WIFE

FM / FFM / BDSM / Femdom / First Person / Threesome / Whipping / Teasing / Ball Gag / CBT / Blow Job / Hand Job / Face Sitting / Cunnilingus

The call came in on a Thursday afternoon. Rick. The name alone made my pulse quicken. He was a local legend, a hometown hero with the kind of charm that could make even the most jaded heart skip a beat.

When he asked if I could come over to his place for “a special request,” I didn’t hesitate. I wasn’t new to this game—sex work had taught me to expect the unexpected—but something about Rick felt different. Different in a way that made my stomach tighten with anticipation.

Laura gave me a knowing look as I slipped into my favorite black dress. “Don’t forget to charge extra for ‘special requests,’” she teased, winking.

But even as I laughed it off, I couldn’t shake the feeling that tonight would be anything but ordinary.

Rick’s house was exactly what you’d expect from a football star: sprawling, modern, and meticulously decorated. Framed jerseys and gleaming trophies lined the walls, each one a testament to his success.

Rick greeted me at the door with a warm smile, his blue eyes crinkling at the corners. “Brandi, right?” he said, extending a hand. His grip was firm, confident, and yet there was something… softer about him. Something almost vulnerable.

“You have a beautiful home,” I said as he led me through the living room, my heels clicking against the polished hardwood floors.

He murmured a polite thanks, but his focus seemed elsewhere. It wasn’t until we reached the bedroom that I understood why.

The room was spacious, immaculate, and dominated by a king-sized bed. But it was the equipment that caught my eye—leather restraints, a whip, a ball gag, all neatly arranged on a nearby dresser.

My breath hitched. This was his special request? I turned to face him, arching an eyebrow. “So… you’re into BDSM?”

He rubbed the back of his neck, looking almost bashful. “It’s… complicated,” he admitted. “I’ve been having these… desires. Submissive ones. I’ve never acted on them before, but I want to try.” His voice was steady, but I caught the flicker of uncertainty in his eyes. This wasn’t just a kink for him—it was uncharted territory.

I nodded slowly, taking it all in. “Okay,” I said, keeping my tone calm and professional. “We can explore that. But we need to establish boundaries first. What are your limits?”

His shoulders relaxed slightly at my response. “No permanent marks,” he said. “And… no humiliation outside of this room.”

“Fair enough.” I stepped closer, my gaze locking with his. “Take off your clothes. Lie down on the bed.”

He obeyed without hesitation, stripping off his shirt and jeans with practiced ease. His body was every bit as impressive as I’d imagined—toned, muscular, the kind of physique that made women swoon. But as he lay back on the bed, his hands clasped nervously over his chest, I saw him in a new light. Not as a celebrity, but as a man exposing his deepest secrets.

I unhooked my bra and slid out of my panties, leaving myself in nothing but stilettos. Then I picked up the whip, testing its weight in my hand. “Are you ready?” I asked, my voice low and commanding.

He nodded, his breath coming faster now. “Yes.”

The first strike landed across his chest, light but firm. He flinched, then let out a choked moan. “Harder,” he gasped, his voice tinged with desperation.

I obliged, cracking the whip again and watching as his skin reddened under the impact. His cock twitched, already rock-hard. He liked it.

Next, I fastened the leather restraints around his wrists and ankles, securing him to the bedposts. The ball gag came last, silencing his moans but not the hunger in his eyes.

I knelt beside him, running my nails lightly along his inner thigh. “You’re doing so well,” I purred, my fingers brushing against his shaft.

He bucked against the restraints, desperate for more, but I kept my touch feather-light. Teasing. Denying.

That’s when the door creaked open.

My head snapped up, my heart racing. Alexandra. Rick’s wife. She stood in the doorway, her arms crossed and her expression unreadable. For a moment, no one spoke. Then Rick tried to mumble something through the gag, his eyes wide with panic.

“Shut up,” Alexandra growled, stepping into the room.

She was stunning—tall, slender, with cascading blonde hair and piercing green eyes. And right now, she looked furious. She walked over to the bed, her gaze sweeping over the scene. Then, without warning, she slapped Rick’s balls—hard.

He yelped, a muffled sound of pain and arousal. Alexandra smirked, clearly enjoying his discomfort. She leaned down, biting his cock gently before moving to his balls. Her teeth grazed the sensitive skin, making him squirm helplessly.

“Join me,” she said, glancing up at me.

There was a challenge in her eyes, a demand for compliance. I hesitated for only a second before nodding, moving to kneel beside her. Together, we teased him with our tongues, licking and sucking in tandem. His moans grew louder, more frantic. Begging for release.

But we weren’t done yet. Alexandra climbed onto the bed, positioning herself over his face. “Lick,” she commanded, and he obeyed eagerly, his tongue working between her legs.

Alexandra rocked against Rick, her movements slow and deliberate, until she threw her head back with a sharp gasp. Her orgasm was loud, unrestrained, and utterly captivating.

Now it was my turn. I straddled his face, pressing my hips down until his tongue found my clit. He was skilled, his strokes precise and relentless. Pleasure coiled tightly in my core, building with every lick, every thrust of his tongue. I clamped my thighs around his head, grinding against him as the tension broke, sending waves of ecstasy crashing through me.

Alexandra watched intently, her hand wrapping around his cock. She stroked him slowly at first, then faster, her grip tightening as he neared the edge. “Cum,” she ordered, and he did, his body convulsing as streams of hot cum spurted onto her hand.

For a moment, the room was silent except for the sound of our ragged breaths. Then Alexandra stood, wiping her hand on a nearby towel. “Get dressed,” she said, her tone brisk but not unkind. We obeyed without question, pulling on our clothes in tense silence.

As I gathered my things, Rick finally spoke. “Alex… I’m sorry.”

She sighed, running a hand through her hair. “Don’t be. I knew about your… desires, Rick. I saw your internet browsing history. I just didn’t know how to bring it up.” She glanced at me, her expression softening. “Thank you. For helping him discover this side of himself.”

I nodded, unsure of what to say. As I left their luxurious home, my mind was spinning. Who would have thought that Rick, the hometown hero, was hiding such submissive desires? But then again, people were full of surprises. And tonight… tonight had been one hell of a surprise.

MEETING A PROFESSIONAL

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Sex Work / Hand Job / Blow Job / Teasing / Vibrator / Dildo / Anal

Dave’s hands trembled as he stood on the doorstep of the large suburban house. The air felt thick, like the weight of his decisions was pressing down on him. He had never done anything like this before. Never even considered it. But here he was, knuckles poised to knock on the door of a woman he only knew as Carrie. His heart raced, and he wondered if he could still turn back.

But Dave felt lonely in his marriage. His wife had rejected him years ago, in favor of their pool boy. His boss at the investment firm constantly belittled him, making his life miserable. This was his chance to finally be a man—get laid.

He started to knock on the door and then stopped himself. Damn it, he was so indecisive. The door swung open before he could make up his mind.

Standing before him was a woman who looked like she’d walked straight out of a fantasy. Her long, dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing a face with sharp, commanding features. Her eyes locked onto his, and Dave felt like he’d been stripped naked with just one look. She wore a sleek black robe that hugged her curves, leaving little to the imagination.

“You must be Dave,” she said, her voice low and velvety, yet laced with a tone that brooked no argument.

He nodded, his throat dry. “Yes. Hi—uh—Carrie, right?”

She arched an eyebrow, her lips curving into a smirk. “That’s me. Come in.”

Dave stepped inside, his shoes clicking against the polished hardwood floor. The house was immaculate, with modern décor that screamed power and control. He felt out of place, like a child wandering into an adult’s world. His eyes darted around, taking in the expensive furniture, the abstract art on the walls. Everything about this place screamed intimidation.

Carrie crossed her arms, her robe shifting slightly to reveal a hint of black leather underneath. “You have the money?”

“Oh, yeah. Right.” Dave fumbled with his wallet, his fingers clumsy as he pulled out the cash. His hands were shaking so badly that he nearly dropped it.

Carrie watched him with an amused expression, her gaze sharp and unrelenting. She plucked the money from his fingers, counting it with a practiced efficiency. “Good. Follow me.”

Dave trailed behind her, his heart pounding as she led him through the house. They descended a set of stairs into a basement that was nothing like he’d expected. The room was dimly lit, with soft red lighting that gave it an almost otherworldly feel. The walls were lined with shelves filled with equipment—ropes, paddles, restraints, and other things he couldn’t even name. In the center of the room was a leather bench, padded and ominously sturdy.

He froze in the doorway. “Uh… what’s all this?”

Carrie turned to him, her smirk widening. “Tools of the trade.”

Dave’s eyes widened. “BDSM stuff? I didn’t—I wasn’t looking for…”

She stepped closer, her presence commanding and overwhelming. “Relax, Dave. You’re here because you want to explore something new. Right?”

He hesitated, his mind spinning. He hadn’t come here for this. But there was something about the way she looked at him, the way she spoke, that made it impossible to refuse. “Yeah… I guess.”

“Good.” Without another word, she untied her robe and let it fall to the floor.

Dave’s breath hitched. She was wearing a black leather bra and panties that hugged her body like a second skin. Her curves were accentuated, her confidence radiating from every inch of her. She was stunning, and for a moment, he forgot how to breathe.

She stepped closer, her eyes locking onto his as her fingers found the zipper of his pants. Dave’s hands twitched at his sides, unsure what to do. In a matter of seconds, his pants were pooled at his feet, and her hand was wrapped around him, stroking him firmly.

He gasped, his head falling back as waves of pleasure shot through him. Her touch was electric, and he couldn’t help but moan.

“That’s it,” she purred, her voice sending shivers down his spine. “Just let go.”

Dave’s knees nearly buckled as she dropped to her knees, her lips closing around him. Her tongue swirled around the tip, teasing him with expert precision. He groaned, his hands instinctively reaching for her hair, but she grabbed his wrists, stopping him.

“No touching,” she said firmly, her voice muffled but still commanding.

He nodded, his mind foggy with desire. She continued, her movements slow and deliberate, drawing out every ounce of pleasure until he was trembling with need. Just as he felt himself on the edge, she pulled away, leaving him throbbing and desperate.

She stood, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “If you want to continue, you’ll have to get into the restraints.”

Dave blinked, his mind struggling to process her words. “Restraints? I—I don’t know…”

Carrie crossed her arms, her gaze piercing. “This is your choice, Dave. But if you want to experience everything I have to offer, you’ll do as I say.”

He hesitated, his heart racing. This wasn’t what he had imagined. But there was something about the way she looked at him, the way she spoke, that made it impossible to refuse. Slowly, he nodded.

She smiled, a predatory gleam in her eyes. “Good boy.”

She led him to the leather bench, guiding him to lie down on his back. His heart pounded as she fastened restraints around his wrists and ankles, leaving him completely at her mercy. The leather felt cool against his skin, and the sensation of being restrained was both terrifying and thrilling.

Carrie stepped back, admiring her handiwork. “Comfortable?”

Dave swallowed hard. “I guess.”

She chuckled, her fingers trailing along his chest. “You’re in good hands, Dave. Just relax and let me take care of you.”

He nodded, his body trembling with anticipation. Carrie reached for something on the shelf, and his eyes widened when he saw the vibrator in her hand. She turned it on, the low hum filling the room, and brought it to the tip of his cock, teasing him with light, deliberate strokes.

Dave moaned, his body arching as the vibrations sent shockwaves of pleasure through him. “Oh god… that feels amazing.”

She smirked, her movements slow and deliberate. “You like that, don’t you?”

“Yes… please…”

She continued to tease him, bringing him to the edge only to pull away, denying him release. His body was on fire, every nerve screaming for relief. “Please… let me cum…”

Carrie shook her head, her smirk turning into a wicked grin. “Not yet.”

She set the vibrator aside and reached for something else—a dildo, long and thick, with a smooth black surface. Dave’s eyes widened when he saw her coat it with lube, his heart pounding in his chest.

“W-wait… what are you doing?”

She leaned over him, her breath hot against his ear. “Trust me, Dave. You’re going to love this.”

Before he could protest, he felt the cool tip of the dildo pressing against him. His body tensed, but Carrie’s hand on his chest kept him still. “Relax,” she commanded, her voice firm.

He took a deep breath, trying to calm his nerves. Slowly, she pushed the dildo inside him, the sensation unfamiliar but not unpleasant. He gasped, his body instinctively clenching around it.

“That’s it,” she purred, her hand stroking his cock as she began to move the dildo in and out. “Just let go, Dave. Feel it.”

The combination of sensations was overwhelming, and soon, he was moaning uncontrollably, his body writhing against the restraints. Carrie’s movements became more forceful, driving the dildo deeper into him with each thrust.

“Oh god… I’m…”

She smirked, her fingers tightening around him. “Cum for me, Dave.”

With a cry, he came, his body convulsing as waves of pleasure crashed over him. Carrie watched him with a satisfied smile, her movements slowing as she helped him ride out his climax.

When it was over, she released the restraints, stepping back to admire her work. Dave lay there, his mind spinning, his body still trembling from the intensity of it all.

Carrie handed him a towel, her smirk returning. “Still think you’re not into BDSM?”

He took the towel, his hands still shaking. “I… I don’t know what just happened.”

She chuckled, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “You explored something new. And from the looks of it, you enjoyed yourself.”

Dave nodded, his mind still reeling. “Yeah… I guess I did.”

She leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear. “Good. Because I’m not done with you yet.”

Dave’s heart raced as she walked away, her words lingering in the air like a promise.

EXPOSED AT THE SUPERMARKET

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Verbal Humiliation / Small Penis Humiliation / Blackmail / Strip Search / Handcuffs / Spanking / Cunnilingus

“You think I’m stupid?” Andrea’s voice cut through the air like a whip, her sharp eyes lingering on Damien’s nervous face. Her lips curled into a mocking smirk as she looked up at the security footage displayed on the monitor. “You shoved that bread under your jacket like you were in some amateur heist movie. Pathetic.”

Damien swallowed hard. His heart pounded in his chest, his palms already slick with sweat. This was bad. This was so, so bad. He glanced at the door, but Andrea was blocking it, her arms crossed over her chest. She was tall, commanding, and her presence filled the small back office of the grocery store.

He had never felt smaller in his life. “I—I’m sorry,” he stammered, wringing his hands. “I’ll put it back. I’ll pay for it. Just… please don’t call the cops.”

Andrea’s laugh was low and derisive. She stepped closer to him, her heels clicking sharply against the tile floor. “Oh, Damien,” she purred, “you’re begging already? How very predictable of you.”

She reached out, her fingers brushing against his jacket, and he froze. With a practiced, almost casual motion, she pulled the stolen loaf of bread out from under his arm. She tossed it onto the desk with a thud, her eyes never leaving his. “What else do you have, huh? Let’s see it.”

Damien hesitated. His mind raced, trying to find a way out of this, but there was none. Andrea was in control, and they both knew it. Reluctantly, he unzipped his jacket and pulled out the can of soup and the packet of instant noodles he had tucked away. His cheeks burned with shame as he placed them on the desk. He couldn’t bring himself to look at her.

Andrea shook her head, her lips curling with disdain. “Pathetic,” she repeated, her voice dripping with contempt. She walked around him, her heels clicking with each step, her gaze sweeping over him like she was sizing him up. When she spoke again, her tone was icy and deliberate. “Strip.”

Damien’s head snapped up, his eyes wide with shock. “What?”

“You heard me. Strip,” Andrea commanded, her voice firm and unyielding. “I need to make sure you’re not hiding anything else.”

His face flushed crimson, and for a moment, he considered bolting for the door. But Andrea’s gaze was like a weight pressing him down, and he couldn’t move. Slowly, he began to remove his jacket, his hands trembling. He set it on the desk, then hesitated.

Andrea raised an eyebrow, her expression challenging. “Everything.”

Damien’s heart was a wild drumbeat in his chest. He couldn’t believe this was happening. He unbuttoned his shirt, revealing his thin, pale torso, and let it fall to the floor. His jeans were next, and then his boxers. He stood there, completely exposed, his arms crossed over his chest in a futile attempt to preserve some semblance of dignity.

Andrea’s eyes trailed down his body, and he felt his face burn even hotter. Her gaze lingered on his small, flaccid penis, and she let out a low, mocking chuckle. “Wow,” she said, her voice full of amusement. “I wasn’t expecting that.”

Damien wanted to disappear. He had always been self-conscious about his size, and having Andrea laugh at him made it a thousand times worse. But as she stepped closer, her heels clicking ominously, he felt something else stirring inside him, something he didn’t want to acknowledge. No, no, no. This can’t be happening.

Andrea reached out, her fingers curling under his chin, forcing him to look up at her. “You’re so pitiful,” she said, her voice soft but laced with cruelty. “But I suppose that makes you the perfect little submissive, doesn’t it?”

Damien’s breath hitched. He didn’t know what to say. His mind was a whirlwind of shame, fear, and something else—something that made his stomach clench with anticipation. Andrea’s touch was firm but not unkind, and her eyes held a strange intensity that he couldn’t look away from.

She stepped back and gestured to the desk. “Bend over.”

He hesitated, but the sharp look in her eyes made him comply. He leaned over the desk, his palms splayed against the cool surface. He felt utterly vulnerable, his backside exposed to her gaze. Andrea’s heels clicked as she walked around the desk, and he heard her rummaging through a drawer. When she returned, she was holding a pair of handcuffs.

Damien’s heart leapt into his throat. He opened his mouth to protest, but before he could say anything, Andrea grabbed his wrists and cuffed them to the desk. The cold metal bit into his skin, and he was trapped.

Andrea leaned down, her breath hot against his ear. “You’re going to take your punishment like a good boy, aren’t you?”

He nodded, his throat too tight to speak. And then came the first spank.

The sound of her hand hitting his bare skin echoed through the office, and Damien gasped at the sharp sting. Andrea didn’t hold back. She spanked him again and again, each stroke sending a jolt of pain through him. But strangely, the pain was mixed with something else—something that made his body respond in ways he didn’t expect. By the time she stopped, he was hard, his small penis throbbing with arousal.

Andrea stepped back, her breathing slightly uneven. She unlocked the handcuffs and pulled him upright, her eyes raking over his body. “Well,” she said, her lips curling into a smirk, “it seems I’ve found a way to make you useful.”

Damien was still reeling from what had just happened. His mind was a chaotic mess of emotions, but one thing was clear—he didn’t want it to stop. Andrea sat on the edge of the desk, her skirt riding up her legs. She spread them, her gaze fixed on him. “Get on your knees,” she commanded.

He obeyed without hesitation, dropping to his knees in front of her. Andrea leaned back on her elbows, her expression one of pure dominance. “Go on,” she said, her voice low and husky. “Eat me out.”

Damien’s hands trembled as he pushed her skirt up further, exposing her bare pussy. He hesitated, but her sharp “Now” spurred him into action.

He leaned in, his tongue tentatively flicking against her clit. Andrea’s breath hitched, and she tangled her fingers in his hair, guiding him with firm tugs. He lapped at her eagerly, his tongue exploring every inch of her, spurred on by her moans and the way her hips moved against his mouth.

When she came, it was with a shuddering gasp, her grip on his hair tightening almost painfully. Damien pulled back, panting, his face glistening with her arousal.

He looked up at her, his eyes wide and pleading. “Are you… are you still going to call the police?”

Andrea laughed, a low, throaty sound that sent a shiver down his spine. “No,” she said, her fingers brushing against his cheek in a mockingly gentle gesture. “But you’re mine now. Understood?”

Damien nodded, his heart racing. He should have been terrified, but all he felt was a strange, undeniable thrill. Andrea smiled, her eyes gleaming with a predatory light. “Good. Now get dressed. You have a lot to learn.”

FINDING MY DOMINANT SIDE

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

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions by Brandi Moore:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Again,” he gasped, his eyes wild.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah,” I said finally. “You will.”

LONG DISTANCE DOMME

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“On your knees,” she commanded.

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

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

“Now, bend over the bench.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Bill smiled. “I can’t wait.”

TWICE AS MUCH FUN

FFM / Femdom / BDSM / Threesome / Bondage / Ball Gag / Blow Job / Prostate Massage

The bass thumped through the nightclub, vibrating the air and making the crowd pulse with energy. Luke leaned against the bar, a smirk playing on his lips as he sipped his whiskey. He was used to the eyes on him tonight—women glancing his way, some bold enough to smile, others pretending not to notice. But he noticed. He always did. His charm was his weapon, and he wielded it with precision.

Then, they appeared.

Two women, impossibly beautiful, broke through the throng of bodies like a magnetic force. One had long, cascading brown hair that shimmered under the club’s neon lights, her almond-shaped eyes locking onto his with an intensity that made his breath hitch. The other, a blonde with a sharp, chic bob, exuded an air of confidence that was almost intimidating. Her lips curved into a sly smile as she approached him, her eyes raking over him with an appraising gaze.

“You look like you could use some company,” the blonde said, her voice smooth and low, like velvet. She extended a hand. “I’m Renee. This is Bella.”

Luke grinned, his charm immediately kicking in. “Luke. And I was just thinking the same thing about you two.”

Bella stepped closer, her fingers brushing his arm lightly. Too lightly. “We noticed you from across the room,” she said, her voice dripping with a sweetness that felt almost dangerous. “You’re hard to miss.”

Luke chuckled, leaning in slightly. “I could say the same about you both.”

Renee tilted her head, her eyes narrowing slightly as if dissecting him. “We’re… a package deal,” she said, her tone implying more than just friendship. “Interested?”

Luke’s pulse quickened. Two women. At once. It was a fantasy he’d never had the chance to live out, and the prospect sent a thrill through him. “Very,” he replied, his voice steady despite the adrenaline surging through his veins.

“Good,” Bella purred, her hand sliding down to his wrist. “Come with us.”

They led him out of the club and into the cool night air, the city lights casting a soft glow on their faces. The walk to their apartment felt like a blur, the anticipation building with every step. When they finally entered the loft, Luke’s eyes widened. The space was sleek, modern, and eerily quiet compared to the chaos of the club.

Bella turned to him, her expression suddenly serious. “Before we go any further,” she said, her voice firm but not unkind, “there will be rules.”

Luke raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “Rules?”

Renee stepped forward, her hand resting on Bella’s shoulder. “We’re in charge here. You’ll do as we say. No questions.”

Luke hesitated for a moment, his mind racing. He wasn’t used to being the one following orders, but the way they looked at him—like they already owned him—sent a shiver down his spine.

He nodded slowly. “Alright. I’m in.”

Bella smiled, her demeanor softening slightly. “Good boy.”

They led him to the bedroom, the dim lighting casting long shadows on the walls. Without a word, they began to undress, each movement deliberate and hypnotic. Luke’s breath caught in his throat as he watched them. Bella’s body was a masterpiece—curves in all the right places, her breasts full and inviting. Renee was leaner, her toned frame exuding a raw, untamed energy that made his heart race.

Luke stripped off his clothes, his cock already hardening at the sight of them. He stepped forward, eager to touch, to taste, but Bella held up a hand, stopping him in his tracks.

“Slow down,” she said, her voice firm. Commanding. “Remember the rules.”

Luke swallowed hard, his arousal only intensifying. He watched as Bella and Renee kissed, their lips meeting in a slow, sensual dance that made his stomach twist with desire. He wanted to join them, to feel their bodies against his, but he stayed put, his hands clenched at his sides.

Renee broke the kiss and turned to him, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Get on the bed,” she ordered.

Luke obeyed without hesitation, his heart pounding in his chest. He lay down on the soft mattress, his body tingling with anticipation. Renee reached into a drawer and pulled out a pair of silk cords, the material smooth and cool against her skin.

“Hold out your wrists,” she said, her voice calm but firm.

Luke hesitated again, his mind racing. Tied up? Was he really about to let them do this? But the look in Renee’s eyes, the way Bella was watching him with that same intensity, made his decision for him. He held out his wrists, his pulse quickening as Renee began to bind him to the bedposts.

The sensation of the silk against his skin was strange but not unpleasant. He tested the restraints, finding them tight but not uncomfortable. Bella approached the bed, holding something in her hand. It was a ball gag, black and sleek.

“Open,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Luke hesitated for only a moment before parting his lips. The gag slid into his mouth, the taste of silicon filling his senses. Bella fastened it behind his head, her fingers brushing his neck lightly. The moment it was in place, a wave of vulnerability washed over him. He was completely at their mercy now.

Bella and Renee stood at the foot of the bed, their eyes roaming over his naked body. Luke’s cock was hard, straining against his stomach, and he was painfully aware of their gaze. They were in control, and he could do nothing but wait.

Renee climbed onto the bed first, straddling his hips as she leaned down to kiss his chest. Her lips were soft, her touch deliberate as she traced a path down his torso. Bella joined her, her hands gentle as they explored his body. Luke groaned into the gag, his hips bucking slightly as Renee’s lips found his nipple.

Bella’s fingers teased the base of his cock, her touch light and maddening. She leaned down, her breath warm against his skin as she licked his balls, the sensation sending jolts of pleasure through him. Luke’s body tensed, his cock throbbing as Bella began to suck him, her mouth hot and wet.

Renee’s hand trailed lower, her fingers brushing against his ass. Luke’s eyes widened, a muffled moan escaping him as Renee’s finger pressed against his entrance. She worked him slowly, her touch firm but not painful, and Luke’s body responded with a mix of pleasure and shock.

Bella’s mouth moved faster, her tongue swirling around the tip of his cock before taking him deep into her throat. Luke’s hips pushed upward instinctively, his body desperate for more. Renee’s finger pressed deeper, the sensation sending waves of pleasure through him.

He was on the edge, his body taut with tension, when he finally came, his release spilling into Bella’s mouth. She didn’t stop, her lips still wrapped around him as she swallowed every drop. Renee continued to finger him, her touch gentle but insistent, prolonging his orgasm until he was wrung out and trembling.

Bella finally pulled away, a satisfied smile on her lips as she removed the gag from Luke’s mouth. Renee untied his wrists, her fingers brushing against his skin lightly. Luke lay there, his chest heaving, his mind still reeling from what had just happened.

Bella leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “You did so well,” she whispered, her voice sending a shiver down his spine.

Luke just smiled, his mind racing. This encounter had gone much differently than he’d expected, but he had to admit that he’d enjoyed it.

As Bella untied the silk cords, Luke asked her when he’d be seeing them again.

Renee laughed, explaining that they never invited the same man into their bed twice. One thing was certain, Luke would never forget his passionate night with Bella and Renee.

Teased & Humiliated

JOHN’S LITTLE SECRET

FM / Small Penis Humiliation / Verbal Humiliation / Jerk Off Instructions / Ruined Orgasm

John adjusted his tie in the mirror for the fifth time, his fingers trembling slightly as he smoothed down the fabric. He couldn’t believe Janelle had agreed to go out with him. She was gorgeous, with those deep brown eyes that seemed to see straight through him and that cascade of black hair that framed her face like a painting. She was out of his league, and he knew it. But here he was, preparing for their date, trying to convince himself that maybe, just maybe, he could be enough.

Dinner had gone better than he expected. Janelle had been flirtatious, her laughter light and her touches deliberate. She leaned in close when she spoke, her voice low and teasing, her fingers brushing against his hand as they shared a dessert. John felt his confidence grow with every smile she gave him, every lingering glance that made his heart race. He tried to ignore the nagging voice in the back of his mind, the one that whispered you’re not enough for her, you’ll never be enough.

When they arrived at his apartment, the air between them felt charged, electric. John’s hands shook as he fumbled with his keys, and Janelle’s soft giggle only made his nerves worse.

She stepped inside, her eyes scanning the room before landing back on him. “Cute place,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement. “Very… cozy.”

He tried to play it cool, but his mind was racing. Is she making fun of me? Or is she just teasing? He couldn’t tell, but her smile was enough to make him push the doubt aside. She stepped closer, her body brushing against his, and he felt his breath catch in his throat. Her lips were on his before he could think, her kiss soft but demanding, and he melted into it, his hands instinctively finding her waist.

They stumbled toward the couch, their kisses growing more urgent, more desperate. Janelle’s hands were everywhere—in his hair, on his chest, sliding down to the waistband of his pants. He froze for a moment, panic flaring in his chest, but then she was unzipping his pants, her fingers deft and confident. His heart was pounding so loudly he was sure she could hear it. This is it. She’s going to see. She’s going to know.

And then she did.

Janelle’s laughter cut through the room like a knife, sharp and unrelenting. She pulled back, her eyes wide with disbelief, her lips curling into a mocking grin. “Oh my God,” she said, her voice trembling with laughter. “Is that… it? That’s what you’ve been hiding in there all night? That’s adorable.”

John’s face burned with humiliation, his stomach twisting into knots. He wanted to disappear, to sink into the floor and never come back. But then he felt it—a strange, unexpected stirring in the pit of his stomach, a heat that spread through his body despite the shame. He looked down, horrified to see that he was getting hard, his small, limp cock beginning to stiffen under Janelle’s mocking gaze.

She noticed too. Her laughter faded, replaced by a smirk that was equal parts cruel and curious. “Wait… are you actually getting turned on by this?” She leaned in closer, her breath hot against his ear. “Does it turn you on, John? Does it make you hot to know how pathetic you are?”

He couldn’t speak, couldn’t think. His mind was a whirlwind of shame and arousal, and all he could do was nod, his body betraying him in the worst possible way. Janelle let out a low, satisfied laugh. “Oh, this is perfect. You’re just full of surprises, aren’t you?”

She stepped back, crossing her arms over her chest as she looked him up and down. “You’re pathetic, John. Do you know that? But you know what? I’m going to let you enjoy this. Show me what you’ve got.” She gestured to his now fully erect cock, her smirk widening. “Go on. Touch yourself.”

John hesitated, his hands trembling at his sides. This is wrong. This is so wrong. But his body was on fire, every nerve alight with a need he couldn’t ignore. Slowly, hesitantly, he reached down, his fingers wrapping around his cock. It felt small and insignificant in his hand, and the humiliation only made him harder.

“That’s it,” Janelle purred, her voice dripping with mockery. “Show me how much you love this. You wanted me to touch you, didn’t you? But you don’t deserve it. You’re not a real man. You’re just a little boy with a little dick who gets off on being humiliated.”

Her words cut through him like a knife, but they only made him harder, his strokes growing more desperate. He could feel the pressure building, the heat pooling in his stomach, and he knew he was close. “Please,” he whispered, his voice hoarse. “Please touch me.”

Janelle laughed, a harsh, cruel sound. “No. You don’t get to ask for anything. You’re going to cum for me, and you’re going to do it the way a pathetic little boy like you should. Faster now. Show me how much you love this.”

John obeyed, his hand moving faster, his breaths coming in shallow gasps. The pressure was unbearable, the heat consuming him, and then it happened—a weak, pitiful stream of cum shot from his cock, dripping down his hand and onto his jeans. He felt like he was dying, the humiliation and pleasure crashing over him in waves.

Janelle let out a loud, mocking laugh. “That’s it? That’s all you’ve got? A real man can shoot a big load, John. You? You’re just a little boy with a little dick who can’t even cum like a man. You’ll never be able to please a woman. Not with that thing.”

She turned on her heel, her laughter echoing through the room as she walked toward the door. “Clean up your mess, John. And don’t bother calling me again.”

The door slammed shut behind her, and John was left alone, his body trembling and his mind in chaos. He looked down at the mess he’d made, the humiliation burning in his chest even as the arousal still lingered in his veins. What the hell is wrong with me? he thought, but he already knew the answer.

TRUTH OR DARE GONE WRONG

FFM / Femdom / Verbal Humiliation / Small Penis Humiliation / Blackmail / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation / Foot Fetish / Trampling / Shoe Licking

“I dare you to show us your cock,” Ashley said, her voice teasing, her lips curling into a smirk that made Fred’s stomach drop.

The room fell silent for a moment, the only sound being the faint hum of the air conditioner in Ashley’s apartment. Fred froze, his beer bottle halfway to his lips. His heart started pounding so loudly he was sure the girls could hear it.

Kiana leaned forward, her high heels clicking against the hardwood floor as she crossed her legs. “What’s the matter, Fred? Scared?”

Fred’s mouth went dry. He set the bottle down on the coffee table, his hands trembling slightly. “I, uh… I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

Ashley tilted her head, her dark hair falling over one shoulder. “Oh, come on. It’s just a game. Don’t be such a baby.”

Kiana giggled, her laughter light but cutting. “Yeah, Fred. You’re not chickening out, are you?”

Fred’s mind raced. He’d been so excited when Ashley invited him over after work. She was wearing this tight red dress that hugged her curves in all the right places, and Kiana had on this black number that made her legs look impossibly long. The two of them had been flirting with him all night, laughing at his jokes, touching his arm like they were actually interested.

But now? Now he felt like he was back in high school, the kid everyone picked on because he wasn’t “man enough.”

“Fine,” he muttered, his voice barely above a whisper. He stood up, his legs feeling like jelly, and slowly unzipped his jeans.

Ashley and Kiana leaned closer, their eyes locked on him. He could feel their gazes like a physical weight, pressing down on him. When he finally pulled his boxers down, revealing his small, soft cock, the room erupted in laughter.

“Oh my God!” Ashley shrieked, doubling over. “Is that it?”

Kiana covered her mouth, but her shoulders were shaking with laughter. “I’ve never seen anything so… tiny.”

Fred’s face burned. He wanted to disappear, to melt into the floor and never come back. But then, to his horror, he felt himself starting to get hard.

Ashley noticed first. “Wait, is he… getting an erection?“ She pointed, giggling uncontrollably.

Kiana gasped. “Oh my God, he is! Look at it! It’s like a little mushroom!”

Fred tried to cover himself, but Ashley slapped his hand away. “No, no. Let us see. This is hilarious.”

“Please,” Fred begged, his voice cracking. “Don’t tell anyone at work. Please.”

Ashley exchanged a look with Kiana, a wicked grin spreading across her face. “We’ll keep your secret,” she said, her tone dripping with faux sincerity. “But you’re going to have to earn it.”

Fred swallowed hard. “What do you mean?”

Kiana stood up, her heels clicking as she walked around the coffee table. She stopped in front of him, her arms crossed. “Lie down on the floor.”

“What? Why?”

“Just do it,” Ashley said, her voice firm now.

Fred hesitated, but he didn’t have the strength to argue. He slowly lowered himself to the floor, his heart pounding in his ears.

Ashley crouched next to him, her red dress riding up her thighs. “Now, jerk off for us.”

Fred’s eyes widened. “What? No, I—”

“Do it,” Kiana interrupted, her voice cold. “Or we’ll tell everyone at work about your little problem.”

Fred’s hands shook as he reached down and started stroking himself. The humiliation was overwhelming, but there was something else too—something dark and twisted that he didn’t want to acknowledge.

Ashley and Kiana watched intently, their laughter fading into something more… hungry.

“Look at it,” Kiana murmured. “It’s so small, but it’s trying so hard.”

Ashley smirked. “Pathetic. But kind of cute, in a way.”

Fred closed his eyes, trying to block them out, but he could feel their presence, their heat, their smell.

Then, suddenly, he felt a sharp pain in his chest. He opened his eyes to see Ashley’s high heel pressing down on him, the red sole inches from his face.

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

Fred hesitated, but only for a moment. He leaned forward and started licking the sole of her shoe, the taste of leather and rubber filling his mouth.

Kiana laughed, stepping on his thigh with her own heel. “You’re such a freak, Fred. I can’t believe you’re actually into this.”

Fred didn’t answer. He couldn’t. The combination of pain, humiliation, and arousal was too much. He felt himself getting closer, his strokes faster, more desperate.

Finally, with a choked gasp, he came, his tiny load barely visible on the floor.

Ashley and Kiana erupted into laughter again. “Oh my God,” Ashley said, wiping tears from her eyes. “That’s it? That’s what you’ve got?”

Kiana shook her head. “I can’t believe we wasted our night on this.”

Fred lay there, trembling, his humiliation complete.

Ashley crouched down again, her face inches from his. “Just so you know,” she whispered, her breath hot against his ear, “we’re definitely telling everyone at work about this.”

Fred’s stomach dropped. “But… you said—”

“We lied,” Kiana interrupted, her voice cold. “Everyone’s going to know, Fred. Everyone.”

Fred closed his eyes, the weight of their words crushing him. His heart raced. He didn’t know what to say, what to do. All he knew was that he was completely at their mercy.

And for some reason, that thought made him harder than ever.

A LOSER BEGS FOR FORGIVENESS

FM / Femdom / Verbal Humiliation / Begging / Spitting / Face Sitting

"Get on your knees," Antoinette commanded, her voice sharp and unyielding.

Shawn hesitated, his face flushed with embarrassment and something else—something he couldn’t quite name yet. His eyes darted to the family photo on the wall, the one he’d foolishly forgotten to take down. His parents’ smiling faces seemed to mock him, their perfect little lives a stark contrast to his own.

"Do it," Antoinette snapped, her arms crossed over her chest. "Now."

He dropped to his knees, the hardwood floor cold against his skin. His heart pounded as he looked up at her, his mouth dry. She was stunning—tall, confident, and radiating the kind of success he could only dream of. Her designer dress clung to her curves, and her heels clicked ominously against the floor as she stepped closer.

"You’re pathetic, Shawn," she said, her voice dripping with disdain. "A grown man still living with his parents. Did you really think I wouldn’t notice?"

He opened his mouth to defend himself, but no words came out. What could he say? She was right. He was a loser. He’d lied on the dating app, spinning fantasies about his life that were as far from the truth as possible. He’d made it sound like he had a career, his own place, a life worth living. But it was all a sham.

"I’m sorry," he whispered, his voice trembling. "Please, give me another chance."

She tilted her head, her lips curling into a cruel smile. "Another chance? For what? To lie to me again? To pretend you’re something you’re not?" She leaned down, her face inches from his. "You’re nothing, Shawn. And you always will be."

Her words cut deep, but they also ignited something inside him—a strange, electric current that made his stomach clench and his cock twitch. He’d never felt this way before. Humiliation, yes. Shame, absolutely. But this? This was different.

"Spit on me," he blurted out, the words surprising even him.

Antoinette raised an eyebrow, her expression shifting from disgust to intrigue. "What did you just say?"

His heart raced. "Spit on me," he repeated, his voice firmer this time. "Please."

For a long moment, she just stared at him, her eyes searching his face as if trying to figure out if he was serious. Then, with a slow, deliberate motion, she leaned down and spat in his face. The warm, wet sensation against his skin sent a jolt of arousal through him, and he let out a shaky breath.

"You really are a loser," she murmured, her voice laced with something that sounded almost like amusement. "But maybe I can work with that."

He didn’t have time to process what she meant. She grabbed his arm, pulling him to his feet, and led him down the hallway to his room. His pathetic little room, still decorated with posters from his teenage years. It was a stark reminder of how little he’d accomplished in life, but at that moment, he didn’t care. All he cared about was the way she was looking at him—like she owned him.

"Lie down," she ordered, pointing to the bed.

He obeyed without question, his body trembling with anticipation as he stretched out on the mattress. She stepped out of her heels, the sound loud in the quiet room, and then she climbed onto the bed, straddling his chest.

Shawn’s breath hitched as she pulled up her dress, revealing the lace panties beneath. She’s going to ruin me, he thought, and the idea filled him with a mix of fear and excitement.

"Open your mouth," she commanded, and he did, his lips parting instinctively.

She shifted her weight, lowering herself onto his face, and he gasped as the heat of her pussy pressed against his lips. The taste of her was intoxicating, and he eagerly licked and sucked, desperate to please her.

"Good boy," she murmured, her voice soft but mocking. "You might be a loser, but at least you’re good for something."

Her words sent a shiver down his spine, and he moaned against her, his hands gripping the sheets as he focused all his attention on her. She rocked her hips, grinding against his face, and he could feel the wetness of her arousal soaking his chin.

"You’re lucky I’m letting you taste me," she said, her voice breathless now. "You don’t deserve this."

He didn’t deserve it. She was right. But that only made it more thrilling. His cock was impossibly hard, straining against the fabric of his pants, but he didn’t dare touch himself. This wasn’t about him. This was about her.

Her breathing grew heavier, her movements more frantic, and he knew she was close. He doubled his efforts, his tongue flicking against her clit as he sucked on her pussy. Her moans filled the room, and then, with a cry, she came, her juices gushing into his mouth.

Shawn swallowed eagerly, his own orgasm building as he continued to lick her, desperate to prolong the moment. But it was over too soon. She climbed off him, straightening her dress and smoothing her hair as if nothing had happened.

"Will I see you again?" he asked, his voice hoarse.

Antoinette laughed, a sharp, mocking sound that cut through the air. "Fuck no, you live with your parents!"

MASSAGE HUMILIATION

FM / Femdom / Massage / Small Penis Humiliation / Verbal Humiliation / Golden Shower / Cunnilingus

Will’s heart pounded as he heard the doorbell. He glanced at the clock. Right on time. He smoothed his hands over his shirt, took a deep breath, and opened the door. Natalia stood there, her long dark hair cascading over her shoulders, her fitted black outfit hugging her curves in all the right places. She smiled, and Will felt his stomach drop. God, she was gorgeous.

“Hi, Will,” she said, her voice smooth and confident. “Ready for your massage?”

Will nodded, stepping aside to let her in. “Yeah, come on in. I set up the table in the living room.”

Natalia followed him inside, her heels clicking softly against the hardwood floor. She set her bag down by the massage table and began unpacking her supplies. Will stood awkwardly to the side, his hands shoved in his pockets. Don’t stare, he told himself. But it was impossible not to. Her every movement was hypnotic.

“Do you, uh, need me to do anything?” Will asked, his voice cracking slightly.

Natalia glanced up at him, a sly smile playing on her lips. “Just relax. This is all about you, Will.” Her tone was teasing, and Will felt a shiver run down his spine. Was she flirting with him?

She gestured to the table. “Go ahead, lie down on your stomach. I’ll start with your shoulders.”

Will hesitated for a moment, then nodded. He stripped off his shirt, revealing his muscular frame. He could feel Natalia’s eyes on him as he climbed onto the table, face down. The cool air brushed against his skin as he settled in, his heart still racing.

Natalia’s hands were warm as they pressed into his shoulders, her fingers working the knots of tension. Will let out a soft sigh, his body relaxing under her touch. But his mind was anything but calm. She was so close. He could smell her perfume. Did she notice? Did she see his secret shame?

Her hands moved lower, kneading the muscles of his back. “You’re so tense,” she murmured, her voice low. “Do you work out a lot?”

“Yeah,” Will said, his voice muffled by the table. “Baseball.”

“Mmm, I can tell,” Natalia said, her fingers tracing the lines of his muscles. “You’re in great shape.”

Will’s face flushed. Was she flirting with him? Or was this just part of the massage? He wasn’t sure, but his body was certainly responding. He could feel himself growing hard, and he prayed Natalia wouldn’t discover his tiny penis.

“Alright, turn over,” she said, her hands pausing on his shoulders.

Will froze. Shit. “Uh, can we just stay like this? My back’s still pretty tight.”

Natalia chuckled softly. “I’ll work on your front too. Trust me, it’ll help.”

Will’s heart was pounding now. He knew he couldn’t refuse without looking suspicious, but the thought of rolling over, of her seeing him like that—it was terrifying. But Natalia’s voice was calm and hypnotic. He couldn’t refuse her. Slowly, he turned onto his back, his arms crossed over his chest as if that could somehow hide his shame.

Natalia’s eyes flicked downward, and Will saw her lips twitch. He braced himself for the inevitable. And then it came.

She burst out laughing.

“Oh my God,” she said, covering her mouth with her hand. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry. I just… wasn’t expecting that.”

Will felt his face burn. Humiliation flooded him, cutting through the arousal that had been building. But as much as he wanted to shrink away, he couldn’t deny that her laughter, her mockery, was also turning him on. He wondered what was wrong with him.

“Please,” he whispered, his voice barely audible. “Don’t tell anyone.”

Natalia’s laughter subsided, and she looked at him with a mixture of amusement and curiosity. “Don’t worry, your secret’s safe with me,” she said. Her tone was teasing, but there was something else in her voice—something that made Will’s stomach twist.

She leaned closer, her face inches from his. “But if I’m going to keep your little secret, you’re going to have to do what I say. Understand?”

Will nodded, his heart racing. “Yes.”

Natalia smirked. “Good. Now, touch yourself.”

Will’s eyes widened. “What?”

“You heard me,” she said, her voice firm. “I want to see you get off.”

Will hesitated for a moment, but the arousal in Natalia’s eyes was undeniable. Slowly, reluctantly, he reached down, wrapping his fingers around his small, hard cock. He began to stroke himself, his face burning with shame.

Natalia watched him, a satisfied smile on her lips. “That’s it,” she said. “Just like that. You’re such a good little boy, aren’t you?”

Will’s breath hitched at her words. God, this is so humiliating. But he couldn’t stop. He felt himself getting harder, his strokes becoming more frantic.

“You really like this, don’t you?” Natalia taunted, her voice dripping with amusement. “You like being degraded, don’t you?”

Will didn’t answer. He couldn’t. His mind was a whirlwind of shame and desire, and all he could focus on was the feeling of her eyes on him, watching him pleasure himself.

Natalia stood up, her movements slow and deliberate. She began to undress, peeling off her clothes piece by piece until she stood before him completely naked. Will’s eyes widened at the sight of her body, her curves, her smooth skin. She was fucking gorgeous.

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

Will didn’t hesitate. He climbed off the table and knelt on the floor, his tiny cock still hard and throbbing. Natalia walked around behind him, her heels clicking against the floor.

“You’re going to learn your place, Will,” she said. “You’re going to be my little piss slut.”

Will’s heart raced at her words. This was really happening.

Natalia stepped over him, her legs straddling his body. Will looked up with her, his eyes wide. And then she began to piss.

The warm stream hit Will’s chest, soaking him instantly. He gasped at the sensation, his cock twitching with excitement. Natalia’s laughter echoed above him as she continued to piss on him, her golden urine covering his body.

“You love this, don’t you?” she taunted, her voice filled with amusement. “You’re such a filthy little slut.”

Will couldn’t answer. He was too overwhelmed by the humiliation, the arousal, the sheer intensity of it all. His cock was harder than it had ever been, and he could feel himself on the edge of orgasm.

Natalia finished, stepping back and looking down at him with a satisfied smirk. “Now it’s time to clean up,” she said.

She walked over to the couch and sat down, spreading her legs wide. Her pussy glistened with her own urine, and she beckoned him closer with a single finger.

“Come here, Will,” she said. “Lick me clean.”

Will crawled over to her, his body still dripping with her piss. He hesitated for a moment, but Natalia’s sharp gaze pushed him forward. He leaned in, pressing his tongue against her pussy.

The taste was salty, tangy, and utterly intoxicating. Will moaned against her, his tongue moving eagerly as he lapped at her folds. Natalia’s hands gripped his hair, forcing him closer, deeper.

“That’s it,” she moaned, her head falling back. “You’re such a good little slut.”

Will’s tongue worked faster, spurred on by her words, by the way her body responded to him. He could feel her thighs tightening around his head, her hips grinding against his face. And then, with a sharp cry, Natalia came against his mouth.

Will pulled back, panting, his face wet with her juices. Natalia looked down at him, a wicked smile on her lips.

“Okay, Will,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “Your little secret is safe.”

Will nodded, his heart pounding. “Thank you,” he whispered.

“Good,” Natalia said, standing up and beginning to dress. “This is just the beginning, Will. I’ll be seeing you again soon.”

As she walked to the door, Will sat on the floor, covered in piss, his cock still hard and throbbing. He had never felt more humiliated… or more alive.

FRAT PARTY HUMILIATION

FFM / Femdom / Verbal Humiliation / Small Penis Humiliation / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation

Malachi adjusted the collar of his shirt nervously as he stood in the corner of the frat house, his eyes darting around the crowded room. The bass from the speakers thumped in his chest, and the air was thick with the smell of cheap beer and sweat. He’d been invited to the party by one of his teammates, but he wasn’t exactly thriving in the social chaos. He never did. Not when he was always on edge, always hiding his secret.

He sipped his drink—too quickly, as usual—and scanned the room. That’s when he saw them. Nikki and Sarah. The queens of the campus. They were leaning against the wall, laughing at something, their heads tilted back. Nikki’s dark hair cascaded over her shoulder, and Sarah’s blonde curls bounced as she giggled. Malachi’s stomach twisted. He knew who they were. Everyone knew who they were.

Their eyes landed on him almost simultaneously, and Malachi froze. He felt like a deer caught in headlights. Nikki smirked, her brown eyes glinting with mischief, and whispered something to Sarah, who immediately turned to look at him. Malachi’s heart pounded. He wanted to look away, to disappear, but he couldn’t. They were walking toward him now, their hips swaying with every step.

“Hey,” Nikki said, her voice smooth as honey. “You’re Malachi, right? The track guy?”

Malachi nodded, his throat suddenly dry. “Yeah, that’s me.”

Sarah tilted her head, her blue eyes scanning him up and down. “You’re quiet. We like quiet guys.”

Nikki giggled, leaning in closer. “Yeah, they’re easier to control.”

Malachi laughed nervously, unsure if that was a joke or not. They were standing so close now, their perfume mixing with the scent of alcohol. Nikki’s hand brushed against his arm, and he felt a jolt of electricity shoot through him.

“You should loosen up,” Sarah said, her voice teasing. “Have another drink.”

Before Malachi could respond, Nikki was already handing him a fresh cup. He took it, his fingers brushing against hers, and downed it in one go. The liquid burned its way down his throat, but he welcomed the warmth. Maybe the alcohol would help him relax. Maybe it would make him forget, just for a little while.

As the night wore on, Malachi found himself laughing more, his inhibitions slowly slipping away. Nikki and Sarah were relentless, their flirtation escalating with every sip of their drinks. They were touching him now—Nikki’s hand resting on his thigh, Sarah’s fingers playing with the hem of his shirt. Malachi’s heart raced. He’d never been this close to women like them, women who exuded confidence and power.

“You’re cute when you’re nervous,” Nikki whispered, her lips grazing his ear.

Malachi’s breath hitched. “I’m not nervous,” he lied.

Sarah smirked. “Sure you’re not.”

Nikki leaned in, her lips brushing against his. It was soft at first, almost tentative, but then she deepened the kiss, her tongue sweeping into his mouth. Malachi’s mind went blank. He’d never been kissed like this—so aggressively, so confidently. His hands found her waist, pulling her closer, and he could feel her body pressing against his.

“Let’s go somewhere quieter,” Nikki murmured against his lips.

Malachi nodded, his brain too foggy to form a coherent thought. Nikki took his hand, leading him through the crowd, and Sarah followed close behind. They climbed the stairs, the noise of the party fading with every step. Malachi’s heart was pounding now, his palms sweating. He knew where this was going, and he wanted it—he really wanted it—but there was still that nagging fear in the back of his mind.

Nikki pushed open the door to a bedroom, and the three of them stepped inside. The room was dimly lit, the air thick with anticipation. Nikki turned to him, her hands already working on the buttons of his shirt. Malachi’s breath quickened as she pushed the fabric off his shoulders, her fingers trailing down his chest.

“You’re tense,” she said, her voice low. “Relax.”

Malachi tried, he really did, but when her hands moved to his belt, his anxiety spiked. He grabbed her wrist, stopping her. “Wait.”

Nikki raised an eyebrow. “What’s wrong?”

Malachi swallowed hard. “I…I just…”

Sarah crossed her arms, leaning against the wall. “What’s the matter, Malachi? Got something to hide?”

His face burned. “No, it’s just…I’m not…”

Nikki laughed softly, her fingers undoing his belt despite his hesitation. “Don’t be shy. We’ve seen it all before.”

Malachi’s stomach churned as she unzipped his pants and pulled them down, along with his boxers. He closed his eyes, bracing himself for the reaction he knew was coming.

Nikki froze. For a moment, there was silence. Then she burst out laughing. “Oh my god. Is that it?”

Malachi’s eyes snapped open, and he felt like the ground had been ripped out from under him. Nikki was doubled over, laughing uncontrollably, and Sarah was smirking, her arms still crossed.

“Sarah, you have to see this,” Nikki said, gasping for air.

Sarah stepped closer, her eyes widening as she took in the sight. She let out a low whistle. “Wow. That’s… something.”

Malachi’s face was on fire. He wanted to run, to hide, to disappear, but his feet were rooted to the spot. “Please,” he begged. “Don’t tell anyone.”

Nikki wiped a tear from her eye, still giggling. “Oh, don’t worry, Malachi. We won’t tell anyone…as long as you do what we say.”

He swallowed hard. “What do you want me to do?”

Nikki’s smile turned wicked. “Start by jerking that little thing off.”

Malachi’s stomach dropped. “What?”

“You heard her,” Sarah said, her voice sharp. “Do it.”

His hands shook as he reached down, wrapping his fingers around himself. He’d never felt more exposed, more vulnerable. Nikki and Sarah watched him intently, their eyes boring into him. Despite the humiliation, he could feel himself hardening, the blood rushing to his groin.

Nikki stepped closer, her hand brushing against his cheek. “Good boy.”

He kept stroking, picking up the pace. He couldn’t deny that he was enjoying it. His little cock got even stiffer, leaking a few drops of precum.

Nikki looked at him intently, her eyes raking over his body. “Such a shame,” she said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “All that muscle, and you’ve got nothing down there.” She reached out, her fingers brushing against him, and Malachi flinched, his breath hitching in his throat.

“Please,” he begged, his voice trembling. “If anyone finds out—”

Malachi’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions—fear, shame, humiliation, and something else, something he couldn’t quite name. But before he could protest, Nikki’s hand was on him, stroking him with a firm grip. His body reacted instantly, betraying him once again.

“There you go,” Nikki cooed, a wicked smile spreading across her face. “Such a good little boy.”

Sarah stepped closer, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “I think he’s enjoying this more than he wants to admit,” she said, her voice teasing. “Look at him, squirming like that.”

Malachi closed his eyes, trying to block out the humiliation, but it was impossible. Every touch, every word, only fueled the fire burning inside him. He hated himself for it, but he couldn’t deny the pleasure coursing through his veins.

“Open your eyes,” Nikki commanded, her voice sharp. “I want you to watch.”

Reluctantly, Malachi obeyed, his gaze meeting hers. She was staring at him with a mixture of amusement and dominance, her lips curved into a smirk. “Good boy,” she said, her voice dripping with condescension. “Now, keep jerking yourself off. I want to see just how much you can take.”

Malachi’s hand moved almost instinctively, his body responding to her command. He hated himself for it, but he couldn’t stop. Sarah stepped closer, her fingers trailing up his chest, sending shivers down his spine.

“You’re such a mess,” she whispered, her breath hot against his ear. “I bet you’ve never had a woman touch you like this, have you?”

Malachi shook his head, his eyes wide with shame. “No,” he admitted, his voice barely a whisper.

Sarah chuckled, her hand moving lower, teasing him. “Well, enjoy it while it lasts,” she said, her tone mocking. “Because this is probably the closest you’ll ever get to a real woman.”

Nikki stepped back, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “I think it’s time to see just how far we can push him,” she said, her voice laced with excitement. “Sarah, why don’t you take over? I want to watch.”

Sarah smirked, her fingers wrapping around him, her grip firm. “With pleasure,” she said, her voice teasing. “Let’s see just how much of a whimper we can get out of him.”

Malachi’s breath hitched in his throat as Sarah’s hand moved, her touch sending waves of pleasure through his body. He tried to resist, but it was impossible. Every stroke, every tease, only pushed him closer to the edge.

“That’s it,” Nikki cooed, her voice dripping with condescension. “Let go, Malachi. Show us just how much you enjoy this.”

Malachi’s body trembled, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps. He was so close, so unbearably close. And then, with a shuddering gasp, he came, his body convulsing with pleasure.

Sarah stepped back, a wicked smile spreading across her face. “Pathetic,” she said, her voice laced with mockery. “That’s all you’ve got?”

Malachi collapsed onto the bed, his body spent, his mind a whirlwind of emotions. He felt exposed, humiliated, and yet… there was a part of him that couldn’t deny the twisted thrill that had coursed through his veins.

Nikki stepped forward, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “You’re not done yet,” she said, her voice sharp. “We’ve only just begun.”

Malachi’s heart raced as Nikki climbed onto the bed, straddling him, her eyes filled with a predatory gleam. “You’re ours now, Malachi,” she whispered, her voice dripping with dominance. “And we’re going to make sure you never forget it.”

A DOMINANT WIFE’S REVENGE

FM / Femdom / Porn / Verbal Humiliation / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation / Golden Shower

The sound of the front door clicking open sent a jolt of panic through Harry’s body. His hand flew to the laptop trackpad, slamming it shut with a loud clack. He spun around in the chair—too fast, too obvious—and there she was, standing in the doorway of their home office, arms crossed, one perfectly shaped eyebrow arched in suspicion.

"Sandra!" Harry choked out, his voice cracking like a teenager’s. His heart pounded so hard he could feel it in his throat. "What are you doing home? It’s… it’s the middle of the day!"

Sandra didn’t move, didn’t blink. She just stood there, her heels clicking ominously against the hardwood floor as she stepped closer. The sharpness of her gaze felt like a razor slicing through his excuses. "What am I doing home? That’s my line, Harry. Why aren’t you at work?"

"I—it’s…" Harry stammered, his mind scrambling for something, anything, that could explain this. His palms were slick with sweat, and he wiped them frantically on his khakis. "I came home early! Just… a half day. You know, comp time."

Sandra’s eyes narrowed, her lips tightening into a thin, unimpressed line. She took another step closer, her heels sounding like a countdown to doom. "A half day. Really. And how many half days have you been taking lately? Because I’ve been noticing you’ve been home a lot. More than usual. Too much, actually."

Harry’s stomach dropped. He opened his mouth to protest, but no words came out. His eyes darted to the laptop, now closed but still warm from use, the faint hum of its fan the only sound in the room. Sandra followed his gaze, her expression darkening.

"What’s on the laptop, Harry?" she asked, her voice low and dangerous.

"Nothing!" he blurted, his voice too high, too desperate. "I was just—"

Before he could finish, Sandra was already moving, her hand reaching for the laptop. Harry lunged to stop her, but she was faster, her reflexes honed from years of dominance in every aspect of her life. She flipped the laptop open, and there it was, paused mid-scene: a woman in leather bondage gear standing over a man, her boot pressing down on his crotch as he whimpered pathetically.

The room went deathly silent. Sandra didn’t say a word, just stared at the screen, her lips curling into a smirk that made Harry’s blood run cold. He felt exposed, raw, like every shameful secret he’d ever tried to bury was laid bare in front of her.

"So," Sandra said finally, her voice dripping with disdain. "This is what you’ve been doing while I’m at work? Watching porn? You’re not even at your job, are you? You’ve been fired. I can see it in your face. You’re a loser, Harry."

Harry’s cheeks burned, his stomach twisting into knots. He opened his mouth to deny it, to plead for understanding.

Sandra cut him off with a sharp, mocking laugh. "Don’t even try. It’s written all over you. You’re pathetic. A weak, spineless little worm who can’t even hold down a job. And now I find out you’re jerking off to…" She gestured to the screen, her lip curling in disgust. "This?"

Harry couldn’t meet her eyes. He stared at the floor, his hands trembling, his body humming with a mix of shame and something else, something he didn’t want to acknowledge. His cock twitched in his pants, and he hated himself for it.

Sandra saw it too. Her eyes flicked down to his crotch, and her smirk widened. "Oh my God. You’re hard, aren’t you? You’re actually getting off on this. You’re so pathetic it’s almost funny." She stepped closer, her heels clicking like a predator stalking its prey. "Strip."

Harry froze, his heart pounding in his chest. "Sandra, I—"

"I said strip, Harry. Now." Her voice was cold, commanding, leaving no room for argument.

Harry hesitated for a moment, his hands trembling as he reached for the hem of his shirt. Slowly, reluctantly, he pulled it over his head and tossed it to the floor. His pants came next, then his boxers, until he stood there completely naked, his cock half-hard and twitching under her gaze.

Sandra circled him slowly, her eyes raking over his body as if appraising a piece of trash. "Look at you. Pathetic. A grown man who can’t even keep his job, jerking off to videos of women degrading men. Is that what you want, Harry? To be degraded? To be humiliated?"

Harry’s face burned, but he didn’t answer. He couldn’t. His cock throbbed, betraying him, and he hated himself for it.

"Answer me," Sandra snapped, her voice sharp as a whip.

"Y-yes," Harry stammered, his voice barely above a whisper. "I… I think so."

Sandra let out a low, derisive laugh. "Of course you do. You’re a loser, Harry. A weak, pathetic loser. But you know what? I’ll give you what you want. Lie down."

Harry hesitated again, but Sandra’s glare left no room for disobedience. He sank to the floor, the cold hardwood pressing against his bare skin, and lay back, his cock fully hard now, jutting up toward the ceiling.

Sandra stood over him, her shadow falling across his body. She reached down, grabbed his cock roughly, and gave it a few quick, merciless strokes. Harry whimpered, his hips bucking involuntarily, but she didn’t stop.

"This is what you wanted, isn’t it? To be humiliated? To be treated like the loser you are?"

Harry nodded, his breath coming in short, shallow gasps. "Yes, Sandra. Please."

Sandra smirked, her eyes gleaming with cruel satisfaction. "Good. Then stroke yourself, Harry. Show me how much of a pathetic little worm you are."

Harry’s hand moved to his cock, his fingers trembling as he wrapped them around the shaft. He began to stroke, slowly at first, then faster, his breath hitching with every movement. Sandra watched him, her expression a mix of disgust and amusement.

"Good boy," she purred, her voice dripping with mockery. "Now, let’s see just how far you’re willing to go."

She stepped back, her hands moving to the hem of her skirt. Slowly, deliberately, she lifted it, revealing her bare pussy. Harry’s eyes widened, his hand stilling on his cock as he stared up at her, unsure of what she was about to do.

"Don’t stop," she commanded, her voice sharp and cold. "Keep going."

Harry obeyed, his hand moving faster now, his cock pulsing in his grip. Sandra’s smirk widened, and then, without warning, she squatted over him, her thighs parting slightly. A hot stream of piss shot out, hitting Harry’s chest and stomach in a steady, relentless flow.

Harry gasped, his body jerking at the sensation. It was warm, almost too warm, and the smell hit him immediately. But he didn’t stop stroking. He couldn’t. His cock throbbed, his hips bucking as the humiliation washed over him just as surely as the golden stream.

"Pathetic," Sandra sneered, her voice dripping with contempt. "You’re nothing but a filthy, disgusting loser."

Harry’s breath came in ragged gasps, his hand moving faster on his cock. "Yes, Sandra," he whimpered, his voice hoarse. "I’m a loser. I’m pathetic."

Sandra’s stream continued, soaking his chest, his stomach, even his thighs. She laughed, a low, cruel sound that sent shivers down Harry’s spine. "Cum, Harry. Cum for me like the worthless little worm you are."

It didn’t take much. A few more strokes, and Harry was cumming, his body arching off the floor as his release spilled over his stomach, mixing with the piss that already coated him. He moaned, his voice breaking as wave after wave of pleasure and shame crashed over him.

Sandra stood up, smoothing her skirt back into place as if nothing had happened. She looked down at him, her expression one of pure disdain. "Clean yourself up, Harry. And don’t ever lie to me again."

With that, she turned on her heel and walked out of the room, leaving Harry lying there in a puddle of his own shame. He was too stunned to move, too overwhelmed to do anything but stare at the ceiling, his body still trembling from the aftershocks of his release. The sound of the front door clicking shut was the final nail in the coffin of his humiliation.

A GAMBLER’S SHAME

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

Nick’s hands trembled as he stared at the empty felt of the poker table. The last of his chips were gone, swept away by the dealer’s indifferent hand. His stomach churned, a mix of dread and desperation gnawing at him. He fidgeted with the rim of his worn baseball cap, tugging it lower over his eyes as if it could shield him from the stares of the other players. Loser, he thought, the word echoing in his mind like a cruel mantra.

He stood abruptly, nearly knocking over his chair, and stumbled out of the casino. The night air hit him like a slap, cold and unforgiving. His car was parked at the far end of the lot, and he trudged toward it, each step heavier than the last. His mind raced. Monica will understand, he told himself, though he knew it was a lie. His ex-girlfriend had bailed him out before, but this time felt different. This time, he was scraping the bottom of the barrel, and he knew it.

The drive to Monica’s apartment was a blur of neon lights and self-loathing. He parked haphazardly, barely remembering to turn off the engine before rushing to her door. His knuckles rapped against the wood, the sound sharp and desperate. The door swung open, and there she was—Monica, her long legs clad in tight jeans, her hair cascading over her shoulders in effortless waves. She looked at him with those piercing green eyes, her expression a mix of amusement and disdain.

“Nick,” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “What do you want now?”

“I… I need your help,” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper. “Just a little cash. Just until I win big, I promise.”

Monica rolled her eyes, stepping aside to let him in. “You’re pathetic, you know that? A broke loser with no future. What makes you think I’d give you anything?”

Nick’s cheeks burned with shame, but he couldn’t stop himself. “Please, Monica. I just need one more chance. I’ll pay you back, I swear.”

She crossed her arms, tilting her head as if considering him. Then, a slow, sly smile spread across her lips. “Fine. I’ll give you the money—but you have to play my game first.”

His heart skipped a beat. “Your game?”

“Yes, my game. You do what I say, and maybe I’ll throw you a few bucks. Deal?”

He hesitated, but only for a moment. “Deal.”

Monica sauntered over to the couch, sinking into the cushions with an air of dominance. “Strip,” she commanded, her voice firm and unyielding.

Nick’s breath hitched. “Wh-what?”

“You heard me. Take off your clothes. All of them.”

His hands trembled as he obeyed, unbuttoning his shirt with clumsy fingers. The fabric pooled at his feet, followed by his jeans and boxers. He stood there, exposed and vulnerable, his small cock shrinking under her gaze. Monica let out a low, mocking laugh.

“Oh, Nick,” she purred, her eyes raking over him. “I forgot how tiny you are. No wonder you’re such a loser.”

His face burned, but he couldn’t deny the heat pooling in his gut. There was something about her cruelty, her dominance, that aroused him in ways he couldn’t explain. “Monica, I—”

“Kneel,” she interrupted, her voice sharp and commanding.

He dropped to his knees, the hard floor digging into his skin. Monica extended one leg, resting her foot on the coffee table. “My toes,” she said, her tone daring him to refuse. “Suck them.”

Nick hesitated, his pride warring with his desperation. But in the end, desperation won. He reached for her foot, peeling off her sock with shaking hands. Her toes were perfectly manicured, painted a deep shade of red that made his mouth water. He leaned in, pressing a tentative kiss to her arch. Monica’s laughter sent a shiver down his spine.

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

He took her big toe into his mouth, swirling his tongue around it. The taste of her skin, salty and sweet, was intoxicating. He sucked gently, his eyes fluttering shut as he lost himself in the sensation. Monica’s laughter turned into a low moan, and he dared to glance up at her. Her legs were spread now, the fabric of her jeans pulling tight against her thighs.

Monica paused for a second, taking off her pants and dropping them on the floor. “Good boy,” she murmured, her voice dripping with condescension. “Now, eat my pussy. It’s the only thing you’re good for, after all.”

Nick didn’t need to be told twice. He crawled between her legs, his small cock twitching with anticipation. Monica leaned back, her hands gripping the edges of the couch as she spread herself for him. The sight of her, glistening and ready, was almost too much to bear. He leaned in, his tongue flicking against her clit in slow, deliberate strokes.

Monica’s breath hitched, her hips lifting to meet his mouth. “That’s it,” she moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair. “Make me cum, you pathetic little man.”

Her words sent a jolt of pleasure through him, and he doubled his efforts. His tongue worked in circles, lapping at her with a desperate fervor. He could feel her body trembling, her moans growing louder with each passing second. His own arousal was unbearable, his small cock throbbing as he reached down to stroke himself.

“Oh, fuck,” Monica gasped, her body tensing. “I’m cumming, Nick. Don’t stop.”

Her orgasm hit her like a wave, her juices flooding his mouth as she cried out. The taste of her drove him over the edge, and he came with a sharp gasp, his cock spurting a pathetic amount of cum onto the floor.

Monica laughed, a cruel, mocking sound that made him shrink in shame. “Look at that,” she sneered, glancing down at his small puddle of cum. “Just as disappointing as the rest of you.”

Nick flushed, his pride in tatters, but he couldn’t ignore the lingering arousal in his gut. Monica pushed him away with her foot, her expression one of bored amusement. “Get dressed,” she ordered, standing and smoothing out her jeans.

He scrambled to obey, pulling on his clothes with trembling hands. Monica disappeared into the kitchen, returning a moment later with a wad of cash. She tossed it at him, the bills fluttering to the ground at his feet.

“There,” she said, her tone dismissive. “At least you’re good for something, Nick.”

He bent to pick up the money, his face burning with a mix of shame and arousal. As he straightened, their eyes met, and for a moment, he thought he saw something flicker in her gaze—something that made his heart race. But then she turned away, leaving him standing there, clutching the cash in his hand.

“Get out,” she said over her shoulder, her voice cold and final. “And don’t come back until you’ve actually won something.”

Nick nodded, though she couldn’t see him, and turned toward the door. As he stepped out into the night, the weight of her words settled over him. You’re a loser, he thought, the words no longer just in his head but a reality he couldn’t escape. But as he got into his car, the memory of her taste, her scent, her dominance, lingered in his mind, and he couldn’t deny the thrill it had given him.

He drove away, the cash in his pocket feeling more like a payment than a loan. And deep down, he knew he’d be back. He couldn’t help it. Monica had him in her grip, and he wasn’t sure he wanted to escape.

A Cuckold Husband


HIS WIFE’S BLACK BOYFRIEND

FM / Femdom / Findom / Interracial / Verbal Humiliation / Small Penis Humiliation / Voyeurism / PIV Sex / Cum Eating

The night was thick with humidity, the city’s air clinging to Nate’s skin like an unwanted second layer. He adjusted the collar of his expensive shirt, his knuckles white as he gripped the steering wheel.

Tegan hadn’t come home again. Not that he expected her to. Not anymore. Her excuses—late work meetings, drinks with friends, errands that stretched into the early hours—had become laughable. Transparent. And tonight, he was done being the fool.

His wife’s sleek black car was parked haphazardly in front of a crumbling apartment complex in a part of town Nate had never even driven through, let alone stepped foot in. The building was a shadow of its former self, graffiti scrawled across the bricks, a single flickering bulb illuminating the entrance. The sound of bass-heavy rap music thumped through the walls, and the faint aroma of marijuana wafted through the air. Nate’s stomach churned as he parked his own car a few spaces away, his heart pounding in his chest.

He didn’t know what he was expecting to find, but it wasn’t this. Not Tegan, his perfect, polished Tegan, stepping out of her car in a tight red dress that hugged her slim figure like a second skin. Her long blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders, and even in the dim light, her blue eyes sparkled. She looked like she belonged on a runway, not here, in this grimy, forgotten corner of the city. Without hesitation, she strode into the building, her heels clicking against the cracked pavement.

Nate’s hands trembled as he got out of his car, his polished shoes crunching against broken glass. He followed her inside, the hallway dimly lit and reeking of sweat and smoke. Two large Black men leaned against the wall, their eyes narrowing as they watched him pass. One of them smirked, muttering something Nate couldn’t quite catch, but the tone was enough to make his skin crawl. He kept his head down, his heart racing as he spotted Tegan disappearing into an apartment at the end of the hall.

The sound hit him before he even reached the door. Moans. Her moans. High-pitched, breathless, and unmistakable. Nate froze, his stomach twisting into knots. He pressed his ear to the door, the wood vibrating from the force of the music blaring inside. But beneath the bass, he could hear it—the rhythmic slapping of skin, the deep, guttural grunts of a man, and Tegan’s voice, gasping and pleading in a way she’d never done with him.

“Oh, Marcus, yes! Fuck me harder!” she cried, her voice dripping with need.

Nate’s vision blurred with rage. He clenched his fists, his nails digging into his palms as he pounded on the door. Again and again, his knuckles slamming against the wood until they ached. “Tegan!” he shouted, his voice cracking. “Open the fucking door!”

For a moment, there was silence. Then, the music stopped, and the door swung open. Tegan stood there, completely naked, her hair tousled and her face flushed. She looked exasperated, not even remotely surprised to see him. “What do you want, Nate?” she snapped, crossing her arms over her chest.

Nate shoved past her, his eyes scanning the room. The apartment was small and messy, a single mattress on the floor surrounded by empty beer cans and scattered clothes. And there, standing in the corner, was Marcus. He was tall and broad, his dark skin glistening with sweat. His muscular frame was on full display, and his cock—Jesus Christ—was still hard, thick and imposing, hanging heavy between his legs.

“Who the fuck are you?” Nate demanded, his voice shaking with fury.

Marcus smirked, leaning casually against the wall. “Name’s Marcus,” he said, his deep voice dripping with confidence. “Your wife’s been keeping me company.”

Nate turned to Tegan, his chest heaving. “Is this true? Are you fucking him?”

Tegan rolled her eyes, letting out a bitter laugh. “What does it look like, Nate? You think I’d be here if he wasn’t satisfying me?” She stepped closer to Marcus, running a hand down his chest. “He’s everything you’re not. He’s strong. He’s hung. And he actually knows how to make me scream.”

Nate’s mouth went dry, his anger warring with something else—something he didn’t want to acknowledge. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from Marcus’s cock, his mind racing with images of Tegan taking every inch of it. His pants felt tighter, his own arousal betraying him.

“You’re pathetic, Nate,” Tegan said, her voice cold. “You’re only good for one thing, and that’s your money. That’s why I married you. And that’s all you’ll ever be good for.”

Marcus chuckled, wrapping an arm around Tegan’s waist. “You hear that, man? You’re just a paycheck to her. But me? I’m the one she really wants.”

Nate’s cheeks burned with humiliation, but he couldn’t deny the heat pooling in his groin. He watched as Marcus pulled Tegan back onto the mattress, his hands roaming over her body. She moaned, arching into his touch as he positioned himself behind her. Nate’s breath hitched as Marcus thrust into her, Tegan crying out in pleasure.

“You like watching, don’t you, Nate?” Tegan teased, her voice breathless. “You like seeing your wife get fucked by a real man?”

Nate’s hand moved to his zipper before he could stop himself, his cock springing free. He stroked himself, his eyes glued to the sight of Marcus pounding into Tegan, her ass jiggling with each thrust. He’d never seen her look so alive, so satisfied.

“If you want to keep watching,” Tegan said, her voice sharp, “you’re going to have to pay. Hand over your wallet.”

Nate hesitated, his hand stilling on his cock. “What?”

“You heard me,” Tegan snapped. “Marcus deserves it. He’s the one putting in the work, not you. And he’s going to need the money—for dates, for condoms, for motel rooms.”

Nate’s heart pounded as he fumbled for his wallet, his fingers trembling as he pulled out a wad of cash. Five hundred dollars. Marcus’s eyes lit up as Nate handed it over, the younger man grinning like he’d just won the lottery.

“Good boy,” Tegan said, her voice dripping with condescension. “Now, sit back and enjoy the show.”

Marcus didn’t waste any time, his thrusts growing harder, faster. Tegan’s moans filled the room, her nails digging into the mattress as she came undone. Nate stroked himself furiously, his breath coming in short gasps as he watched his wife get fucked like she’d never been fucked before.

When Marcus finally pulled out, his cum shot across Tegan’s tits, thick and glistening. She turned to Nate, a wicked smile on her lips. “Clean it up,” she ordered. “Every last drop.”

Nate hesitated for only a moment before dropping to his knees, his tongue darting out to lick the cum from her skin. It was salty, bitter, and exhilarating. He’d never been so turned on in his life. As he lapped at her, his hand worked his cock, his orgasm building until it finally erupted, his pathetic load spilling onto the floor.

Tegan and Marcus burst out laughing, their voices cruel and mocking. “Pathetic,” Tegan sneered. “Now get out. You’re not welcome here.”

Nate stumbled to his feet, his head spinning as he zipped his pants and staggered toward the door. But as he stepped out into the hallway, a strange realization washed over him. He’d never been more aroused. He liked this. He liked it too much.

FOLLOWING HIS CHEATING WIFE

FM / Femdom / Cheating / Cuckold / Interracial / BBC / Verbal Humiliation / Small Penis Humiliation / Creampie / Cunnilingus / Cum Eating

Paul’s heart thudded in his chest as he crouched behind the rusted dumpster, his breath shallow and erratic. The motel parking lot was dimly lit, the flickering neon sign casting a sickly glow over the cracked asphalt.

He’d followed Tina here, his suspicions gnawing at him like a rat in the dark. She’d been distant lately, colder than usual. And then there were the condom wrappers in the garbage can—extra-large, mocking his own modest size. He hadn’t touched her in months, and now, here she was, stepping out of her car, her hips swaying in that way she knew drove him crazy.

She didn’t look back. She walked straight to room 112, her heels clicking against the pavement. Paul’s stomach churned as a man stepped out of the shadows—a towering figure, his muscles rippling beneath a tight white tank top. His skin was dark, almost glistening in the yellow light, and Paul felt a strange mix of fear and something else he couldn’t quite name. The man grinned as he opened the door for Tina, his hand resting on the small of her back as they disappeared inside.

Paul stood frozen, his legs trembling. He wanted to storm in, to scream, to demand answers, but his feet wouldn’t move. He crept closer to the door, his ear pressed against the thin wood. The sound hit him like a punch to the gut—Tina’s moans, low and throaty, filled the air. “Oh, fuck,” she gasped, her voice trembling with pleasure. “You’re so big. You’re tearing me apart.”

Paul’s face burned with humiliation, but his body betrayed him. His cock twitched in his pants, hardening despite the knot of shame twisting in his chest. He could hear the man’s deep voice, a low rumble that sent shivers down Paul’s spine. “You like that, don’t you, baby? You love this Black dick.”

The bed creaked, the sound rhythmic and obscene. Paul’s hands clenched into fists, his nails digging into his palms. He couldn’t look away from the door, couldn’t stop listening. Tina’s moans grew louder, more desperate. “Yes! Yes! Fuck me harder! Destroy me!”

Paul’s heart raced, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps. He hated himself for the way his body reacted, for the heat building in his groin. He hated her for doing this to him, for making him feel so small, so inadequate. But most of all, he hated the man inside that room, the man who was giving Tina everything Paul never could.

After what felt like an eternity, the noises subsided. Paul heard the man’s deep laugh, followed by the rustle of clothes. He scrambled back behind the dumpster just as the door opened. The man stepped out, his shirt slung over his shoulder, his muscles gleaming with sweat. He walked past Paul without a glance, his car peeling out of the parking lot with a roar.

Paul stood there, his mind racing. He didn’t know what to do, what to say. He wanted to confront her, to demand an explanation, but he was afraid of what she might tell him. He knocked on the door, his hand trembling. Tina opened it, her face flushing with shock when she saw him.

“Paul? What the hell are you doing here?” she demanded, her voice sharp.

He swallowed hard, his throat dry. “I… I know what you’re doing, Tina. I found the condom wrappers. I know you’ve been cheating.”

For a moment, she looked stunned. Then her expression hardened, her lips curling into a smirk. “So what if I am?” she said, crossing her arms over her chest. “You really think I’d stay faithful to you? To that pathetic little dick of yours?”

Paul flinched, her words cutting deeper than any knife. “But… but we’re married,” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper.

She laughed, a cruel, bitter sound. “Marriage doesn’t mean shit when your husband can’t even make you cum,” she spat. “You’re useless, Paul. I needed a real man, someone who knows how to fuck me the way I deserve.”

He felt like he’d been punched in the gut, his chest tightening with a mix of anger and humiliation. But even as he stood there, shame burning in his cheeks, he couldn’t ignore the heat pooling in his groin. “Who… who is he?” he asked, his voice trembling.

Tina’s smirk widened, her eyes gleaming with malicious satisfaction. “His name’s Marcus,” she said, her tone dripping with pride. “He’s everything you’re not—strong, confident, hung. His cock is massive, Paul. He fucks me in ways you could never even dream of.”

Paul’s breath hitched, his mind flooded with images of Tina beneath Marcus, moaning and writhing in pleasure. His cock throbbed in his pants, a traitorous heat spreading through his body. “Is that… is that why you’ve been so cold?” he asked, his voice barely a whisper.

She shrugged, her expression indifferent. “I’m not gonna pretend anymore, Paul. I deserve to be satisfied, and Marcus gives me that. He fucks me in all three holes, makes me scream his name. He’s a real man.”

Paul’s heart ached, but his body betrayed him. He could feel his erection straining against his zipper, a sick mix of humiliation and arousal coursing through him.

Tina noticed, her eyes narrowing with cruel amusement. “Oh my God,” she sneered, stepping closer. “Are you actually getting hard? Are you turned on by this?”

He looked away, his face burning with shame. “I… I don’t know,” he mumbled.

She laughed, the sound mocking and vicious. “Unzip your pants,” she ordered, her voice cold and demanding.

Paul hesitated, his hands trembling. “Tina, I don’t…”

“Do it,” she snapped, her eyes blazing with authority.

He obeyed, his fingers fumbling with his zipper. His cock sprang free, small and pathetic compared to the images of Marcus that haunted his mind.

Tina burst out laughing, her laughter echoing through the room. “Oh my God, it’s so tiny!” she mocked, her voice dripping with derision. “No wonder I couldn’t feel anything when you fucked me.”

Paul’s humiliation burned like a fire in his chest, but he couldn’t stop himself from stroking his cock, his hand moving slowly, almost hesitantly. Tina watched him, her expression filled with cruel amusement.

“You’re pathetic,” she sneered, stepping closer. “You’re getting off on the thought of me getting fucked by another man. You’re a cuckold, Paul.”

He wanted to argue, to deny it, but he couldn’t. His hand moved faster, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps. Tina’s laughter filled the room, her voice cutting deeper than any knife. “You’ll never be enough for me, Paul. You’ll never be a man.”

She stepped back, stripping off her clothes with deliberate slowness. Her body was still glistening with sweat, her pussy glistening with the sticky remnants of Marcus’s cum. She spread her legs, her eyes locking with Paul’s. “Come here,” she ordered, her voice cold and commanding.

He hesitated, his cock twitching in his hand. “Tina, I…”

“Now,” she snapped.

He obeyed, crawling onto the bed like a dog. The scent of sex filled his nostrils, a heady mix of sweat and cum. Tina grabbed his head, forcing his face between her legs. “Eat it,” she commanded, her voice sharp and demanding.

Paul hesitated for a moment, then lowered his mouth to her pussy. The taste was bitter, salty, a mix of her arousal and Marcus’s seed. He swallowed it down, his tongue lapping at her folds with desperate urgency.

Tina moaned, her hand tightening in his hair. “Good boy,” she purred, her voice dripping with cruel satisfaction.

She came with a sharp cry, her body trembling beneath his mouth. Paul pulled back, his face glistening with her wetness.

She looked down at him, her eyes filled with cold amusement. “You’re pathetic,” she said, her voice filled with derision. “But you’re useful. From now on, you’re my cleanup boy. You’ll eat me out after Marcus fucks me. That’s all you’re good for.”

Paul’s heart ached, but his cock throbbed with arousal. He’d never felt so humiliated, so small, but he couldn’t deny the twisted pleasure coursing through his body.

Tina reached down, her hand grabbing his cock with a cruel grip. “Go ahead,” she sneered, her voice filled with mockery. “Finish yourself off. You’ve earned it.”

Paul’s breath hitched, his hand moving frantically over his cock. He came with a strangled gasp, his release spilling onto the filthy motel sheets.

Tina laughed, the sound cold and cruel. “Good boy,” she purred, leaning down to whisper in his ear. “Now, go home. I’ll call you when I need you to clean me up again.”

Paul stumbled out of the room, his mind spinning with confusion and lust. He felt… smaller than he ever had before, but he couldn’t deny the strange thrill that had taken root in his chest.

He’d never been so humiliated, so degraded, but as he drove off into the night, he couldn’t stop thinking about Tina’s pussy, the taste of Marcus’s cum on his tongue, the sound of her moans as she begged for more.

CLEANING UP AFTER SUSANNE

FMM / Femdom / Cuckold / Cheating / Bisexual / Verbal Humiliation / Small Penis Humiliation / Voyeurism / Masturbation / Cunnilingus / Cum Eating / PIV Sex / Anal / ATM

Bob pushed the cleaning cart down the hotel hallway. It was another day at his dead end job, cleaning up after guests. He watched enviously as vacationing couples made use of the hotel’s amenities. Although his job title was “hospitality staff,” Bob’s wife, Susanne, teased him mercilessly, calling him a “maid” and a “broke loser.”

As he was vacuuming the hallway, he spotted Susanne. What was she doing here? She was with another man—someone tall and muscular. They were all over each other, kissing and holding hands as they looked for their room. Bob couldn’t contain his curiosity. He followed Susanne, watching her go into room 117 with her lover.

Bob stood outside the door for a second, hearing the moans and groans. His wife was having sex in there. He knew it. Unable to stop himself, he grabbed the master key, unlocking the door. He was unprepared for what he saw.

"What the hell are you doing here, Bob?" Susanne spat, her voice sharp enough to cut through the tension in the motel room like a knife.

She was on her hands and knees on the bed, her ass up in the air, and her back arched like a cat ready to pounce. Behind her, Rick—tall, muscular, and unapologetically naked—paused mid-thrust, his thick, veiny cock still buried inside her. His dark skin glistened with sweat, and his eyes narrowed as they locked onto Bob, who stood frozen in the doorway.

Bob fumbled with the master key in his hand, his face flushed with a mix of horror and something else—something he couldn’t quite place. "I... I was working," he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper. "I saw you come in. I thought... I thought you were cheating on me." His eyes darted between his wife and the man currently fucking her. His stomach churned, but to his own surprise, a heat began to rise in his groin.

Susanne let out a derisive laugh, her hips shifting slightly as if daring Rick to continue. "Cheating on you? Bob, honey, I stopped being yours a long time ago." Her voice dripped with contempt, and she glanced over her shoulder at Rick, her lips curling into a wicked smile. "Rick here gives me what you never could."

Rick smirked, his hand gripping Susanne’s hip possessively. He didn’t say a word, but his expression said it all: this is my woman now.

Bob’s heart pounded in his chest. He should have been angry. He should have stormed out. But instead, he felt... intrigued. His gaze lingered on Rick’s cock, still buried inside Susanne. It was massive, far bigger than his own, and the way it stretched her pussy made his mouth go dry. His own cock twitched in his pants, a traitorous response he couldn’t ignore.

Susanne noticed. Of course she did. "Oh my god," she said, her voice dripping with mockery. "Are you actually getting off on this, Bob? Watching your wife get fucked by a real man?" She laughed again, a cruel, cutting sound that made Bob’s cheeks burn. "You’re such a pathetic little cuck."

Bob’s breath hitched. The word stung, but it also sent a jolt of electricity straight to his groin. He didn’t know what to say. He didn’t know what to do. All he knew was that he couldn’t look away.

Rick’s deep voice broke the silence. "You gonna stand there and watch, or are you gonna shut the door and get comfortable?" His tone was calm, almost amused, as if he already knew the answer.

Bob hesitated for a moment, then stepped fully into the room, closing the door behind him with a soft click. His hands trembled as he locked it, his heart racing. He wasn’t sure why he was staying. He wasn’t sure what he wanted. All he knew was that he couldn’t leave.

Susanne smirked, her eyes glinting with malice. "That’s it, Bob. Be a good little maid and don’t interrupt." She turned her attention back to Rick, her voice softening into a purr. "Now, where were we, baby?"

Rick didn’t need to be told twice. He resumed his thrusts, each one driving his cock deeper into Susanne’s pussy. The sound of their bodies slapping together filled the room, and Susanne’s moans grew louder, more insistent. She reached back, grabbing Rick’s ass to pull him even closer, her nails digging into his skin.

Bob’s cock was fully hard now, straining against the fabric of his pants. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from the sight in front of him. Susanne’s pussy was stretched to its limits, gripping Rick’s cock with a wet, sucking sound that sent shivers down Bob’s spine. Her moans were music to his ears, and he couldn’t believe how turned on he was.

"Do you like what you see, Bob?" Susanne taunted, her voice breathless but laced with venom. "Does it make you feel like less of a man to see your wife getting the fucking she deserves?"

Bob swallowed hard, his mouth dry. "I... I don’t know," he admitted, his voice shaky. "I should be mad, but..."

"But what?" Susanne pressed, her eyes boring into him. "But you’re getting off on it, aren’t you? You’re a fucking cuck, Bob. Admit it."

Bob’s face burned, but he couldn’t deny it. He nodded slowly, his hands trembling at his sides. "I... I guess I am."

Susanne laughed, a low, throaty sound that sent another jolt of arousal through Bob. "Good. Now be a good little cuck and watch your wife get fucked like a whore."

Rick’s pace quickened, his hips slamming into Susanne’s ass with a force that made the bed creak. Susanne’s moans turned into screams of pleasure, her body writhing beneath him. Bob’s cock throbbed as he watched, his hand unconsciously moving to rub himself through his pants.

Rick’s breathing grew ragged, and he let out a guttural groan as his hips stuttered. "I’m gonna cum," he growled, his grip on Susanne’s hips tightening.

"Yes, baby, cum inside me," Susanne begged, her voice high and desperate. "Fill me up."

With a final, deep thrust, Rick’s cock pulsed inside her, his cum flooding her pussy. Susanne let out a choked cry, her body shaking as she came around him. Bob’s hand froze on his cock, his eyes wide as he watched Rick’s seed begin to drip out of Susanne’s pussy, slick and white against her skin.

Susanne looked back at Bob, her eyes half-lidded but still sharp with malice. "Clean me up, Bob," she ordered, her voice low and commanding. "Lick it all up."

Bob’s heart skipped a beat. "What?" he choked out, his voice barely audible.

"You heard me," Susanne snapped. "Clean up your wife’s pussy. Show me what a good little maid you are.”

Bob hesitated for a moment, his mind racing. But the sight of Rick’s cum dripping out of Susanne’s pussy was too much. He dropped to his knees in front of her, his face inches from her glistening cunt.

The scent of sex was overwhelming, and his tongue darted out to taste her before he could stop himself. The taste of Rick’s cum mixed with Susanne’s juices was intoxicating, and Bob’s tongue moved eagerly, lapping up every drop.

Susanne moaned softly, her fingers tangling in his hair to keep him in place. "That’s it, Bob," she purred, her voice dripping with satisfaction. "Good boy."

Rick watched from the bed, his cock already hardening again. He reached down, stroking himself slowly as Bob continued to clean Susanne’s pussy. "You’re one lucky cuck," Rick said, his voice low and amused. "Not many guys get to taste their wife’s pussy after it’s been filled by another man."

Bob’s cheeks burned, but he didn’t stop. He couldn’t. The humiliation was unbearable, but it only made him harder. He had never been more aroused in his life.

Susanne’s moans grew louder as Bob’s tongue worked its way up to her clit, flicking it rapidly. Her hips bucked against his face, and she let out a sharp cry as she came again, her pussy clenching around nothing. "Oh god, Bob!" she gasped, her nails digging into his scalp. "Don’t stop!"

Bob obeyed, licking and sucking her clit until her body went limp, her breathing heavy and ragged. She pushed him away gently, her eyes glazed with pleasure. "Good boy," she murmured, a faint smile playing on her lips.

Rick stood up, his cock fully hard again. He walked over to Susanne, stroking himself slowly. "Turn around," he ordered, his voice dark with intent.

Susanne didn’t hesitate. She flipped onto her stomach, her back arching as she presented her ass to Rick. He positioned himself behind her, his cock sliding between her cheeks.

Bob watched, transfixed, as Rick’s cock prodded at Susanne’s tight asshole. Her breath hitched, but she didn’t protest. "Fuck me, baby," she begged, her voice trembling with need. "Take my ass."

Rick didn’t waste any time. He pushed in slowly, his thick cock stretching Susanne’s asshole until it was buried to the hilt. Susanne’s scream of pleasure echoed through the room, her fingers clutching at the sheets as Rick began to fuck her.

Bob’s cock ached, and he couldn’t resist any longer. He unzipped his pants, pulling his cock out and stroking it furiously as he watched Rick pound Susanne’s ass. The sight of his wife being taken so roughly, so completely, was the hottest thing he had ever seen.

Rick’s thrusts grew faster, his hips slapping against Susanne’s ass with a rhythmic intensity that made the bed shake. Susanne’s moans turned into incoherent babbling, her body writhing beneath him. "I’m gonna cum," Rick growled, his voice strained with effort.

"Yes, baby, cum inside me!" Susanne screamed, her voice high and desperate. "Fill my ass!"

With a final, powerful thrust, Rick’s cock pulsed, his seed flooding Susanne’s ass. She let out a choked cry, her body shaking as she came again, her asshole clenching around his cock. Rick let out a low groan, his hips stuttering as he emptied himself inside her.

Bob’s strokes quickened as he watched the scene unfold, his cock throbbing with need. He was so close, so fucking close...

Rick pulled out slowly, his cum spilling out of Susanne’s ass and pooling on the sheets. He turned to Bob, a feral grin on his face. "Your turn, cuck," he said, his voice dark with amusement. "Suck my cock clean."

Bob’s heart skipped a beat, but he didn’t hesitate. He crawled over to Rick, his tongue darting out to lick the cum from the tip of his cock. The taste was bitter and salty, but it only made him harder. He took Rick’s cock into his mouth, sucking it clean with a fervor he didn’t know he had.

Rick groaned, his fingers tangling in Bob’s hair. "That’s it, cuck," he growled, his hips thrusting forward. "Suck it like a good little whore."

Bob’s hand moved faster, stroking his cock as he sucked Rick’s clean. The taste, the humiliation, the sheer ecstasy of it all was too much. With a strangled cry, he came, his cum spilling over his hand and onto the floor.

Susanne watched from the bed, a satisfied smile on her face. "You’re a natural, Bob," she purred, her voice dripping with mockery. "You’re such a good little cuck."

Bob’s cheeks burned, but he couldn’t deny it. He had never been more turned on in his life. He had never felt so... alive.

As Susanne and Rick dressed, leaving the motel room a mess, Bob realized something. He liked being a cuckold. He liked watching his wife get fucked by another man. He liked cleaning up after them.

He liked it a lot.

"Clean this mess up, Bob," Susanne ordered as she slipped her heels back on. "You’re the maid, after all."

Bob nodded, his heart still pounding in his chest. "Yes, ma’am," he said, his voice barely above a whisper.

Susanne smirked, her eyes glinting with malice. "Good boy."

As the door closed behind them, Bob knelt on the floor, his knees sinking into the sticky cum stains. He reached for a rag, his mind racing with the events of the past hour. He couldn’t wait to do it again.

And this time, he’d be ready.

HOME FROM WORK EARLY

FMM / Femdom / Cuckold / Cheating / Bisexual / Verbal Humiliation / Small Penis Humiliation / Voyeurism / Masturbation / Cunnilingus / Cum Eating

“Were you jerking off to this?” Lindsay’s voice cut through the air like a whip, sharp and accusatory. She stood in the doorway, naked, her body still glistening with sweat, her breasts heaving as she glared at her husband.

Martin froze, his hand still gripping his cock, his pants unzipped, his face flushed with both shame and arousal.

Lindsay’s lips curled into a smirk. “Well? Are you just going to stand there like a fucking idiot, or are you going to come in and watch like a good little cuckold?”

Martin’s heart pounded in his chest. He opened his mouth to protest, to scream, to say anything, but no words came out. He could only stare at her, at the way her nipples hardened under his gaze, at the way her pussy was still wet, glistening with the aftermath of another man’s touch.

“I… I…” Martin stammered, his voice trembling.

Lindsay rolled her eyes. “God, you’re pathetic. Get in here.”

Martin hesitated for a moment, but the pull of her voice, the smugness in her tone, was too much to resist. He stepped into the bedroom, his eyes darting to the bed where Jack, the other man, lay sprawled. Jack was muscular, his dark skin gleaming under the soft light of the room, his cock thick and still half-hard. He met Martin’s gaze with a lazy smirk, completely unbothered by the intrusion.

“Martin, meet Jack,” Lindsay said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Jack, this is my husband.”

Jack chuckled, a deep, rumbling sound that sent a shiver down Martin’s spine. “Hey, man,” he said, his voice casual, as if this were the most normal thing in the world.

Martin’s face burned with humiliation, but his cock throbbed in his hand, betraying his true feelings. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from Lindsay’s body, from the way she walked over to the bed and spread her legs, exposing herself to Jack once more.

Jack didn’t waste any time. He got up, his cock hardening as he positioned himself between Lindsay’s legs. Martin watched, transfixated, as Jack thrust into her, his thick shaft disappearing into her pussy. Lindsay moaned, her head thrown back, her hands gripping the sheets as Jack fucked her with a steady, powerful rhythm.

Martin’s breath hitched. He could feel his own cock twitch in response, his hand moving almost involuntarily to stroke himself. He couldn’t look away, couldn’t stop himself from watching his wife being taken by another man. The sight of her, the sounds she made, the way her body moved with Jack’s… it was too much, too intense.

Lindsay’s eyes fluttered open, and she smirked when she saw Martin jerking off. “That’s it,” she taunted, her voice breathy but laced with malice. “Watch your wife get fucked by a real man. Isn’t that what you wanted?”

Martin’s face burned, but he couldn’t deny it. He was turned on, more than he had ever been in his life. He didn’t understand it, how he could be so humiliated and yet so aroused at the same time. He wanted to look away, to run out of the room, but he couldn’t. His hand moved faster on his cock, his breath coming in short, desperate gasps.

Jack grunted, his thrusts becoming more erratic, and then, with a low, guttural groan, he came inside Lindsay, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his cum. Martin watched, his own orgasm building, as Jack pulled out, his thick seed dripping from Lindsay’s pussy.

Lindsay turned to Martin, her eyes gleaming with a predatory light. “Clean me up,” she ordered, her voice cold and commanding.

Martin hesitated, but only for a moment. He dropped to his knees, his cock still in hand, and leaned in. The smell of sex, of Jack’s cum, was overwhelming, and it made his cock throb even harder. He hesitated, his face inches from her pussy, and then he leaned in, his tongue flicking out to taste her.

The taste of Jack’s cum was salty, bitter, but Martin didn’t care. He lapped at Lindsay’s pussy, his tongue exploring every inch of her, sucking Jack’s seed out of her. He could feel his own orgasm building, his hand moving faster on his cock, until, with a strangled gasp, he came, his pitiful load spilling onto the floor.

Lindsay laughed, a cruel, mocking sound. “Is that all?” she sneered, looking down at him with disdain. “That’s pathetic, Martin. You’re pathetic.”

Jack chuckled from behind her, his arms crossed as he watched the scene unfold. “Get lost, man,” he said, his voice casual but laced with a quiet threat.

Martin’s face burned with shame, but he couldn’t deny the thrill that ran through him at Jack’s words. He stood, his legs trembling, and looked at Lindsay, at the way she smirked at him.

“But… this is my house,” Martin stammered, his voice barely above a whisper.

Lindsay snorted, a sound of pure contempt, and tossed a hundred-dollar bill at him. “Get a motel room for the night,” she said, her voice icy. “We’ll be busy.”

Martin hesitated, but then he turned and left, the sound of Lindsay’s laughter ringing in his ears. He walked out of the house, his cock still twitching, his mind a whirlwind of emotions. He felt humiliated, yes, but he had never been so turned on in his life. As he got into his car and drove away, he couldn’t help but wonder what would happen next.

THE POOL BOY’S PLEASURE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Josh chuckled, his thrusts never slowing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He swallowed hard, his heart racing.

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 BAD INFLUENCE

FFM / Femdom / Cuckold / Taboo / Creampie / Cunnilingus / Cum Eating / Masturbation

Zack’s jaw clenched as he paced the living room, the clock on the wall ticking louder with every passing second. It was past midnight, and Elsa wasn’t home. Again. His mind raced with images of her out with her, his least favorite person in the world—Marianne. Elsa’s sister was a walking red flag, always dressed in clothes that left little to the imagination, always whispering something into Elsa’s ear that made Zack’s skin crawl.

And tonight? Tonight, they’d gone out for drinks. “Just girls’ night,” Elsa had said, but Zack knew better. Marianne didn’t do “just” anything. She was trouble.

The sound of keys jingling in the front door snapped him out of his spiraling thoughts. Zack froze, his fists tightening at his sides. The door creaked open, and there they were—Elsa and Marianne, stumbling in, laughing like they hadn’t a care in the world.

Zack’s eyes narrowed as he took them in. Their hair was a mess, their makeup smeared, and their clothes… God, their clothes were torn in ways that made his stomach churn. Elsa’s dress was barely hanging onto her shoulders, and Marianne’s skirt was riding up so high he could see the edge of her thong.

“You’re back,” Zack said, his voice low and strained, barely masking the anger bubbling beneath the surface.

Elsa’s giggle was cut short as she turned to him, her eyes glittering with something he couldn’t quite place. “Zack,” she slurred, her lips curving into a drunken smile. “You’re still up?”

“Yeah, I’m still up,” he snapped, stepping closer. “What the hell happened to you two? You look like… like…” He trailed off, unable to say the words. Like you just got fucked raw.

Marianne let out a sharp laugh, her hand resting on her hip as she swayed on her heels. “Oh, don’t be such a prude, Zack,” she purred, her voice dripping with that infuriating smugness he’d come to despise. “We were just at a little party. You know, the kind where people actually have fun.”

Zack’s eyes darted between the two of them, his chest tightening. “A party? Is that what you’re calling it now?” He turned to Elsa, his voice cracking. “Elsa, what the hell is going on?”

Elsa’s smile faltered for a moment, but then she shrugged, her shoulders lifting in a way that made Zack’s blood boil. “It was an orgy, Zack,” she said, her tone casual, like she was talking about the weather. “Marianne took me. It was… amazing.”

The words hit him like a punch to the gut. “An orgy?” he repeated, his voice rising. “You’re fucking kidding me, right?”

Marianne stepped forward, her smirk widening. “Oh, she’s not kidding,” she said, her fingers trailing down Elsa’s arm. “Your wife was the star of the show. Five guys, Zack. Five. She took them all like a champ.”

Zack’s heart was pounding in his chest, but to his horror, he felt something else stirring in him—something dark and primal. “Elsa,” he said, his voice trembling. “Tell me this isn’t true.”

Elsa’s gaze met his, and for the first time that night, she looked at him with something other than indifference. “It’s true,” she said, her voice steady. “And you know what? It was the best sex I’ve ever had. Marianne was right. You don’t… you don’t satisfy me, Zack.”

The words cut deeper than any knife could. Zack’s fists clenched tighter, but he couldn’t tear his eyes away from her. “Marianne, you’re a fucking cancer,” he spat, turning to her. “You’ve been poisoning her against me from the start.”

Marianne’s laugh was sharp and cruel. “Oh, please. I just opened her eyes to what she’s been missing. You’ve got a small dick, Zack, and let’s face it—you’re boring in bed. Elsa deserves better.”

Elsa stepped closer to Marianne, her fingers intertwining with her sister’s. “She’s not wrong,” she said, her voice softer now, but no less cutting. “I’ve been… empty, Zack. And tonight? Tonight, I felt alive again.”

Zack’s head was spinning. He wanted to scream, to throw something, to demand answers—but he couldn’t. Instead, he just stood there, his body trembling with a mix of rage and something he didn’t want to admit: arousal. The thought of Elsa being taken by multiple men, of her losing herself in pleasure… it disgusted him, but it also excited him in a way he couldn’t explain.

Elsa and Marianne exchanged a look, their lips curving into identical smirks. Then, without a word, they both walked over to the couch, their movements slow and deliberate. Zack watched, paralyzed, as they sat down, their legs spreading in unison. Elsa’s dress rode up, revealing the glistening mess between her thighs. Marianne’s skirt followed suit, and Zack’s breath caught in his throat as he saw the evidence of their night—cum leaking from their pussies, still wet and glistening in the dim light.

“Zack,” Elsa said, her voice soft but commanding. “Come here.”

He hesitated, his feet rooted to the floor. “What?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

“I said, come here,” she repeated, her eyes locking onto his. “I want you to eat me out. Clean me up.”

Zack’s heart was pounding in his chest, his mind torn between disgust and desire. He couldn’t move, couldn’t think—but his body betrayed him, taking a step forward before he even realized it.

Marianne’s laugh cut through the silence. “That’s it,” she teased, her fingers trailing over her own pussy. “At least you’re good for something, Zack.”

Zack knelt in front of Elsa, his hands trembling as they gripped her thighs. He leaned in, his tongue hesitating for just a moment before he pressed it against her wet folds. The taste was salty and bitter, a reminder of what she’d done, but it only made him harder. Elsa’s moan was soft and breathy, her fingers tangling in his hair as he worked his tongue deeper.

Marianne watched, her own fingers dipping into her pussy as she let out a low, satisfied hum. “Oh, fuck,” she murmured, her eyes on Zack. “You’re better at that than I thought.”

Zack ignored her, focusing on Elsa, on the way her body responded to him. He licked and sucked, his tongue moving faster as her moans grew louder. But then Marianne’s fingers were in his face, pressing against his lips, and before he could stop himself, he opened his mouth, sucking on them, tasting her too.

“Good boy,” Marianne purred, her fingers slipping out of his mouth and trailing down to her own pussy. “Now, do me.”

Zack hesitated, but Elsa’s hand in his hair tightened, urging him forward. He moved between Marianne’s legs, his tongue exploring her with the same desperation as he had Elsa’s. Marianne’s moans were louder, more unrestrained, and Zack could feel her thighs trembling around his head as he worked her clit.

“Oh, fuck,” Marianne gasped, her back arching off the couch. “Don’t stop, Zack. Don’t stop.”

Zack didn’t. He licked and sucked, his tongue moving faster and faster until Marianne’s body went rigid, her juices gushing into his mouth as she came with a loud, shuddering cry.

Elsa watched, her fingers stroking her own pussy, her breath coming in soft, uneven gasps. “At least you’re useful for something,” she murmured, her eyes meeting Zack’s as he pulled away from Marianne, his face wet and glistening.

The two women exchanged a look, their smirks almost identical, before they stood, their legs still slightly unsteady. “We’re going to bed,” Elsa said, her voice calm, like nothing had happened. “Don’t stay up too late, Zack.”

Marianne’s laugh followed them as they walked away, leaving Zack on his knees, his body trembling with confusion, anger, and an undeniable, shameful arousal.

CAN’T BUY SATISFACTION

FFM / Femdom / Findom / Cuckold / Creampie / Cunnilingus / Cum Eating / Masturbation

The front door slammed shut, jolting Mark awake on the couch. He rubbed his eyes, disoriented, as the sound of feminine laughter echoed through the foyer. His wife, Kenyatta, and her best friend, Candy, stumbled into the house, their heels clacking against the hardwood floor. The smell of alcohol wafted through the air, mingling with something darker, muskier. Mark’s stomach churned as he took in their disheveled appearances—hair tangled, clothes wrinkled, and lips swollen as if they’d been kissed hard and often.

“Shhh, babe, he’s probably asleep,” Kenyatta whispered, though her voice was loud enough to carry.

Candy giggled, clutching Kenyatta’s arm for balance as they made their way to the staircase. Mark sat up, his heart pounding. Something wasn’t right. He watched as they climbed the stairs, their skirts riding up slightly, revealing thighs that gleamed under the dim light. His curiosity got the better of him. He slipped off the couch, his bare feet silent against the floor, and crept up the stairs after them.

He stopped outside the bedroom door, his breath shallow. The women’s voices were muffled, but he could still make out their words. Kenyatta’s tone was sharp, laced with bitterness and contempt.

“Ugh, I can’t believe I have to come back to him,” Kenyatta said, her voice dripping with disdain. “Mark’s so fucking useless. He’s got that sad little dick, and he can’t even stay hard long enough to make it worth my time.”

Mark’s chest tightened. His hands balled into fists at his sides, but he didn’t move. He couldn’t.

“Girl, you’re preaching to the choir,” Candy chimed in, her voice high and mocking. “Remember that time he tried to eat you out? I thought you were gonna die from how bad it was.”

Kenyatta laughed, a harsh, cruel sound. “Yeah, and then he had the nerve to ask if I came. Like, babe, I wasn’t even close. The only thing he’s good for is his money. He’s a walking ATM.”

Mark’s jaw clenched. His face burned with humiliation, but there was something else stirring inside him—something he didn’t want to acknowledge. A flicker of heat, a shameful arousal that made his stomach twist.

“At least Donte knows what he’s doing,” Kenyatta continued, her voice softening slightly. “That man destroys me. His dick is so fucking big, I can’t even walk straight after. And the way he fucks me… God, I wish I could’ve stayed with him tonight.”

Mark’s stomach dropped. Donte. He’d heard the name before, usually in passing, when Kenyatta mentioned an old friend from college. But now… now the name carried a weight that made his chest ache.

“Maxwell too,” Candy added, her voice breathy. “I thought I was gonna pass out from how good it was. He came so much inside me…”

Kenyatta groaned, a sound that sent a jolt through Mark. “Don’t even remind me. I hope I’m not pregnant. Donte came in me like three times tonight. I swear, I felt it dripping out of me the whole ride home.”

Mark’s knees went weak. His heart raced, his breath coming in shallow gasps. He should’ve been furious. He should’ve stormed in there, demanded answers, thrown her out of the house. But instead, he felt… something else. A strange, sickening thrill that made his cock twitch in his pants.

“Oh, shit,” Candy said, her voice suddenly hushed. “Do you hear that? Is he…?”

Mark froze. His pulse thundered in his ears as he realized he’d been breathing too loudly. Before he could move, the door flew open. Kenyatta stood there, her arms crossed, her eyes blazing with contempt. Candy hovered behind her, smirking.

“What the fuck are you doing, Mark?” Kenyatta demanded, her voice sharp. “Eavesdropping like some creepy little pervert?”

Mark’s mouth opened, but no words came out. His shame burned hotter, but so did the heat in his groin. His cock was fully hard now, straining against the fabric of his pants.

“I… I heard you,” he stammered finally, his voice barely above a whisper. “You… you were with another man?”

Kenyatta rolled her eyes, stepping closer to him. “Yeah, I was. So what? You gonna cry about it? You gonna tell me how heartbroken you are?” She laughed, a cold, hollow sound. “Let me save you the trouble, Mark. You’re a fucking joke. You can’t satisfy me, and you never will. The only thing you’re good for is your money. You’re a pay pig. That’s all you’ll ever be.”

Candy giggled, her hand covering her mouth. “Damn, Kenyatta, tell him how you really feel.”

Mark’s face burned, but he couldn’t look away from his wife. Her words should’ve crushed him, but instead, they only made him harder. His cock twitched, straining against the fabric of his pants.

Kenyatta’s eyes flicked down, noticing the bulge in his pants. Her lips curled into a cruel smile. “Oh my God,” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “Are you seriously turned on right now? You’re such a fucking loser.”

Mark’s face burned hotter, but his cock throbbed with need. He couldn’t deny it. He was turned on. The thought of Kenyatta with another man—with Donte—was destroying him, but it also made his arousal spike to unbearable levels.

Kenyatta shook her head, her smile widening. “You’re pathetic, Mark. But you know what? If you’re that desperate, I’ll give you something to remember.”

She turned and walked over to the bed, her hips swaying with every step. She lifted her skirt, revealing her pussy, glistening with wetness. Mark’s breath caught in his throat as he saw it—the creamy white fluid dripping from her. Donte’s cum.

“Come here,” Kenyatta commanded, her voice cold and unyielding. “Eat it.”

Mark hesitated, his stomach churning with revulsion and desire. He wanted to refuse, to walk away, but his feet moved on their own. He knelt in front of her, his hands trembling as he gripped her thighs. The smell of sex and sweat hit him, sending a jolt of arousal through him. He leaned in, his tongue tentatively licking the slickness from her. The taste was bitter, salty, and utterly wrong, but it made his cock throb. He lapped at her, his tongue moving faster, hungrier.

Kenyatta moaned, her head falling back. “That’s it, Mark. Taste it. Taste how much better he is than you.”

Candy watched, her hand slipping into her panties, fingers working herself to the sight of Mark humiliating himself. “God, this is so hot,” she murmured, her breath hitching.

Mark’s tongue worked frantically, desperate to please, desperate to prove himself. Kenyatta’s moans grew louder as she tipped over the edge, her body shuddering as she came.

“Good dog,” Kenyatta said, her voice dripping with condescension. She pushed him away, leaving him kneeling on the floor, her cum still on his lips.

Candy stepped forward, her eyes gleaming. “My turn,” she said, pulling her panties down and spreading her legs. “Lick me clean, Mark.”

He hesitated, his pride warring with his arousal. But as Kenyatta’s cold gaze bore into him, he knew he couldn’t refuse. He crawled forward, burying his face between Candy’s thighs, lapping at her slick folds. The taste of Maxwell’s cum hit his tongue, making his cock throb harder. He licked and sucked, his humiliation only fueling his arousal. Candy moaned, her hips bucking against his mouth as she came.

When it was over, Kenyatta and Candy pulled away, their laughter echoing through the room. Kenyatta grabbed her purse, heading for the door. “I’ll need five hundred dollars,” she said, her tone casual.

Mark stared at her, his voice trembling as he asked, “What for?”

She turned, her smile cruel. “None of your business. Just get the money.”

Mark hesitated, then nodded, reaching for his wallet. As he handed her the cash, a strange realization hit him. He liked this. The humiliation, the degradation—it should’ve destroyed him, but instead, it ignited something inside him. The thought scared him, but it also made his cock throb harder than ever before.

BANGED BY HER BOSS

FM / Femdom / Cuckold / Boss Employee / Verbal Humiliation / Small Penis Humiliation / Voyeurism / PIV Sex / Cum Eating / Cunnilingus

Tony’s hands clenched the steering wheel as he stared at the office building across the parking lot. Kendra’s car was there, parked neatly in her usual spot. Next to it, Hank’s sleek black SUV loomed, out of place among the modest sedans.

His stomach churned, a mix of jealousy and something darker, something he didn’t want to admit. Kendra had been coming home late for weeks now, her excuses thin and her demeanor… off. She’d been distant, secretive, and when she thought he wasn’t looking, she’d smile to herself, as if savoring a private joke.

She’s hiding something. The thought had been gnawing at him, but today, it was unbearable. This morning, she’d left the house in that lacy black lingerie she’d bought last month, the one she said was for a “special occasion.” She’d thrown on her blouse and skirt, but he’d caught a glimpse of the straps peeking out when she bent to tie her shoes. “Just feeling confident today,” she’d said with a sly smile when he’d raised an eyebrow. Now, sitting in his car, Tony felt his imagination run wild.

He glanced at the clock. 12:15 p.m. Lunch hour. The office would be empty, except for the two cars in the parking lot. Except for Hank and Kendra. His pulse quickened as he got out of the car, his steps purposeful as he crossed the lot. The building’s glass doors slid open with a soft hiss, and he stepped inside. The reception desk was unmanned, the fluorescent lights humming faintly overhead.

Tony’s heart pounded as he made his way down the hall toward Hank’s office. The door was slightly ajar, and he could hear muffled voices from inside. His breath caught in his throat as he approached, his hand trembling as he pushed the door open.

The scene froze him in place. Kendra was bent over Hank’s desk, her skirt hiked up around her waist, her lacy black thong pulled to the side. Hank stood behind her, his hands gripping her hips, his body moving with a steady rhythm. Kendra’s moans filled the room, her hands clutching the edge of the desk as Hank’s cock slid in and out of her with ease.

Tony’s mouth went dry, his mind racing as he tried to process what he was seeing. Kendra’s eyes fluttered open, and she spotted him standing in the doorway. For a moment, there was silence, the only sound the wet slap of skin against skin. Then, Kendra’s lips curled into a smirk.

“Tony,” she said, her voice dripping with condescension. “What a surprise.”

Tony’s face burned, his fists clenching at his sides. “Kendra… what the hell is this?”

Hank chuckled, his hands still on Kendra’s hips as he glanced over his shoulder. “Looks like your husband’s here, sweetheart. Hope you don’t mind an audience.”

Kendra laughed, a low, throaty sound that sent a jolt through Tony. “Not at all. Maybe he’ll learn something.” She turned her head, her eyes locking with Tony’s. “You see, honey, this is what a real man looks like. Not that little worm you’ve got between your legs.”

Tony’s jaw tightened, his pride stinging as much as his arousal. He wanted to be furious, to storm in and drag her out, but he couldn’t move. He was rooted to the spot, his eyes glued to the way Hank’s cock stretched her, the way her body moved in perfect sync with his thrusts.

Hank let out a low groan, his pace quickening. “Damn, Kendra, you’re so fucking tight. I can see why you’re so unsatisfied at home.”

Kendra moaned, her head dropping forward as Hank’s hands tightened on her hips. “Mmm, don’t stop, baby. Make me cum again.”

Tony’s breath hitched, his cock straining against his pants. He hated this, hated how much it turned him on, but he couldn’t look away. His hand moved on its own, slipping inside his waistband as he unbuckled his belt. He pulled out his cock, his fingers wrapping around the shaft as he began to stroke himself.

Kendra noticed immediately, her smirk widening. “Oh, look at that. The little man is getting off on watching his wife get fucked by a real cock.”

Hank glanced over his shoulder, a grin spreading across his face. “Well, I’ll be damned. Maybe there’s hope for you yet, Tony.”

Tony’s face burned, but he couldn’t stop. He stroked himself faster, his eyes locked on the way Hank’s cock disappeared inside Kendra, the way her body shuddered with every thrust.

“That’s it, Tony,” Kendra purred, her voice sultry and mocking. “Watch your wife take a man who knows how to fuck her properly. Watch her cum on a cock that actually satisfies her.”

Hank’s breathing grew ragged, his thrusts becoming more erratic. “Fuck, Kendra, I’m about to cum.”

“Do it,” Kendra urged, her voice desperate now. “Cum inside me, Hank. Fill me up.”

Tony’s hand moved faster, his cock throbbing as he watched Hank’s body tense. With a low growl, Hank buried himself deep inside Kendra, his cock pulsing as he unleashed his load. Kendra cried out, her body arching as she came, her pussy clenching around Hank’s cock.

Tony’s own orgasm hit him like a wave, his cock spurting a pitiful amount of cum onto the floor. He panted, his body trembling as he tried to catch his breath.

Hank pulled out with a wet sound, his cock still slick with Kendra’s juices. He stepped back, crossing his arms as he watched Tony with an amused expression. “Well, that was… something.”

Kendra straightened up, smoothing her skirt as she turned to face Tony. She looked him up and down, her lips curling into a cruel smile. “Pathetic,” she said, her voice dripping with disdain. “Look at you, standing there with your little cock in your hand. Is that all you’ve got?”

Tony’s face burned, but he couldn’t argue. He felt small, insignificant, as he stood there, his cum pooling on the floor.

Kendra stepped closer, her heels clicking against the tile. “You know what, Tony? I think you like this. I think you love watching me with Hank. Maybe you should be our… clean up boy.”

Tony’s eyes widened, his heart pounding as he looked up at her. “W-what?”

Kendra knelt down in front of him, her fingers reaching out to trace the edge of his cum on the floor. “Clean it up, Tony. Lick it up, like the good little cuckold you are.”

Tony’s breath hitched, his cock twitching as he stared at her. He hesitated for a moment, but something inside him snapped. He got down on his knees, his tongue darting out to lap at the mess he’d made.

Kendra laughed, her hand reaching out to stroke his hair. “Good boy. Now, there’s one more thing you need to clean up.”

She stood up, pulling her thong to the side to reveal Hank’s cum dripping out of her. “Lick me clean, Tony. Show me how much you love being my little cuckold.”

Tony’s heart raced as he leaned in, his tongue flicking out to taste the mix of Hank’s cum and Kendra’s juices. Kendra moaned, her hand tangling in his hair as she pushed his face closer.

Tony licked faster as Kendra’s hips bucked. She sighed with pleasure. At least he was able to please her this way. Finally, Kendra climaxed, her juices gushing into Tony’s mouth.

Kendra quickly got up and started getting dressed. She told Tony that he needed to leave—her co-workers would be back from lunch soon.

Tony zipped up his pants, his mind racing. He walked out of the building feeling humiliated, yet exhilarated. He realized he enjoyed serving his wife and her lover. Tony didn’t know what would happen next, but he was looking forward to the next encounter.

SISSY SERVICE FOR WIFE’S LOVER

FMM / Femdom / BDSM / Sissy / Crossdressing / Verbal Humiliation / Bisexual / Voyeurism / PIV Sex / Blow Job / CIM

Gene lounged on the couch, the faint hum of the television blending into the background. He was deep in the throes of relaxation, his mind adrift in a sea of mundane thoughts, when Michelle’s voice cut through the quietness like a whip. “Gene, come here.” Her tone was firm, commanding, and it sent a shiver down his spine. He knew that tone. It was the one she used when she had something special planned.

He hesitated for a moment, his heart skipping a beat. “Coming,” he replied, his voice tinged with nervous excitement.

He rose from the couch, his bare feet padding softly against the hardwood floor as he made his way to the bedroom. The door was slightly ajar, and he pushed it open, finding Michelle standing by the bed, a sly smile playing on her lips. In her hand, she held something delicate and lacy—a set of lingerie.

“Put this on,” she said, tossing the lingerie onto the bed.

Gene’s eyes widened as he took in the frilly bra and panties. They were feminine, to say the least, with soft pink lace and little bows adorning the edges. His cheeks flushed with embarrassment, but deep down, something stirred within him. A part of him wanted to protest, to tell her he couldn’t possibly wear something so girly, but the look in her eyes told him there was no room for argument.

“Michelle, I—” he stammered.

But she cut him off with a sharp glare. “Now, Gene. Don’t make me repeat myself.”

Gene swallowed hard, his hands trembling slightly as he picked up the lingerie. He turned away from her, his face burning with humiliation as he peeled off his clothes and slipped into the delicate garments. The fabric felt foreign against his skin, the lace tickling him in places he wasn’t used to. He caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror and his breath hitched. He looked feminine, almost unrecognizable. The sight sent a jolt of arousal through him, though he tried to suppress it.

“Good,” Michelle said, her voice laced with approval. She stepped closer, running a finger along the edge of the bra. “You look pretty, Gene. Like a proper little sissy.”

Gene’s heart raced, his body reacting to her words in ways he couldn’t fully understand. He felt a mix of shame and excitement, his arousal growing with every passing second. Just as Michelle was about to say something else, a knock on the door interrupted the moment.

“Stay here,” she ordered, her tone leaving no room for disobedience.

She left the bedroom, and Gene stood awkwardly in the middle of the room, the lingerie clinging to his body. He could hear voices downstairs—a man’s voice, low and confident. His stomach twisted with unease, but there was also a strange thrill bubbling beneath the surface.

Michelle returned moments later, her arm looped through that of a tall, muscular man. He was handsome, with chiseled features and an air of dominance that made Gene feel even smaller than he already did.

“Gene, this is Paul,” Michelle said, her voice smooth and calm. “He’s been giving me all the pleasure you’ve been unable to provide.”

Gene’s breath caught in his throat, his cheeks burning hotter than ever.

Paul looked him up and down, a smirk playing on his lips. “So, this is the little sissy, huh?” he said, his voice dripping with amusement. “Michelle wasn’t kidding.”

Michelle stepped closer to Gene, her eyes locking with his. “You’ve always known you’re not enough for me, haven’t you, Gene?” she said, her tone almost mocking. “Your little cock could never satisfy me the way Paul does.”

Gene’s knees felt weak, his body betraying him as arousal surged through him. He hated the way her words made him feel—seen, exposed, worthless. But he also loved it. The humiliation was intoxicating, and he couldn’t tear his eyes away as Michelle turned to Paul, her hands trailing down his chest.

Paul’s response was immediate. He cupped Michelle’s face, pulling her into a deep, passionate kiss. Gene’s breath hitched as he watched, his heart pounding in his chest. Paul’s hands roamed over Michelle’s body, unbuttoning her blouse and slipping it off her shoulders. Gene’s eyes were glued to the scene, his body trembling with a mix of jealousy and arousal.

Michelle moaned softly as Paul’s lips moved to her neck, his hands undoing her bra and freeing her breasts. Gene’s mouth went dry as he watched Paul take one of her nipples into his mouth, sucking and teasing it with his tongue. Michelle’s hands tangled in Paul’s hair, her head thrown back in pleasure.

“Do you see what a real man can do, Gene?” Michelle gasped, her voice breathless. “This is what I need. This is what you can’t give me.”

Gene’s cock strained against the lacy panties, his arousal undeniable. He couldn’t tear his eyes away as Paul’s hands slid down Michelle’s body, unbuttoning her pants and slipping them down her legs. She stepped out of them, standing before him in nothing but a pair of black lace panties. Paul’s fingers hooked into the waistband, pulling them down and exposing her pussy.

Paul wasted no time. He dropped to his knees, his tongue diving between her folds. Michelle’s moans filled the room, her hands gripping his shoulders as he devoured her. Gene’s breath came in shallow gasps, his body on fire as he watched his wife being pleasured by another man.

After a few minutes, Paul rose to his feet, his cock already hard and ready. He pushed Michelle onto the bed, spreading her legs wide. Gene’s heart raced as Paul positioned himself between her thighs, his cock pressing against her entrance.

“Watch closely, Gene,” Michelle said, her voice low and commanding. “This is what it means to be a real man.”

And with that, Paul thrust into her, his cock filling her completely. Michelle cried out in pleasure, her nails digging into Paul’s back as he began to fuck her. Gene’s eyes were glued to the sight before him, his arousal reaching new heights. Every thrust, every moan, every gasp sent waves of pleasure coursing through him.

Michelle’s orgasm came quickly, her body trembling as she screamed out Paul’s name. Paul didn’t stop, his thrusts growing harder and faster as he chased his own release. Finally, with a groan, he pulled out, his cock glistening with Michelle’s juices.

“Gene,” Michelle said, her voice soft but commanding. “Clean him up.”

Gene’s heart skipped a beat, his body moving on its own as he dropped to his knees before Paul. The taste of Michelle’s juices on Paul’s cock was intoxicating, and Gene took him into his mouth, savoring every moment. He felt feminine, submissive, and he loved it.

Paul’s hand tangled in Gene’s hair, guiding his head as he thrust into his mouth. “Good little sissy,” Paul groaned, his hips bucking as he neared his release.

Gene’s eyes fluttered closed as Paul came, his cum flooding Gene’s mouth. Michelle’s voice broke through the haze. “Swallow it, Gene. Be a good boy.”

And he did, swallowing every last drop. Paul stepped back, zipping up his pants as Michelle rose from the bed. She leaned down, pressing a kiss to Gene’s forehead. “You did well, my little sissy.”

As they left the room, Gene remained on his knees, his body humming with arousal. He felt owned, submissive, and he couldn’t wait for more.

BOUND BY HER DESIRE

FMM / Femdom / Cuckold / Bisexual / BDSM / Voyeurism / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / MM Blow Job / CIM / Cunnilingus / Chastity

“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 CHEATING WIFE CONFESSES

FM / Femdom / Cuckold / Small Penis Humiliation / Verbal Humiliation / Interracial / BBC / Creampie / Cunnilingus / Cum Eating

Rick sat in the dimly lit living room, the glow of his wife’s phone screen casting shadows across his face. His heart pounded in his chest, a mix of anger, betrayal, and something else he couldn’t quite place.

Elaine had left her phone on the coffee table before rushing out earlier that evening, claiming she had a late meeting. But Rick knew better. He’d known for weeks now. The late nights, the secrecy, the way she’d started dressing differently—it all pointed to one thing. Elaine was cheating.

He hadn’t meant to snoop. He’d just picked up the phone to move it out of the way when a notification lit up the screen. A text from someone named “Marcus.” “Can’t wait to see you tonight, baby. You sure you can handle me again?”

Rick’s stomach turned, but he couldn’t stop himself from unlocking the phone. Elaine’s password was still their anniversary date, and that hurt almost as much as what he found inside.

The photos were the first thing that caught his eye. So many of them. Elaine in hotel rooms, in cars, in what looked like private apartments. And in every one, she was with a man—no, men. All of them Black, all of them towering over her, their bodies muscular and their cocks… Rick’s breath hitched as he zoomed in on one particular photo. Elaine on her knees, her lips wrapped around a shaft so thick it made Rick’s own dick look like a toothpick in comparison.

He shouldn’t have kept looking. He knew that. But he couldn’t stop himself. The images were seared into his mind, and with each one, he felt a strange mix of humiliation and arousal. He hated it. Hated how his hands trembled as he scrolled through the photos, hated how he couldn’t stop comparing himself to these men. He hated how, deep down, a part of him was fascinated by the thought of Elaine taking all that… all that Black dick.

The text messages were even worse. Explicit descriptions of what they’d done to her, what she’d done to them. Elaine’s words were so graphic, so uninhibited, that Rick felt like he was reading something out of a pornographic novel.

But the worst part was the message he found buried in the thread. “I’m going to leave him,” Elaine had written to Marcus. “He can’t satisfy me. He’s too small, too weak. I need a real man.”

Rick’s fists clenched around the phone, his knuckles white. He wanted to scream, to throw something, to confront Elaine the moment she walked through the door. But he didn’t. He sat there, waiting, the hours dragging by as his mind raced with thoughts of what to say, what to do.

It was well past midnight when Elaine finally came home. Rick heard the key turn in the lock, the soft click of the door as it swung open. He stayed seated, his eyes fixed on the floor as she stepped inside. She looked… disheveled. Her makeup was smeared, her hair a tangled mess. And her clothes—her dress was ripped at the shoulder, the fabric clinging to her body in a way that left little to the imagination.

“Rick?” she said, her voice hesitant as she took in the sight of him sitting there in the dark. “What are you doing up?”

He didn’t answer right away. He just stared at her, his jaw clenched so tight it hurt. Finally, he held up her phone, the screen still lit with the damning messages. “I know,” he said, his voice low and trembling. “I know everything.”

Elaine’s eyes widened for a moment, but then she laughed. Not a nervous laugh, not a guilty one. A full, throaty laugh that echoed through the room like a slap in the face. “Of course you know,” she said, shaking her head as she walked further into the room. “I wasn’t exactly hiding it, Rick. You’re not stupid. Blind, maybe, but not stupid.”

Rick’s heart pounded in his chest, his hands gripping the edge of the couch to keep them from shaking. “Why?” he demanded, his voice rising. “Why would you do this? Why would you—why would you betray me like this?”

Elaine’s laughter faded, replaced by a cold, almost mocking smile. “Betray you?” she repeated, tilting her head as she looked down at him. “Rick, you betrayed yourself the moment you thought you could satisfy me with that pathetic little thing between your legs.”

Rick flinched, his cheeks burning with humiliation. But even as the words cut deeper than any knife, he couldn’t deny the way his body reacted. His cock stirred in his pants, betraying him just as much as Elaine had.

“You think I didn’t know?” Elaine continued, her voice dripping with disdain as she stepped closer. “You think I didn’t notice how you’d finish in, what, two minutes? Three, if I was lucky? You’re not a man, Rick. You’re a boy. And I deserve a real man. A man who knows how to fuck me the way I need to be fucked.”

Rick’s mouth went dry, his mind racing as he tried to process what she was saying. But Elaine didn’t give him a chance to respond. She reached down, her fingers curling under the hem of her dress, and with one swift motion, she pulled it over her head and tossed it aside.

Rick’s breath caught in his throat as he took in the sight of her. She was completely naked, her body glowing in the dim light of the room. And then he saw it—the cum. It dripped down her inner thighs, thick and white, a stark contrast against her smooth skin.

“I was with two of them tonight,” Elaine said, her voice low and sultry as she spread her legs slightly, giving Rick a full view of her messy, used pussy. “Marcus and his friend, Tyrone. They both fucked me. Hard. And when they were done, they came inside me. Filled me up with their seed. You want to see?”

Rick couldn’t speak. He couldn’t breathe. He could only stare, his cock straining against his pants as Elaine stepped closer, her hips swaying with every step.

“Sit back,” she commanded, her voice firm as she gestured to the couch. “And don’t you dare close your eyes.”

Rick obeyed without thinking, his body moving on its own as he sank back into the cushions. Elaine followed, her movements deliberate as she straddled him, her crotch right in his face. She was so close now, so close that he could smell the sex on her, the musky scent of sweat and cum mingling with her perfume.

“Now,” she said, her voice a low purr as she reached down and spread her pussy lips with her fingers. “Lick.”

Rick hesitated, his mind screaming at him to refuse, to push her away, to do anything but what she was asking. But his body had other ideas. His tongue darted out, trembling as it made contact with her slick, swollen flesh. The taste was overwhelming—salty, tangy, and unmistakably not hers. He gagged slightly, but Elaine’s hand on the back of his head stopped him from pulling away.

“That’s it,” she murmured, her voice thick with arousal as she ground her pussy against his face. “Suck it all out, Rick. Every last drop. Show me you’re good for something.”

Rick’s humiliation burned white-hot, but so did his arousal. He lapped at her eagerly, his tongue probing deep as he tried to clean her up, to taste every bit of what she’d given to those other men. And as he did, he felt something shift inside him. Something dark and forbidden.

Elaine’s moans filled the room, her hips rocking against his face as she reached her climax. Rick didn’t stop. He couldn’t. He was lost in the moment, lost in the taste and the smell and the sheer wrongness of it all.

When she finally pulled away, Rick was trembling, his lips slick with her juices and the remnants of her lovers’ cum. Elaine looked down at him, her eyes glazed with satisfaction.

“Well,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “At least you’re good at that.”

Rick swallowed hard, his mind reeling as he tried to find the words to respond. But Elaine didn’t give him the chance. She stood up, grabbing her dress off the floor as she turned to leave.

Rick reached out, his hand closing around her wrist. “Elaine,” he whispered, his voice hoarse. “Do you… do you still want a divorce?”

Elaine paused, looking down at him with an unreadable expression. Then she smiled—a soft, almost tender smile that sent a shiver down Rick’s spine.

“No,” she said, her voice gentle as she leaned down to press a kiss to his forehead. “I think I’ll keep you around. You’re not much of a husband, but you make a damn good cuckold.”

And with that, she walked away, leaving Rick alone on the couch, his mind racing and his body still trembling with the aftershocks of what had just happened.

AN OPEN RELATIONSHIP

FM / Femdom / Cuckold / Cheating / Polyamory / Verbal Humiliation / Cunnilingus / Cum Eating / Masturbation / Voyeurism

The door slammed shut, the sound reverberating through the otherwise silent house. Katherine stumbled inside, her heels clutched in one hand, her dress torn at the hem. Her lipstick was smeared, her hair disheveled, and her eyes carried a glint of something wild, something untamed. She smelled faintly of alcohol and sweat, but there was another scent lingering on her, something unmistakably masculine.

Jasper stood in the living room, his arms crossed, his jaw tight. He’d been waiting for hours, pacing, checking his phone, wondering where she could be. Now, seeing her like this, his stomach churned with a mix of anger and something else he couldn’t quite place.

“Where the hell have you been?” Jasper demanded, his voice low but sharp.

Katherine didn’t flinch. She tossed her shoes onto the floor and leaned against the wall, her eyes locking with his. “Out,” she said simply, her tone dismissive.

“Out where?” Jasper took a step forward, his fists clenched. “You look like you’ve been dragged through a hedge backward. What’s going on, Katherine?”

She smirked, a faint curl of her lips that made Jasper’s gut twist. “Oh, I’ve been busy,” she said, her voice dripping with mock innocence. “Very busy.”

Jasper’s eyes narrowed. “Busy doing what?”

Katherine pushed off the wall and walked toward him slowly, deliberately. She stopped just inches away, her gaze challenging. “You really want to know?”

“Yes,” Jasper spat, his voice rising. “I want to know what the fuck you’ve been up to. Because this isn’t you, Katherine. You don’t go out like this, dressed like… like some cheap slut—”

Katherine’s hand shot out, slapping Jasper across the face before he could finish the sentence. The sound echoed in the room, and Jasper’s head snapped to the side. For a moment, there was only silence.

“Don’t you dare call me that,” Katherine hissed, her voice trembling with fury. “You don’t get to judge me, Jasper. Not after what you did.”

Jasper’s cheek burned, but he didn’t move. He couldn’t. Her words hit him like a punch to the gut. He remembered the night he’d cheated on her, the guilt that had eaten at him for weeks afterward. He’d thought they’d moved past it, but now, seeing the fire in her eyes, he realized they hadn’t. Not even close.

“That was different,” Jasper said weakly. “I made a mistake. It didn’t mean anything.”

Katherine laughed, a bitter, hollow sound. “Oh, well, that makes it all better, doesn’t it? You made a mistake. How noble of you to admit it.” She stepped back, crossing her arms over her chest. “Well, guess what? I’ve been making a few mistakes of my own. And you know what? I’m not the least bit sorry.”

Jasper’s stomach dropped. “What are you saying?”

Katherine tilted her head, her lips curling into a cruel smile. “I’m saying I’ve been fucking other men, Jasper. Lots of them. I lost count after the fifth one.”

His breath caught in his throat. For a moment, he couldn’t speak. His mind raced, images flashing before his eyes—Katherine with other men, her body pressed against theirs, moaning their names. His chest tightened, but to his surprise, it wasn’t just anger that surged through him. There was something else, something hot and urgent, pooling low in his stomach.

“How many?” Jasper asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Katherine raised an eyebrow, clearly enjoying his discomfort. “More than I can count,” she said, her tone dripping with venom. “Bigger, stronger, better than you in every way.”

Jasper’s heart pounded in his chest. He could feel his cock stirring, a traitorous reaction he couldn’t control. “How… how were they?”

Katherine’s smile widened. “Oh, they were amazing. Big, throbbing cocks that filled me up in ways you never could. They fucked me hard, Jasper. Made me scream their names. And I loved every second of it.”

His breath hitched. His cock was fully hard now, straining against his zipper. He tried to hide it, but Katherine’s eyes dropped, and she let out a sharp laugh.

“Oh my god,” she said, her voice filled with disbelief. “Are you… are you getting off on this? Are you actually enjoying hearing about me with other men?”

Jasper swallowed hard, his face burning with shame. “I… I don’t know,” he admitted.

Katherine stared at him, her expression a mix of disgust and fascination. “What’s wrong with you, Jasper?” she muttered. “I cheat on you, and you like it?”

Jasper shook his head, unsure how to respond. He did like it, but he wasn’t sure why.

“You’re even more pathetic than I thought,” Katherine said, rolling her eyes.

She turned and walked over to the couch, sitting down with a sigh. She spread her legs slightly, and Jasper could see the dampness between her thighs, the evidence of her night. His cock twitched, and he couldn’t take his eyes off her.

Katherine noticed his gaze and smirked. “You want to taste it, don’t you?” she taunted. “You want to lick up another man’s cum from my pussy.”

Jasper’s mouth went dry. He wanted to say no, to deny it, but the words wouldn’t come. Instead, he nodded slowly, his heart pounding in his chest.

Katherine leaned back, spreading her legs wider. “Then get on your knees, Jasper. Show me how much you want it.”

He hesitated for only a moment before dropping to his knees in front of her. His hands trembled as he reached for her thighs, pulling her closer. The scent of her arousal mixed with the musk of another man hit him like a wave, and he felt dizzy with desire.

He leaned in, his tongue darting out to taste her, and the flavor exploded on his tongue—bitter, salty, intoxicating. He moaned, his cock throbbing as he lapped at her, savoring every drop.

Katherine let out a soft sigh, her fingers tangling in his hair. “That’s it,” she murmured. “Eat me like the good little cuck you are.”

Jasper’s cock was aching now, and he reached down to free himself, stroking in time with his tongue. He could feel her pulsing around his mouth, could hear her breathing quicken, and he knew she was close.

“I want to see you,” Katherine said suddenly, her voice husky. “I want to see you jerk off while you watch.”

Jasper pulled back, his mouth slick and wet. He looked up at her, his hand still moving on his cock. “Watch what?” he asked, his voice rough with need.

Katherine reached for her phone, scrolling through it until she found what she was looking for. She held it out to him, the screen displaying a video. Jasper’s eyes widened as he saw her, naked and writhing, sandwiched between two men—both of them big, muscular, their cocks buried deep inside her.

“This is what you missed,” Katherine purred. “This is what I’ve been doing while you’ve been sitting here, wondering where I’ve been.”

Jasper’s hand moved faster, his cock leaking as he watched the video. He could hear her moans, the sound of skin slapping against skin, and it drove him wild.

“Oh my god,” he groaned, his hips jerking. “Katherine, I—I’m so close.”

She smirked, leaning back to enjoy the show. “Go ahead, Jasper,” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “Cum for me. Cum while you watch your wife get fucked by real men.”

His orgasm hit him like a tidal wave, his cock pulsing as he came, his seed splattering across the floor. Katherine watched him with a mix of amusement and disgust, her own arousal evident in the way her thighs trembled.

When he was spent, she leaned forward, her eyes locking with his. “So, Jasper,” she said, her tone light but laced with venom. “How about we make this arrangement permanent? An open relationship. You can keep jerking off to the thought of me with other men, and I’ll keep enjoying myself. What do you say?”

Jasper’s heart raced, his mind still reeling. He wanted to say no, to tell her they could fix this, but the truth was, he didn’t want to. The thought of Katherine with other men, the way it had made him feel… it was intoxicating.

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

Katherine’s smile was triumphant. “Good choice,” she said, standing up and walking toward the bedroom. She paused at the door, looking back at him. “Oh, and Jasper? You might want to clean up the mess you made. I’ve got a date tomorrow night, and I don’t want to come home to a sticky floor.”

She disappeared into the room, leaving Jasper kneeling on the floor, his mind racing, his heart pounding. He couldn’t believe what had just happened, but one thing was clear—nothing between them would ever be the same.

And he wasn’t sure he wanted it to be.

WIFE TURNED ESCORT

FM / Femdom / Cuckold / Cheating / Verbal Humiliation / Small Penis Humiliation / Sex Work / Creampie / Cunnilingus / Cum Eating / Masturbation

Kelcie walked through the front door at midnight, heels clicking sharply against the hardwood floor. The sound was a staccato rhythm that seemed to echo through the silent house, each step a deliberate punctuation mark.

Her dress, a sleek black number that hugged her curves like a second skin, shimmered faintly under the dim light of the chandelier. She smelled of expensive perfume and something else—something primal, musky, and unmistakable. Charles sat on the couch, his thinning hair disheveled, his half-buttoned shirt untucked. He stared at her, his face a mix of confusion and simmering anger.

“Where the hell have you been?” Charles demanded, his voice cracking slightly. He tried to sound authoritative, but it came out more like a whine.

Kelcie didn’t answer immediately. She set her designer handbag on the entryway table with a deliberate precision, her movements slow, almost theatrical. Then she turned to face him, her lips curling into a smirk that didn’t reach her cold, calculating eyes.

“Out,” she said simply, her tone dismissive.

“Out? Out where? It’s midnight, Kelcie! I’ve been calling you all night!”

She tilted her head, her dark hair cascading over one shoulder. “I was busy,” she replied, her voice dripping with mock innocence.

Charles stood up, his face reddening. “Busy doing what? You better not have been with some guy!”

Kelcie let out a low, throaty laugh. It was a sound that sent a shiver down Charles’ spine, though he couldn’t quite place why. “Oh, Charles,” she said, taking a step toward him. “You’re so predictable. Always jumping to conclusions.”

“So you weren’t with some guy?” His voice wavered, betraying his insecurity.

Kelcie’s smirk widened. “Oh, I was. I was with a man. A real man. Not some broke, wannabe entrepreneur who can’t even keep the lights on.”

Charles’ face turned ashen. His mouth opened, but no words came out. He just stood there, gaping at his wife like a fish out of water.

Kelcie sauntered past him, her hips swaying hypnotically. She tossed her coat onto the armchair and perched herself on the edge of the couch, crossing her legs with deliberate slowness. “Sit down, Charles,” she commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument.

He obeyed, sinking back into the couch, his eyes never leaving her face.

“You want to know how many men I’ve been with?” she asked, her voice low and sultry. “I’ve lost count. They’re all so… generous. And talented.”

Charles’ hands clenched into fists, but he didn’t speak. He couldn’t. The words were trapped in his throat, suffocating him.

Kelcie leaned forward, her cleavage accentuated by the low neckline of her dress. “Tonight, I was with a man who knows how to treat a woman. He’s got money—real money, not the imaginary kind you’re always chasing. And he’s got… other assets, too.”

Charles’ stomach churned. He knew what she meant, but he couldn’t bring himself to say it.

She laughed again, a cruel, mocking sound. “Oh, don’t play dumb, Charles. You know exactly what I’m talking about. He’s big. Bigger than you could ever dream of being. And he knows how to use it.”

Charles’ face burned with shame and anger, but there was something else, too—something he didn’t want to admit, even to himself. His chest tightened, and he could feel his heart pounding in his ears.

Kelcie looked him straight in the eye. “I’m working as an escort now, Charles. You’re broke, and your little dick doesn’t satisfy me. Now, I get all the money and fantastic sex that you can’t give me.”

“You’re a prostitute?” he asked, unable to believe his ears.

Kelcie rolled her eyes. “I’m a high-class call girl. What else can I do? I have such a loser for a husband.”

Kelcie stood up, her movements slow and deliberate. She reached behind her back and unzipped her dress, letting it fall to the floor in a pool of black fabric. Underneath, she wore nothing but a lacy black thong and sheer stockings held up by a garter belt. Charles’ eyes widened, his gaze flickering over her body, taking in every curve, every detail.

She stepped out of the dress and stood before him, completely exposed except for the flimsy undergarments. Her skin glowed in the soft light, and the faint smell of sex lingered in the air.

“He fucked me, Charles,” she said, her voice low and husky. “He fucked me everywhere. My mouth, my pussy, my ass. And you know what? I let him cum inside me. I wanted it. I loved it.”

Charles’ breath hitched, and he felt a strange rush of heat between his legs. He tried to look away, but he couldn’t. His eyes were locked on her, drawn to her like a moth to a flame.

Kelcie spread her legs slightly, and Charles’ eyes dropped to the damp patch between her thighs. Cum glistened on her skin, trickling down her inner thigh. She smirked, noticing his gaze.

“You see that, Charles? That’s what a real man can do. That’s what I deserve. And you? You’re just a bum. A loser with a tiny cock who can’t even satisfy his own wife.”

Charles’ face burned with shame, but he couldn’t deny the arousal coursing through him. His cock twitched in his pants, straining against the fabric.

Kelcie noticed, and her smirk widened. “Oh, look at that. You’re getting off on this, aren’t you? You’re pathetic.”

Charles swallowed hard, his mouth dry. “I… I don’t know what to say,” he stammered.

Kelcie laughed, a cruel, cutting sound. “You don’t have to say anything. Just sit there and watch.”

She reached down, her fingers sliding between her folds. She moaned softly, her eyes fluttering shut. “You should see him, Charles. He’s so big. So thick. When he fucks me, I can’t even think straight. All I can do is scream his name.”

Charles’ cock throbbed, and he realized he was gripping the edge of the couch, his knuckles white.

Kelcie opened her eyes, her gaze locking onto his. “Do you want to taste him, Charles? Do you want to taste what a real man can do?”

He hesitated, his mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. But his body betrayed him, leaning forward without his consent.

Kelcie spread her legs wider, exposing herself completely. “Go on,” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “Eat me.”

Charles hesitated for a moment longer, then leaned in, his tongue tentatively licking at her folds. The taste was bitter, salty, and so incredibly taboo. He shuddered, his cock straining painfully against his pants.

Kelcie moaned, her hand tangling in his hair. “That’s it, Charles. Clean me up. Show me you’re good for something.”

He lapped at her eagerly, his tongue swirling around her sensitive folds. Kelcie’s moans grew louder, her hips rocking against his face.

“That’s it… you’re such a good little cuck,” she purred. “You’re finally useful for once.”

Charles’ cock ached with need, and he reached down, fumbling with his belt. He managed to free himself, his small, pathetic cock twitching in his hand.

Kelcie looked down at him and laughed. “Oh, look at that. What a joke.”

Charles ignored her, jerking himself off as he continued to eat her out. He could feel her climax building, her thighs trembling around his head.

“That’s it, Charles. Make me cum. Show me you’re not completely useless.”

With a final moan, Kelcie came, her body shuddering with pleasure. Charles felt her release on his tongue, and he swallowed it eagerly, his own orgasm building.

He came with a soft whimper, his small cock jerking in his hand as a pathetic spurt of cum landed on the floor.

Kelcie looked down at him, her lips curling into a cruel smile. “Pathetic. You can’t even cum right.”

Charles slumped back on the couch, his face flushed with shame and arousal. Kelcie stood up, smoothing down her hair and picking up her dress.

“From now on, Charles, I’m the breadwinner. I’ll earn the money, and I’ll get the pleasure I deserve. You? You’re just along for the ride.”

She walked toward the bedroom, her hips swaying seductively. Pausing at the door, she glanced back at him.

“Oh, and Charles? Don’t even think about stopping me. You don’t have the balls.”

With that, she disappeared into the bedroom, leaving Charles sitting on the couch, his mind spinning and his cock still twitching in his hand.

Financial Domination

A CAM GIRL CASHES OUT

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

There she was.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He couldn’t wait to do it again.

A MESMERIZING CUSTOMER

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

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

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

That’s when she walked in.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then the curtain opened.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A FINDOM AWAKENING

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

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

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

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

But all that changed when he met Rhiannon.

—

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

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

“I’m Rhiannon,” she introduced herself.

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

Rhiannon just smiled, extending her hand.

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Get naked,” she told him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Kevin didn't hesitate, quickly writing another check.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A COSTLY ENCOUNTER

FM / Femdom / Findom / Handjob / Ruined Orgasm

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

THE CEO’S SECRET DESIRE

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But she was the one in charge here.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

BEST FRIENDS TAKE CONTROL

FFM / Femdom / Findom / Rimming / Blowjob

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A STEP MOTHER’S OFFER

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

ALMOST GETTING LAID

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

When it was over, Hal was breathless.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

PAYING FOR HIS FREEDOM

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

THE PIZZA SHOP BANDIT


FM / Femdom / Findom / Seduction / Kissing / Handjob

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

THE PRICE OF INADEQUACY

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She smirked, stepping closer. “Anything?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Randy hesitated, his hands trembling.

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

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

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

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

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

Cara rolled her eyes. “Ten thousand dollars.”

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Cara laughed, standing up. “Pathetic.”

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

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

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

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

A FINDOM AWAKENING

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

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

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

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

But all that changed when he met Rhiannon.

—

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

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

“I’m Rhiannon,” she introduced herself.

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

Rhiannon just smiled, extending her hand.

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Get naked,” she told him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Kevin didn't hesitate, quickly writing another check.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

BOSS TURNED PAY PIG

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A SHAMEFUL DEAL

FM / Femdom / Cuckold / Cheating / Findom / Verbal Humiliation / Cunnilingus

Darren sat in his home office, the soft hum of his computer filling the room as he stared blankly at the screen. The numbers on the spreadsheet blurred together, his thoughts preoccupied with the one thing he couldn’t seem to escape: Keri. His wife, his obsession, his torment.

She had been out all afternoon, and though he didn’t ask, he knew exactly where she was—and with whom. Rex—her boyfriend. The door clicked open, and there she was, striding in like she owned the place. Because she did, Darren thought bitterly. She owned him.

Her heels clicked against the hardwood floor, her hips swaying with a confidence that made his stomach twist. She was dressed to kill, her tight black dress clinging to every curve, her lips painted that deep red she knew drove him wild. Wild and helpless. She stopped in front of his desk, leaning against it with a smirk that sent a shiver down his spine.

“Darren,” she said, her voice dripping with faux sweetness. “I need a favor.”

He blinked up at her, already dreading where this was going. “What is it this time, Keri?”

She sighed, as if the words pained her. “Rex’s car broke down again. He needs it fixed, and he’s... well, you know, he doesn’t have the money.”

Darren’s jaw tightened. Rex. Her latest fling. A jobless, aimless guy who somehow managed to charm his way into Keri’s bed—and now, apparently, into Darren’s wallet. He leaned back in his chair, crossing his arms. “And why should I pay for your boyfriend’s car?”

Keri’s smirk widened, her eyes gleaming with amusement. “Because, Darren, he needs it to take me on dates. And you wouldn’t want me stranded, would you?”

He felt a flush of anger rise to his cheeks, but it was quickly extinguished by the humiliation that followed. Always humiliation. “I don’t see why I should fund your... extracurricular activities.”

Keri tilted her head, her expression turning icy. “Let’s be honest, Darren. You don’t satisfy me. Not like Rex does. You’re just... inadequate. But”—she paused, her gaze sweeping over him—“you’re good for one thing.”

Before he could respond, she turned around, bending over his desk with her ass in the air. The hem of her dress rode up, revealing the black lace of her thong. Darren’s breath hitched, his body betraying him as he felt a familiar heat pool in his groin. God, she was cruel. She was perfect.

“I’ll let you eat me out,” she said, glancing over her shoulder with a wicked grin. “If you pay for Rex’s car.”

Darren’s stomach churned, a mix of shame and desire twisting inside him. He hated this. He hated her. But he couldn’t resist her. His mouth went dry as he stared at her, the sight of her perfectly curved ass making his head spin. Slowly, he stood, his hands trembling as he stepped closer.

She let out a soft laugh, the sound mocking yet intoxicating. “Go on, Darren. Show me you’re good for something.”

He dropped to his knees, his heart pounding as he reached for the hem of her dress, pulling it up higher. His fingers hesitated at the waistband of her thong, and she sighed impatiently. “Hurry up, Darren. I don’t have all night.”

He swallowed hard, tugging the fabric down her thighs. Her pussy was already glistening, the scent of her arousal hitting him like a punch to the gut. She’d been with him. With Rex. The thought made him nauseous, but it also sent a jolt of electricity straight to his cock. He leaned in, his tongue flicking out to taste her.

Keri gasped, her hands gripping the edge of the desk. “That’s it,” she murmured, her voice dripping with condescension. “At least you’re good at this.”

Her words stung, but they only fueled his determination. He buried his face between her legs, his tongue lapping at her folds with desperation. She moaned softly, her hips rolling against his mouth as she ground herself into him. Darren’s hands gripped her thighs, holding her in place as he focused on her clit, sucking and flicking it with practiced precision.

“Fuck,” she breathed, her voice trembling. “That’s it. Just like that.”

Her moans grew louder, her body trembling as she neared the edge. Darren could feel her clit swelling under his tongue, her juices coating his lips as he worked her over. Finally, she came with a sharp cry, her legs shaking as she rode out her orgasm on his face.

When she finally pulled away, she straightened her dress, glancing down at him with a satisfied smirk. “Not bad, Darren. Now, about Rex’s car...”

He stood on shaky legs, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. Without a word, he reached for his checkbook, his hands trembling as he scribbled out a check. He handed it to her, his stomach twisting as she snatched it from his grasp.

“Thanks, Darren,” she said, her smile cruel and knowing. “You’re the best.”

She turned on her heel, striding out of the room without a backward glance. Darren stood there, his heart pounding as he heard the front door slam shut. She was gone, probably rushing to meet Rex, to hand him the money Darren had just paid to taste her. The money he’d paid to feel worthless.

And yet, as he sat back down at his desk, his cock still hard and throbbing, he couldn’t deny the thrill that coursed through him. The thought of Keri with Rex, the way she’d looked as she came on his face, the humiliation of it all—it turned him on like nothing else.

Darren leaned back in his chair, a bitter laugh escaping his lips. Maybe he liked this after all. Maybe he liked being her pay pig, her cuckold. Maybe he was more pathetic than he thought.

But as he reached down to unzip his pants, he didn’t care. All he cared about was the image of Keri in his mind, the taste of her still on his tongue. He groaned, his hand wrapping around his cock as he began to stroke himself, his thoughts consumed by the woman who owned him, body and soul.

FINDOM WITH LAURA

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

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions by Brandi Moore:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Turned into a Sissy

MOTHER-IN-LAW’S PET

FM / Femdom / Sissy / Crossdressing / BDSM / Taboo / Verbal Humiliation / Paddling / Masturbation / Cum Eating

“What the hell is this, Jeremy?!” Susan’s shrill voice cut through the silence of the bedroom, her tone dripping with a mix of disgust and disbelief. She stood there, one hand clutching a frilly pink negligee, the other holding up a glossy porn magazine featuring a lingerie-clad woman in a provocative pose.

Jeremy froze in the doorway, his stomach dropping to his feet. His mouth went dry, and his heart hammered in his chest like a trapped bird. She found it. His secret box, the one he’d hidden so carefully in the back of the closet, the one that held everything he’d never dared to share with Avery—or anyone, for that matter.

“I… I can explain,” Jeremy stammered, his voice barely above a whisper.

He took a step forward, but Susan held up a hand, stopping him in his tracks.

“Oh, I’m sure you can,” Susan sneered, her lips curling into a wicked smile. She dropped the negligee onto the bed and picked up a pair of lacy panties, letting them dangle from her fingers like they were evidence in a crime scene. “But let’s hear it, Jeremy. Why does my son-in-law have a box full of women’s lingerie, porn, and… what is this?” She pulled out a leather paddle, her eyebrows arching in mock surprise. “My, my, aren’t you full of surprises?”

Jeremy’s face burned with humiliation. He couldn’t bring himself to meet her gaze, his eyes darting around the room as if he might find some escape route. But there was none. He’d been caught, and there was no way out of this.

“Please,” he whispered, his voice trembling. “Don’t tell Avery.”

Susan let out a short, humorless laugh. “Don’t tell Avery? Oh, Jeremy, you really think I’m just going to keep this little secret for you? After everything you’ve already put my daughter through? Losing your job, barely contributing to the household, and now this?” She shook the panties in his direction, her eyes narrowing. “You’re a disgrace.”

Jeremy felt tears pricking at the corners of his eyes. He wanted to disappear, to sink into the floor and never have to face this moment. But Susan wasn’t done.

“I think you owe me an explanation,” she said, her voice low and dangerous. She sat down on the edge of the bed, crossing her legs with an air of superiority. “Start talking, Jeremy. And don’t even think about lying to me.”

—

Earlier that afternoon, Jeremy had been dreading the trip to the airport. Susan’s visits were always… difficult. She was the kind of woman who could make you feel like you were five years old again with just a single look. And now, with him being out of work, he knew she’d be even more insufferable than usual.

“My mother’s flight lands in an hour,” Avery had said that morning, her tone casual as she sipped her coffee. “You’ll pick her up, right?”

“Of course,” Jeremy had replied, forcing a smile. He didn’t have the heart to tell her how much he hated playing chauffeur to her judgmental mother. But he’d do anything for Avery—even if it meant enduring Susan’s snide comments and condescending attitude.

When he arrived at the airport, Susan was already waiting at the curb, her designer suitcase at her feet. She looked as put-together as ever, her long blonde hair perfectly styled, her makeup flawless. She was tall and slender, with an air of elegance that made Jeremy feel painfully average in comparison.

“Jeremy,” she said, her voice cool as she slid into the passenger seat. “How… nice to see you.”

“Hi, Susan,” he replied, trying to keep his tone neutral. He could already feel the tension in the air, thick and heavy.

The car ride was silent for the most part, but it didn’t take long for Susan to break it. “So, how’s the job search going?” she asked, her tone light but with an edge to it that made Jeremy’s stomach churn.

“It’s… uh, it’s good,” he lied, gripping the steering wheel tighter. Of course, she was bringing up his unemployment. Although he’d sent out many applications, he hadn’t gotten any interviews, but the last thing he wanted was to admit he was a failure to Susan.

“Mmm,” she hummed, not looking at him. “And how are the finances? You’re not letting my daughter shoulder all the burden, are you?”

Jeremy’s jaw tightened. “No, Susan. We’re fine.”

She didn’t respond, but the silence was worse than any words she could have said. He could feel her judgment radiating from the passenger seat, and it made his skin crawl.

When they got back to the house, Avery was still at work, and Jeremy had hoped to retreat to the safety of the garage or the TV room to avoid Susan’s incessant meddling. But that was wishful thinking.

She immediately set to work “organizing” the house, rearranging furniture, straightening picture frames, and reorganizing cabinets. Jeremy tried to stay out of her way, but it was impossible. Every time he turned around, she was there, critiquing something else.

“Honestly, Jeremy,” she said, holding up a chipped coffee mug, “how do you expect to impress anyone when you can’t even keep a decent set of dishes?”

He bit his tongue, refusing to engage. But then he heard the scream.

—

“You’re a crossdresser,” Susan said now, her voice flat as she stared at Jeremy from the bed. It wasn’t a question.

Jeremy swallowed hard, his throat tight. “I… yes,” he admitted finally, his voice barely audible.

Susan’s expression didn’t change. She was calm, calculating, and it terrified him. “And does Avery know about this little… hobby of yours?”

“No,” Jeremy whispered, his eyes filling with tears. “Please, Susan. Don’t tell her. I’ll… I’ll do anything.”

Susan’s lips curved into a slow, predatory smile. “Anything, you say?” She stood up, moving closer to him, her heels clicking against the hardwood floor. “Alright, Jeremy. Here’s what’s going to happen. You’re going to prove to me just how serious you are about keeping this little secret of yours. And if you do everything I say, maybe—just maybe—I won’t tell my daughter about her husband’s… interesting taste in clothing.”

Jeremy’s heart was pounding now, his mind racing. He didn’t know what she was going to ask of him, but he already knew he wouldn’t be able to say no.

“Go on,” she said, gesturing to the box. “Put something on. I want to see just how far you’re willing to go.”

Jeremy hesitated for a moment, but then he reached into the box, pulling out the pink negligee. His hands were shaking as he slipped it on over his clothes, the soft fabric clinging to his body in a way that made him feel both exposed and strangely exhilarated.

Susan circled him, her eyes raking over his body with a mixture of amusement and disdain. “Well, well,” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “Aren’t you just the perfect little sissy?”

Jeremy’s face burned with shame, but he didn’t say anything. He couldn’t. He was trapped, and he knew it.

Susan picked up the paddle from the box, running her fingers along the black leather. “Bend over the bed,” she commanded, her voice cold and authoritative.

Jeremy hesitated, but only for a moment. Then he did as he was told, his heart racing as he leaned over the edge of the bed, his hands gripping the sheets tightly.

The first slap came down hard, the sting making him gasp. “This is for lying to my daughter,” Susan said, her voice sharp.

The second slap was even harder, and Jeremy bit down on his lip to keep from crying out. “And this is for being such a pathetic excuse for a man.”

By the third slap, Jeremy’s body was trembling, but he couldn’t deny the growing arousal that was building inside him. It was humiliating, but it was there, and it was undeniable.

Susan noticed it too. “Oh, my,” she said, her tone mocking. “Looks like the little sissy likes it.” She ran the leather paddle along his back, making him shiver. “Go ahead, Jeremy. Touch yourself. Let’s see just how much of a slut you really are.”

Jeremy hesitated, but then he reached down, his hand trembling as he wrapped it around his cock. It was small, just like Susan had said, and it only made him feel more exposed.

“That’s it,” Susan purred, watching him with an amused smirk. “Show me just how pathetic you are.”

Jeremy’s strokes were quick and desperate, his breath coming in shallow gasps as he tried to ignore the humiliation burning through him. But it was impossible. He could feel Susan’s eyes on him, could hear her mocking laughter, and it only made him more aroused.

When he finally came, it was with a soft gasp, his cum splattering onto the floor beneath him. It wasn’t much, but it was enough to make Susan laugh.

“That’s all you’ve got?” she taunted, her voice full of disdain. “No wonder Avery’s never satisfied.”

Jeremy’s face burned with shame, but he didn’t say anything. He just stayed bent over the bed, his body trembling as he waited for her next command.

“Clean it up,” Susan said, her voice cold. “You’re not leaving a mess in my daughter’s house.”

Jeremy hesitated, but then he slowly got down on his hands and knees, his face burning with humiliation as he leaned down to lick up his own cum.

When he was done, Susan stepped back, her expression unreadable. “Good boy,” she said, her tone softening just a little. “Now, here’s what’s going to happen. You’re going to be my little sissy pet. You’ll do everything I say, and you’ll keep this little secret of yours. But if you ever step out of line…” She leaned in close, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I’ll tell Avery everything.”

Jeremy nodded, his heart pounding in his chest. He didn’t have a choice. He was trapped, and he knew it.

Just then, they heard the front door open, followed by Avery’s voice calling out, “I’m home!”

Jeremy’s eyes widened in panic, and he quickly scrambled to pull off the negligee, shoving it back into the box along with everything else. Susan watched him with an amused smirk, her arms crossed over her chest.

“Better hurry, Jeremy,” she said, her voice teasing. “Wouldn’t want Avery to catch her husband being such a little slut, now would we?”

—

Jeremy barely had time to compose himself before Avery walked into the bedroom, her face lighting up when she saw her mother. “Mom! You’re here!”

“Hello, sweetheart,” Susan said, her tone warm and affectionate—a stark contrast to the icy coldness she’d shown Jeremy just moments before.

Jeremy stood there, his heart still racing, his face flushed with a mixture of shame and arousal. He knew this wasn’t over. Not by a long shot. But for now, he had no choice but to play along.

THE COLLEGE STUDENT’S SECRET

FM / Femdom / Sissy / Crossdressing / Blackmail / Foot Worship / Masturbation

Robby sat at the back of the lecture hall, his slender fingers nervously tapping against the edge of his notebook. The room was alive with the hum of conversation, but Robby felt utterly isolated. His soft features and quiet demeanor had always made him the target of whispers. Is he gay? they’d ask, though Robby wasn’t. Not that there was anything wrong with it, but the assumption stung, especially when he knew the truth—he was attracted to women. He just… didn’t fit the mold of what people expected.

Beneath his loose-fitting jeans and hoodie, he wore a secret: a pair of silky lavender panties. They were delicate, with a small bow at the front that made him feel… good. Safe. He’d discovered the thrill of crossdressing a few years ago, and it had become his private escape. But today, as he sat there, he couldn’t shake the gnawing fear that someone, anyone, might find out.

The professor droned on about postmodern literature, but Robby’s mind was elsewhere. He was lost in a swirl of self-doubt and longing when a soft voice snapped him back to reality.

“Hey.”

He turned, startled, and found himself face-to-face with Lacey. She was stunning—long, dark hair framed her sharp cheekbones, and her piercing green eyes seemed to see straight through him. Robby’s breath caught in his throat.

“Hi,” he managed, his voice barely above a whisper.

Lacey smiled, a mischievous glint in her eye. “You’re Robby, right? From the study group?”

He nodded, though he didn’t remember her being in the group. Maybe he’d just been too shy to notice.

“I was thinking,” she continued, leaning in slightly, “you seem like the kind of guy who could use some fun. Want to hang out after class?”

Robby’s heart skipped a beat. Was this real? She was beautiful, confident—everything he wasn’t. And yet, she was asking him to hang out. He nodded again, too stunned to form words.

“Great,” she said, standing. “Meet me outside the building after class.”

The next hour was a blur. Robby couldn’t focus on the lecture, his mind racing with possibilities. What did she see in him? Was this some kind of joke? But he couldn’t ignore the thrill of being noticed, even if it was just for a moment.

When class finally ended, Robby hurried outside, his hands shoved deep in his pockets. Lacey was waiting by the steps, her smile as radiant as ever.

“Ready?” she asked, looping her arm through his before he could answer.

They walked across campus, Lacey chatting casually about her classes and the latest campus gossip. Robby barely managed to keep up, his nerves getting the better of him. Everything about her was intoxicating—the way she moved, the way she spoke, even the way she smelled.

Before he knew it, they were at her dorm. She led him inside, the room cozy and dimly lit. Robby hesitated at the threshold, but Lacey tugged him in, closing the door behind them.

“So,” she said, turning to face him, “you’re kind of cute, you know that?”

Robby felt his cheeks burn. “I—uh, thanks.”

She stepped closer, her eyes locked on his. “I’ve been watching you in class. You’re so… different. I like that.”

Before he could respond, she leaned in, her lips brushing against his. Robby froze, his mind going blank. He’d never been kissed before, and the sensation was overwhelming. Her lips were soft, her breath warm against his skin.

But just as quickly as it started, she pulled back, a sly smile playing on her lips. “You’re even cuter when you’re nervous.”

Robby’s heart was pounding now, his body caught between desire and panic. Lacey’s hands slid down his chest, her fingers deftly unbuttoning his jeans.

He suddenly remembered the lavender panties. His eyes widened, and he instinctively reached for her hands. “Wait,” he stammered, his voice trembling. “I—I don’t think—”

But it was too late. Lacey pulled down his jeans, revealing the women’s lingerie he’d been so careful to conceal. Her eyes lit up with delight, and she let out a laugh—sharp and unapologetic.

“Oh my God,” she said, her voice laced with amusement. “Robby, are you serious? Do you always wear these?”

Humiliation burned through him, his face turning crimson. He wanted to disappear, to crawl into a hole and never come out. But Lacey wasn’t done.

“You know,” she said, her tone almost playful, “if you want to be a girl, I can help you with that.”

Robby’s stomach churned. “I—I don’t—”

She cut him off, pulling him over to her closet. She rummaged through it for a moment before pulling out a frilly lingerie set—a matching bra and panties, complete with garters and stockings. She thrust it into his hands.

“Put it on,” she commanded, her voice firm.

Robby hesitated, his hands trembling. “I can’t—”

“Oh, you can,” she interrupted, her eyes narrowing. “Unless you want everyone on campus to know about your… little secret.”

The threat was enough to send a jolt of fear through him. He nodded, his throat tight, and began to change. The lingerie was soft against his skin, the straps of the garters snug around his thighs. He felt exposed, vulnerable, but there was something else—something he couldn’t quite name.

Lacey watched him, her expression unreadable. When he was done, she stepped forward, a tube of lipstick in her hand.

“Close your eyes,” she instructed.

He obeyed, feeling the cool glide of the lipstick against his lips. She added blush, eyeshadow, mascara—each stroke of the brush making him feel more and more like someone else. When she finally handed him a mirror, he almost didn’t recognize himself.

The reflection staring back at him was undeniably feminine. His features, softened by the makeup, looked delicate, almost beautiful. A strange warmth spread through him—a mix of shame and… something else. Something he didn’t want to admit.

“See?” Lacey said, her voice dripping with mockery. “You make a pretty girl, Robby. Maybe even prettier than me.”

He didn’t respond, his heart racing.

Lacey stepped back, crossing her arms. “Now, get on the floor.”

He hesitated, but the look in her eyes left no room for argument. He knelt, the cool floor biting into his knees.

“Kiss my feet,” she commanded, lifting one foot toward him.

Robby’s stomach churned, but he leaned forward, pressing his lips to the top of her foot. The taste of her skin was strange, but the act itself—the submission—sent a jolt of arousal through him.

“Good boy,” she purred, her voice full of condescension. “Now, take out your little dick and jerk it.”

His hands trembled as he reached into the panties, pulling out his cock. It was already hard, throbbing with a mixture of humiliation and desire. He began to stroke it, his eyes locked on Lacey.

She sat on the edge of her bed, lifting her skirt to reveal her bare pussy. Her fingers slide over her clit, her eyes never leaving his.

Lacey continued to touch herself, spreading her legs wide to let Robby see everything he was missing. Her fingers dipped inside her pussy.

“Look at you,” she taunted, her voice dripping with cruelty. “Pathetic. You’ll never be inside a woman. Not with that little thing.”

Her words cut through him, but they only made him harder. He stroked faster, his breath coming in shallow gasps.

“Cum for me, sissy,” she demanded, her fingers moving faster. “Cum like the pathetic little girl you are.”

Robby’s body tensed, his orgasm building. He could feel it coming—the release, the humiliation, the strange pleasure of it all. And then, with a desperate moan, he came, his cum spilling onto the floor.

Lacey smirked, leaning back on the bed. “From now on, you’re my sissy pet. Got it?”

Robby nodded, his chest heaving. He felt… something. Something he couldn’t quite name. But it wasn’t fear. It wasn’t shame.

It was… anticipation.

A FIRST TIME SISSY

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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.

A SISSY’S REALIZATION

FM / Femdom / Sex Work / Crossdressing / Sissy / Kissing / Nipple Play / Pegging

“Two hundred dollars,” Bebe said, her voice firm but not unkind, as she stood in the doorway of Chuck’s apartment. “And I’ll stay for one hour. That’s my rate.”

Chuck, his broad shoulders tense, nodded quickly. He reached into his pocket, pulled out the cash, and handed it over. His hands trembled slightly, betraying the nerves he was trying to hide. “Thank you,” he muttered, his deep voice almost a whisper.

Bebe stepped inside, her heels clicking against the hardwood floor. She glanced around the apartment, taking in the masculine decor—the weight bench in the corner, the posters of action movies on the walls. Her eyes lingered on the open closet door, where a flash of lace and silk peeked out from beneath a pile of T-shirts.

“So,” she said, turning back to him. “What’s this about? You said you wanted to explore something.”

Chuck hesitated, his cheeks flushing. “I… I like to crossdress,” he admitted, his voice thick with both shame and excitement. “I’ve been doing it for a while. But lately… I’ve been fantasizing about being a woman. I mean, really being one.”

Bebe raised an eyebrow, her expression unreadable. She crossed her arms and leaned against the wall. “You’re not a woman,” she said bluntly. “But I can help you pretend for the evening. If that’s what you want.”

Chuck swallowed hard, his heart pounding. “Yes. Please.”

Bebe nodded. “Alright, then. Show me what you’ve got.”

—

Chuck had been nervous all day. He’d spent hours preparing for this moment, cleaning his apartment, laying out his favorite lingerie, and practicing his makeup application in the mirror. He’d even bought a new wig—a sleek, brunette bob that he thought would make him look more feminine.

But now, standing in front of Bebe, he felt exposed. Vulnerable. He led her to the bedroom, where his collection of lingerie was laid out on the bed like an offering. Bebe picked up a pair of sheer black panties, holding them up to the light.

“You’ve got good taste,” she remarked, her tone almost approving. “But let’s see what you look like in it.”

Chuck’s hands shook as he undressed, stripping off his T-shirt and jeans to reveal the boxer briefs he wore underneath. Bebe watched him with a detached curiosity, her arms crossed. When he was down to his underwear, she gestured to the lingerie.

“Put it on,” she said.

Chuck obeyed, slipping into the panties first. The fabric felt smooth against his skin, and he couldn’t suppress a shiver of pleasure. Next came the bra, which he struggled to fasten with his large, muscular hands. Bebe stepped forward to help him, her fingers brushing against his back as she secured the clasps.

“Now the makeup,” she said, handing him a compact mirror.

Chuck sat at his vanity, his heart racing as he began to apply the foundation, blush, and eyeliner. He’d been practicing for weeks, but he still felt clumsy, his hands unsteady. When he finished, he turned to Bebe, his face half-hidden beneath a thick layer of makeup.

Bebe sighed, shaking her head. “You look like a clown,” she said bluntly.

Chuck’s heart sank. He’d been so proud of his efforts, but now he felt foolish.

“Wash it off,” Bebe instructed. “And let me handle this.”

Chuck obeyed, scrubbing his face clean with a makeup wipe. When he returned, Bebe was rummaging through his collection of cosmetics, pulling out a few select products.

“Sit,” she said, gesturing to the chair.

Chuck sat down, his breath catching as Bebe began to apply the foundation with a light, expert touch. She blended it seamlessly into his skin, smoothing out the rough edges of his masculine features. Next came the contour, which she applied with precision, sculpting his cheekbones and jawline to create a more feminine shape.

“Eyes closed,” she instructed, and Chuck obeyed, feeling the soft brush of the eyeshadow brush against his lids.

When she was done, she stepped back, surveying her work. “Better,” she said.

Chuck turned to the mirror, his breath catching in his throat. The man staring back at him was almost unrecognizable. With the natural-looking makeup, his features looked softer, more delicate.

“Now, the lingerie,” Bebe said, reaching for a black lace bra and panties set. “And this.”

She held up a waist-trainer corset, its satin fabric gleaming in the light. Chuck’s eyes widened. He’d never worn it before, and the thought of it made his heart race.

Bebe helped him into the corset, pulling the laces tight until his waist was cinched into an hourglass shape. Chuck gasped at the sensation, his breath coming in short, shallow pants.

“Good,” Bebe said, stepping back to admire her handiwork. “Now the wig.”

She picked up the brunette bob, smoothing it out before placing it on Chuck’s head. She adjusted it carefully, tucking a few stray hairs behind his ears.

“There,” she said, stepping back. “Take a look.”

Chuck turned to the mirror, his heart pounding. The reflection staring back at him was almost feminine—his broad shoulders and muscular arms the only remnants of his masculinity. He felt a rush of excitement, his dick twitching in the tight confines of his panties.

Bebe noticed his arousal, a smirk playing on her lips. “You like what you see?”

Chuck nodded, his breath coming in short, shallow pants. “Yes,” he whispered.

Bebe stepped closer, her eyes dark with intent. “Good. Because I’m going to show you how women make love.”

She reached behind her back, unhooking her bra and letting it fall to the floor. Her breasts spilled out, full and round, and Chuck’s mouth went dry. Bebe grabbed his hand, pulling him toward the bed.

They climbed onto the mattress, and Bebe leaned in, her lips brushing against his. The kiss was soft at first, but it quickly deepened, Bebe’s tongue sliding into Chuck’s mouth. He moaned, his hands trembling as they reached for her.

Bebe pulled away, her lips curling into a smirk. “Not yet,” she said, pushing him back onto the bed.

She straddled him, her hands sliding up his chest to cup his breasts through the bra. Chuck gasped, his hips bucking as she pinched his nipples through the fabric.

“Feel good?” she teased, her voice low and husky.

Chuck nodded, his breath coming in short, shallow pants.

Bebe grinned, slipping her hands under the bra to free Chuck’s nipples. She leaned down, taking one into her mouth and sucking gently. Chuck moaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she teased him.

When she was done with his nipples, Bebe moved lower, her hands sliding down his body to the waistband of his panties. She hooked her fingers under the fabric, pulling them down to reveal his hard, throbbing cock.

Chuck gasped, his hips bucking as Bebe’s fingers wrapped around his shaft. She stroked him slowly, her thumb brushing over the sensitive head.

“Do you want more?” she whispered, her breath hot against his skin.

Chuck nodded, his voice caught in his throat.

Bebe grinned, reaching into her bag and pulling out a strap-on dildo. Chuck’s eyes widened, his heart racing as she fastened it around her hips.

“Turn over,” she instructed, her voice firm.

Chuck obeyed, his hands trembling as he got onto his hands and knees. Bebe knelt behind him, her hands sliding over his ass.

“Relax,” she whispered, spreading his cheeks.

Chuck gasped as he felt the cold touch of lube against his hole. Bebe’s fingers pressed inside, stretching him gently.

“Are you ready?” she asked, her voice low and husky.

Chuck nodded, his breath coming in short, shallow pants.

Bebe positioned the dildo at his entrance, pressing forward slowly. Chuck gasped, his hands clenching the sheets as she pushed inside.

“Oh God,” he moaned, his hips rocking back to meet her thrusts.

Bebe grabbed his hips, fucking him hard and fast. Chuck’s moans filled the room, his dick throbbing with need.

“You like that, don’t you?” Bebe teased, her voice thick with satisfaction.

“Yes,” Chuck gasped, his vision blurring as pleasure built inside him.

Bebe reached around, her hand stroking his cock in time with her thrusts. Chuck cried out, his orgasm crashing over him as he came, shooting cum all over the bed.

Bebe pulled out, grinning as she admired her handiwork. “Good boy,” she said, patting his ass.

Chuck collapsed onto the bed, his body trembling with aftershocks. He felt… different. Lighter. Freer.

Bebe got dressed, her movements brisk and efficient. When she was ready, she turned to Chuck, her expression unreadable.

“Same time next week?” she asked, her voice casual.

Chuck nodded, his heart racing. “Yes,” he whispered.

Bebe nodded, grabbing her bag and heading for the door. “See you then,” she said, before disappearing into the night.

Chuck lay on the bed, his body still tingling with pleasure. He realized something then, something that made his heart race.

He wasn’t a woman. He was a sissy.

A SISSY EXPOSED

FMM / Femdom / Cuckold / Bisexual / Crossdressing / Sissy / Verbal Humiliation / MM Blow Job / PIV Sex / Cunnilingus / Cum Eating

The key turned in the lock, but Albert was too lost in the moment to hear it. The silk of Nancy’s black lingerie clung to his skin like a second layer, the lace of the bra digging just slightly into his chest as he adjusted the straps.

The panties were a snug fit, hugging his hips in a way that made him feel delicate, feminine. His hands trembled as he reached for the tube of lipstick, carefully applying the deep red shade to his lips, the color stark against his pale skin. The mirror reflected his transformation—his face softened with foundation, his lashes darkened with mascara, his cheeks flushed with blush. He looked… different. Beautiful, even.

Albert’s heart raced as he slid his hand down his thigh, the sheer pantyhose smooth against his fingertips. He gasped as his fingers brushed against the fabric of the panties, already damp with his arousal. He leaned back against the bed, his breath quickening as he began to touch himself, imagining what it would feel like to be a woman, to be wanted, to be desired. His other hand reached for the bottle of Nancy’s perfume, spritzing it into the air and inhaling deeply. The scent was intoxicating, and it only heightened his pleasure.

But then, the sound of laughter snapped him out of his reverie.

Albert froze, his hand stilled mid-stroke as the bedroom door swung open. Nancy stood in the doorway, her eyes wide with a mix of shock and amusement. Beside her was a man Albert had never seen before—tall, broad-shouldered, with a smirk that made Albert’s stomach churn with shame.

“Well, well, what do we have here?” Nancy said, her voice dripping with mockery. She stepped into the room, her heels clicking against the hardwood floor, her arms crossed over her chest. “I knew my lingerie was getting stretched out, but I didn’t think it was because my husband was wearing it.”

Albert scrambled to cover himself, his face burning with humiliation. He grabbed a pillow, holding it against his chest as if it could somehow shield him from their penetrating stares. “N-Nancy, I can explain,” he stammered, his voice trembling.

“Save it, Albert,” Nancy said, rolling her eyes. She turned to the man beside her, her lips curling into a wicked smile. “Samuel, meet my sissy husband.”

Samuel chuckled, his deep voice sending a shiver down Albert’s spine. “Nice outfit,” he said, his eyes raking over Albert’s body with a mix of disdain and amusement. “I didn’t know you had it in you.”

Albert’s heart pounded in his chest as he struggled to find the words to defend himself, but the truth was there, plain as day. Nancy had caught him in the act, and there was no denying it. His secret was out, and the shame was overwhelming.

“You’ve been wearing my clothes, haven’t you?” Nancy asked, stepping closer to the bed. She reached out, grabbing the strap of the lingerie Albert was wearing and tugging it slightly, exposing more of his chest. “Tearing my stockings, using my makeup… I should have known it was you.”

Albert swallowed hard, his throat dry as he looked up at her, his eyes pleading for mercy. “I’m sorry,” he whispered, his voice barely audible.

“Sorry?” Nancy repeated, her tone sharp. “You’re sorry? Albert, you’ve been lying to me for who knows how long. You’ve been sneaking around, wearing my things, pretending to be someone you’re not. Do you really think an apology is going to fix this?”

Albert’s heart sank as he realized the gravity of his actions. He had betrayed her trust, and there was no going back.

“But you know what?” Nancy said, her voice softening as she stepped closer to him. She knelt down beside the bed, her face just inches from his. “Maybe this is a good thing. Maybe this is exactly what we needed.”

Albert’s eyes widened as he searched her face for any hint of understanding, but all he saw was cold determination.

“You want to be a woman so badly?” Nancy asked, her voice low, almost a whisper. “Fine. You can be my sissy. My cuckold.”

Albert’s breath caught in his throat as Nancy reached out, running her fingers along his cheek. “You’ve never pleased me as a husband, Albert. You’re too soft, too weak. But maybe you can be useful in other ways.”

Albert’s mind raced as he tried to process her words, but before he could respond, Nancy stood up, turning to Samuel. “Show him what a real man looks like,” she said, her voice commanding.

Samuel smirked as he unzipped his pants, revealing the thick length of his cock. Albert’s eyes widened as he stared at it, a mixture of fear and arousal coursing through him.

“Go on,” Nancy said, her voice firm. “Get on your knees and suck his cock. If you want to be a woman so badly, then act like one.”

Albert hesitated for a moment, but then something inside him snapped. The shame, the humiliation, it all merged into a strange, twisted desire. He slid off the bed, his knees hitting the floor as he crawled toward Samuel.

Samuel’s cock was inches from his face, the scent of musk filling his nostrils. Albert’s hands trembled as he reached out, wrapping his fingers around the base of Samuel’s shaft. He hesitated for just a moment, and then, with a deep breath, he leaned forward, taking the tip of Samuel’s cock into his mouth.

The taste was salty and unfamiliar, but it only fueled Albert’s arousal. He began to bob his head up and down, his lips sliding along Samuel’s length, his tongue swirling around the tip. Samuel groaned, his hand tangling in Albert’s hair as he thrust into his mouth, pushing himself deeper.

Nancy watched with a satisfied smirk, her hands resting on her hips. “Good,” she said, her voice tight. “But don’t let him finish yet. I want my turn.”

Albert pulled back, his lips wet with saliva, his eyes glazed over with a mix of shame and desire.

Nancy grabbed his chin, forcing him to look up at her. “You’re mine now,” she said, her voice low and commanding. “You do as I say, when I say it. Understand?”

Albert nodded, his heart pounding in his chest as he watched Nancy strip off her clothes, revealing her naked body. She lay back on the bed, her legs spread wide, her fingers already working between her thighs.

“Samuel,” she purred, her voice dripping with lust. “Fuck me.”

Samuel didn’t need to be told twice. He climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between Nancy’s legs as he pushed himself inside her. Albert could only watch as Samuel began to thrust into her, the sound of their bodies slapping together filling the room.

Nancy moaned, her back arching as Samuel fucked her with a deep, steady rhythm. “Oh yes,” she gasped, her voice breathless. “I’m gonna cum.”

Samuel’s pace quickened, his breaths coming in short, sharp gasps as he neared his climax. “I’m close,” he growled, his grip tightening on Nancy’s hips.

“Cum inside me,” Nancy said, her voice tight with pleasure.

With a final thrust, Samuel came, his cock pulsing as he spilled himself inside her. Albert watched, his own arousal reaching its peak as Nancy’s body shuddered with her own orgasm. Samuel pulled back, his semen oozing from Nancy’s stretched pussy.

“Albert,” Nancy said, her voice soft as she reached out to him. “Lick me clean.”

Albert hesitated for just a moment, and then, with a deep breath, he leaned forward, his tongue lapping at the sticky mess between her legs. The taste was bitter and salty, but it only fueled his desire. He could feel the heat of Samuel’s cum mixing with Nancy’s juices, and it drove him wild.

As he continued to lick her clean, Nancy reached out, running her fingers through his hair. “You’re mine now,” she whispered, her voice firm. “You’re my sissy. My cuckold. And you’ll do as I say.”

Albert nodded, his heart pounding in his chest as he realized the truth. He liked this. He liked being her sissy. He liked being submissive, being degraded. He liked everything about it.

“Good,” Nancy said, a satisfied smile spreading across her face. “Now, let’s see how well you can serve us.”

A HUSBAND’S SHAME REVEALED

FFM / Femdom / Crossdressing / Sissy / BDSM / Verbal Humiliation / High Heels / Foot Worship / Spanking / Cunnilingus / Masturbation

“Oh my God, Jerry!” Amelia gasped, her hand flying to her mouth as she stood frozen in the doorway.

Sharon, right behind her, let out a burst of laughter that echoed through the room.

Jerry froze, his heart hammering in his chest. He was sprawled on the bed, Amelia’s lacy black lingerie clinging to his body, the straps of the matching garter belt digging into his thighs. His face was smeared with lipstick and eyeshadow, a clumsy attempt at feminization that now felt ridiculous under their stares. His cock, still half-hard, twitched in the open air as he scrambled to cover himself with the bedsheet.

“What the hell is this?” Amelia demanded, stepping further into the room. Her voice was sharp, but there was a flicker of something else in her eyes—curiosity? Amusement? Jerry couldn’t tell. He couldn’t think.

Sharon’s laughter only grew louder. “Oh my God, Jerry, did you raid her dresser? Look at you!” She pointed at him, her nails painted a bright red that matched her stiletto heels. “You’re a total sissy!”

Jerry’s face burned. He opened his mouth to stammer something—an apology, an excuse, anything—but no words came out.

Amelia crossed her arms, her gaze raking over him. “You’re wearing my lingerie,” she said slowly, as though she couldn’t quite believe it. “My lingerie. And my makeup?”

Jerry couldn’t meet her eyes. He stared at the floor, his hands clutching the sheet like it was a lifeline. He wanted to disappear, to melt into the bed, to rewind the last hour and pretend this had never happened.

But then Amelia’s voice cut through the silence again, softer this time. “Jerry… do you… like this?”

He looked up at her, his heart in his throat. She wasn’t yelling anymore. She wasn’t laughing. She was just… watching him, waiting.

“I… I don’t know,” he managed to whisper. “I just… I’ve always wanted to… to try it. To feel pretty. To feel… feminine."

Sharon let out another laugh, but this time it was quieter, almost thoughtful. “Well, you definitely look feminine,” she teased.

Amelia stepped closer to the bed, her heels clicking against the hardwood. “Jerry,” she said, her voice low and commanding now. “If you want to dress like a sissy, then you’re going to act like one. Do you understand?”

Jerry swallowed hard. His whole body was trembling, but there was a heat building in his stomach, a thrill that he couldn’t ignore. “Yes,” he whispered.

Amelia tilted her head, her lips curling into a smile. “Good. Then get on your knees.”

Jerry hesitated for a moment, his mind racing. But then he slid off the bed, the sheet falling away as he knelt on the floor. The cool air kissed his skin, and he shivered—not from the cold, but from the anticipation.

Amelia turned to Sharon. “Let’s see if he’s serious.”

Sharon smirked and stepped forward, her heels clicking ominously. She looked down at Jerry, her red-painted lips twisting into a cruel grin. “Kiss my feet, sissy.”

Jerry’s heart pounded, but he didn’t hesitate. He leaned forward, his lips brushing the toe of her stiletto. It was cold and smooth against his mouth, and the metallic taste of the shoe made his stomach flip.

Sharon let out a low chuckle. “Not bad. But let’s see how you handle this.” She pressed her heel against his chest, the sharp point digging into his skin.

Jerry winced, but he didn’t pull away.

Amelia watched, her arms still crossed, her expression unreadable. “Open your mouth, Jerry.”

Jerry obeyed, his lips parting. Sharon grinned and slid the heel between his teeth, the coldness pressing against his tongue. “Suck on it, sissy,” she commanded.

Jerry’s cheeks burned, but he did as he was told. He sucked on the heel, the taste of plastic filling his mouth as Sharon’s laughter rang in his ears.

Amelia stepped forward, her hand resting on Jerry’s shoulder. “You’re doing so well, Jerry,” she purred. “But I think you need a little more discipline.”

She reached for the hairbrush on the dresser, her fingers curling around the handle. “Bend over the bed.”

Jerry’s eyes widened, but he didn’t argue. He stood, his legs shaky, and bent over the edge of the bed. The cool sheets pressed against his bare chest, and he closed his eyes, his breath coming in short, shallow gasps.

The first smack of the hairbrush was sharp and sudden, the pain radiating through his ass. Jerry gasped, his fingers clutching the sheets.

“One,” Amelia counted, her voice calm.

The second smack came quickly, the sting even sharper than the first. Jerry whimpered, his cock twitching against the bed.

“Two.”

Smack.

“Three.”

Smack.

“Four.”

Jerry’s body was trembling now, his ass burning, but there was a heat building inside him, a twisted pleasure that he couldn’t ignore.

Amelia set the hairbrush aside and ran her hand over Jerry’s reddened cheeks. “Good boy,” she murmured. “I think you’ve earned a reward.”

She climbed onto the bed, spreading her legs. “Come here, Jerry. Eat my pussy.”

Jerry’s heart raced as he crawled onto the bed, his hands trembling as he positioned himself between Amelia’s legs. Her scent filled his nose, sweet and musky, and he could already see the glistening wetness between her thighs.

He leaned in, his tongue flicking against her clit. Amelia let out a soft moan, her hand tangling in his hair. “That’s it, Jerry. Show me what a good sissy you are.”

Jerry’s tongue moved faster, lapping at her pussy as Amelia’s moans grew louder. She tightened her grip on his hair, guiding him, and he could feel her thighs trembling around him.

Amelia’s other hand reached down, wrapping around his cock. “Stroke yourself, Jerry,” she whispered.

Jerry obeyed, his hand moving in time with his tongue. The pleasure was overwhelming, the heat building in his stomach as he licked and stroked, his whole body trembling with need.

Amelia’s moans turned into a cry as she came, her pussy pulsing against his tongue. Jerry felt her juices flood his mouth, and he swallowed eagerly, his own orgasm building.

“Cum for me, Jerry,” Amelia gasped.

And he did. His cock twitched in his hand, a small, pathetic spurt of cum landing on the bed.

Amelia leaned back, her chest heaving, a satisfied smile on her face. “You’re such a good sissy,” she murmured.

Sharon, who had been watching silently from the doorway, smirked. “Looks like Jerry’s got a new hobby,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement.

Amelia laughed, standing and smoothing her skirt. “Let’s give him some time to… recover,” she said, winking at Jerry.

The two women left the room, their laughter echoing down the hall.

Jerry lay on the bed, his chest heaving, his body still trembling. He stared at the ceiling, his mind racing. He could still taste Amelia on his tongue, still feel the sting of the hairbrush on his ass.

And as he lay there, a small, satisfied smile spread across his face. He was a sissy. And he liked it.

Amelia and Sharon’s voices faded as they walked down the hallway, their heels clicking against the hardwood.

“We should do this more often,” Sharon said, her tone playful.

Amelia laughed. “Oh, we definitely will. Jerry’s got a lot to learn.”

Jerry closed his eyes, his heart still racing. He couldn’t wait to learn whatever they wanted to teach him.

“Hey, Jerry!” Sharon’s voice called from the hallway. “Next time, I’m picking out your outfit!”

Jerry’s cheeks burned, but he couldn’t help the thrill that shot through him.

He was ready—ready to embrace his new role, ready to be the sissy they wanted him to be. And as he lay there, his body still humming with pleasure, he knew one thing for certain: This was just the beginning.

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.

ANDREW’S REDEMPTION

FMMM / Femdom / Sissy / Crossdressing / BDSM / Bisexual / Whipping / Masturbation / MM Blowjob / CIM

“On your knees, Andrew. Now.”

The sharp crack of the whip sliced through the air, and Andrew’s body flinched instinctively. His heart pounded in his chest as he dropped to the floor, the silky fabric of the frilly lingerie he wore brushing against his thighs. He could feel the heat of humiliation flooding his cheeks, but beneath it, there was something else—something he couldn’t quite name.

“Beg for forgiveness,” Dr. Natalie Martin commanded, her voice dripping with authority.

Andrew swallowed hard, his throat dry. “I—I’m sorry,” he stammered, his voice trembling.

“Louder,” Natalie snapped, the whip cracking again, this time grazing his shoulder.

“I’m sorry for being a cheater!” he shouted, his voice echoing in the room.

Beside him, Zack and Everett were also on their knees, their faces flushed with a mix of shame and arousal. Andrew glanced at them briefly, his eyes widening as he saw Zack’s hand slowly creeping toward Everett’s thigh.

“That’s it,” Natalie purred, circling them like a predator. “You all think you’re such big men, don’t you? Cheating on your wives, thinking you could get away with it. But now? Now you’re mine.”

Andrew’s breath hitched as he felt the cool tip of Natalie’s acrylic fingernail under his chin, forcing him to look up at her. Natalie’s icy blue eyes bore into his, and for a moment, he forgot how to breathe.

“Do you like this, Andrew?” she taunted, her lips curling into a cruel smile. “Do you like being dressed up like a little sissy, begging for forgiveness?”

He opened his mouth to protest, to deny it, but the words caught in his throat. Because the truth was, he did feel something—something he couldn’t ignore. The humiliation, the vulnerability, the way his heart raced with every crack of the whip—it was intoxicating.

“I… I don’t know,” he whispered, his voice barely audible.

Natalie chuckled, a low, throaty sound that sent shivers down his spine. “Oh, you’re going to love what’s next.”

—

It had started so differently.

When Megan had first suggested the weekend workshop, Andrew had been hesitant. A workshop for unfaithful husbands? It sounded like some kind of punishment, and he wasn’t sure he was ready to face that. But he’d wanted to fix things with Megan, to prove that he was serious about their marriage. So he’d agreed.

The location had been… unexpected. Nestled in a secluded area surrounded by trees and rolling hills, the building looked more like a retreat center than a place for therapy. Megan had dropped him off with a quick kiss and a whispered, “Good luck,” leaving him standing there with his duffel bag, feeling out of place.

Inside, the building was sparse but functional. A large room with couches arranged in a circle for group sessions, a dormitory with bunk beds, and a few offices for the staff. Andrew had been one of the first to arrive, and he’d spent the first hour awkwardly sipping coffee and avoiding eye contact with the other men.

Zack had been the first to break the silence. “So… you here for the workshop too?”

Andrew had nodded, forcing a smile. “Yeah. My wife… thought it would be a good idea.”

“Mine too,” Zack had said, his voice tinged with bitterness. “Everett’s in the same boat.”

Everett had simply grunted in agreement, his arms crossed over his chest.

When Dr. Natalie Martin finally arrived, the atmosphere in the room shifted instantly. She was tall, with sharp features and an air of authority that commanded attention. Her icy gaze had swept over the three of them, and Andrew had felt a sudden chill run down his spine.

“Welcome, gentlemen,” she’d said, her voice cool and measured. “This weekend, we’re going to explore what it means to truly understand your wives. To see things from their perspective. And to pay for your mistakes.”

Andrew had exchanged uneasy glances with Zack and Everett, but none of them had dared to argue.

The first shock had come when Natalie produced the lingerie.

“Put these on,” she’d instructed, holding out three frilly, silky outfits.

Andrew’s jaw had dropped. “Wait, what? You can’t be serious.”

“Oh, I’m very serious,” Natalie had replied, her lips curling into a sly smile. “If you’re serious about fixing your marriage, you’ll do as I say.”

“This… this isn’t what I signed up for,” Everett meekly protested.

Natalie stepped closer to him. “Your wife, Emma, has already signed divorce papers. In fact, All of your wives have signed them,” she said, holding up a stack of forms. “If you men are successful, your wives have given me permission to destroy these documents and send you home. But if I must give an unfavorable report back to your wives, your marriage will be terminated.”

Andrew’s stomach twisted. Megan was contemplating divorce? He had no idea that his marriage was in so much trouble.

He looked at the other guys, and they looked just as surprised.

Reluctantly, Andrew had taken the lingerie, his hands trembling as he held the delicate fabric. The other men had hesitated too, but eventually, they’d all complied, retreating to the dormitory to change.

Looking at himself in the mirror, Andrew had barely recognized the man staring back at him. The lace hugged his body in ways he’d never imagined, the ruffles brushing against his skin. He’d felt ridiculous—humiliated—but there was also a strange thrill coursing through him, a sense of surrender that sent his heart racing.

When they’d returned to the group room, Natalie had looked them over with a satisfied smirk.

“Well, well,” she’d said, her voice dripping with amusement. “Look at you three. Such pretty little sissies.”

The humiliation had been almost unbearable, but Andrew had gritted his teeth and endured it. For Megan. For their marriage.

But now, as he knelt on the floor, Natalie’s whip grazing his skin and Zack and Everett’s hands wandering closer to each other, he realized it was more than that.

“Stroke yourself, Andrew,” Natalie commanded, her voice sharp and unyielding.

His hands trembled as he reached for his cock, the silky fabric of the panties doing little to hide his arousal.

“That’s it,” Natalie purred, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “Everett, get over here. It’s time you learned your place.”

Everett hesitated, his eyes wide with uncertainty, but Natalie’s whip cracked again, and he moved without thinking.

“Suck him,” she ordered, her voice cold and commanding.

Andrew’s breath hitched as Everett’s lips closed around his cock, the warmth and wetness sending a jolt of pleasure through his body.

“Swallow it,” Natalie said, her voice dripping with malice.

And as Andrew came, his body trembling with release, he realized that this—this surrender, this humiliation—was something he needed. Something he craved.

Natalie’s laughter echoed in the room, dark and triumphant.

“Who knew you’d enjoy your punishment so much?” she taunted, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

Andrew couldn’t answer. All he could do was kneel there, his body buzzing with a strange, intoxicating mix of shame and ecstasy.

And then, as Natalie’s whip cracked once more, he heard her whisper, “Welcome to your redemption, Andrew.”

A SISSY PAY PIG

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

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

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

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

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

“I’ll be there.”

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“A… a game?” Milton stammered.

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

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

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

Milton’s cheeks flushed. “I… what?”

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

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

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

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

“Put it on,” she commanded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Now, lie down,” she ordered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Milton’s eyes widened. “P-paid?”

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

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

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

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

CAUGHT CROSSDRESSING BY HIS NEIGHBOR

FM / Femdom / Crossdressing / Sissy / Verbal Humiliation / Small Penis Humiliation / Blackmail / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation

“What’s this, Mac?” Annemarie’s voice was sharp, her tone laced with a mix of amusement and disbelief.

She held up the blonde wig, its synthetic strands catching the dim light of Mac’s apartment. “Were you playing dress-up or something?”

Mac’s heart pounded in his chest, his face flushing a deep shade of crimson. He stood frozen in the doorway, the roll of toilet paper clutched tightly in his hand. His mind raced, trying to conjure up an excuse, any excuse, that would explain away the evidence of his secret. But nothing came.

“I… uh…” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper.

Annemarie tilted her head, her piercing eyes scanning his face. She leaned forward, her lips curling into a knowing smirk. “Wait a minute… is that makeup? Oh my God, Mac, were you crossdressing?”

—

It had started as a normal evening, or at least as normal as they ever were for Mac. He was alone in his apartment, the hum of the city outside barely audible through the thick walls. He had been a bachelor his entire life, content with his routines and his solitude. But tonight, like so many nights before, the familiar itch had returned—an itch that could only be scratched by indulging in his secret.

Mac had always been a manly man, the kind of guy who worked with his hands and enjoyed a cold beer at the end of a long day. But beneath that rugged exterior was a part of him he had never dared to share with anyone: he loved to dress in women’s clothes. It wasn’t about the clothes themselves, not really. It was about the way they made him feel—soft, delicate, feminine.

He had been careful over the years, keeping his collection of lingerie and makeup hidden away in a locked box under his bed. But tonight, he decided to go all out. He had started with the bra, a lacy black number that hugged his chest in ways that sent shivers down his spine. Next came the thong panties, the silky fabric sliding up his legs with a tantalizing whisper. He had slipped on the nylon stockings, the sheer material clinging to his skin like a second layer of sensuality. The high heels came next, their stilettos clicking against the hardwood floor as he walked to the mirror.

Then, the pièce de résistance: the blonde wig. He had spent hours perfecting his look, applying just enough makeup to accentuate his features without going overboard. And now, standing in front of the mirror, he felt beautiful.

He had turned on his computer, the soft glow of the screen illuminating the room as he settled into his chair. He started browsing through his favorite porn site, his hand moving rhythmically over his cock as he lost himself in the fantasies playing out before him.

He was close, so close, when the knock at the door shattered his concentration.

“Shit,” he muttered under his breath, his heart skipping a beat. Who could it be?

He crept to the door, peering through the peephole to see his neighbor, Annemarie, standing on the other side. She was breathtaking, as always, her long dark hair cascading over her shoulders, her tight jeans hugging her curves in all the right places. Mac had always had a crush on her, though he had never dared to do anything about it.

He tried to be quiet, hoping she would go away, but he clumsily knocked over a lamp, the crash echoing through the apartment.

“Mac? Are you okay in there?” Her voice was laced with concern, but there was no mistaking the hint of curiosity in her tone.

Panic set in. He quickly wiped the makeup off his face, tossing the wig onto the sofa and hiding it beneath a pillow. He threw on a T-shirt and jeans over the lingerie, his hands trembling as he rushed to open the door.

“Hey, Annemarie,” he said, forcing a smile. “What’s up?”

“Uh… hi, Mac,” she replied, her eyes narrowing slightly as she took in his disheveled appearance. “I was wondering if I could borrow a roll of toilet paper. I’ve run out.”

“Sure, no problem,” he said, his voice unnaturally high-pitched. “I’ll go grab it.”

He hurried to the bathroom, his mind racing as he tried to steady his breathing. He had returned moments later, the toilet paper in hand, only to find Annemarie sitting on the couch, the wig in her lap.

—

And now, here they were.

“So,” Annemarie said, her smirk widening as she twirled the wig around her finger. “You’re a crossdresser, huh? Who would have thought?”

Mac felt like he was going to pass out. His knees wobbled, his palms slick with sweat. This can’t be happening, he thought. This just can’t be happening.

“Annemarie, please,” he begged, his voice trembling. “You can’t tell anyone. Please.”

She leaned back on the couch, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Oh, I won’t tell anyone… if you do exactly as I say.”

Mac’s heart skipped a beat. “W-what do you mean?”

She stood up, walking over to him with a predatory grace. “Take off your clothes,” she commanded, her voice firm.

He hesitated, his breath catching in his throat. “But—”

“Now,” she snapped, her eyes flashing with authority.

With trembling hands, he began to undress, peeling off the T-shirt and jeans to reveal the lacy bra and thong beneath. Annemarie let out a low whistle, her eyes raking over his body with a mixture of amusement and something else—something that sent a shiver down Mac’s spine.

“Oh my God, Mac,” she said, her laughter ringing through the room. “You’re such a sissy. Look at you, all dressed up like a little slut.”

He felt a surge of shame wash over him, but beneath that shame was something else—something hotter, something darker. He was humiliated, but he was also aroused.

“Now, jerk off for me,” Annemarie commanded, her voice dripping with authority.

Mac hesitated for a moment, his hand hovering over his cock. But then, unable to resist, he began to stroke himself, his eyes locked on hers.

She watched him with a wicked grin, her eyes gleaming with delight. “Look at that tiny little dick,” she taunted, her voice tinged with mockery. “You’re such a pathetic little sissy, Mac. I bet you’re loving this, aren’t you?”

He was. God, he was.

“Cum for me,” she ordered, her voice low and commanding.

And he did, his release spilling out in a pitiful dribble.

Annemarie laughed, the sound reverberating through the room. “Wow, Mac. That’s it? That’s all you’ve got? You really are a sissy.”

Mac felt a mixture of shame and exhilaration coursing through him. “Please, Annemarie,” he begged, his voice trembling. “Please don’t tell anyone.”

She crossed her arms over her chest, her smirk widening. “Fine. I won’t tell anyone… if you agree to be my little sissy pet.”

Mac’s heart raced. “W-what do you mean?”

“You’ll do everything I say,” she explained, her eyes glinting with mischief. “And I mean everything. You’ll be my little plaything, Mac. My little sissy.”

He hesitated, his mind spinning. But beneath the fear and shame, there was a part of him that wanted this. For the first time in his life, he was able to be himself around someone. And, if he was honest with himself, he liked it.

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

Annemarie’s grin widened. “Good boy,” she purred, stepping closer to him. “Now kneel.”

And Mac did, his knees hitting the floor as he looked up at her with a mixture of fear and excitement.

He knew this was just the beginning.

MAC’S HUMILIATION CONTINUES

FM / Femdom / Crossdressing / Sissy / Verbal Humiliation / Cunnilingus / Strap-on / Pegging

Mac fumbled with his keys at the door, the weight of the workday still heavy on his shoulders. The faint scent of lavender hit him as he stepped inside, and his stomach dropped. He knew that smell. It wasn’t his.

Annemarie was already there, seated on his couch like she owned the place. Her legs were crossed, one foot bouncing lazily in the air. She wore a tight black crop top and denim shorts that hugged her curves in all the right ways. Her red lips curved into a wicked smile as she watched him freeze in the doorway.

“You’re late,” she purred, her voice dripping with mock disappointment. “I was starting to think you’d forgotten our little playtime.”

Mac’s heart raced. He hadn’t forgotten. How could he? The memory of their last encounter had been burned into his mind, both thrilling and terrifying. He glanced at the large black bag on the floor beside her, its contents a mystery he wasn’t sure he was ready to uncover.

“I—I didn’t know you’d be here,” Mac stammered, closing the door behind him.

Annemarie raised an eyebrow. “Oh, sweetie, you didn’t think I’d let you off that easy, did you? We’re just getting started.” She patted the spot next to her on the couch. “Sit.”

Mac obeyed, his body moving on autopilot. He could feel her eyes on him, studying him, and it made his skin crawl—though not entirely in a bad way. There was something about the way she looked at him, like she could see right through him, that excited him as much as it unnerved him.

“You’ve been a good boy, haven’t you?” she asked, her tone teasing.

“Yes, Annemarie,” Mac replied, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Good. You know what happens when you’re good, right?” She leaned in closer, her breath warm against his ear. “You get rewarded.”

Mac’s pulse quickened. He didn’t dare speak, afraid he might say the wrong thing.

Annemarie reached for the black bag and unzipped it with deliberate slowness. She pulled out a frilly pink outfit—a dress with matching panties and a lace-trimmed bra—and held it up for him to see.

“This,” she said, her voice laced with mischief, “is for you. I think it’ll suit you perfectly.”

Mac’s eyes widened. The outfit was undeniably feminine, the kind of thing he’d only ever dreamed of wearing. His cock twitched in his pants, a mixture of shame and desire flooding his senses.

“Go on,” Annemarie urged, handing him the clothes. “Put it on. I want to see my little sissy all dolled up.”

Mac hesitated, but only for a moment. He took the outfit and retreated to the bathroom, his hands trembling as he undressed. The bra was tricky, but he managed to fasten it, the lace soft against his skin. The panties were next, snug around his hips. Finally, he slipped the dress over his head, the fabric swishing around his thighs as he moved.

When he stepped back into the living room, Annemarie clapped her hands together in delight. “Oh, Mac, you look adorable!”

Mac’s face burned, but he couldn’t deny the thrill that shot through him at her words.

“Now, let’s make you even prettier,” Annemarie said, pulling out a makeup bag.

She patted the couch again, and Mac sat down, feeling more vulnerable than ever.

She started with foundation, her fingers gentle as she smoothed it over his skin. Then came the eyeliner, the mascara, the blush. With each stroke of the brush, Mac felt himself slipping further into this new persona, this version of himself that he’d kept hidden for so long.

When she was done, she held up a mirror for him to see. The reflection staring back at him was unmistakably feminine—or at least, as feminine as he could get. Mac’s breath caught in his throat.

“There,” Annemarie said, clearly pleased with her work. “Now, you’re ready.”

“Ready for what?” Mac asked, though he already had a pretty good idea.

Annemarie stood and began to undress, her movements slow and deliberate. She peeled off her crop top, revealing her small, perky breasts. Her shorts came next, leaving her in nothing but a pair of black lace panties. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband and slid them down her legs, stepping out of them with a little flourish.

“Ready for this,” she said, spreading her legs on the couch and leaning back. “Come here, Mac.”

Mac hesitated, but Annemarie’s gaze was unwavering. He moved closer, his heart pounding in his chest.

“On your knees,” she commanded.

Mac obeyed, dropping to his knees in front of her. The scent of her arousal filled his nostrils, intoxicating and irresistible.

“Show me how much you love this,” she said, running a hand through his hair. “Show me what a good little sissy you are.”

Mac leaned in, his lips brushing against her folds. He hesitated for just a moment before diving in, his tongue working its way up and down her slit.

“That’s it,” Annemarie moaned, her fingers tightening in his hair. “Just like that.”

Mac’s tongue found her clit, circling it with increasing speed. Annemarie’s moans grew louder, her hips bucking against his face.

“Yes, Mac, yes!” she cried, her body tensing as she reached her climax.

Her juices gushed into his mouth, and he swallowed eagerly, desperate to please her. When she finally pushed him away, Mac was breathless, his cock straining against the fabric of his panties.

“Good boy,” Annemarie purred, running a hand over his cheek. “But we’re not done yet.”

She reached for the black bag again, pulling out a strap-on dildo. Mac’s eyes widened as she fastened it around her waist.

“Bend over the couch,” she ordered, her voice firm.

Mac hesitated, his heart racing.

“Do it,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Mac obeyed, bending over the couch and presenting himself to her. He could feel her hands on his hips, positioning him.

“You like being my sissy, don’t you?” she asked, her voice low and teasing.

“Yes,” Mac admitted, his voice trembling.

“Do you want to be fucked like a woman?”

The words sent a shiver down Mac’s spine. “Yes,” he whispered.

“Good girl,” Annemarie said, and then she pushed into him, the dildo sliding deep inside his ass.

Mac cried out, a mixture of pain and pleasure coursing through him. Annemarie began to move, thrusting in and out at a steady pace.

“You’re such a pretty sissy,” she said, her hands gripping his hips tightly. “You were made for this.”

Mac could feel himself getting closer and closer to the edge, the sensations overwhelming. When he finally came, it was with a cry of pleasure, his body shaking with the intensity of it.

Annemarie pulled out, her breathing heavy. She reached into the bag and tossed him a towel.

“Clean yourself up,” she said, her voice calm but firm.

Mac did as he was told, his mind still reeling from the experience. Annemarie began to dress, her movements slow and deliberate.

“I’ll see you soon, Mac,” she said, her smile teasing as she headed for the door.

Mac watched her go, a mixture of relief and anticipation flooding his senses. He wondered what else she had in store for him—and if he’d survive it.

Locked in Chastity

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.”

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.”


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.”

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.”

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.

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.”

Foot Domination

A NERD’S FOOT HUMILIATION

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A FOOT LOVER EXPOSED

FM / Femdom / Foot Fetish / Porn / Blackmail / Foot Worship / Verbal Humiliation / Cunnilingus / Hand Job

Brett’s heart pounded as he glanced at the clock on his wall. 7:58. Katie would be here any minute. His palms were slick with sweat, and he wiped them nervously on his jeans. He’d been planning this date for weeks, ever since Katie had casually mentioned she was free this Friday.

Brett had scrambled to make everything perfect—the dinner, the candles, the playlist. Everything. But now, as the seconds ticked by, he couldn’t shake the gnawing fear that he’d screw it up. Again.

The doorbell rang, snapping him out of his spiral. His chest tightened. Okay, Brett. You’ve got this. He took a deep breath and opened the door.

Katie stood there, her blond hair cascading over her shoulders, her lips curved into that playful smile that always made his stomach flip. She was wearing a simple summer dress that clung to her curves in all the right places, paired with sandals that showed off her perfectly painted toes. Brett’s gaze lingered for a moment too long, and he quickly looked up, hoping she hadn’t noticed.

“Hey, Brett,” she said, her voice light and teasing. “You gonna let me in, or are we doing this on the doorstep?”

“Uh, yeah! Come in,” he stammered, stepping aside.

She glided past him, the faint scent of her perfume filling the air. Brett closed the door and followed her into the living room, where the table was set with candles and wine.

“Wow,” Katie said, her eyes scanning the room. “You really went all out.”

Brett rubbed the back of his neck, a nervous habit he couldn’t seem to shake. “Yeah, well… I wanted it to be nice.”

“It’s adorable,” she said, and Brett wasn’t sure if he should be flattered or insulted.

But before he could overthink it, she was pulling out a chair and sitting down, her sandal-clad feet brushing against his leg as she crossed them under the table.

The dinner went surprisingly well. They talked about work, their favorite movies, and the ridiculous drama in the office. Katie laughed at his jokes, her eyes sparkling, and Brett felt himself starting to relax. Maybe this wouldn’t be a disaster after all.

After they finished eating, Katie leaned back in her chair and sighed contentedly. “That was amazing, Brett. You’re full of surprises.”

He smiled, though his heart was still racing. “Glad you liked it. Uh… want to watch a movie or something?”

“Sure,” she said, her tone still light and playful. “What do you have?”

Brett showed Katie his DVD collection, neatly stacked over by the TV. She sorted through the titles, complimenting Brett on his taste in film.

Then, Brett’s stomach twisted. He remembered his secret stash of femdom porn, buried under the more innocent titles. He prayed she wouldn’t notice.

Katie flipped through the cases, her expression thoughtful. She selected an unmarked DVD—one that Brett was very familiar with. Then she paused, her lips curving into a sly smile. “What’s this one?”

Brett’s heart stopped. She was holding his favorite porn video. The one he’d been desperately trying to hide. His throat went dry. “Uh… that’s just an old movie. Probably not very good.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Old movies are kinda my thing, though. Let’s try it.”

Before he could protest, she was walking over to the DVD player and popping it in. Brett’s stomach churned as the screen flickered to life. He knew what was coming. He’d seen it a hundred times. But this time, it wasn’t just him. It was Katie.

The video started, and there it was—a man kneeling at a woman’s feet, his lips pressed to her toes, his face a mask of desperate adoration. Brett’s face burned with shame. He couldn’t look at Katie, couldn’t bear to see her reaction. But then he heard it—a soft, almost musical laugh.

He risked a glance over at her. She was staring at the screen, her lips twitching with amusement. “Brett,” she said, her voice dripping with mock surprise. “Is this what you’re into?”

His stomach twisted. “Katie, I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean—”

She cut him off with a wave of her hand, her laughter subsiding. “Oh, don’t be sorry. I think it’s cute.”

Cute? Brett wasn’t sure if that was better or worse. He felt exposed, raw. All his insecurities laid bare. “Please, Katie,” he begged. “Don’t tell anyone. I… I can’t have this getting out at work.”

She tilted her head, her expression unreadable. Then she smiled—a slow, dangerous smile that sent a shiver down his spine. “I’ll keep your secret, Brett. But… you’ll have to meet my demands.”

His heart pounded in his chest. “What… what do you mean?”

Without a word, she kicked off her sandals and propped her feet up on the coffee table, her toes wiggling slightly. “Come here,” she said, her voice low and commanding.

Brett hesitated, his mind racing. But the pull was too strong. He dropped to his knees in front of her, his hands trembling as he reached for her feet. She lifted one perfectly pedicured foot and held it inches from his face, her eyes locked on his.

“Go on,” she taunted, her voice dripping with mockery. “If this is what you’re into, show me.”

His cheeks burned, but he couldn’t resist. He leaned forward, his lips brushing against her toes. The taste of her skin was intoxicating, and he felt a surge of arousal as he began to suck gently. Katie let out a soft, pleased sigh, her foot pressing harder against his mouth.

“That’s it,” she murmured, her voice thick with amusement. “You’re such a good little loser, aren’t you?”

Brett groaned, the words cutting through him even as they turned him on. He wanted to hate it, wanted to stop, but he couldn’t. It was everything he’d fantasized about and more.

Then Katie shifted, her skirt riding up as she spread her legs. Brett’s eyes widened as he realized what she was about to ask. “Now,” she said, her voice firm. “Eat my pussy.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. He dove in, his tongue finding her clit as his hands gripped her thighs.

Katie moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair as she guided him. “Yes, just like that,” she whispered, her voice trembling with pleasure.

Brett licked and sucked, his own arousal building as he focused on her. He could feel her clit hardening under his tongue, her hips bucking against his face. She was close. He could tell.

“Oh, fuck,” Katie gasped, her body tensing. “I’m gonna—”

Her words were cut off as she came, her thighs squeezing his head as she rode out the waves of pleasure. Brett didn’t stop, didn’t let up until she pushed him away, her chest heaving.

“Good boy,” she said, her voice breathless.

She reached down and tugged at his belt, freeing his cock. It was small—smaller than he liked to admit—and Katie smirked as she took it in her hand. “Pathetic,” she taunted, her fingers tightening around him. “But I guess it’s fitting.”

Brett groaned, his hips thrusting into her grasp as she stroked him. It didn’t take long. The humiliation, the arousal—it was too much. With a strangled cry, he came, his cum spurting weakly into her hand.

Katie looked at his pathetic load, her lips curling into a cruel smile. “Wow. That’s it? You really are a loser.”

Brett opened his mouth to protest, but before he could say anything, Katie was sliding off the couch and smoothing down her dress. “Don’t worry, Brett,” she said, her tone light and teasing. “Your secret’s safe with me. But next time… it’ll be even more intense.”

KAREN’S FOOT DOMINATION

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, ten bucks an hour?” Karen sneered, her tone dripping with mockery. “How impressive. You must be drowning in cash.” She leaned closer, her perfume overwhelming him. “Let me guess—you live in your mom’s basement, too? Or maybe you’ve got a sweet little efficiency apartment that smells like stale bread and regret?”

James swallowed hard, his throat dry. “I—I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to—”

“I want to speak to the manager,” Karen interrupted, her voice rising.

“I—I am the manager,” James whispered, his voice barely audible.

Karen’s eyes narrowed. “Then I want to speak to corporate. This is sexual harassment. You think you can just proposition a woman like some kind of desperate creep? I’ll see to it that you’re fired.”

James’s stomach dropped. His mind raced, panic setting in. “Please, I—I didn’t mean anything by it. I just thought—I’m so sorry. Please don’t call corporate. I—I’ll do anything.”

Karen tilted her head, a wicked smile spreading across her face. “Anything?” she repeated, her voice low and dangerous.

James nodded frantically, his heart pounding.

Karen’s smile widened. “Let’s take this to the back office.”

James hesitated, but Karen’s glare forced him to comply. He led her to the small, cluttered office at the back of the shop. The door clicked shut behind them, and Karen turned to face him, her arms crossed.

“Strip,” she ordered.

James blinked, his mouth hanging open. “W-what?”

“You heard me,” Karen said, stepping closer. “Take off your clothes. All of them.”

James’s hands trembled as he fumbled with the buttons on his polo. He felt exposed, vulnerable, and yet… there was something else. Something he couldn’t quite place. As he removed his clothes, piece by piece, he felt his cock stirring, betraying him. He stood there, completely naked, his erection growing harder by the second.

Karen’s eyes flicked down, and she smirked. “Pathetic,” she said, her voice like ice. “On the floor. Now.”

James obeyed, lowering himself onto the cold linoleum. He lay on his back, his heart racing as Karen stepped closer. She placed one stiletto-clad foot on his chest, the sharp heel digging into his skin. He winced but didn’t dare move.

“You’re a loser,” Karen said, her voice calm but dripping with venom. “A nobody. A pathetic little man who works in a pizza shop and thinks he has the right to even look at a woman like me.”

James’s cock twitched, and Karen noticed. She laughed, a cold, cruel sound. “Oh my God,” she said, her smile widening. “You actually like this, don’t you? You’re such a freak.”

She pressed her heel harder into his chest, and James groaned, his cock growing impossibly harder. Karen’s other foot came down, the sharp stiletto digging into his thigh. “You’re disgusting,” she said, her voice low and dangerous. “A weak, pathetic little worm.”

Her words cut through him, but they only fueled his arousal. He was completely at her mercy, and he loved it.

Karen lifted her foot for a moment, and before James could relax, she brought it down sharply, kicking him in the balls. He cried out, curling in on himself, but his cock remained hard, throbbing with need.

“Open your mouth,” Karen ordered.

James hesitated, but another glare from Karen forced him to comply. She placed the heel of her stiletto against his lips. “Suck it,” she commanded.

James obeyed, his tongue flicking out to lick the smooth, cold metal. He sucked the heel, his saliva coating it as he worked. Karen watched with a twisted satisfaction, her eyes gleaming.

“Good boy,” she purred, her voice dripping with condescension. “Now lick the bottom.”

James lowered his head, his tongue lapping at the sole of her shoe. The taste of dirt and grime filled his mouth, but he didn’t care. All he cared about was pleasing her, about being under her control.

Karen smirked, stepping back. She reached down, lifting the hem of her dress to reveal her bare pussy. “Lick me,” she ordered, her voice sharp and commanding.

James didn’t hesitate. He leaned forward, his tongue flicking out to taste her. She was wet, and the scent of her arousal filled his senses. He lapped at her eagerly, his tongue swirling around her clit. Karen moaned, her hips bucking against his face.

“That’s it,” she breathed, her voice shaking with pleasure. “You’re such a good little pet.”

James’s cock throbbed as he continued to lick her, his tongue moving faster, more desperately. Karen’s moans grew louder, her body trembling as she neared the edge. With a final, shuddering cry, she came, her juices coating his face.

Karen stepped back, smoothing her dress. She looked down at James, her expression unreadable. “Clean yourself up,” she said, her voice cold. “And don’t forget who owns you now.”

With that, she turned and walked out of the office, her heels clicking sharply against the floor. James lay there, his mind racing, his body trembling with a mix of shame and satisfaction. He didn’t know what to feel, but one thing was certain—he would never forget this night.

STEP-SISTER’S FEET

FM / Femdom / Taboo / Foot Fetish / Foot Worship / Masturbation / Cunnilingus

Nelson tapped his fingers on the steering wheel, his nerves buzzing as he waited outside the airport terminal. Anita’s flight had just landed, and he hadn’t seen her in years. Years. She’d been away at college, then moved across the country for work. Now, she was back—just for a visit, but still. His step-sister. The girl he’d grown up with but hadn’t really seen in so long.

When she finally emerged, Nelson’s breath caught. Anita looked… different. She walked with a confident sway, her long dark hair cascading over her shoulders, her tight black dress hugging her curves in all the right places. Her high heels clicked against the pavement, and Nelson couldn’t help but notice how elegantly her feet moved in them. God, her feet. He’d always had a thing for feet, but this? This was something else.

“Nelson!” Anita called out, waving as she approached. She flashed him a smile that made his stomach flip. “It’s been forever!”

“Yeah,” he managed to say, his voice a little hoarse. “You look… great.”

She laughed, a light, musical sound. “You’re sweet. Thanks for picking me up.”

She slid into the passenger seat, her dress riding up just enough to reveal a hint of thigh. Nelson forced himself to focus on the road, but his mind was already racing.

The drive back to his place was filled with small talk—catching up on family gossip, reminiscing about old times. But Nelson’s thoughts kept drifting to the way Anita looked, the way she smelled, the way her heels had clicked against the floor. When they finally pulled into his driveway, he felt both relieved and on edge.

“Make yourself at home,” he said as they stepped inside, gesturing toward the living room. “Bathroom’s down the hall if you want to freshen up.”

Anita nodded, already slipping off her heels. “I think I’ll take a shower, actually. It was a long flight.”

“Sure, of course,” Nelson said, his voice a little too eager. He watched as she padded down the hall, her bare feet soft against the hardwood floors. Her feet. He swallowed hard, forcing himself to look away.

He busied himself in the kitchen, trying to distract himself from the images flooding his mind. But then he heard it—a soft gasp from the hallway. His blood ran cold. He’d forgotten about the linen closet. The place where he kept his stash of foot fetish magazines. Shit.

Sure enough, Anita emerged moments later, holding a stack of glossy magazines. Her expression was unreadable, but her eyes were wide. “Nelson,” she said slowly, her voice laced with disbelief. “What… is this?”

He froze, his heart pounding in his chest. “I… uh…” He stammered, his face flushing crimson. “It’s… it’s nothing.”

“Nothing?” Anita raised an eyebrow, holding up one of the magazines. The cover featured a close-up of a woman’s bare foot, painted toes glistening under the light. “This doesn’t look like nothing.”

Nelson felt like the walls were closing in. “Okay, fine,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. “I… I have a thing for feet. Okay? It’s… it’s a fetish.”

Anita stared at him for a long moment, her expression shifting from shock to something else—something he couldn’t quite place. Then, to his surprise, she smiled. A slow, knowing smile that sent a shiver down his spine.

“Well,” she said, her tone suddenly playful. “That’s… interesting.”

Nelson swallowed hard, his palms sweating. “Please,” he begged. “Don’t tell anyone. Especially not Mom and Dad.”

Anita tilted her head, considering him. Then, without a word, she walked over to the couch and sat down. She crossed her legs, her bare foot dangling just above the floor. “I won’t tell,” she said softly. “But… there’s a condition.”

Nelson’s heart raced. “What? Anything.”

Anita’s smile widened. “Suck my toes.”

His mouth went dry. Had he heard that right? His step-sister had just asked him to… No. This wasn’t real. It couldn’t be. But the way she was looking at him, the way her foot was now resting on the edge of the couch, her toes wiggling slightly—this was no joke.

“Anita,” he said, his voice trembling. “We’re… we’re family.”

“Step-family,” she corrected, her tone firm. “And I’m not asking. I’m telling you. Suck. My. Toes.”

Nelson hesitated, his mind racing. This was wrong. So wrong. But the way she was looking at him, the way her foot was so close, so perfect… He couldn’t resist. Slowly, he dropped to his knees in front of her, his heart pounding in his chest.

Anita leaned back, watching him with a mixture of amusement and something darker. “Go on,” she purred. “You know you want to.”

Nelson took a deep breath, then leaned forward, his lips brushing against her toes. They were soft, delicate, and the faint scent of her lotion filled his nostrils. He closed his eyes, letting himself get lost in the sensation as he took her big toe into his mouth, sucking gently.

Anita let out a soft moan, her head falling back against the couch. “That’s it,” she whispered, her voice husky. “Just like that.”

Encouraged, Nelson continued, his tongue swirling around her toes, his hands gripping her ankle as he worshipped her foot. He could feel himself getting harder by the second, his cock straining against his pants. Before he even realized what he was doing, he reached down and unzipped his jeans, freeing his aching erection.

Anita’s eyes flicked down, and she grinned. “Oh, you like this, don’t you?” she teased, wiggling her toes in his mouth. “You’re such a good little foot slave.”

Her words sent a jolt of pleasure through him, and he started stroking himself, his movements rough and desperate. He couldn’t believe this was happening—that his step-sister was letting him do this, that she seemed to be enjoying it just as much as he was.

“I want you to eat me out,” Anita said suddenly, her voice low and commanding. “Right now.”

Nelson froze, his hand still on his cock. “Anita,” he said, his voice trembling. “We… we can’t.”

“Why not?” she asked, her eyes locking with his. “We’re not blood. It’s just a little fun. Don’t tell me you don’t want to taste me.”

Nelson hesitated, his mind racing. It was wrong. So wrong. But the way she was looking at him, the way her dress was riding up, revealing the edge of her panties… He couldn’t resist.

Slowly, he moved between her legs, his hands trembling as he pushed her dress up higher. She wasn’t wearing any panties, and her pussy was glistening, already wet. He could smell her arousal, and it made his cock throb.

“Go on,” Anita whispered, her voice a mixture of encouragement and demand. “Make me cum.” Nelson hesitated for only a moment before leaning in, his tongue tasting Anita’s wetness.

Anita gasped as Nelson ate her pussy, licking faster and faster. She grabbed his head, pulling him closer. Nelson kept going, pushing Anita over the edge. She screamed his name as she climaxed.

Nelson’s hand gripped his hard cock, stroking it intently. Finally, he let out a loud moan as a spurt of cum shot from his cock.

Nelson’s mind raced, his body still buzzing from their intense interaction. “You’re not going to tell anyone, are you?” he asked.

“Of course not,” Anita replied, a smile spreading across her face. “I’m just as guilty as you are now. But I hope we can still do it again.”

“Yeah… okay, I’d like that,” Nelson agreed.

It had definitely been an interesting visit from Anita, and Nelson knew their relationship had changed forever.

HIS CO-WORKER’S SECRET

FM / Femdom / Foot Fetish / High Heels / Porn / BDSM / Mask / Trampling / Foot Worship

William’s heart raced as he clicked play on the video for the third time that morning. The timestamp in the corner mocked him—it was 9:47 AM, and he was supposed to be working, not indulging in his latest obsession.

But there was something about this video that had him hooked. The woman on the screen was unreal. Dressed head to toe in black leather, her stiletto heels gleamed under the studio lights as she paced around a camera-shy man bound on the floor. Her voice, cold and commanding, sent a shiver down his spine.

“You’re going to take it,” she hissed, pressing the sharp heel of her shoe against the man’s crotch. The man whimpered, and William’s breath hitched.

He couldn’t tear his eyes away. There was something about the way she moved, the way she dominated, that made his skin tingle and his cock twitch. He didn’t even care about the man on the floor. He was fixated on her. Her curves, her confidence, her power.

And then it hit him.

William leaned closer to his monitor, squinting at the screen. The woman’s face—sharp cheekbones, full lips, and those piercing green eyes—was unmistakable. It was Rae. Rae, his coworker from the IT department. The same Rae who always wore those sky-high heels to work, her footsteps clicking against the office floor like a metronome. The same Rae who rarely smiled, her demeanor as cold as her voice in the video.

William’s throat went dry. He glanced over his shoulder, half-expecting her to be standing there, catching him red-handed. But the office was quiet, the hum of fluorescent lights the only sound. He turned back to the screen, rewinding the video to the beginning. He needed to be sure.

There she was again, her legs clad in fishnet stockings, her leather skirt so tight it barely allowed her to move. She was a vision, a goddess, and William’s stomach twisted with a mix of arousal and panic. How had he not noticed before? How had he missed the way her heels accentuated her calves, the way her toes peeked out of her open-toed shoes? He’d always had a thing for feet, but now—now it was an obsession.

He closed the video, his face burning. He needed to focus, to get back to work before someone noticed he’d been slacking off. But his mind wouldn’t let go of the image of Rae, her heel pressing down, her lips curling into a cruel smile. He couldn’t stop thinking about how it would feel to be in that man’s place, to have her towering over him, her foot on his chest, her voice in his ear.

The rest of the morning passed in a haze. William tried to bury himself in spreadsheets and emails, but his thoughts kept drifting back to Rae. When he finally mustered the courage to get up for a coffee, he nearly collided with her in the break room.

She was there, leaning against the counter, her arms crossed over her chest. Her heels—black leather stilettos today—clicked against the tile floor as she turned to face him. William’s mouth went dry.

“William,” she said, her voice flat. “Did you need something?”

He fumbled for words, his eyes flickering down to her shoes before he caught himself. “Uh, just getting coffee,” he said, his voice cracking. He grabbed a mug from the cabinet, his hands trembling.

Rae raised an eyebrow, her gaze lingering on him like she could see straight through him. “You’ve been acting strange all day,” she said. “Is something wrong?”

William’s heart pounded. He could feel the weight of her stare, the tension in the air. He opened his mouth to reply, but the words wouldn’t come. Instead, he blurted out, “I saw your video.”

The moment the words left his mouth, he regretted it. Rae’s eyes narrowed, her lips tightening into a thin line. “Excuse me?”

William swallowed hard, his face burning. “I—I didn’t mean to—”

“You’ve been watching me?” she interrupted, her voice low and dangerous. She took a step closer, her heels clicking sharply against the floor. “You little creep.”

William flinched, his hands clutching the mug like a lifeline. “I wasn’t—I didn’t—”

Rae cut him off with a laugh, cold and humorless. “Do you think I’m some kind of whore? That I’m just here for you to gawk at?”

“No!” William said quickly, his voice rising. “It’s not like that. I just—I…” He trailed off, his gaze dropping to her feet again. He couldn’t help it. The way her toes flexed in her heels, the way the leather hugged her arch—it was mesmerizing.

Rae followed his gaze, her expression shifting from anger to something else—something calculating. She tilted her head, a slow smile spreading across her face. “Oh, I see,” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “You have a little fetish, don’t you?”

William’s face burned, but he didn’t deny it. He couldn’t. Not when she was standing there, towering over him like a queen.

Rae laughed again, but this time there was a hint of amusement in it. “You’re pathetic,” she said, stepping closer until she was right in front of him. “But maybe… maybe you can be useful to me.”

William’s heart skipped a beat. “What do you mean?”

Rae leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “Meet me at the Red Rose Motel after work. Room 12.”

Before he could respond, she turned on her heel and walked out of the break room, her footsteps echoing down the hallway. William stood there, his cock straining against his pants, his mind racing. He didn’t know what to expect, but he knew one thing for sure: he had to be there.

—

The Red Rose Motel was exactly what William expected—cheap, rundown, and seedy. The neon sign buzzed faintly as he pulled into the parking lot, his hands gripping the steering wheel tightly. His heart pounded in his chest as he made his way to Room 12, his footsteps heavy on the cracked pavement.

He knocked on the door, his breath catching as it swung open. Rae stood there, dressed in her leather outfit from the video, her heels gleaming under the dim light. She smirked, stepping aside to let him in.

“You came,” she said, her voice low and tinged with amusement. “I wasn’t sure you’d have the guts.”

William swallowed hard, his eyes darting around the room. It was sparse, with a bed, a table, and a few cameras set up on tripods. His stomach twisted with nerves, but the sight of Rae in her heels kept him rooted in place.

“Take off your clothes,” she commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument.

William hesitated for a moment before obeying, his hands trembling as he stripped down to nothing.

Rae smirked, holding up a black leather mask. “Put this on,” she said, tossing it to him.

William caught it, his hands shaking as he slipped it over his head. It covered his eyes and nose, leaving only his mouth exposed.

“Lie down,” she ordered, pointing to the floor. William obeyed, his heart pounding as he stretched out on the cold tile.

Rae stepped over him, her heels clicking against the floor as she positioned herself above him.

“You’re going to be perfect for my next video,” she said, her voice cold and commanding.

Rae pressed the heel of her shoe against his chest, and William hissed in pain, but he didn’t dare move.

She laughed, the sound sending a shiver down his spine. “You like this, don’t you?” she taunted, grinding her heel into his skin. “You love being beneath me, don’t you?”

William moaned, his cock throbbing as she moved her foot lower, pressing it against his balls. The pain was sharp, but it was mixed with pleasure, and he couldn’t help but crave more.

“You’re mine now,” Rae hissed, leaning down to spit in his mouth. “Do you understand?”

William nodded, his body trembling as she removed her shoe and shoved her foot into his face.

“Lick it,” she commanded, and he obeyed, his tongue running along the sole of her foot.

Rae moaned, her hand gripping his hair as she forced him to worship her feet. “That’s it,” she purred. “You’re such a good little slut.”

William’s hand moved to his cock, stroking it furiously as he licked and sucked on her toes. He couldn’t hold back anymore, his release building quickly as Rae continued to taunt and dominate him.

“You’re going to cum for me, aren’t you?” she sneered, grinding her foot against his face. “You’re going to explode for your goddess.”

William groaned, his body trembling as he came, his cum splattering across his chest. Rae laughed, stepping back and wiping her foot on his stomach.

“Pathetic,” she muttered, but there was a hint of approval in her voice. She turned to the cameras, pressing a button to stop the recording. “You did well,” she said, glancing back at him. “Would you like to do it again sometime?”

William nodded, his heart racing. He never thought he’d find himself in this situation, but now—now he couldn’t imagine anything else.

Rae smirked, leaning down to whisper in his ear, “Good. I’ll be in touch.”

And with that, she turned and walked out of the room, her heels clicking against the floor as William lay there, his body still trembling from the encounter. He couldn’t wait for their next shoot.

A CUCKOLD’S FOOT WORSHIP

FM / Femdom / Cuckold / Cheating / Verbal Humiliation / Small Penis Humiliation / Foot Fetish / High Heels / Foot Worship / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation

The glow of the TV flickered across the dimly lit living room, casting shadows that danced along the walls. Colby sat slumped on the couch, the remote resting limply in his hand. His mind wasn’t on the show—some late-night drama he couldn’t even name. Instead, it was on her. Taysia. Every night, it seemed, she came home later, her lipstick smudged, her hair disheveled, her clothes clinging to her body in ways that made his stomach churn and his cock twitch in equal measure.

Tonight was no different.

A few months ago, Colby had been unfaithful. He’d been seduced by a woman at work. When Taysia found out, she’d wanted a divorce. Desperate to save his marriage, Colby had agreed to her terms—since Colby had cheated, Taysia could sleep with whoever she wanted to. And she did. Not only was she having sex with other men, she was flaunting it.

The sound of the front door creaking open broke the silence. Colby’s heart leapt into his throat. He didn’t turn around. Couldn’t. His hands clenched the couch cushions as he listened to the click of her heels on the hardwood floor. Slow. Deliberate. Each step felt like a taunt.

“You’re still up,” Taysia’s voice cut through the air, sharp and tinged with amusement.

Colby swallowed hard, his throat dry. “Yeah,” he muttered, finally turning to look at her.

She stood in the doorway, her tight black dress clinging to every curve, the fabric shimmering under the faint light. Her heels were impossibly high, making her tower over him even more than usual. Her lips were parted in a sly smirk, her eyes gleaming with something he couldn’t quite place.

“Good,” she said, striding into the room, her hips swaying with each step. “I was hoping you’d be awake.”

Colby’s breath hitched as she approached, her scent—a mix of sweat, perfume, and something else he couldn’t name—filling the air. She perched on the arm of the couch, crossing her legs in a way that made him acutely aware of the hard-on straining against his boxers.

“So,” she began, her voice dripping with faux casualness, “I just got back from seeing… what’s his name? Mark? Mike? Doesn’t matter. He was good, Colby. Really good.”

Colby’s stomach twisted, but not in the way he expected. His cock twitched again, and he shifted uncomfortably on the couch.

Taysia’s smirk widened. “You want to hear about it?”

He didn’t answer. Couldn’t. His mouth felt like it was stuffed with cotton.

She leaned in, her voice dropping to a low, sultry tone. “He fucked me so hard, Colby. His cock… it was huge. Way bigger than yours. And he knew exactly how to use it.”

Colby’s face burned, but he couldn’t look away. His hand twitched, the urge to reach down and touch himself almost overwhelming.

Taysia’s eyes flicked downward, and her smirk turned into a full-blown grin. “Oh my God. Are you hard right now?”

Colby’s breath came in shallow gasps as he nodded, his cheeks flushing even darker.

She let out a low laugh, the sound sending a shiver down his spine. “You’re serious. This actually turns you on.”

He swallowed again, his voice barely a whisper. “Yes.”

Taysia’s grin turned wicked. “Well, well, well… Who knew my cheating husband was into this kind of thing?”

She slid off the arm of the couch, her heels clicking against the floor as she stood in front of him. “Lie down. On the floor.”

Colby hesitated for a moment, his heart pounding in his chest. But the look in her eyes—a mix of dominance and amusement—made him obey. He slid off the couch and onto the floor, lying on his back, his cock still straining against his boxers.

Taysia stepped over him, her heels hovering dangerously close to his crotch. “You really are pathetic, you know that?” she said, her voice dripping with disdain. “But I guess that’s what makes this so fun.”

Without warning, she brought her heel down on his cock, pressing down just hard enough to make him wince in pain.

“That’s right,” she said, her voice low and sultry. “I’m in control now. And you’re going to listen to every word I say.”

Colby bit his lip to stifle a groan, his hands clenching into fists at his sides.

Taysia smirked down at him, her heel still pressing into his cock. “Mark—or whatever his name was—he fucked me in his car. Pinned me against the window so everyone could see. And you know what? I loved it. I came so hard, Colby. Could you hear me? Did you think about me moaning while I was with him?”

Colby’s breathing grew ragged, his cock throbbing under her heel. “Yes,” he whispered, his voice strained.

Taysia leaned down, her face inches from his. “Good. Because that’s all you’re ever going to get from me now. Watching me get fucked by real men. Men who know how to satisfy me.”

She straightened up, her heel still pressing into his cock. “Now, take off your boxers.”

Colby hesitated for a moment, but the look in her eyes made him obey. He shimmied out of his boxers, his cock springing free, already leaking precum.

Taysia stepped off him, a cruel smile playing on her lips. “Suck on my toes.”

Colby’s eyes widened, but he didn’t dare argue. He grabbed her foot, lifting it to his mouth, and began to suck on her toes, the taste of her sweat and the faint scent of her perfume filling his senses.

“Good boy,” Taysia purred, her voice dripping with approval. “Now, jerk yourself off. And don’t stop until I tell you to.”

Colby’s hand moved to his cock, his strokes slow and deliberate as he continued to suck on her toes.

Taysia watched him, her smirk never wavering. “That’s it. Imagine me with Mark. Imagine his big cock sliding in and out of me. Imagine how much better he is than you.”

Colby’s strokes grew faster, his breathing ragged as he approached the edge.

“Cum for me, Colby,” Taysia commanded, her voice firm.

With a low groan, Colby came, his cum spurting onto his chest and stomach.

Taysia pulled her foot away, a look of satisfaction on her face. “Pathetic,” she muttered, turning and walking away, her heels clicking against the floor.

Colby lay there, his chest heaving, his mind a whirlwind of emotions. He felt humiliation. Shame. But also… excitement.

As he heard the shower turn on in the distance, he realized something: he loved this. He loved being her cuckold.

And he couldn’t wait for what she would do next.

RELEASING MY FRUSTRATION ON JOHN

FM / Femdom / BDSM / First Person / Shoe Fetish / Foot Fetish / Stiletto Torture / Trampling / Foot Worship / Cunnilingus

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions by Brandi Moore:

“Step harder, Brandi. Please.” John’s voice was a strained whisper, barely audible beneath the rhythmic clicking of my stiletto heels against his body. His face pressed into the plush carpet of his bedroom floor, his back arching slightly as I balanced my weight on the balls of my feet, letting the sharp points of my shoes dig into his flesh.

I smirked, rolling my hips slightly to adjust the black lace lingerie clinging to my curves. The air was thick with the faint scent of leather and sweat, mingling with the heady perfume I’d spritzed on earlier—a sultry blend of jasmine and vanilla. My hazel eyes flicked down at him, watching the way he winced but didn’t pull away. The five thousand dollars he’d placed on the nightstand gleamed under the soft light, a silent reminder of why I was here.

But this wasn’t just about the money anymore.

“Harder,” he begged again, his voice trembling.

I obliged, shifting my weight forward so the spikes dug deeper into his skin. A small gasp escaped his lips, and I felt a surge of power ripple through me. It was intoxicating, this control. For so long, I’d felt like nothing more than a puppet, strings tugged by men who saw me as disposable. Sam, Marshall, Charlie—they’d all taken pieces of me, leaving scars that never fully healed. But not tonight. Tonight, I was in charge.

The memory of Vegas flashed in my mind, brief but vivid. Laura and I had come so far since then. Our escort service was thriving, our bank accounts swelling with every passing week. And for the first time in what felt like forever, I could breathe without feeling the weight of Sam’s shadow looming over me. He hadn’t called, hadn’t shown up unannounced. Maybe, just maybe, he was finally out of our lives for good.

But right now, I wasn’t thinking about Sam. My focus was entirely on John—on the way his body tensed beneath my heels, on the subtle shifts in his breathing as I moved across him.

“You like that?” I asked, my voice low and husky, almost purring.

He nodded eagerly, his hands gripping the edge of the carpet. “Yes, ma’am.”

Ma’am. The word sent a thrill through me, sharp and delicious. I tilted my head, letting my dark hair cascade over one shoulder as I stepped off him, the click of my heels echoing in the large, lavish room. His breath hitched, anticipation written all over his face as I reached for the straps of my shoes, slipping them off one by one.

John’s eyes widened as I stood before him barefoot, my toes wiggling slightly against the cool hardwood floor. He swallowed hard, his gaze darting to my feet, then back up to meet mine. There was something almost reverent in the way he looked at me, like I was some kind of goddess he couldn’t quite believe he was allowed to worship.

“Come here,” I commanded, my tone firm but not unkind.

He scrambled to his feet, his movements awkward and hurried, and dropped to his knees in front of me. His hands trembled as he reached for my foot, his fingers brushing lightly against the arch before lifting it to his mouth.

The sensation of his tongue tracing the curve of my sole made me shiver, a soft moan escaping my lips. I didn’t expect it to feel this good, to be honest. Foot worship had never been my thing, but there was something about the way he lavished attention on every inch of my skin that made my pulse quicken. His lips closed around my big toe, sucking gently, and I bit my lip to stifle another sound.

“Good boy,” I murmured, running my fingers through his hair. His eyes fluttered shut at the praise, and he leaned into my touch, his devotion unwavering.

But I wasn’t done yet.

I pulled my foot away from his mouth and gestured toward the bed. “Lie down.”

He obeyed without hesitation, stretching out on the mattress, his body tense with anticipation. I climbed onto the bed, straddling his chest, and lowered myself until my pussy hovered just above his face. His breath was warm against my folds, sending little jolts of pleasure through me as I shifted my hips, letting him taste me.

His tongue flicked against my clit, tentative at first, then growing bolder as I let out a soft sigh of encouragement. I braced my hands on the headboard, rocking my hips slowly against his mouth, the pressure building with every stroke of his tongue. It didn’t take long for the heat pooling in my core to ignite, my muscles tightening as I teetered on the edge of release.

“Don’t stop,” I gasped, my voice shaky.

His hands gripped my thighs, holding me in place as he devoured me, his tongue working in ways that made my vision blur. I came with a shuddering cry, my body trembling as waves of pleasure crashed over me.

When I finally slid off him, collapsing onto the bed beside him, I was spent—but in the best possible way. John lay there, panting softly, a satisfied smile playing on his lips.

“Brandi,” he said after a moment, his voice soft but hopeful. “Do you think… would you want to do this again sometime?”

I turned my head to look at him, studying his face. Despite everything, despite the anger and resentment I carried, I couldn’t deny that I’d enjoyed myself. More than that, I felt… free.

“Yeah,” I said finally, a small smile tugging at the corners of my mouth. “I think I would.”

As I drove home later that night, the city lights flickering past my window, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of satisfaction settling over me. Things were going well—better than they had in a long time. Laura and I were making money hand over fist, and the future seemed bright.

NO MORE SECRETS

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Foot Fetish / High Heels / Trampling / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation

The box tumbled off the top shelf of Joey’s closet, crashing to the floor with a loud thud. He froze mid-step, his heart hammering in his chest. Angel stood in front of the open closet, her eyebrows raised as she stared at the contents now spilling across the carpet—a ball gag, a coiled whip, a pair of stiletto heels, and a collection of restraints that Joey had thought were safely hidden away.

They’d only been dating for a few months, but Joey felt like he’d finally met the perfect woman. Angel was gorgeous and understanding. But Joey had a secret—one that could destroy their relationship. And now, it was being revealed.

“What the hell is this, Joey?” Angel’s voice was sharp, her tone a mix of shock and disgust. She bent down, picking up the whip with two fingers as though it might bite her. Her lips curled into a frown. “Is this yours?”

Joey’s face burned. He wanted to disappear, to melt into the floorboards and never resurface. He opened his mouth to say something—anything—but the words caught in his throat. Angel’s eyes locked onto his, waiting for an explanation, and the silence stretched between them like a taut wire.

Finally, he managed to choke out, “It’s... it’s mine. I mean, I—it’s just... I like... BDSM.”

Angel blinked, her expression unreadable. She dropped the whip back into the box and crossed her arms over her chest. “BDSM? Like... dominance and submission? That kind of thing?”

Joey nodded, his gaze fixed on the floor. “Yeah. I mean, I’ve never really done it with anyone. I just... I’ve always been into it.” His voice trembled, and he felt like a child caught with his hand in the cookie jar.

Angel was silent for a long moment, and Joey braced himself for the worst. But then, to his surprise, she sighed and sat down on the edge of the bed. “Why didn’t you tell me about this?” she asked, her voice softer now. “We’ve been dating for months, Joey. I thought we were honest with each other.”

“I was scared,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. “I didn’t think you’d understand. I didn’t want you to think I was... weird.”

Angel studied him for a moment, her expression thoughtful. Then, to his utter shock, she leaned forward and placed a hand on his knee. “Joey, I’m not going to lie—this is a lot to process. But if this is something you’re into, I want to understand. I don’t want there to be any more secrets between us, okay?”

Joey’s heart leapt. “Really? You mean... you’d be open to... trying it?”

A small smile tugged at the corner of Angel’s lips. “Yeah, I’d be open to it. But we’re doing this together. No more hiding, no more secrets. Deal?”

“Deal,” Joey said, his voice firm with relief.

Angel stood up and walked over to the box, examining its contents with a newfound curiosity. She picked up the stiletto heels, holding them up to the light. “So, you like these too, huh? Women’s feet? That’s part of it?”

Joey swallowed hard, his cheeks flushing again. “Yeah. I mean, it’s... it’s a thing.”

Angel’s smile widened, and there was a glint in her eye that Joey couldn’t quite place. “Well, then,” she said, her tone suddenly playful, “let’s see what we can do with that.”

Before Joey could respond, Angel began to strip. She pulled off her shirt, revealing a lacy black bra, then stepped out of her jeans, leaving her in just her underwear. She slipped the stiletto heels onto her bare feet, the sharp tips clicking against the floor as she adjusted them.

“Take off your clothes,” she commanded, her voice firm but not unkind. “Now.”

Joey hesitated for a split second, then obeyed, stripping down to his boxers. Angel raised an eyebrow. “All of it.”

He swallowed hard and removed his boxers, standing naked before her. Angel’s gaze flicked over him, and for the first time, Joey felt a strange mix of vulnerability and excitement. She pointed to the floor. “Lie down.”

He did as he was told, lying flat on his back on the carpet. Angel stepped over him, her heels clicking as she positioned herself above his chest. She pressed the tip of one stiletto into his skin, not hard enough to hurt, but enough to make him gasp.

“This is what you want, isn’t it?” she asked, her voice low and teasing. “To be dominated?”

Joey nodded, his breath quickening. “Yes.”

Angel smirked and shifted her weight, pressing the heel more firmly into his chest. Joey winced, but the pain was delicious, mingling with the heat pooling in his groin. His cock twitched, growing harder by the second.

“You’re enjoying this,” Angel said, her eyes narrowing. “I can see it.”

Joey didn’t deny it. He couldn’t. His body was betraying him, every nerve alight with anticipation. Angel stepped off his chest and moved lower, her heel now resting on his cock. She applied pressure, just enough to make him groan.

“You like my feet, don’t you?” she asked, her tone taunting. “You want to worship them, don’t you?”

“Yes,” Joey gasped, his hips bucking instinctively against the pressure.

Angel laughed softly, the sound sending a shiver down his spine. She slipped one heel off and pressed the tip of it against his lips. “Open your mouth.”

Joey complied, his tongue brushing against the smooth surface of the heel. Angel’s eyes gleamed with approval as she pushed it further into his mouth. “Suck it.”

He did as he was told, his tongue working the heel as though it were a part of her. Angel watched him with a mixture of fascination and satisfaction, her hand resting on her hip. “Good boy,” she purred. “Now take out your cock. Jerk off for me.”

Joey reached down, wrapping his hand around his aching length. He stroked himself slowly, his eyes locked on Angel’s. She moved the heel in and out of his mouth, her movements rhythmic and deliberate. The combination of the heel in his mouth and her commanding presence sent him spiraling closer and closer to the edge.

“That’s it,” Angel whispered, her voice a sultry caress. “Show me how much you want me.”

Joey’s strokes grew faster, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps. He could feel the pressure building, the tension coiling tighter and tighter until it snapped. He came with a low groan, his release spilling over his hand as he continued to suck on the heel.

Angel pulled the heel from his mouth and leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “You did so good,” she murmured. “But remember, no more secrets. From now on, we do this together.”

A NERD’S FOOT HUMILIATION

FM / Femdom / Foot Fetish / Foot Worship / Verbal Humiliation / Small Penis Humiliation / Masturbation

“Is this seriously what you’re into?” Keisha’s voice dripped with mockery, her perfectly arched eyebrow raised as she kicked off one sandal, then the other.

Her bare feet landed on the grimy floor of the back room, the bright red polish of her toenails catching the dim light. She tilted her head, her lips curling into a smirk. “Oh my God, you’re actually into feet. Aren’t you?”

Mickey’s heart pounded in his chest. He could feel the heat rising to his face, his palms clammy as he fidgeted with the hem of his Comic-Con T-shirt. His eyes darted from her feet to her face and back again, unable to tear his gaze away. She was laughing at him. Taunting him. And yet, he couldn’t help but feel a jolt of excitement coursing through him.

“I… uh…” Mickey stammered, his voice barely above a whisper. He swallowed hard, his throat dry. “Yeah. I guess I am.”

Keisha let out a sharp, incredulous laugh, her hands on her hips as she surveyed the cluttered room. Fast food wrappers littered the floor, along with empty soda cans and a pile of foot fetish magazines that Mickey had tried—and failed—to hide under a stack of old comic books. Her nose wrinkled in disgust, but there was a glint in her eye, something predatory.

“Pathetic,” she said, her tone dripping with disdain. “You’re literally a walking stereotype, you know that? Comic book nerd, junk food, jerking off to women’s feet. It’s like you’re trying to be the punchline of some bad joke.”

Mickey flinched, but he couldn’t deny the truth in her words. He was pathetic. He knew it. And yet, here she was, standing in front of him, her feet just inches away, and all he could think about was how badly he wanted to touch them.

—

It had started just an hour earlier, when Keisha walked into the shop. Mickey had been in the back room, as usual, scrolling through foot fetish porn on his phone, a half-empty bag of Doritos resting on his lap. The bell above the door jingled, and he quickly stuffed his phone into his pocket, wiping his greasy hands on his pants as he hurried out to the front counter.

The moment he saw her, his breath caught in his throat. She was stunning—tall, with smooth caramel skin, her hair cascading in loose curls over her shoulders. She wore a tight black dress that hugged her curves, and her feet were encased in strappy sandals that made his mouth water. She was the kind of woman who didn’t just walk into a place like this. She belonged on a runway, or in a movie, not in a dingy comic book shop.

“Hi,” she said, her voice smooth and confident. “I’m looking for a specific comic. My little brother’s birthday is coming up, and he’s been talking about it nonstop. It’s called Galactic Guardians #1?”

Mickey’s heart skipped a beat. Galactic Guardians #1 was his prized possession, the crown jewel of his collection. It was rare, expensive, and—more importantly—it was his favorite. He’d never even considered selling it.

“I… uh… I think I might have it,” he said hesitantly, his eyes darting toward the back room where he kept it safely tucked away. “But it’s not for sale.”

Keisha leaned over the counter, her cleavage on full display, and flashed him a sweet smile. “Are you sure there’s no way I could convince you to part with it? I’d be willing to pay extra.”

Mickey’s mind raced. He knew he should say no, but something about the way she was looking at him—like she was actually interested in him—made him hesitate. And then, before he could stop himself, the words tumbled out of his mouth.

“What if… what if I gave it to you… for free?” he stammered, his face flushing. “But… um… you’d have to let me… uh… suck your toes.”

Keisha’s eyebrows shot up, and for a moment, Mickey thought she might laugh in his face. But instead, she tilted her head, studying him with a curious expression. “You’re serious?”

Mickey nodded, his heart pounding so hard he was sure she could hear it. “Yeah. Dead serious.”

—

And now, here they were. Keisha’s feet were right there, so close he could almost taste them. She crossed her arms over her chest, her smirk widening as she watched him squirm.

“Go ahead,” she said, her voice laced with sarcasm. “Do your thing, foot boy.”

Mickey hesitated for a moment, glancing up at her as if seeking permission. She rolled her eyes, gesturing impatiently toward her feet. “Come on, don’t waste my time.”

Taking a deep breath, Mickey dropped to his knees, his hands trembling as he reached for her foot. Her skin was warm and soft, the perfect shade of brown. He brought it to his lips, his tongue darting out to lick the arch of her foot. She tasted faintly of lotion, with a hint of saltiness that made his cock twitch in his pants.

Keisha let out a derisive laugh, shaking her head. “Wow. You’re really into this, huh? What kind of loser gives away his favorite comic book just to suck some random woman’s toes?”

Mickey didn’t answer. He couldn’t. His entire world had narrowed down to her foot, the way it felt against his tongue, the way her toes curled slightly as he sucked on each one. He was so hard it hurt, his cock straining against the fabric of his pants.

Keisha noticed his erection. “You’re disgusting,” she said, her voice dripping with contempt.

She pulled her foot away, planting it firmly on his chest and shoving him backward. He fell onto the floor, his back hitting the pile of magazines. “Pathetic little pervert. You’re really going to sit here and jerk off to this, aren’t you?”

Mickey’s face burned with shame, but he couldn’t deny it. He unzipped his pants, his small cock springing free as he began to stroke himself. Keisha let out a burst of laughter, the sound sharp and cruel.

“Oh my God, it’s tiny! Seriously, is that it? No wonder you’re so obsessed with feet. That thing couldn’t please a woman if it tried.”

Mickey’s strokes quickened, his breathing ragged as he stared up at her, her feet still within reach. He reached out, grabbing her ankle and pulling her foot toward his mouth again. She let him, her laughter growing louder as he licked and sucked, his hand moving faster and faster.

“You’re such a joke,” she taunted, shaking her foot to dislodge him. “I can’t believe I’m actually letting you do this. You’re not even worth the time it took to walk in here.”

Mickey came with a choked cry, a pathetic trickle of cum spilling over his fingers. Keisha let out one final, derisive laugh, stepping over him as she grabbed his precious comic book, shoving it in her backpack before she left the store.

“Enjoy your magazines, loser,” she said, tossing him one last disgusted look before walking out of the room.

The bell above the door jingled as she left, leaving Mickey lying on the floor, his chest heaving as he stared up at the ceiling. He knew he’d remember Keisha—and her feet—forever.

A BOOT LOVER’S DREAM COME TRUE

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Boot Fetish / Foot Fetish / Boot Worship / CBT / Trampling / Masturbation

The sales floor of Shoe Warehouse was quiet—empty, except for Maurice. He picked up a delicate pair of ankle boots, gently running his fingers over the leather before placing them on the shelves. He’d been working here for several years. The job was a boot fetishist’s dream.

Maurice’s breath hitched the moment the bell above the door chimed. His head snapped up from the inventory list he’d been pretending to focus on. Her. She was stunning—tall, with legs that seemed to stretch for miles, clad in thigh-high black boots that hugged her calves like a second skin.

Her dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, and her red lips curved into a smirk as she scanned the store. Maurice was already moving before he could think, nearly tripping over his own feet as he rushed to greet her.

“Welcome! Can I help you find something?” he stammered, his voice cracking slightly as he tried to keep his eyes from dropping to her boots. God, she was divine.

She tilted her head, her smirk widening. “I’m looking for a new pair of boots. Black, thigh-high. Something... bold. You got anything like that?”

“Absolutely,” Maurice said, his heart pounding in his chest. He led her to the display of stiletto boots, his hands trembling slightly as he picked up a pair. “These are some of our best sellers. High-quality leather, sturdy heel, and the fit is—uh, impeccable.”

She took the boots from him, her fingers brushing against his, and he felt a jolt of electricity shoot through him. “Mmm, these are nice,” she purred, running her hand along the sleek leather. “I’m Lara, by the way.”

“Maurice,” he blurted, his face flushing. “I—uh, work here. Obviously.”

Lara laughed, a low, throaty sound that sent shivers down his spine. “Obviously,” she echoed, her eyes twinkling with amusement. She held his gaze for a moment, then glanced down at his hands, which were fidgeting nervously. “You’re staring at my boots,” she said matter-of-factly, her tone cutting through the awkward silence.

Maurice froze, his cheeks burning. “I—uh, no, I wasn’t—“

“Relax,” she interrupted, her smirk returning. “I saw the way you looked at them when I walked in. It’s okay. I don’t mind.” She paused, her gaze lingering on him. “In fact, I might need a guy to... test these boots out with. You interested?”

Maurice’s brain short-circuited. “Me?” he squeaked, his voice two octaves higher than usual.

Lara chuckled. “Yes, you. You seem like the type who’d appreciate a good pair of boots. Am I wrong?”

“No,” Maurice whispered, his heart racing. “You’re not wrong.”

“Good,” she said, her tone taking on a commanding edge. “Meet me at my place after you get off work. I’ll text you the address.”

She handed him her phone, and he numbly input his number, his fingers trembling so badly he almost dropped the device.

“Don’t be late,” she added, her voice low and sultry as she turned on her heel and walked out of the store, her boots clicking against the floor with every step.

Maurice stood there, rooted to the spot, his mind reeling. Did that just happen? He glanced down at his phone, half-expecting the text to be a hallucination. But there it was: an address and a simple message: 8 PM. Don’t keep me waiting.

The rest of his shift passed in a blur. Maurice couldn’t focus on anything—not the customers, not the inventory, not the clock ticking down the minutes until he could leave. His mind kept wandering back to Lara, to her boots, to the way she’d looked at him, like she could see straight through him. What does she want from me? The question gnawed at him, but he didn’t care. Whatever it was, he was ready.

At exactly 8 PM, Maurice pulled up to Lara’s house, his hands gripping the steering wheel so tightly his knuckles turned white. He took a deep breath, trying to steady his nerves, and rang the doorbell. A moment later, the door swung open, and there she was, more breathtaking than he remembered.

She was dressed in a tight black leather dress that hugged every curve of her body, paired with the thigh-high stiletto boots he’d helped her pick out. “Right on time,” she said, stepping aside to let him in. “Come in, Maurice. We have a lot to do.”

He followed her inside, his eyes glued to her boots. The way they gleamed under the light, the way they hugged her legs, the way they clicked against the floor with every step—it was almost too much to handle. “Wow,” he breathed, unable to stop himself.

Lara glanced over her shoulder, her smirk returning. “Like what you see?”

“Yes,” Maurice admitted, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Good,” she said, leading him down a hallway. “Because you’re going to see a lot more.” She opened a door at the end of the hall, and Maurice’s jaw dropped.

The room was like something out of a fantasy—a BDSM dungeon, complete with restraints, whips, and a variety of toys. His eyes widened as he took it all in, his heart pounding in his chest. Is this really happening?

“Strip,” Lara commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Maurice hesitated for a moment, then began to undress, his hands trembling as he peeled off his clothes. When he was completely naked, she gestured toward the center of the room. “Kneel.”

He obeyed without hesitation, dropping to his knees in front of her. Lara sat down on a padded bench, crossing her legs and resting one booted foot on his shoulder. “Kiss it,” she ordered.

Maurice didn’t need to be told twice. He leaned forward, pressing his lips to the smooth leather of her boot, savoring the way it felt against his skin. He kissed the toe, then moved to the sole, his tongue darting out to lick it. God, I could do this forever.

“Good boy,” Lara murmured, her voice soft but commanding. “Now the heel.”

Maurice moved to the stiletto heel, taking it into his mouth and sucking on it like it was the most delicious thing he’d ever tasted. Lara watched him with a satisfied smile, her eyes dark with desire. “You’re doing so well,” she purred. “Now, lay down.”

He did as he was told, stretching out on the floor in front of her. Lara stood, her boots clicking against the floor as she stepped over him. She placed one foot on his chest, the sharp heel digging into his skin. Maurice winced but didn’t protest. I’ve never felt so alive.

Lara pressed down harder, the heel sinking into his flesh. “Do you like that?” she asked, her voice dripping with amusement.

“Yes,” Maurice gasped, his cock throbbing with need.

“Good,” she said, shifting her weight so the heel pressed even harder. She glanced down, noticing his erection. “Looks like someone’s enjoying themselves.”

Before Maurice could respond, she moved her foot, placing the heel directly on his cock. He let out a strangled moan, his back arching off the floor as the sharp pain mixed with pleasure. Lara chuckled, grinding the heel against him. “You’re such a good little toy, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” Maurice whimpered, his hands clenching into fists at his sides.

Lara stepped back, grabbing a flogger from a nearby hook. She swung it, the leather strands striking his chest with a loud crack. Maurice gasped, the pain sending a jolt of electricity through him. She hit him again and again, each strike harder than the last, until his skin was red and raw.

“Touch yourself,” she commanded, her voice sharp.

Maurice’s hand flew to his cock, stroking it furiously as Lara watched, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. He was so close, so close to the edge, and then she stepped forward, shoving the toe of her boot into his mouth. Maurice moaned around the leather, his hips bucking as he came, his release splattering across his stomach.

Lara pulled her boot away, a pleased smile on her lips. “You did well,” she said, running her fingers through his hair. “I’m glad I chose you.”

Maurice lay there, panting, his mind swirling with a mix of pleasure and disbelief. He couldn’t believe this was really happening, but he wanted more.

Lara smiled, helping Maurice up from the floor. “We’ll have to do this again sometime,” she offered.

Maurice nodded enthusiastically. He knew this was the start of something special.

BLACKMAILED BY STEP-SISTER

FM / Femdom / Taboo / Blackmail / Verbal Humiliation / Foot Fetish / Foot Worship / Cunnilingus

Lyle slammed the front door shut, his shoulders slumped as he trudged into the house. Another day of failed job interviews, another day of rejection, and another day of feeling like a failure. The silence of the empty house was deafening, and for a moment, he allowed himself to relax. But the creak of the stairs shattered that fragile peace.

"Well, look who's back," came Melissa's voice, dripping with mockery. She leaned against the banister, her arms crossed, a smirk playing on her lips.

Of course, she’s here, Lyle thought bitterly. Always waiting to pounce. Melissa was a bully. She always had been, even when they were kids. Her mom had married Lyle’s dad, and she’d been making his life hell ever since.

Now that Lyle had lost his job, he’d been forced to move back in with his dad—and face Melissa on a daily basis. Even though they were adults, his step-sister had a way of making him feel so small and helpless.

"Go away, Melissa," he muttered, not even bothering to look at her as he headed toward the kitchen. He needed something, anything, to distract himself from the humiliation of the day.

But Melissa wasn’t about to let him off so easily. She followed him, her footsteps light and deliberate, like a predator stalking its prey. "No luck today, huh?" she taunted, her voice sweetly cruel. "Still the jobless loser, I see."

Lyle clenched his fists, his jaw tightening. "Shut up, Melissa," he snapped, though his voice lacked conviction. He couldn’t afford to upset her—not when she held his secret over his head like a guillotine.

Melissa knew.

She’d found out about his… thing. The foot fetish. The humiliation was crippling. She’d caught him browsing… those videos one night when he thought everyone was asleep. And now, she used it against him, like a weapon.

"Careful," she purred, her tone a dangerous mix of honey and venom. "Wouldn’t want Mom and Dad to find out what their precious son jerks off to, would we?"

Lyle froze, his stomach twisting into knots. She wouldn’t… would she? But deep down, he knew she would. Melissa loved to toy with him, loved the power she had over him. And now, she had the ultimate leverage.

"Please, Melissa," he said, his voice barely above a whisper. "Just leave me alone."

She laughed, a low, throaty sound that sent a shiver down his spine. "Oh, Lyle. You’re so pathetic. But I’ll make you a deal. Do what I say, and maybe—maybe—I’ll keep your little secret."

Lyle’s heart pounded in his chest. He hated this. Hated her. But he had no choice. Slowly, he turned to face her, his eyes pleading. "What do you want?"

Melissa’s smirk widened, her eyes gleaming with something predatory. She took a step closer, her movements slow and deliberate. Then, without a word, she reached down and pulled off one of her socks.

Lyle’s breath hitched.

She kicked off the other sock, revealing her bare feet. They were perfect—soft, pale, with delicate toes that seemed to taunt him. She wiggled them, the sight making his stomach churn with a mix of dread and desire.

"Kiss them," she commanded, her voice low and demanding.

Lyle hesitated, his face burning with shame. But the threat hung in the air, unspoken but undeniable. Do it, or she’ll tell.

Swallowing hard, he dropped to his knees in front of her. His hands trembled as he reached for her foot, her skin soft and warm against his fingers. He pressed his lips to her toes, the taste of her skin making his head spin.

Melissa let out a soft hum of approval. "Good boy," she murmured, her voice dripping with condescension.

He hated how it made him feel—how it made his body react.

She pushed her foot deeper into his mouth, making him gag. His throat convulsed, but she didn’t stop. She just laughed, her other foot rubbing against his crotch, teasing him through his pants.

"Jobless and a pervert," she taunted, her voice laced with malice. "You’re such a disappointment, Lyle. But hey, at least you’re good for something."

Humiliation pricked Lyle’s cheeks, but he couldn’t pull away. The fear, the shame, the desire—it was too much.

Melissa lifted her skirt, her free hand slipping between her legs. She moaned softly, her fingers working against her clit as she continued to stuff her foot in his mouth. "Lick my pussy," she ordered, her voice breathless. "Now."

Lyle hesitated, his mind racing. This is wrong. This is so wrong. But the heat in his body, the throbbing between his legs—he couldn’t resist.

He crawled forward, his hands gripping her thighs as he buried his face between her legs. The scent of her arousal filled his senses, making his head swim. His tongue flicked against her clit, eliciting a sharp gasp from her.

"That’s it," she cooed, her fingers tangling in his hair. "Such a good little pervert. Now stroke your cock for me."

Lyle obeyed, his hand fumbling with his belt as he continued to eat her out. The shame, the humiliation—it only made him harder. His cock throbbed in his hand as he stroked it, his movements frantic.

Melissa’s moans grew louder, her hips grinding against his face. "Yes, just like that," she panted. "You’re such a disgrace, Lyle. But you’re mine."

Her words sent a jolt of arousal through him, his hand moving faster, his tongue working harder. He could feel her getting closer, her thighs tightening around his head.

"Fuck," she gasped, her body trembling as she came, her juices coating his tongue. The sensation drove him over the edge, his cock pulsing as he came, his cum spilling onto the floor.

They stayed like that for a moment, both of them breathless, their bodies spent. But the sound of the front door opening shattered the moment.

"Lyle? Melissa? We’re home!"

Lyle’s step-mother’s voice carried through the house, warm and familiar. Melissa quickly smoothed down her clothes, acting innocent. Lyle breathed a sigh of relief. His encounter with Melissa was over—for now.

THE EMPLOYER’S SOLUTION

FM / Femdom / Boss Employee / BDSM / Verbal Humiliation / Foot Fetish / Foot Worship / High Heels / Cunnilingus / Chastity

Duane’s heart pounded as he stood outside her office door, the glass walls revealing Amyna Johnson sitting rigidly at her desk, her sharp features carved into a frown. He didn’t need to knock; she had already seen him.

Her icy glare met his through the glass, and with a single, sharp motion of her hand, she beckoned him in. He swallowed hard, his throat dry, and stepped inside, the door clicking shut behind him like the final seal on his fate.

“Sit,” she commanded, her voice like a whip.

Duane obeyed instantly, sinking into the chair across from her. His knees felt weak, and he wondered if she could see him trembling.

She leaned forward, her hands steepled on the desk, her crimson nails gleaming like claws. “Do you have any idea how badly you’ve screwed up, Duane?”

He opened his mouth to speak, but she cut him off with a raised hand. “The proposal. The proposal, Duane. The one I explicitly told you had to be perfect. The one that could have landed us the biggest account this company has seen in years. And what did you do? You handed in something that looked like a high schooler’s first draft.”

“I—I’m sorry, Ms. Johnson,” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper. “I thought it was ready. I didn’t—”

“You didn’t think, Duane. That’s the problem.” She leaned back in her chair, her piercing gaze never leaving his face. “You’ve been distracted. Distracted by something, or someone. Care to enlighten me?”

Duane’s stomach churned. He shook his head, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. “N-no, Ms. Johnson. I—I’ve been focused. I swear.”

Amyna’s lips curved into a smirk, but there was no warmth in it. She reached for her mouse, clicking a few times on her computer. Then she turned the monitor toward him. Duane’s blood ran cold. On the screen was a list of websites—femdom porn sites. His browsing history. He’d been so stupid, using his work computer to look at porn.

“Care to explain this?” she asked, her voice low and dangerous.

Duane felt like the floor had given way beneath him. He couldn’t breathe. He couldn’t think. All he could do was stare at the screen, his face burning with shame.

“Well?”

“I… I…” He stumbled over his words, his mind racing for an excuse, but there was none. The evidence was right there, staring him in the face.

Amyna’s smirk widened, and she leaned forward again, her eyes burning with a mix of amusement and something else—something darker. “Do you like to be dominated, Duane? Do you like to be humiliated?”

His breath hitched. He couldn’t look at her, couldn’t bear to see the judgment in her eyes. But he couldn’t lie, either. Not now. Not with the truth laid bare before them. “Y-yes,” he whispered, his voice trembling. “I do.”

Amyna let out a low, throaty laugh, and it sent shivers down his spine. She stood, smoothing her pencil skirt as she rounded the desk. Duane’s heart raced as she stopped in front of him, her heels clicking sharply against the floor. “Get on your knees,” she ordered, her voice firm and commanding.

Duane hesitated for only a moment before sliding out of the chair and onto his knees before her. His eyes were level with her thighs, her legs encased in sheer black stockings. She crossed her arms, looking down at him with a mixture of disdain and amusement. “Kiss my feet,” she said, her voice dripping with authority.

His hands trembled as he reached for her foot, lifting it slightly. He pressed his lips to the toe of her stiletto, feeling the cool leather against his skin. He kissed it again, then moved to the heel, his tongue darting out to taste the smooth surface.

Amyna let out a soft hum of approval, and it sent a jolt of arousal through him. “Good boy,” she said, her voice low and sultry. “Now, beg me not to fire you.”

“Please, Ms. Johnson,” he whispered, his voice thick with desperation. “Please don’t fire me. I’ll do anything. Anything you want. I’ll—I’ll be better. I promise.”

She tilted her head, considering him for a moment. Then she reached down, unstrapping her heels and slipping them off. She placed one foot on the edge of the chair, her toes wiggling slightly. “Suck my toes,” she commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument.

Duane hesitated for only a moment before leaning forward, his lips closing around her big toe. He sucked gently, his tongue swirling around the soft skin. Amyna let out a soft moan, and it encouraged him to continue, moving to the next toe and the next. Her skin was soft, her toes perfectly manicured, and he found himself lost in the act, his own arousal growing with every sound she made.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her voice husky. “Now, lick my foot.”

He obeyed without hesitation, his tongue tracing a path along the arch of her foot, then up to her ankle. She let out another moan, her hand tangling in his hair, guiding him as he worshipped her. When he reached the top of her foot, she pulled away, her eyes dark with desire.

“Stand up,” she ordered, and he scrambled to his feet, his legs weak beneath him.

Amyna reached for the hem of her skirt, pulling it up to reveal her black lace panties. She hooked her thumbs into the sides, sliding them down her legs and stepping out of them. She tossed them onto her desk, then leaned back against it, spreading her legs.

“Eat me,” she said, her voice firm but tinged with need.

Duane’s knees nearly gave out again, but he forced himself to stay upright, stepping forward until his face was level with her pussy. He could smell her arousal, the scent heady and intoxicating. He leaned in, pressing his lips to her folds, his tongue darting out to taste her.

Amyna let out a low moan, her hands gripping the edge of the desk as he lapped at her, his tongue exploring every inch of her. He found her clit, circling it with the tip of his tongue, and she cried out, her hips bucking against his face.

“Yes,” Amyna breathed, her voice trembling. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

Duane obeyed, his tongue working her clit as his fingers slipped inside her, curling to find that spot that made her gasp. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, and he could feel her body tightening around his fingers. She was close. So close.

“Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice breaking. “Don’t you dare stop.”

He didn’t. He kept going, his tongue and fingers working in perfect harmony until she let out a scream, her body convulsing as she came, her juices gushing onto his face. He lapped at her greedily, drinking her in until she pushed him away, her chest heaving.

Amyna reached into her desk drawer, pulling out a small metal device. Duane’s eyes widened as he recognized it: a chastity cage.

She held it up, a wicked smile spreading across her face. “Unzip your pants,” she ordered, her voice firm. “Now.”

Duane’s hands trembled as he obeyed, unzipping his pants and letting them fall to the floor. His cock was hard, throbbing with need, but Amyna’s smile only widened.

She stepped forward, the chastity device in her hand. “This,” she said, her voice low, “will ensure that there are no more distractions from work. Do you understand?”

Duane nodded, his breath coming in short, shallow gasps. Amyna knelt before him, her hands expertly securing the device around his cock. It was tight, constricting, and he let out a soft whimper as she locked it in place.

She stood, holding the key in her hand, a triumphant smile on her face. “I’ll be holding onto this,” she said, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “And if you’re very good, maybe, just maybe, I’ll let you out.”

A DATE WITH A FOOT LOVER

FM / Foot Fetish / First Person / Foot Worship / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions by Brandi Moore:

I was lounging on the velvet couch in Sam’s mansion, my legs draped lazily over the armrest, scrolling through my phone when the call came in. The ringtone cut through the low hum of the jazz music playing in the background.

“Brandi,” Sam called from across the room, his voice smooth like honey but with an edge that always made me sit up straighter. “Got a date for you. Says his name’s James. Wants something… specific.” He raised an eyebrow, and I could already feel the curiosity prickling under my skin.

I didn’t recognize the name, but that wasn’t unusual. New clients always popped up, especially when word got around about a girl who could handle special requests.

“What kind of specific?” I asked, swinging my legs off the couch and sitting up. My bare feet hit the cool marble floor, and I wiggled my toes absently.

Sam smirked, leaning back in his leather chair. “He wants you to get a pedicure before you head over. Cherry red nails. Said it’s non-negotiable.”

I blinked. A pedicure? That was new. Most of the time, the requests were straightforward—lingerie, roleplay, maybe a toy or two. But this? It felt personal. Intimate even.

“Alright,” I said, standing up and grabbing my heels from where they’d been kicked off by the couch. “Cherry red it is.”

Sam gave me a nod, his gold chain glinting in the light as he leaned forward. “Good luck, kid. And remember—don’t let him push you too far unless it’s worth it.”

The nail salon was just a few blocks away, and soon enough, my toenails were painted a deep, glossy cherry red. I caught myself admiring them more than once on the drive to James’ place. There was something about the color—bold, vibrant, a little dangerous—that made me feel powerful.

When I arrived, James opened the door almost immediately. He was taller than I expected, with broad shoulders and a warm smile that put me at ease. His eyes dropped to my feet instantly, and I saw the way his expression shifted, a flicker of something raw and hungry passing over his face.

“Hi,” he said, stepping aside to let me in. “You must be Brandi.”

“That’s me,” I replied, flashing him my best professional smile. “And you must be James.”

He nodded, closing the door behind us. The apartment was dimly lit, with soft music playing in the background—something slow and sensual. James led me to the couch, and we sat down facing each other.

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a stack of cash, setting it on the table between us. “This is for you,” he said, his voice low. “But first, I need to see those feet.”

I hesitated for just a moment before slipping off my heels and placing my feet in his lap. The second his fingers brushed against my soles, I felt a jolt of electricity shoot up my spine. His touch was gentle but firm, and I could tell he knew exactly what he was doing. He ran his thumbs along the arches of my feet, his eyes never leaving mine.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, his voice barely above a whisper. “Perfect.”

I swallowed hard, feeling a heat start to build in my chest. This wasn’t part of the script, not really, but I couldn’t deny how good it felt. His hands moved up to my ankles, then to my calves, kneading the muscles with a practiced ease.

And then, without warning, he leaned down and pressed his lips to the top of my foot. The sensation was unlike anything I’d ever experienced—warm, wet, intense. I gasped, my back arching slightly as his tongue traced the curve of my arch.

“Oh my god,” I whispered, my voice shaky. “James…”

He didn’t respond, too focused on what he was doing. He sucked lightly on my big toe, his teeth grazing the nail before moving to the next one. Each touch sent waves of pleasure coursing through me, and I found myself gripping the edge of the couch, my knuckles turning white.

By the time he reached my heel, I was trembling, my breath coming in short, shallow gasps. He looked up at me then, his eyes dark with desire, and I could see the effect I was having on him too. His lips were swollen, his cheeks flushed, and his chest rose and fell with each ragged breath.

“You like that?” he asked, his voice rough.

I nodded, unable to form words.

He smiled, a wicked, knowing smile, and then he was kissing his way up my thigh, his hands sliding under the hem of my dress. When his mouth finally reached my core, I nearly screamed. His tongue was expert, relentless, driving me closer and closer to the edge until I thought I might explode.

But then, just as I was about to tip over, he stopped. I whimpered in protest, my hips bucking involuntarily, but he only chuckled, pressing a kiss to my inner thigh before lifting my legs over his shoulders. I felt the head of his cock press against my entrance, and then he was inside me, filling me completely.

As he thrust into me, slow and deep, he kissed my feet again, his tongue swirling around my toes. The combination of sensations was overwhelming—the stretch of him inside me, the heat of his mouth on my skin, the way his breath tickled the sensitive spots between my toes. I cried out, my body convulsing as I came harder than I ever had before.

James groaned, his hips stuttering as he followed me over the edge. He collapsed onto the bed beside me, both of us panting and sweaty, his arms wrapped tightly around my waist.

“That was…” I started, still trying to catch my breath.

“Amazing,” he finished for me, brushing a strand of hair out of my face. “You’re amazing.”

We lay there for a while, tangled together, until my phone buzzed on the nightstand. It was Laura, and I knew she’d want to hear all about my day. But for now, I just wanted to stay here, in this moment, with James’ hand resting gently on my ankle and the memory of his lips on my skin still fresh in my mind.

Lesbian Femdom

A FOOT MASSAGE TURNS EROTIC

FF / Lesbian / Taboo / Celebrity / Massage / Foot Fetish / Fingering / Oral

"Please, Gianna, don't stop," Annette moaned, her voice trembling with a mix of relief and desperate desire.

Her eyes fluttered shut as Gianna's skilled fingers traced delicate patterns along the arch of her foot, sending waves of pleasure crashing through her body.

Gianna looked up from where she was kneeling on the plush carpet of the green room, her dark eyes smoldering with something more than just step-sisterly concern. "Are you sure, Annette? This is... intimate."

Annette nodded, her breath hitching as Gianna’s thumb pressed into a particularly sensitive spot. "Yes, I need this. Please, just... keep going."

—

It had been a grueling day. The concert had been a disaster, the crowd indifferent, the critics harsh. Annette, a talented singer with dreams as vast as her voice, had been on the brink of collapse. Gianna, her step-sister, had been Annette’s biggest supporter, ever since their parents had gotten married. Now, she was on the road with Annette, providing some much needed friendship and comfort.

Gianna had been there through the highs, the lows, the moments when even the strongest performers crumbled under the weight of expectation. But tonight, something felt different. Tonight, Gianna wasn't just offering comfort; she was offering a lifeline.

Earlier that evening, after the final applause had died down to a pitiful murmur, Annette had retreated to the green room, her heart heavy with disappointment. She sat on the edge of the couch, her feet aching from hours of standing in heels, her spirit bruised from the night's reception. Gianna had followed her in, closing the door softly behind her.

"Annette," Gianna had said, her tone gentle but firm. "I know tonight didn't go as planned. But we can fix this. I promise."

Annette had looked up, her eyes red-rimmed and glistening with unshed tears. "Fix it? How? Nothing seems to be working, Gianna. I feel like I'm failing."

Gianna had knelt in front of her, taking one of Annette's hands in hers. "You're not failing. You're just... human. Everyone has bad nights. What matters is how you bounce back."

Annette had sighed, her shoulders slumping. "I don't know if I have it in me anymore."

That's when Gianna had made her unexpected offer. "Would you like a foot massage?"

Annette had looked at her, startled. "A what?"

Gianna had smiled, a hint of mischief in her eyes. "A foot massage. It might help you relax. And maybe... take your mind off things for a little while."

Annette had hesitated, unsure. But there was something in Gianna's gaze, something that spoke of understanding and care, that had made her nod. "Okay. I guess it couldn't hurt."

Now, as Gianna continued to work her magic on Annette's feet, the tension in Annette's body began to melt away. Her toes, so long ignored in the rush of performance, twitched and curled under Gianna's expert touch. The sensation was intoxicating, a blend of pain and pleasure that made Annette's breaths come faster.

Gianna's fingers moved up to Annette's ankle, tracing the delicate line of her calf. "Do you like that?" she asked, her voice low and sultry.

Annette could only nod, her throat too tight with emotion to form words. Gianna's hand slid higher, brushing against the hem of Annette's skirt. Annette's heart raced, her skin tingling with anticipation. They were family. What if their parents found out? She knew this was crossing a line, but she didn't care. All she wanted was more.

"Gianna," Annette whispered, her voice a plea. "Please... touch me."

Gianna's eyes darkened with desire, and she leaned in closer, her lips hovering just above Annette's knee. "Are you sure, Annette? This is... new territory for us."

Annette swallowed hard, her resolve wavering. But the need coiling in her belly was too strong to deny. “I'm sure.”

Gianna hesitated for a moment, then her hand dipped beneath the fabric of Annette's skirt, slipping past the lace edge of her panties. Annette gasped as Gianna's fingers found her slick entrance, her hips bucking involuntarily.

"Shh," Gianna murmured, her voice a tantalizing whisper. "Let me take care of you."

Annette's head fell back, her eyes closing as Gianna's fingers delved deeper, exploring every inch of her most secret places. The sensations were overwhelming, a riot of pleasure and intensity that left Annette breathless.

"Gianna, please," Annette begged, her voice breaking. "Don't stop..."

Gianna's fingers moved faster, her other hand gripping Annette's thigh possessively. "Tell me what you want, Annette," she demanded, her voice laced with command.

Annette's mind swam with desire, every nerve ending screaming for release. "I want... I need you to make me come," she gasped, her voice raw with need. "Please, Gianna, make me come."

Gianna's mouth curved into a wicked smile, and she leaned in, her lips brushing against Annette's inner thigh. "As you wish," she purred, her tongue darting out to taste the moisture gathered there.

Annette shuddered, her entire body quivering with anticipation. "Oh God, Gianna... yes..."

Gianna's tongue flicked against Annette's swollen clit, her fingers still moving in rhythmic strokes inside her. Annette cried out, her hands clutching at Gianna's hair as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over her.

"Harder," Annette pleaded, her voice shaking. "Please, harder..."

Gianna complied, her tongue and fingers working in tandem to push Annette closer to the edge. Annette's world narrowed down to the sensations coursing through her body, the heat and the pressure building until she thought she might explode.

"Gianna... I'm so close," Annette panted, her body tensing as the climax loomed just ahead.

"Let go, Annette," Gianna urged, her voice a seductive murmur. "Feel everything."

Annette did. With a final, desperate cry, she shattered into pieces, her body convulsing with the force of her orgasm. Gianna held her steady, her touch both gentle and insistent as Annette rode out the waves of pleasure.

When it finally subsided, Annette collapsed back onto the couch, her chest heaving with exertion. Gianna pulled away slowly, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

"Better?" she asked, her voice soft.

Annette nodded, too spent to speak. Gianna stood, smoothing out her skirt. "Get dressed," she said, her tone matter-of-fact. "We need to leave before someone comes looking for us."

Annette blinked, her mind still hazy from the intensity of the experience. "Right," she mumbled, reaching for her discarded shoes.

As she slipped them on, Annette glanced at Gianna, a question forming in her mind. "What now?"

Gianna met her gaze, a mysterious smile playing on her lips. "Now, we see what happens next."

Annette frowned, her curiosity piqued. "And what does that mean?"

Gianna stepped closer, her hand resting on Annette's shoulder. "Only time will tell," she said, her voice a low, teasing whisper. "But one thing is certain: with me by your side, there's nothing we can't overcome."

Annette swallowed, her heart pounding with a mixture of excitement and trepidation. "I hope you're right," she said, her voice barely audible.

Gianna squeezed her shoulder gently, then released her. "Trust me, Annette. We'll make it."

With that, Gianna turned and headed for the door, leaving Annette to follow. As they stepped out into the dimly lit hallway, Annette couldn't shake the feeling that her life had just taken a turn in an entirely new direction.

And she couldn't wait to see where it would lead.

CLIMBING THE RANKS

FF / Lesbian / BDSM / Foot Fetish / Body Worship / Oral / Strap-on

“Please, Ice,” Jersey begged. “You won’t regret promoting me. I’ll follow commands. I’ll do everything you ask.”

Jersey was a streetwise gangster with a tough exterior and New Jersey accent that gave her nickname its bite. Her hair was pulled back in a messy bun, accentuating her big brown eyes. She was dressed casually, her T-shirt hugging her slender frame and a gun tucked in the waistband of her baggy jeans.

A shiver ran down Jersey’s spine, her usual confidence disappearing. She had come to Ice’s penthouse looking for a promotion, a way to prove herself to the Blackout Syndicate, increasing her earnings and power. Ice’s eyes, cold and calculating, locked onto hers, demanding submission.

"What do you think this is, Jersey? A charity?" Ice's voice cut through the opulence of the hotel suite like a shard of glass.

Ice’s tone was laced with both curiosity and command, her words dripping with authority. She stood by the floor-to-ceiling window, the city lights framing her silhouette, her short black dress hugging her curves perfectly. The heels she had worn for the meeting were now discarded on the plush carpet, their sharp points glinting under the soft lighting.

Ice was a beautiful queenpin, a leader of the Blackout Syndicate, a violent gang with connections to drug trafficking and extortion. Jersey knew she wasn’t playing around.

Ice took a step forward, her bare feet making no sound on the expensive rug. "Kneel," she commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument.

Jersey hesitated for a fraction of a second, her mind racing with questions and uncertainties. But the promise of climbing the gang's hierarchy was too tempting to resist. Slowly, she dropped to her knees, feeling the roughness of the carpet against her skin.

Ice smirked, clearly satisfied with Jersey's obedience. She sauntered over to the leather sofa and elegantly sat down, crossing one leg over the other. Her toes wiggled slightly as if beckoning Jersey closer.

"You want to move up, don't you?" Ice purred, her voice now softer, almost seductive. "Prove it."

Jersey swallowed hard, her heart pounding in her chest. She crawled forward, her hands gripping the edge of the sofa to steady herself. Ice's feet were immaculate, nails painted a deep crimson, perfectly shaped despite the violence they could inflict. Without giving herself time to reconsider, Jersey leaned in and pressed her lips to Ice's toes.

The sensation of Ice's skin against her mouth was electrifying. Jersey had always prided herself on being tough, on never needing anyone, but here, on her knees, she felt vulnerable in a way she never had before. Ice let out a soft moan, her fingers curling into the leather of the sofa. Encouraged by the reaction, Jersey began to suckle on Ice's toes, each kiss more deliberate than the last.

Ice's moans grew louder, her body shifting subtly on the sofa. "Good girl," she murmured, her fingers now tangled in Jersey's hair.

It was a strange compliment coming from someone who had the power to crush her with just a word, but Jersey found herself strangely aroused by it. She continued her ministrations, moving from toe to toe, her lips trailing up Ice's instep, leaving a trail of wet kisses in their wake.

As Jersey made her way up Ice's leg, her kisses becoming bolder, Ice's breath hitched. "Enough foreplay," Ice said, her voice huskier now.

Ice pulled up her dress, revealing that she wasn't wearing any panties. Jersey's eyes widened at the sight, but she didn't stop. If Ice wanted this, she would give it to her. Jersey moved closer, her nose brushing against the patch of dark curls. Ice's scent was intoxicating, a mix of arousal and something darker, more primal. Jersey's tongue darted out, tasting her for the first time.

Ice gasped, her fingers tightening in Jersey's hair, guiding her movements. "God, yes," Ice breathed, her hips lifting slightly off the sofa.

Jersey lost herself in the rhythm of licking and sucking, her mind focused entirely on pleasing Ice. She couldn't deny the heat building inside her, the thrill of submission mixing with her own desire. Ice's reactions were everything, each moan, each shudder sending waves of pleasure through her body.

Finally, Ice pulled Jersey up, her eyes burning with a mixture of satisfaction and hunger. "You've done well," she said, her voice low and approving. "But there's more."

Jersey's pulse quickened as Ice reached for a bag on the coffee table. She pulled out a large strap-on dildo, its size intimidating yet thrilling.

Ice strapped it on, her movements efficient and confident. "Take your pants off," she commanded, her eyes full of lust.

Jersey unzipped her jeans, dropping them on the plush carpet. She couldn’t believe what was happening, that she was really doing this. But if this was what it took to climb the ranks of the Blackout Syndicate, Jersey would submit.

Ice took Jersey’s hand, leading her to a large leather couch. “Bend over,” she instructed, motioning to the leather sofa.

Jersey obeyed, her heart pounding in her chest. She bent over the sofa, her ass exposed and ready. Ice's fingers trailed along her spine, sending shivers down her body. Then, without warning, Ice thrust into her, the dildo filling her completely.

Jersey cried out, her body clenching around the intruder. Ice set a brutal pace, her hands gripping Jersey's hips tightly. Each thrust was deep and relentless, pushing Jersey closer and closer to the edge.

"Take it," Ice growled, her voice filled with dominance. "Take it all."

Jersey did, her body trembling with need. She could feel her orgasm building, the pressure inside her reaching a breaking point. "Please," she gasped, her voice pleading even though she knew better.

Ice's response was swift and savage. With one final, powerful thrust, she pushed Jersey over the edge. Jersey screamed, her body convulsing with pleasure as she came undone. Ice held her there, not letting go until every ounce of energy had been drained from her.

When it was over, Ice withdrew slowly, her eyes dark with satisfaction. She wiped the sweat from her brow and looked down at Jersey, who was still catching her breath. "You did well," she said, her voice softer now. "Very well."

Jersey nodded, too exhausted to speak. She knew this was just the beginning, but for now, she was content to just enjoy the moment. Inwardly, she beamed with pride. She’d passed Ice’s test, and with Ice’s approval, she knew would make it to the top in no time.

LESBIAN ACTRESSES BLACKMAILED

FFF / Lesbian / Celebrity / Enemies to Lovers / Threesome / BDSM / Voyeurism / Foot Fetish / Masturbation / Oral

The sharp, insistent knock on the dressing room door was like a dagger to the heart of the moment. Amaya's breath hitched, her fingers still tangled in Laura's hair, holding her close after the most electrifying kiss they'd ever shared. Their lips had barely parted, and yet the world outside seemed to be crashing in.

"Go away!" Amaya called out, her voice a mix of desperation and irritation. She didn’t even recognize it—it was too raw, too vulnerable. The kind of sound that betrayed how much she wanted this moment to last forever.

Laura leaned back slightly, her eyes wide with panic as she whispered, "Do you think someone saw us?"

Before Amaya could respond, the knock came again, more forceful this time. A sultry, mocking voice slithered through the door. "Oh, I did see you. And let me tell you, it was quite the show."

Amaya froze. Her heart pounded so hard it felt like it might burst through her ribcage. Milani. That vile tabloid writer who had been sniffing around the set for weeks, trying to dig up dirt on them. She had always been a thorn in their side, but this? This was something else entirely.

"What do you want, Milani?" Laura demanded, her voice shaking but defiant. She straightened her posture, pulling herself together as best she could, though her hands were still trembling.

"Open the door," Milani purred. "Or should I just go tweet about what I saw? Oh, imagine the headlines: 'Famous On-Screen Lovers Caught in Steamy Kiss!' That ought to sell a few papers, don't you think?"

Amaya exchanged a desperate glance with Laura. They both knew they couldn’t risk it. If Milani exposed them, their careers could be ruined. Their carefully crafted images, built over years of hard work, would crumble overnight.

Slowly, reluctantly, Amaya reached for the doorknob and twisted it. The door creaked open, revealing Milani standing there with a smug grin plastered across her face. She stepped inside, her gaze raking over them both with predatory interest.

"Well, well," Milani said, crossing her arms. "Looks like I’ve caught two very naughty girls red-handed."

"What do you want from us, Milani?" Amaya asked, trying to keep her voice steady. Her cheeks burned with humiliation, but she forced herself to meet Milani's gaze.

Milani's grin widened. "I want to see more. I want to watch."

Laura gasped, stepping back. "You can’t be serious."

"Oh, but I am," Milani replied, her tone dripping with malice. "Either I get what I want, or the whole world gets to see what happened here today. Your choice."

Amaya felt Laura's hand tighten on hers, a silent plea for reassurance. They were trapped, and they both knew it. There was no way out of this except to give Milani exactly what she wanted.

Taking a deep breath, Amaya nodded. "Fine. You can watch. But then you leave us alone."

Milani's eyes gleamed with satisfaction. "That’s the spirit. Now, let’s make this interesting."

Amaya turned to Laura, her heart aching at the fear and uncertainty in her lover’s eyes. "It’s okay," she murmured, cupping Laura’s cheek. "We’ll get through this together."

Laura nodded, though her hands were still trembling. Together, they began to undress, shedding their clothes with deliberate slowness. Each piece of fabric they removed felt like a betrayal, a concession to Milani's sick game. But there was no other way.

Amaya sat down on the couch, spreading her legs slightly. Her mind raced, but her body betrayed her, responding to the adrenaline coursing through her veins. She could feel her nipples hardening beneath her bra, her skin tingling with anticipation—or perhaps dread. She wasn’t sure anymore.

Milani stood by the wall, watching with rapt attention. Her fingers twitched, as if itching to touch herself, but she kept them at her sides for now.

"Go on," Milani instructed, her voice low and commanding. "Laura, start with her toes. Show me how much you enjoy pleasing her."

Laura hesitated for a moment, her eyes darting to Amaya's. For a split second, Amaya thought she might refuse. But then Laura knelt down in front of her, resting lightly between Amaya's thighs. Slowly, almost reverently, she took one of Amaya's toes into her mouth.

Amaya let out a soft gasp as warmth flooded through her. It was such a simple, innocent act, and yet it sent shivers racing up her spine. Laura's tongue swirled around her toe, teasing and tantalizing, before moving on to the next. One by one, she lavished attention on each digit, her movements growing bolder with each passing second.

By the time Laura reached Amaya's thigh, Amaya was already flushed with arousal. Her breaths came in shallow gasps, her heart pounding in her chest. She couldn’t believe this was happening, couldn’t believe she was letting someone—a stranger—watch them like this. And yet, there was something undeniably thrilling about it.

"Now, move up," Milani commanded, her voice taking on a sharper edge. "I want to see you taste her."

Laura obeyed without question, her lips trailing higher until they finally reached their destination. Amaya closed her eyes, biting her lip to stifle a moan as Laura's tongue delved into her core. The sensation was overwhelming, electric, and it sent waves of pleasure crashing through her.

At the same time, Milani stepped closer, positioning herself right behind Laura. Her hand disappeared beneath her own skirt, and Amaya could hear the faint sound of her fingers working frantically against her clit. The knowledge that Milani was getting off just from watching them made Amaya's cheeks burn with shame—and yet, somehow, it only heightened her own arousal.

"That’s it," Milani whispered, her voice thick with lust. "Finger her, Laura. Make her moan and groan. I want to see her cum."

Laura's fingers slid into Amaya with practiced ease, pressing against her G-spot while her tongue continued to flick and tease. Amaya's hips bucked involuntarily, her body betraying her as wave after wave of pleasure threatened to consume her.

"Oh god," Amaya whimpered, her voice breaking. "I’m... I’m going to..."

And then it all became too much. Her orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, sweeping her away in its wake. Her entire body shuddered as she cried out, her nails digging into the couch cushions for support.

As Amaya came back down to earth, she realized Milani was still watching, her own breathing heavy and ragged. For a moment, they all just stared at each other, the air thick with tension.

"Well," Milani said finally, her voice calm now but still laced with satisfaction. "That was certainly worth the price of admission."

Without another word, she turned and walked out of the dressing room, leaving Amaya and Laura alone once more. But things were different now. Something had shifted between them, something neither of them could quite put into words.

Amaya looked down at Laura, who was still kneeling between her legs, her expression unreadable. "Did you... did you enjoy that?" she asked hesitantly.

Laura glanced up, her eyes dark with emotion. "Yes," she admitted softly. "More than I thought I would."

Amaya reached down, brushing a strand of hair away from Laura's face. "Me too," she confessed. "But I have a feeling this has just started."

Amaya didn’t know what the future held, but her secret love for Laura was all that mattered.

CAUGHT MASTURBATING BY HER BOSS

FF / Femdom / Lesbian / BDSM / Masturbation / Boss Employee / Bondage / Gag / Teasing / Vibrator / Dildo

The room was thick with the scent of desire, a heady mix of sweat and arousal that clung to the air like a fog. Avriana stood at the threshold of Praise's bedroom, her heart pounding in her chest. Her black and white maid uniform hugged her petite frame, accentuating her tan skin and big brown eyes. Her long dark hair was pulled into a neat ponytail.

The bedroom door had been left slightly ajar, and she had thought it best to check if anything needed attending to before her boss returned. But what she found instead was an unsettlingly intimate tableau.

Avriana had been working as Praise’s housekeeper for several years. Gradually, she’d developed a crush on the sophisticated and sensual older woman, a secret infatuation, a forbidden attraction that she tried to suppress. Praise was the host of frequent lesbian orgies and sex parties with her fabulous friends—gatherings which Avriana, the lowly housekeeper, was never invited to. However, Avriana had to clean up the mess afterwards.

Avriana was becoming more and more curious about Praise’s lifestyle. She looked around the room, imagining the sex acts that must have taken place in there.

Dirty panties lay discarded on the floor, a testament to the intensity of the previous night's activities. A used dildo lay amidst the tangled sheets, glistening with residual fluids. Silk scarves were still tied tightly around the bedposts, remnants of restraints. A bottle of lube sat casually on the nightstand, as if waiting for the next session. The sheets were soaked, clinging to the mattress, evidence of a passion that had run wild.

Avriana's breath quickened. Here, in this room, all barriers seemed to dissolve. She felt a surge of liquid heat between her legs, a tingling that spread from her core to her limbs. Without thinking, she reached down and touched herself through her uniform, feeling the dampness already gathering there.

Her eyes darted to the door, ensuring it was closed. Then she slipped out of her clothes, casting them aside with abandon. Naked, she climbed onto the bed, sinking into the warm fabric that still held Praise's essence. She picked up one of the silk scarves, bringing it to her nose, inhaling deeply. The smell was intoxicating, a blend of Praise's perfume and the musk of arousal.

Avriana's fingers trembled as she reached for the dirty panties, lifting them to her face. She closed her eyes and breathed in, savoring the aroma. It was both familiar and foreign, arousing her in ways she had never experienced. Her hand moved lower, finding the wetness of her own pussy. She moaned softly, her fingers exploring her sex, imagining it was Praise's touch.

Next, she picked up the dildo, its surface still sticky with Praise's juices. She brought it to her lips, tasting the residue, letting it slide between her lips. The flavor was electric, sending shivers down her spine. With her free hand, she resumed her exploration, her fingers working in rhythm with her mouth, sucking and licking the dildo with growing urgency.

She was lost in the fantasy, her body arching, her moans throatier with each passing moment. The world outside this room ceased to exist; there was only the bed, the lingerie, the dildo, and the intoxicating memory of Praise's presence. She could almost feel the sophisticated older woman’s hands on her, guiding her, commanding her.

Suddenly, a loud voice started Avriana from her pleasure. “Da fucks goin’ on here?”

Avriana's head snapped up, her eyes wide with panic. Praise stood at the doorway, her expression a mixture of shock and amusement. Her ebony skin glowed under the dim light, her long black hair cascading over her shoulders. She wore a black lace top that hugged her curves seductively, paired with a leather mini skirt that accentuated her tall, statuesque frame.

Avriana's heart raced, her mind scrambling for an explanation. “I was just cleaning, Miss Praise,” she stammered, trying to cover herself with the sheet. “I didn't know you'd be back so soon.”

Praise stepped closer, her high heels clicked crisply on the floor. Her gaze swept over Avriana’s body, finally resting on the small toy in her hand still wet with liquid. A wicked smile curled at the corner of her mouth.

“Oh, really?” Praise asked, voice was low and commanding. “You were cleaning my dildo with your mouth?” Her eyes sharpened, as if they could pierce through Avriana’s soul.

Avriana’s face flushed red, a mix of shame and fear. She wanted to explain, but her throat felt blocked, unable to make a sound. She could only lower her head, unable to meet Praise’s eyes.

Praise walked to the bed, leaning in close to Avriana’s face. “Baby girl, ”she whispered, “If you wanna keep working here, you’re gonna have to learn how to submit.”

Avriana’s heart skipped a beat, both fearful and anticipatory. She knew she was in an irreversible situation. She might even lose her job, but the desire for Praise overwhelmed her senses.

Praise reached out, taking the small toy from Avriana. Her fingers lightly caressed the residue on it. “It seems you like this,” she said, holding the toy up to Avriana’s face. “Open your mouth.”

Avriana hesitated for a moment, then slowly opened her mouth. Praise placed the toy in her between her lips, letting her continue to suck on it. Meanwhile, Praise’s fingers began to roam over Avriana’s bod. Each time she touched a sensitive spot, Avriana would involuntarily shudder.

“You like that, baby?” Praise asked, her tone laced with a hint of mockery. “Or do you wanna be licked?”

Avriana closed her eyes, feeling the pleasure of Praise’s fingers roaming over her skin. She didn't know how to respond. She could only silently admit it in her heart. Yes, she loved every second of it.

Praise grabbed the silk scarves that lay strewn about the floor. Avriana knew what was coming as Praise began tying her wrists to the bed posts. Praise's dark eyes glinted with satisfaction as she secured the final knot in the silk scarf, binding Avriana in a helpless position.

Praise placed a gag between Avriana’s lips, securing it tightly. The room was filled with the soft rustle of fabric and the muffled moans escaping through the gag stuffed into Avriana's mouth. Praise admired her handiwork, ensuring that Avriana was completely at her mercy.

“Damn, girl, you sure look good like that,” Praise purred, her voice a sultry whisper that sent shivers down Avriana's spine. She trailed a finger along Avriana's collarbone, tracing the delicate line until it dipped between her breasts. “Ready for more?”

Avriana's eyes widened with anticipation, her body trembling with a mix of fear and excitement. She nodded eagerly, her silent plea for more evident in her desperate gaze.

Praise chuckled softly and reached for the vibrator on the nightstand. She turned it on, the low hum filling the room as she pressed it against Avriana's inner thigh. The sensation was electric, causing Avriana to arch her back and strain against her restraints. Praise watched with amusement, deliberately drawing out the moment by moving the vibrator closer and closer to Avriana's clit but never quite reaching it.

“Aww, so close,” Praise mused, her tone dripping with delight. “Do you wanna cum? Or should I keep teasing you?”

“Mmm, mmm,” Avriana whimpered behind the gag, her body screaming for release. Avriana's hips bucked involuntarily, her frustration growing with each passing second.

“What’s that? I can’t hear you,” asked Praise, taunting Avriana as she denied her the climax she craved. “You said, keep teasing?”

Praise was in no hurry. She loved the power she held over Avriana, the way her touch could drive her housekeeper to the brink of madness. With a wicked grin, Praise finally brought the vibrator to Avriana's clit, circling the sensitive spot with tantalizing precision. Avriana's breath hitched, her entire body tensing as waves of pleasure began to ripple through her. Praise increased the  intensity, watching with rapt attention as Avriana's moans grew louder, her eyes fluttering closed in ecstasy.

But just as Avriana felt herself on the verge of climax, Praise abruptly pulled the vibrator away. Avriana's eyes snapped open, pleading with Praise to continue. But Praise shook her head, her expression one of indulgent cruelty.

"Not yet," she whispered, leaning in to capture Avriana's nipple between her teeth. She bit down gently, eliciting a sharp gasp from her captive. "I want to hear you beg."

Avriana's mind raced, torn between the need to submit and the desire to resist. She realized her job might be on the line, if she didn’t perform well for Praise. But her body betrayed her, responding instinctively to Praise's commands. She struggled to form words around the gag, her muffled pleas barely intelligible.

Praise's laugh was soft and mocking. "Good girl," she murmured, her fingers trailing down to Avriana's swollen pussy. She delved two fingers inside, crooking them expertly to find that sweet spot that would drive Avriana wild.

Avriana's hips rocked against Praise's hand, her moans growing louder and more urgent. She could feel the pressure building again, the need for release gnawing at her insides. But Praise had other plans. With a firm grip, she withdrew her fingers and replaced them with her lips and tongue.

The sensation of Praise's warm, wet mouth on her most sensitive flesh was almost too much to bear. Avriana writhed against her bonds, her body spasming with the effort to hold back the tidal wave of pleasure threatening to drown her. Praise's tongue flicked and swirled, commanding every nerve ending in Avriana's pussy to come alive.

“Baby girl, you taste so good,” Praise breathed against Avriana's flesh, her voice thick with arousal.

Avriana could barely think straight, her mind a haze of pleasure and submission. She could feel herself slipping deeper into Praise's web, entranced by the woman who held her so firmly in her grasp. Every lick, every nibble, sent shocks of pleasure coursing through her body.

Praise's hands returned to the nightstand, retrieving the dildo once more. It gleamed in the dim light, a testament to the hours of enjoyment it had provided. Without preamble, Praise positioned the toy at Avriana's entrance and thrust forward, burying it deep inside her.

Avriana cried out, her body shuddering with the force of the impact. Praise wasted no time, pumping the dildo in and out of Avriana with relentless fervor. Each thrust was met with a moan of approval, Avriana's hips lifting off the bed to meet the thick rod.

“Such a good little whore,” Praise taunted, her voice husky with passion. “You love being my toy.”

Avriana could only nod, too lost in the throes of pleasure to respond verbally. Praise's words were fuel to her fire, stoking the flames of her desire until they burned white-hot. She could feel herself teetering on the edge once more, her climax hovering just out of reach.

Determined to push her over the precipice, Praise pressed her finger against Avriana's asshole, slowly sliding inside. The added sensation was almost too much to bear, sending Avriana spiraling into a frenzy of need and longing. Avriana's heart pounded in her chest, her resolve crumbling under Praise's unrelenting pressure.

"Please..." Avriana managed to choke out, her voice breaking with desperation. "Please, let me come..."

As Praise’s finger teased Avriana’s ass, the dildo stretched the walls of her pussy. With one deep thrust, Avriana lost control, her juices flowing all over the bed. Avriana’s muscles contracted around the dildo, grasping it hard, as her eyes rolled back in sheer delight. Avriana had never had such an intense sexual experience.

“Submit to me,” whispered Praise, her voice hypnotic. “And I can make you cum like this all the time.”

“Yes... yes!” she cried out, her voice muffled by the gag but unmistakable in its desperation. “I’m yours.”

Praise's lips curled into a satisfied smile. She pulled the gag from Avriana’s mouth. “We have a lot more training to do,” she explained with a mysterious look in her eyes.

Avriana nodded, her heart racing with excitement.

“You’ll have to obey me,” Praise warned, looking stern. “This ain’t a game, Avriana.”

“I will,” Avriana promised, sealing her fate.

“And by the way, don’t ever use my toys again without permission,” Praise added, a wicked smile spreading across her face.

Praise gave Avriana a kiss, before getting up to get dressed. She left Avriana to clean up the mess they’d made, saying she’d be back later.

Avriana couldn’t wait to find out what would happen next. She knew she’d changed her relationship with Praise, forever, putting her employment in jeopardy. However, Avriana didn’t care. Although she was taking a treacherous path, she was eager to submit to her boss.

A SOCIALITE’S DOMINANT DESIRES

FF / Femdom / Lesbian / BDSM / Voyeurism / Spanking / Teasing / Oral / Dildo / Vibrator / Collar

The heavy oak door of the exclusive club swung open with a silent, almost reverent creak. Marla, her tailored suit hugging her curves perfectly, stepped inside, her heels clicking on the polished marble floor. The beautiful socialite had the perfect life, but she craved excitement. It seemed she had everything, yet she felt bored with life. She was always chasing the next adventure, anything to drown out the monotony of her trust fund and preordained future.

The air was thick with anticipation, a sweet, heady blend of leather and musk that sent shivers down her spine. She had been here before, but tonight felt different. Tonight, she intended to explore the darker edges of her desires.

The club was dimly lit, the shadows playing hide and seek with the patrons. Marla's eyes scanned the room, taking in the various scenes unfolding around her. Couples and groups engaged in acts of submission and dominance, their faces hidden behind masks or obscured by the low light. It was a world of secrets and hidden identities, one where power exchanges were not just allowed but celebrated.

As Marla continued to survey the room, her gaze landed on a particularly captivating scene. A woman, her body clad in tight leather, was bound to a metal frame with ropes that accentuated every curve. Her hair, a cascade of fiery red, fell over her face, hiding her expression. But it was her submissive, a slender figure with raven-black hair, who truly drew Marla's attention.

The submissive, known only as Baby, knelt at the feet of the dominant, her head bowed in submission. Her hands were held above her head, wrists bound together with a leather cuff. The way she moved, the way she responded to the slightest command, sent a thrill through Marla's core. There was an elegance to her submission, a grace that spoke of years of training and devotion.

Marla watched, entranced, as the dominant woman whispered something in Baby's ear. The submissive's body trembled slightly, her breath hitching as she nodded obediently. The dominant then raised a whip, its tail flickering like a snake before making contact with Baby's bare skin. The crack echoed through the room, followed by a soft gasp from Baby. But there was no fear in her eyes, only a deep, abiding trust.

It was this trust, this unwavering commitment, that captivated Marla the most. She had seen many submissives over the years, but none had stirred her desire quite like Baby. There was something about her, a raw intensity that begged to be explored, to be mastered.

Determined to claim what she desired, Marla made her way through the crowd, her presence commanding attention without her needing to say a word. She reached the edge of the scene and waited, her eyes locked on Baby. The dominant woman noticed her arrival and gave a slight nod, acknowledging Marla's authority without question.

"Baby," Marla's voice was smooth, like velvet, "I have a proposition for you."

The submissive looked up, her dark eyes meeting Marla's with a mixture of curiosity and deference. "Yes, Mistress?"

Marla leaned closer, her lips brushing against Baby's ear as she whispered, "Anything you desire, if you submit to me tonight."

Baby's breath caught, her body trembling beneath Marla's touch. "Anything?" she repeated, her voice barely more than a whisper.

"Yes," Marla replied, her tone leaving no room for doubt. "Everything."

Baby hesitated, looking at the dominant woman for approval.

The domme nodded. “Go with her, Baby,” she instructed, seeing the desire in Baby’s eyes.

“Okay,” Baby agreed, ready to see what Marla had planned.

Marla smiled, a slow, predatory grin that promised both pleasure and pain. "Good girl," she murmured, her hand stroking Baby's cheek. "Now, follow me."

With a final nod to the dominant woman, Marla led Baby away from the crowd, deeper into the recesses of the club. They entered a private room, the door shutting behind them with a soft click. The space was dimly lit, the walls lined with various implements of pleasure and pain. Marla gestured for Baby to kneel, which the submissive did without hesitation.

"Hands behind your back," Marla commanded, her voice a low purr. Baby complied, her fingers fumbling slightly as she clasped them together. Marla produced a pair of leather cuffs from a nearby table and fastened them around Baby's wrists, securing her hands in place.

"You've done well," Marla said, her eyes scanning Baby's form with approval. "But now, it's time to see how well you can handle discipline."

Baby's eyes widened slightly, but she remained silent, her posture perfect. Marla took a step back and regarded her submissive thoughtfully. She wanted to test Baby's limits, to push her further than anyone else had dared.

"Spread your legs," Marla ordered, her voice steady. Baby obeyed, her thighs parting to reveal the soft flesh between them. Marla's heart pounded in her chest as she reached for a paddle, its surface smooth and cool to the touch. She brought it down with a measured force, watching as the impact reddened Baby's skin. The submissive gasped, a sound that sent a jolt of arousal through Marla.

She spanked Baby again, harder this time, reveling in the feel of the paddle against flesh. Baby's cries grew louder, but there was no hint of resistance in her movements. If anything, her body seemed to welcome the pain, arching slightly towards each strike.

"Tell me," Marla murmured, "do you enjoy this, Baby?"

Baby's voice was strained, but clear. "Yes, Mistress. I do."

Marla's smile returned, dark and triumphant. "Good," she said, setting the paddle aside. "Now, let's see how you handle something a bit... more intimate."

She turned to the table, selecting a variety of toys, each one designed to tease and torment in equal measure. Baby watched with wide, eager eyes as Marla approached, a vibrator in one hand and a dildo in the other.

"Open wide," Marla instructed, and Baby did as she was told, her mouth opening obediently. Marla slid the dildo inside, watching as Baby's throat worked to accommodate the intrusion. She thrust it in and out slowly, savoring the sight of Baby's struggle and surrender.

Once satisfied, Marla withdrew the dildo and moved lower, plunging the dildo deep into Baby’s pussy. Baby let out a moan as Marla pounded her hard, each thrust bringing a new wave of pleasure. She felt ecstasy rising, but as soon as she got close, Marla slowed down. Baby wouldn’t be allowed to cum just yet.

Marla withdrew the dildo, leaving Baby frustrated. She grabbed a small vibrator from the selection of sex toys. “This should make you squirm,” she whispered in Baby’s ear.

Marla positioned the vibrator against Baby's clit. The submissive's hips bucked instinctively, a desperate plea for release. But Marla had other plans. She teased Baby mercilessly, increasing the vibration just enough to keep her hovering on the edge of orgasm, but never allowing her to fall over.

"Not yet," Marla whispered, her voice a sultry promise. "You'll come when I say you can."

Baby whimpered, her body trembling with need. Marla could see the strain in her eyes, the way her muscles tensed with the effort of holding back. It was intoxicating, knowing she had this much control over someone so fiercely devoted.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Marla relented. She increased the vibration one last time, flooding Baby with sensation. The submissive's body convulsed, a torrent of pleasure overwhelming her senses. She cried out, her voice filled with pure ecstasy as she came hard, her release painting her thighs slick.

When Baby's breathing began to slow, Marla gently guided her to her knees. The submissive looked up at her, her eyes glazed with contentment.

"Please," Baby whispered, her voice hoarse with need. "May I taste you, Mistress?"

Marla's heart raced, a thrill of anticipation coursing through her veins. "Yes," she breathed, her voice thick with desire. "Taste me, Baby."

Marla's command hung in the air like a promise, and Baby's breath quickened in response. The submissive leaned forward, her lips hovering just above Marla's drenched core. Her tongue darted out, wet and eager, as she traced a slow circle around Marla's clit. The sensation was electric, sending shivers down Marla's spine.

"That's it, Baby," Marla murmured, her hands threading through the submissive's hair. "Taste every inch of me."

Baby complied, her tongue delving deeper, exploring the folds of Marla's pussy with a reverence that bordered on worship. She sucked gently on Marla's clit, the suction creating a delicious pressure that made Marla's hips buck involuntarily. Baby's fingers joined the exploration, sliding into Marla's slick entrance as her mouth continued its relentless assault on Marla's most sensitive nerve endings.

Marla gasped, her body arching off the bed. "Yes, just like that," she groaned, her voice ragged with desire. "You're doing so well, Baby. Keep going."

Baby's eyes fluttered closed, a look of pure concentration on her face as she focused on bringing Marla to the brink. Her tongue flicked faster, dancing a tantalizing rhythm against Marla's throbbing clit. Each stroke sent waves of pleasure crashing through Marla's body, building higher and higher until she felt her orgasm coiling tight within her.

"Oh God," Marla moaned, her fingers tightening in Baby's hair. "I'm so close, Baby. So close..."

Baby responded by increasing the intensity of her ministrations, her tongue working in tandem with her fingers to push Marla over the edge. The combination of sensations was too much to bear, and with a cry of release, Marla came hard, her orgasm sweeping through her like a tidal wave. Her body convulsed, her muscles quivering with the force of her climax as she rode the waves of pleasure.

When at last the tremors subsided, Marla lay back, breathless and sated. Baby remained between her legs, her gaze locked onto Marla's face as if waiting for further instruction. Marla reached down, lifting Baby's chin so their eyes met.

"You did beautifully, Baby," Marla said softly, her voice filled with genuine affection. "But there's more you need to understand about your role."

Baby blinked, her expression curious but attentive. "What do you mean, Mistress?"

Marla sat up, pulling Baby into her lap as she spoke. "As my submissive, you are not just someone I play with. You are mine. Completely and utterly. Your pleasure, your limits, your boundaries—they all belong to me. Do you understand?"

Baby nodded, her eyes wide with comprehension. "Yes, Mistress. I understand."

"Good," Marla replied, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. "Now, let me show you something else."

She stood, guiding Baby to stand as well. From a nearby drawer, Marla retrieved a sleek, black collar. The leather was soft to the touch, adorned with a small silver pendant bearing Marla's initials. It was a symbol of ownership, a mark of Baby's submission to her.

Marla held the collar up, letting Baby see it clearly. "This collar represents your commitment to me, Baby. It's a reminder that you belong to me, body and soul."

Baby's throat tightened as she looked at the collar. A mix of emotions swirled within her—fear, excitement, devotion. "I want that, Mistress," she said quietly, her voice thick with emotion. "I want to be yours completely."

Marla's heart swelled with pride. "Then wear it with pride, my sweet submissive."

With gentle but firm hands, Marla fastened the collar around Baby's neck. The fit was perfect, snug but not restrictive. As the clasp clicked into place, a thrill of possessiveness shot through Marla. Baby belonged to her now, truly and utterly.

Baby touched the collar reverently, her fingers tracing the initials engraved on the pendant. "Thank you, Mistress," she whispered, her voice trembling with gratitude.

Marla cupped Baby's cheek, her thumb brushing away a tear that had escaped. "You're welcome, Baby. But our journey is far from over. There's much more we have to explore together."

Baby nodded, her eyes shining with trust and eagerness. "Whatever you desire, Mistress. I'm ready."

THE BARBER SHOP BROTHEL

FF / Femdom / Lesbian / BDSM / Police / BDSM / Fingering / Dildo / Anal

The bell above the barber shop door jingled as Detective Ana Lewis pushed her way in, her trench coat swirling around her legs. The place was quiet, save for the faint hum of an old radio playing jazz in the corner. A single barber chair sat empty, its leather cracked with age. The air smelled like talcum powder and stale cigarettes.

Ana’s sharp eyes scanned the room. No customers. No buzz of conversation she expected from a gambling den. Just silence and shadows. She adjusted the collar of her coat, her fingers brushing against the badge hidden beneath. This is it, she thought. The tip led me here.

A voice broke through the stillness. “Can I help you?”

Ana turned to see a woman leaning against the counter, arms crossed. She looked… unexpected. Late twenties, maybe early thirties, with dark red hair that fell in loose waves over her shoulders. Her smirk was sharp, almost mocking, as if she knew exactly why Ana was there. Her white blouse clung to her body just enough to hint at the curves beneath, and her black slacks hugged her hips like a second skin.

“Ruby?” Ana asked, her tone neutral, though her heart skipped a beat at the sight of her.

“That’s me,” Ruby said, pushing off the counter and walking toward her. Her heels clicked against the floor, each step deliberate, confident. “You lost? Or are you here for a trim?”

Ana felt a flicker of irritation but kept her expression calm. “Neither. I got a tip about some… extracurricular activities going on here.”

Ruby’s smirk widened. “Extracurricular, huh? You mean like poker nights? Or maybe something more interesting?” Her voice dipped low, teasing, almost sultry. “Like what happens in the back room?”

Ana swallowed hard, her mind racing. Damn it, she knows. “I’m investigating a report of illegal activity. Gambling, prostitution—”

Ruby cut her off with a laugh, soft and throaty. “Oh, honey, don’t play coy. I can smell a cop a mile away. And you…” Her gaze lingered on Ana, appraising, curious. “You’re not just any cop, are you? You’re here because you want to see what’s really going on. Don’t deny it.”

Ana’s pulse quickened. Ruby’s confidence was intoxicating, her presence commanding. There was something magnetic about her, something that made Ana’s usual guard falter. Ruby was baiting Ana. “I’m here to do my job,” Ana said, but her voice lacked conviction.

Ruby stepped closer, her perfume—something floral and bold—filling Ana’s senses. “Your job, huh?” she murmured. “Or maybe… your pleasure?”

Ana’s breath hitched. Ruby’s hand reached out, brushing against Ana’s coat, her touch light but deliberate. “Tell you what,” Ruby said, her voice dropping to a whisper. “Why don’t you come with me, and I’ll show you exactly what goes on behind closed doors? Then you can decide if it’s worth shutting down.”

Ana hesitated, her hands tightening into fists. Her training screamed at her to arrest this woman now, to haul her in for questioning. But Ruby’s offer was too tempting. Curiosity burned in her gut, and something deeper stirred beneath it—a desire she hadn’t felt in years, not since her divorce.

It’s just recon, she told herself. Just getting the lay of the land.

“All right,” Ana said finally, her voice steady despite the storm raging inside her. “Show me.”

Ruby’s grin was predatory. “That’s what I like to hear.” She turned on her heel, leading Ana toward the back of the shop. The door creaked open to reveal a dimly lit hallway, the walls covered in peeling wallpaper. At the end was another door, this one solid, with a heavy lock.

Ruby produced a key and unlocked it, pushing the door open to reveal a small, private space. A narrow bed was tucked into the corner, its sheets crisp and white. A vanity mirror hung on the wall, dotted with lipstick and perfume bottles.

“Make yourself comfortable,” Ruby said, her tone casual, as if they were discussing tea rather than something far more illicit.

Ana glanced around, her heart pounding. This wasn’t what she’d expected. The room had an air of intimacy, something unsettlingly personal. She should leave. She should call for backup and take Ruby into custody. But her feet refused to move. Instead, she found herself shrugging off her coat, folding it neatly before placing it on a nearby chair.

Ruby watched her, her smile deepening. “Good girl. Now, let’s get you ready.”

Ana’s breath caught as Ruby’s hands moved to her blouse, unbuttoning it slowly, deliberately. Each button undone seemed to tug at something deep within her, loosening her resolve, her inhibitions.

“You’re nervous,” Ruby observed, her voice smooth as silk. “Don’t be. Trust me, I’ll take care of you.”

Ana wanted to protest, to say she didn’t need taking care of, but the words wouldn’t come. Instead, she stood there, letting Ruby strip her down piece by piece. First the blouse, then the bra, exposing her bare chest to the cool air. Ruby’s hands roamed freely, tracing the curve of her breasts, pinching her nipples until they hardened under her touch.

“So responsive,” Ruby murmured, her lips curving into a wicked smile. “You’re going to be perfect.”

Ana’s cheeks burned, but she couldn’t tear her eyes away from Ruby’s. The woman’s gaze was hypnotic, pulling her in like a moth to a flame.

Next came the skirt, sliding down her hips to pool at her feet. Ruby knelt in front of her, slipping off her panties with a deft motion. Ana’s breath hitched as she stood naked, exposed, her nerve endings singing under Ruby’s scrutiny.

“Beautiful,” Ruby said simply, standing and running a hand down Ana’s stomach. Her fingers skimmed lower, brushing against the curls between her thighs. “Spread your legs.”

Ana obeyed, her body moving of its own accord. Ruby’s fingers circled her clit, teasing, gently pressing until Ana gasped. “God, you’re wet already,” Ruby whispered, her voice dripping with admiration. “You like this, don’t you?”

Ana tried to respond, but her words caught in her throat. All she could do was nod, her head swimming with arousal.

Ruby chuckled softly. “Good. Because we’re just getting started.” Her fingers slid lower, delving into Ana’s folds.

Ana bit her lip to stifle a moan, her hips instinctively rocking against Ruby’s hand.

“That’s it,” Ruby coaxed, her voice low and husky. “Let go for me.”

Ana did, her body arching as Ruby’s fingers worked their magic. Pleasure coiled tight within her, building with every stroke. She could feel herself teetering on the edge, her control slipping away.

And then Ruby pulled away, leaving her gasping, aching for more.

“Not yet,” Ruby said, her tone firm. “We have more to teach you first.”

Ana opened her eyes, her vision fogged with lust. Ruby stood before her, holding something in her hand—a dildo, thick and intimidating.

“Get on the bed,” Ruby commanded. “On your back.”

Ana obeyed without question, lying down and spreading her legs wide. Ruby grinned, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Good girl. Now, take it like a pro.”

Ruby knelt between Ana’s legs, her smirk sharp as a blade. The dildo in her hand gleamed under the dim light of the backroom, its size intimidating but also strangely thrilling. Ana’s breath hitched as Ruby stroked the length of it along her inner thigh, drawing slow, deliberate lines that made Ana’s skin prickle with anticipation.

“You’re doing so well,” Ruby murmured, her voice low and honeyed. “Just relax, let me show you what you’re capable of.”

Ana’s heart pounded in her chest, a mix of fear and exhilaration coursing through her veins. She wanted to protest, to remind herself of her duty, but the words stuck in her throat. Instead, she swallowed hard and nodded, her body betraying her with every shuddering breath.

Ruby positioned the tip of the dildo at Ana’s entrance, pressing gently but firmly. Ana gasped, her hips instinctively lifting to meet the pressure. Ruby chuckled softly, her free hand bracing against Ana’s thigh.

“That’s it,” Ruby whispered, her voice dripping with approval. “Take it slow, feel it. You can handle this, I know you can.”

The first inch slid inside, and Ana bit her lip to stifle a moan. The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of stretching and fullness that made her core tighten. Ruby watched her closely, her gaze intense and unyielding.

“Good girl,” Ruby praised, her tone firm but not unkind. “Now, take more.”

Another inch slipped inside, then another, until finally, Ruby had worked the entire length of the dildo into Ana’s throbbing heat. Ana’s nails dug into the sheets as she fought to keep control, but her body betrayed her, shivering under Ruby’s expert touch.

Ruby leaned in closer, her lips brushing against Ana’s ear as she began to move the dildo slowly, in and out. “Let yourself feel it,” she whispered, her voice a sultry purr. “Don’t hold back.”

Let yourself feel it. The words echoed in Ana’s mind, a quiet rebellion against the walls she’d built around herself. Slowly, tentatively, she let go, her hips moving in rhythm with Ruby’s thrusts. The pleasure coiled tighter and tighter, threatening to consume her.

“That’s it,” Ruby said again, her voice rising slightly. “Let it happen. You deserve this.”

Ana’s eyes fluttered shut as the orgasm built, wave after wave of pure, unadulterated bliss crashing over her. When it finally hit, she cried out, her body arching off the bed as the intensity overwhelmed her. Ruby didn’t stop, continuing to pump the dildo into her as she rode out the waves of pleasure.

When Ana’s breathing finally steadied, Ruby withdrew the dildo and set it aside. She wiped her hand on a nearby towel and leaned down to kiss Ana’s sweat-slicked stomach, her lips lingering for just a moment too long.

“Not bad for a beginner,” Ruby teased, her smirk returning. “But we’re not done yet.”

Ana’s eyes widened in surprise. “What? There’s more?”

Ruby stood up, her movements fluid and confident. She reached for a small bottle of lube on the bedside table and popped the cap open. “Oh, there’s always more,” she said, her tone playful but laced with something darker. “You think I’d let you leave here without being fully trained?”

Ana’s pulse quickened as Ruby returned to her side, the cool touch of lube slicking her fingers. Ruby’s eyes met hers, dark and unreadable. “Now, this is the part where you really have to trust me,” she said, her voice dropping to a near-whisper.

Before Ana could respond, Ruby’s lubed fingers were pressing against her asshole, teasingly circling the tight entrance. Ana tensed, her breath catching in her throat.

“Relax,” Ruby commanded, her tone brooking no argument. “I won’t hurt you. Just let me in.”

Reluctantly, Ana forced herself to loosen up, her muscles quivering as Ruby’s finger pressed inside. The intrusion was startling at first, but it quickly gave way to a strange, biting sensation that Ana found… not unpleasant.

Ruby worked her slowly, adding a second finger once Ana seemed comfortable. Her movements were precise, almost clinical, but there was an underlying warmth in her touch that kept Ana from feeling too exposed.

“You’re doing great,” Ruby murmured, her voice soft and encouraging. “Just a little further, and then we’ll see how much you can take.”

Ana nodded weakly, her entire focus narrowed down to the sensations in her body. Ruby’s fingers felt like they were everywhere at once, stretching her, exploring her, coaxing her into submission. And somehow, impossibly, Ana found herself wanting more.

When Ruby finally removed her fingers, Ana let out a shaky breath, her body feeling both exhausted and electrified. Ruby didn’t waste any time, picking up the dildo again and coating it generously with lube.

“Ready?” Ruby asked, her tone light but her eyes sharp.

Ana hesitated, her mind screaming at her to stop, to pull away, to remember who she was and why she was here. But her body had other ideas, and before she could overthink it, she nodded.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Ruby smiled, a slow, predatory grin that sent a shiver down Ana’s spine. “Good girl,” she said, positioning the slick dildo against Ana’s asshole. “Now, take it. All of it.”

The first press was slow, agonizingly so, but Ana bore it, her hands gripping the sheets tightly as she willed herself to relax. The pain was sharper this time, more acute, but beneath it was a strange, intoxicating pleasure that Ana couldn’t ignore.

“That’s it,” Ruby said, her voice steady. “Take it. You’re stronger than you think.”

Gradually, inch by inch, the dildo slipped inside, stretching Ana in ways she hadn’t thought possible. By the time it was fully seated, she was trembling, a mix of discomfort and arousal making her vision swim.

Ruby waited a moment, giving Ana time to adjust. When she finally began to move, it was with the same precision as before, each thrust calculated to maximize both pleasure and pain.

Ana’s breath came in short, ragged gasps, her body twitching uncontrollably under the onslaught. Ruby’s movements grew faster, harder, relentless in their intensity.

“Come on,” Ruby urged, her voice laced with urgency. “Let it happen. Don’t hold back.”

And just like that, it was over. Ana’s world exploded in a cascade of blinding pleasure, her body convulsing as she came apart beneath Ruby’s relentless assault. Her cries echoed in the small room, raw and unrestrained.

Ruby slowed her pace as Ana’s climax subsided, eventually stopping altogether. She withdrew the dildo carefully, setting it aside before collapsing onto the bed beside Ana.

For a long moment, neither woman spoke, the only sound the harsh rasp of their breathing. Finally, Ruby broke the silence, her voice low and thoughtful.

“Well,” Ruby said, glancing at Ana with a knowing smile. “I think you’ve got potential. If you ever leave the force, you can always come work here.”

Ana chuckled. She knew she’d never leave the force. She should have arrested Ruby, but there was something about her—something that attracted Ana. “See you next time, Ruby,” Ana said as she walked out of the barbershop.
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