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Life Is Good

One benefit of working from home, which I did a few days a week, was that you could wear whatever you liked. The success of my second article, establishing Perving With Petra as a bimonthly column, had persuaded my magazine Lyfe of Sin to give me a handsome wage rise as well as a host of other perks. I had celebrated by going out and indulging my most expensive habit by adding to my substantial collection of lingerie. My boyfriend Nick was out on one of his rare office days, leaving me alone to do my research for my next article. While there might be no one else to enjoy the show that hadn't stopped me from trying on some of my new sets, figuring that it was a good way to get me into the right head space for finding sexy and salacious ideas for my article. That’s why I sat in front of my computer, clad in a jet-black Bluebella set complete with seamed stockings and patent heels.

My deal with my editor, that I would write their sleazy sex column in return for a shot at more lofty assignments, had already paid dividends. I had been allowed to write a long-form piece about the latest trends in experimental theater, getting to meet luminaries of the emerging scene at an artsy loft party. It had been fun, enriching, and rewarding, producing a moderately well-read and generally well-regarded piece. My editors had congratulated me, but I could tell they were far more excited about the next installment of Perving With Petra. As, so it happened, was I.

My two trips so far, to a ladies’ night at a porn theater and to a high-class adults-only party at a hotel, had led to some hot and heavy sex with my boyfriend. This unexpected turn in my career had put a new spark into our sex life, leading us to explore a slow-burning mutual desire for me to take control. It was gratifying to feel like a successful writer and even more gratifying to feel like a sex goddess. That’s why, with my editor on holiday and fresh out of ideas, I found myself trawling forums and magazines to see what kinky diversions could be found in New York City.

I came across the concept of a foot fetish party on Reddit, with a quick Google search providing not only more details but also a number of local events. The basic idea seemed to be that foot fanatics would pay to attend while willing women would be paid to attend or at least get in for free, with all sorts of rubbing and licking and sucking going on. Like speed dating, with feet. Or prostitution, that puritanical little part of me left over from my teenage years said.

The whole thing intrigued me on a number of levels. The idea of people getting their sexual jollies purely from feet was interesting, particularly when the internet provided ready opportunities for more traditional kinds of sexual servicing. Overall though, it wasn’t one of the weirder fetishes out there. The party aspect of it was also something that fascinated me. How do the women interact with each other, how do they view the customers? Is there a sense of shame, or a strange camaraderie?

There was plenty of gender politics at play. The customers all seemed to be men and the “models” were women, but was that always the case? Were there gay versions of this? Were the men all the way I imagined them, or were they more varied?

So many questions. That told me with was a good idea, one that people would read about. I also had a more personal reason for my enthusiasm, though. Ever since our hot and sweaty session at the Kraft-Ebbing hotel Nick and I had been indulging in foot play, almost every day in fact. He had always liked my feet and I had always enjoyed a nice massage, but since we started playing around with our new dynamic it had become turbocharged. One night I had him kiss my feet while I used a vibrator on myself and the next I had him suck my toes while he pounded me. I had jokingly shoved my socks in his face after the gym and I swear he almost came, an idea got me so hot and bothered that I made him go down on me right there. My favorite activity, though, was to ignore him while he rubbed and nuzzled and worshipped my feet. Feeling him knead my stocking-clad soles or press his lips to my bare feet while I simply lay back and watched TV was so deliciously decedent that I would almost die. Hearing him beg to worship the lowest part of me in that deep, sexy Scottish accent was such a turn-on, and made me feel like a queen.

In these circumstances going to a foot party seemed like too good an idea to pass up. I would want some company though.

I had narrowed down my choices to two potential parties, both this weekend, and was trying to decide which of them seemed the least sleazy when Nick walked in. I turned in my chair and waited for him to walk into the room, receiving a highly gratifying look of shock and awe when he saw my attire. Despite getting to see me dress up like this several times a week, indeed I rarely wore any plain underwear, he still seemed to get a huge buzz off of it. To be fair, this outfit was more jaw-dropping than most, with sleek black fabric adorned with thin gold chains. I crossed one nylon-covered leg over the other like Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct before leaning back to highlight how tightly my large breasts were stuffed into his beautiful bra. He looked like he was ready to start salivating, which was just perfect. I needed him to agree to my plan, and he was always more agreeable when he was horned up.

I explained my plan to him as coquettishly as possible, dangling my high heel from my toe and fluttering my eyelashes at every opportunity. He agreed that it was a good topic, strange enough to be interesting but with broad appeal. Still, he seemed unsure, more unsure than he had been about joining me last time. He probably thought, with some fairness, that we were quickly being drawn into a strange world that we knew little about. Well, I wanted to learn more, and it was my job to do so.

“Come on baby,” I said, brushing his arm. “The only way for me to get into one of these parties is to go as a model, and I don’t want some other guy slobbering on my feet. I certainly don’t think you want that.”

“Isn’t there some other way? Like couldn’t you go as an attendee, or whatever?”

“Ah, so you want to see me sucking some other girl’s toes?” I slapped his arm playfully. The idea had occurred to me, even appealed to me a little, but I had ruled it out. “I don't know if women even go to these things as attendees, so it would be too obvious. And I can't just open by telling them I’m a journalist, they’ll either ban me or the women will clam up. No, I need to go as a foot model and you go as a customer. That way we get both perspectives.”

“We? So, I’m part of your reporting team now?”

“Absolutely! The Dr. Gonzo to my Raoul Duke.”

“Fine, but you owe me one!”

Yes, I did, and I had an idea of how to pay him back. I had been reading about footjobs, and even doing a little “audiovisual research”, and had decided that it would be a good way to reward Nick for helping me while doing a little research. So, while I set up my profile and started messaging the party organizer, Nick lay naked at my feet. I stroked and caressed him with my toes, squeezing his hard cock between my arches while he moaned in nylon-soaked pleasure. It was much harder than it looked, taking considerable core strength that left me thankful for my regular yoga sessions. I resolved to keep practicing. I was, after all, a perfectionist.

My lack of expertise was both a blessing and a curse, meaning that I couldn't make him come from this alone but was instead keeping him completely on the edge. After half an hour of inelegant but enthusiastic teasing Nick would have agreed to anything, putting him into an adorably submissive head space. I had him hand wash my new stockings, now slick with his come, before meeting me in the bedroom.

Life was good.


Variety Is The Spice Of Life

I felt nervous as we pulled up outside the strip club Tarintinas, but also excited. In fact, I was far less apprehensive than before my previous two adventures, finding myself able to enjoy the sense of anticipation. I had always wanted to be an actress when I was young and so the idea of being a sexy undercover reporter playing a role was starting to really suit me.

I had been told the rules and expectations via email after sending up some pictures of my feet, lovingly taken by Nick of course. I had rushed out to get a fresh pedicure, although my boyfriend and number 1 foot fan had assured me it wasn’t necessary. I had gone for a classic, classy black polish, sexy without being slutty. I felt proud of how the pictures had turned out, with my skin looking soft and my long toes looking graceful. I had a newfound appreciation for my feet and vowed never to neglect them again.

The system was that men paid to come to the party and the ladies got in for free. I would wait inside, relax with a drink, and wait for an attendee to approach me. They would offer a “gift” or “tribute”, and in return we would engage in some foot play out in public or in one of the private rooms available for hire. Basically, just like a lap dance. The organizer merely functioned as a middleman to connect people, provide a location, and guarantee safety.

I was surprised by how loose the instructions were. The email made it very clear that I could say no to anyone for whatever reason. I could also wear whatever I liked and negotiate any scenario or activity I felt comfortable with. Evidently, variety was the name of the game. There was something reassuring and empowering about that, some that made these feel like a naughty and mutually beneficial game rather than some sleazy, lopsided exchange. It was arguably even a feminist triumph- since women had the feet, they had the power.

I left Nick waiting in a nearby bar with firm instructions not to have more than two drinks of Dutch Courage while I went in to get acclimatized. We had agreed that we could come in around fifteen minutes after the scheduled start of the party, milling around a little before approaching me. That would give me time to take in the vibe without having to rebuff too many potential customers. Nick would then “pay” to spend some time with me, letting us experience the scenario from both perspectives without dealing with any strangers. Ideally, I also hoped to strike up a friendship, or at least a conversation, with the other women to get their thoughts on all this.

I looked around the street before going inside, as if someone I knew might see me here. It was quiet though, befitting an early Sunday evening in a sleazy part of town. A reassuringly large doorman let me through the entrance where I was greeted by a tall, bubbly redhead who introduced herself as Karen. She asked if I was another newbie and enveloped me in a huge hug when I said yes, pressing me against her extremely ample, and I suspected fake, bosoms. The mistress of ceremonies for this evening was bright, open, and extremely talkative, something which made my job easy. She explained that she had started working at these parties when she was a stripper and now made a living exclusively off of foot parties and online modeling. She even shared her social media handle, which I made a note of. I intended to supplement my first-person experience with some interviews and background in this article, since my editors had given me a bigger word count to play with. Someone this eager to share their story could give me some great color quotes once I started writing it up.

There were already about a dozen ladies in the room that Karen shepherded me into, more than I had expected. I ordered a surprisingly tasty, although unfortunately not free, glass of red wine from the barman and then started to take in my companions in kink, trying to mentally sketch descriptions that I could write down later.

Some of the women were scrolling on their phones while others sat solitary on their phones, seemingly content to save their social batteries for the paying customers. They represented a wide variety of femininity, although all were undeniably attractive. A few glamorous women in short, tight dresses and dizzying high heels sat talking comfortably with each other in the center of the room. I imagined from their clothes and confident demeanor that they might be strippers from this club picking up some extra money, and after striking up a quick chat with them my suspicions were confirmed. I felt a burst of pride that my instincts had been correct and could feel my confidence as a journalist growing. I had already made more of a connection with the people here than during the entire night at the hotel, and I felt sure I could get more juicy details as the night went on.

At the other end of the spectrum were a couple of stylish young women sitting apart from everyone else, talking nervously to each other and trying not to make contact with anyone else. Their natural blond hair, boho clothes, and wholesome vibe made me decide that they were sorority girls trying to pay off some tuition fees early. They were almost certainly the other newcomers that Karen had hinted about, which would make them great people to talk to. However, I decided not to impose on them just now, since they seemed to be psyching themselves up.

A petite, Latina nurse sat on her phone. Not in a sexy nurse’s outfit like you would see at Halloween, but a proper set of scrubs and a pair of comfortable trainers. As I sat next to her with my glass of wine I jokingly asked if she had just come from work. Unexpectedly, she had, saying that the money from this thing was a bonus but that she mostly loved getting her feet pampered after a long shift. I burst out laughing and she joined on clinking her glass against mine.

“And they really don’t mind that you’ve just come from work?” I asked. Even though it would only be Nick getting this tongue on my tootsies tonight, I had made sure they were well-pedicured and washed.

“Oh my God, no! Some of them absolutely love the smell.”

As strange as it was, I understood it. Nick had gone crazy for my sweaty body after our session in the sauna, and I loved his pheromones as well. Still, it was nice to have confirmation that the men who came to this were as varied in their interests as the women were in their backgrounds.

Just before the doors were due to open a buxom, beautiful goth walked in with a moody look on her face. She was wearing a short skirt, fishnets, and a corset, as well as severe-looking black boots. This was a woman who looked far more intent on using her feet to cause pleasure than pain, something I knew some men would be into. That made her another good target for a little chat, although I felt a little intimidated by her myself. Perhaps I would feel up to it later, after some attention from Nick. After all, there was nothing like having a man suck on your toes to make you feel more confident.

I wondered how I fit in with all these women and what they thought of my look. I had decided to dress classy, and I noted with a little bit of worry that I was the only person who had opted for nylons. With a red split-leg dress and black stockings I had gone for the look of a classic screen vamp, but I was definitely a little overdressed. Still, there were worse things than being overdressed, and it was an outfit that gave me confidence.

“Everyone ready? We’re just going to open the doors. I hope everyone has fun, especially the newcomers!”

Karen beamed at us brightly and then turned to go and open the front door. I half-expected a flood of eager men to come rushing in, but it took ten minutes until anyone appeared. Evidently no one wanted to be the first guy at the foot party, preferring to turn up fashionably late. Some strange part of my brain had pictured all of the men looking like Quentin Tarantino, an assumption that I knew was unfair but that I couldn't quite shake. It made me happy to see that the men who came in looked perfectly ordinary, with a few definitely classifying as handsome, even if most of them did have a furtive look about them. Each man arrived alone before getting a drink and milling around. These foot fetishists seemed to be solitary creatures, telling me that while there might be online forums dedicated to podolatry these men clearly didn’t hang out IRL.

Like the start of a high school dance, there was a moment of tension as the men built up the courage to make the first move. The women could have approached them, of course, but everyone seemed content to wait. A smooth man, one of the younger and more handsome ones, came in and made a beeline for the cute Latina nurse.

“Long shift today Marta?” he asked, as I strained to hear them over the electronic music.

“Verrrrry,” she purred, patting the seat next to her.

“Foot rub?”

“To start with,” she laughed, swinging her trainers onto his lap. He took them off with the easy confidence of a regular and began rubbing her socked feet, but not before taking a long inhale of her dirty work shoes. It was a deeply pervy maneuver, but I admired his lack of shame.

I avoided making eye contact with anyone, successfully avoiding attracting any suitors until Nick arrived. He walked in also looking fairly overdressed in his best shirt and nice shoes. His nervousness made him fit in though, and he did a decent job of not acknowledging me straight away. It looked like he had followed my instructions not to get too drunk, although like a typical Scotsman, he could generally handle his drink anyway. He went to the bar and ordered a red wine, sipping it for a few minutes before coming over and using our shared drink as a conversation starter.

We both tried to stay in character as we chatted, although it didn’t seem like anyone else was paying much attention. Nick made a show of giving me some cash, which I put in my handbag. I propped my legs up on his lap and allowed him to slip off my high heels, directing him with a hint of sternness to place them neatly next to each other. While most of the other women here seemed to take on a playful, friendly persona with their foot fans, I had decided to play it a little dominant, mostly for my own enjoyment.

As Nick rubbed my feet I took the opportunity to observe what else was going on around us. Our nurse had been stripped of her socks and was giggling as her man sniffed in between her toes. One well-dressed man had splashed the cash and now lay on the floor in front of the three friendly strippers, who chatted happily with each other while using him like a rug. Even the nervous sorority girls had gotten into it, each finding a man to kiss their cute, sandal-clad feet.

The slightly scary goth girl took a fat stack of bills from a nervous-looking man and counted them, before grabbing him by the tie and leading him towards one of the rooms at the back. While the activities in the main room were to remain strictly non-sexual, at least in the sense of no genitals being involved, my emailed instructions had explained that what went on in the private rooms was private business, between the foot model and the attendee. In other words, anything goes.

I imagined what she might be doing in there. Trampling him in those big boots? Stomping on his naked cock and balls with her bare feet? Making him jack off while she berated and degraded him? These were all a little extreme for my tastes, but something about the image did appeal to me.

Feeling inspired, I directed Nick onto his knees and told him to start kissing my foot. No one else paid us any mind, but I still got a powerful rush from the fact that I had a man worshipping my feet in a semi-public place. The club might give us the veneer or anonymity, while all the other people here were like minded fellow travelers, but it was still a deeply empowering experience. Perhaps having a man pay to kiss your feet didn't exactly make you a feminist icon, but the symbolism was exquisitely enjoyable.

To my surprise the next person to enter the club wasn’t a man, but a woman. She looked nervy but not nervous, exchanging a familiar look with the barman that told me she had been here before. If she was a model then she seemed underdressed and unprepared, as well as being late. She wore scuffed shoes, pinstriped black pants, and a cardigan that hinted at curves but did little to accentuate them. Her hair was done up in a messy bun and she wore thick-rimmed glasses, giving her the appearance of a Plain Jane character in a romcom who would let her hair down and charm the love interest before the movie was done. It was one thing to come from work, like the sexy little nurse had, but this woman didn’t look like she was here to reel in any guy at all. Perhaps she had a regular?

After a few minutes of watching her hang around near the bar I realized what was going on. She wasn’t acting like a model because she wasn’t a model- she was an attendee, a customer. A foot fetishist.

I had wondered if there were women on the other side of this transaction, and it looked like there were. Or at least, there was one. It wasn't that strange, of course. Lesbians existed and some of them had foot fetish. The real surprise was that she was going about it like this, in an environment that otherwise seemed to have an established male-female gender dynamic. That was interesting and unexpected, running against the picture most people would have. That made it a great angle for my article. I knew, in a sudden flash of realization, that I had to talk to this woman.

With impeccable timing Nick excused himself to go to the bathroom, giving me a sudden opening. Forcing myself to move on pure, journalistic instinct, I got up and made my way toward the interloper as seductively as I could. I didn’t know what kind of thing she was here for or what kind of person she wanted it from, but I felt sure that the best way to approach her was with a big smile and an open mind.

“Hi,” I said, affecting my most sultry voice. Seeing this woman up close made me feel suddenly intimidated. Despite her dressed-down appearance, she was disarmingly pretty, with plump red lips and gorgeous, intelligent eyes hiding behind those glasses. I suddenly didn’t know what to say.

Luckily, she stepped in for me. “Hi. I like your stockings.”

“Yeah?” I was flailing. What was I supposed to say? I like your hair, your face, the way you might give me enough material to keep my fancy job?

“Yeah, not a lot of women here wear them, I think they’re afraid of getting them ruined by the dudes slobbering all over them.”

That was already good material, but I couldn’t stop to write it down. I had to keep going here, half flirting and half doing improv. I decided it was best to be upfront, one-upping her until I figured out what her deal was.

“What is it you like about stockings? The look, or…” I took her hand and placed it on my leg, running her fingers across the nylon. “The feel?”

“Both.”

Lisa, as she introduced herself bought me a drink and we flirted for a few moments more. As we talked I started to get into her vibe more, thinking of her less as the mousey nervous latecomer and more as Lisa The Lovely Lesbian Librarian. She was hot and she was intriguing. I soon found myself peppering her with questions, like how long she had been coming here and whether she went to any other similar parties.

“You’re asking a lot of questions,” she noted, her eyes bright and perceptive. I suddenly caught myself. I had let my guard drop, my eagerness dragging me out of character.

“Really?”

“Yeah. The girls here don’t usually ask much about me, not until we’ve negotiated a price.”

Shit. You can only get so far by just muddling through. Clearly, there were unspoken rules, and patterns of behavior that structured these nights. Patterns I had unwittingly broken.

“Plus, you and that guy are way overdressed.”

“Guy?”

“Yeah, the guy who had presumably paid you, who you are now ignoring but who is sitting politely over there.”

Double fucking shit.

“I’m going to take a wild swing here, but is this some blogger, streamer, undercover journo type deal?” Lisa smiled wolfishly. She was even more switched on and perceptive than she seemed. “I would guess cop, but I know this place is legal and I assume a vice officer would be better prepared anyway.”

Well, I might be fucked. I figured it was better to be honest and see where that would get me.

“OK, so I am writing something about this, but it’s not anything sneaky. I’m not after an exposé here. I just like finding out about things from first-hand experience.”

“And you brought along your what, boyfriend? So that you didn’t have to let any of the real perverts lick your precious little feet?”

She looked wryly amused rather than angry, but I was aware that I was in a dangerous position. She could expose me right now and no doubt have me thrown out for coming under false pretenses.

“It’s not like. We’re just getting into the scene ourselves, and I didn’t know what to expect, and-“

“So you are into this? You do want to play?” she cut me off just as I was about to start babbling.

“Yes.”

“Good, because I’m here to get off, not play twenty questions. So, here’s an offer. You get us a private room and we play for a while. You can ask me some questions, and I’ll give you my number for a chat after.”

Lisa was very commanding for someone who looked so unassuming, and for someone who was here to lick and worship feet. That was a lesson for me, of course. Just because someone was interested in feet or even sexually submissive didn’t mean they were like that interpersonally. Play was just that- play.

I accepted her suggestion without much hesitation. I wasn’t sure if her offer contained an unspoken threat to expose me or not, but either way it seemed like too good an opportunity to pass up. I also had to admit to myself that I was sexually intrigued by the idea of playing with the lovely lady. I had no idea what she wanted to do with me, but I was quite eager to find out.

“Will your boy mind?”

I looked back at Nick, sitting in the corner and looking over at us like a puppy dog. “Do you mind if he comes as well? It might look weird if I just ditch him.”

That was only the partial truth. I wanted him to come, partly for a sense of security but also because we had agreed that any exploration we did with other people would involve both of us.

“OK,” Lisa said, after a moment’s thought, “I do quite like an audience.”

That was convenient as well as interesting. We went over to Nick and I introduced them both, spending a few minutes making awkward small talk before sending him off to pay Karen for half an hour in a private room. It was time to play.


Making A Dream Come True

I let Lisa lead the way, taking the opportunity to admire her swaying ass, round and juicy in her tight pinstriped office pants. I wanted to grab it and spank it, to watch it jiggle for me. When we entered the private room, a dark lounge with a couch, table and pole, she slipped off her cardigan and through it to the side. Lisa had been hiding an amazing body under her mousy work attire. With the tight trouser and crisp white shirt she looked like the epitome of a sexy secretary or horny librarian, the star of many a bored office drone’s daydreams.

I sent Nick to get us all some more drinks so that I could have another word with Lisa in private. I might not be a professional model or domme, but my research had taught me enough to know that it was best to discuss desires and limits before any “scene.”

“What sort of stuff are you into?”

“Feet,” she answered quickly, breaking the tension with a smile.

“Ha of course, but what else?”

She explained that she enjoyed being dominated. When I pushed her for more information she explained that she got off on being used, humiliated, and embarrassed by girls. She didn’t want to give too many details, since the whole idea was for me to take the lead.

“Sometimes the women just want to sit here and I end up having to top from the bottom. Which is kind of OK, I can get a thrill from being ignored, but I prefer it if someone is actively making me their bitch.”

The conversation was unavoidably a little awkward, but I admired how forthright Lisa was being. She knew what she wanted and was willing to get after it, which is more than can be said for most people. We agreed on a safeword and I assured her that I was ready to take charge. I didn’t know if I was, truth be told, but I had reached a put up or shut up part of my journey.

I told Lisa to kneel in front of me while I sat on the couch, her nose pressed down on the tip of my shoe with her gorgeous ass up in the air. I had put Nick on his knees plenty of times recently, but having a beautiful woman kowtow in front of me was a new, powerful rush. This wasn’t just a horny, easily-led man submitting to me. It was a peer, someone who I might otherwise have felt jealous towards. For the next half hour, she belonged to my feet.

“Do you only like girls?” I asked as Nick came back with the drinks. I figured there was no harm in asking some questions now, although I didn’t want this to count as my interview.

“Yeah, I’ve not dated a man in a long time. I do like seeing them submit to women though.”

Interesting. That certainly opened up some possibilities. It was also an intriguing insight into Lisa’s submissive psychology. She liked seeing a strong woman in control, even if it wasn’t completely sapphic.

I told Lisa to remove my shoes and start kissing the tops of my feet, a task she leaped to enthusiastically. I felt power and arousal rush through my body as her lips graced my nylons and with a flash of horny inspiration I told her to start wiggling her juicy ass for me. She looked up at me briefly, her face red with embarrassment, but then quickly returned to her kissing while lewdly shaking her butt. I reminded myself that this kind of treatment was exactly what she wanted. At that moment it was exactly what I wanted too.

“Are you feeling left out baby?” I looked over at Nick, who was sitting watching this all with wide, wonder-struck eyes. “Would you like to get involved?”

He nodded his head so quickly I was worried that it was going to fall off. I wanted to play with him, wanted to experience the rush of using two human toys at the same time, but I was mindful that this was supposed to be Lisa’s session. Still, she had said she liked to see men being dominated. I could make that work.

“Strip down to your underwear,” I commanded, pretending I was a dominatrix rather than a journalist. I wiggled my toes excitedly as Nick followed my instruction, enjoying the sexy sight of him stripping off his shirt and trousers. Lisa barely looked up, focusing her attention on my spoiled little feet.

“Lisa, pass my boyfriend one of my shoes.”

She looked up, curiosity finally distracting her from her foot fun. A knowing smirk crossed her face, while Nick looked at me nonplussed. Sorry darling, I thought, but I’m on a roll now.

“You can sniff my shoe while Lisa here shows you how to worship feet, OK?”

“OK?” Nick replied hesitantly, taking my shoe and kneeling beside us.

“Say thank you.”

“Thank you.”

“Good boy. Now sniff.”

I sat back and enjoyed the picture for a moment, reflecting on what a sexy and surreal scenario I had ended up in. I was dressed in sexy lingerie in the backroom of a club while a gorgeous woman kowtowed in front of me, gratefully kissing my feet. Meanwhile, my sexy boyfriend watched it all with a tent in his underwear and his nose buried in my shoe. Life was strange, but life was good.

“How does my shoe smell?”

“Good, like you.”

“Ha, you little perv. Lisa, how does my boyfriend look?”

She looked at him, sniffing my shoe with guilty abandon, and smiled. “Pathetic.”

“Yes, he does. Nicky, I want you to kiss the insole of my shoe. Lisa, rub my feet for a minute, I want to ask you a question.”

Nick did as I asked, the protrusion in his underwear telling me that the humiliation wasn't too much for him. Meanwhile, Lisa scooted back onto her knees and took my foot in my hand, massaging it with well-practiced hands.

“How do your sessions usually go?” There were a million questions I wanted to ask her, but I knew that I should keep them focused on our current session for now. I could get background quotes later, but for now I needed knowledge I could use.

“Usually I worship their feet while they tease me. I like when people take control and come up with their own ideas, but sometimes I have to suggest things.”

“What kind of things?”

She looked adorably sheepish. “Like them standing on me, or spitting on me, or making me gag. Mostly though they just let me lick their feet and maybe call me names while I get myself off with a vibrator.”

I hadn’t expected tonight to go like this, but I knew right away that I wanted to see this sweet, sexy woman come. More than that, I wanted to give her what she needed. This might be my first night doing this, but I felt like the least I could do was to try and be the dominant bitch that she clearly wanted.

“Good girl. In that case, I’m going to play with you how I like, unless you use your safe word. Is that what you want?”

“That’s what I want.”

I directed Nick kneel in front of me on all fours while I removed my stockings and placed them to the side. To my delight Lisa looked at me, not just my feet, but me, with a deep and obvious lust. I felt desired in a way that I hadn’t before, and it was glorious.

I propped my legs up on Nick’s strong, muscular back, giving Lisa a good view of my soles. My feet had gotten a little sweaty in my stockings and it felt good to have them off, but I suspected Lisa wouldn't mind.

“I’m feeling tired and sore from those high heels. I want you to show me what that slutty, submissive little mouth can do.”

“Yes, miss.”

Miss? I wondered where that had come from. Some teenage crush on a teacher perhaps? Clearly, Lisa was falling deep into subspace and had decided to give me an honorific of her own choosing, revealing something about her submissive psychology. I quite liked the idea of being Miss Paisley, although Mistress, Goddess, Princess, and Queen all appealed as well.

My musings were soon blown out of my mind by Lisa’s feverish worship of my feet. She started by placing her nose directly under my toes, breathing in deeply. Without direction, she moved on to kissing up and down my soles before giving it long, luscious licks. Her lips and tongue felt electric on my skin, the psychological excitement heightening the physical sensations. I shook with delight as she started to nibble on the ball of my foot, unable to stop a little moan of delight from escaping my lips. This was a woman who took her foot worship seriously.

Lisa worshipped and soothed every inch of my feet, darting her tongue in between my toes before wrapping her plump lips around them. She made eye contact with me while she sucked, giving me a taste of what men must feel like when they had a woman on her knees. Meanwhile, Nick kept himself braced and steady, his long yoga sessions and rock-climbing trips making him well-prepared for his unexpected duties as a human footstool.

This was hot as fuck, but I knew something that would make it hotter. I wanted to see the body that Lisa had hidden under her work clothes, and I figured that she would get a rush out of the power imbalance of wearing fewer clothes than me. I worried a little that it might be crossing a line with her, but she had a safeword she could use. Part of me also worried about what Nick would think. Still, he knew I was bi, and I think we both knew where this had been going for the last few weeks. We loved each other dearly, but clearly our days of strict monogamy were coming to an end.

“I want you to take your clothes off for me, nice and slow. Put on a bit of a show. Not for him though,” I said, picking up one of my shoes and placing it in front of my boyfriend’s face. “You sniff this and keep your eyes off of her.”

Nick made a low moan of frustration but followed my degrading instruction. I sipped on my wine while Lisa stood up and stripped for me. She stopped short of dancing but did manage to put on a sexy show, slowly unbuttoning her shirt to reveal a mouthwatering rack before kicking off her shoes and shimmying out of her pants a little awkwardly. She was wearing plain underwear, a simple bra and briefs, but her curvy body didn’t require any adornment. I thought back to Alba, the gorgeous older woman at the swingers’ party, all tight angles and hard muscles. I had imagined what it would feel like to suck and lick her nipples while she gently encouraged me. Now, I was imagining how it would feel to spank Lisa’s big, juicy ass, or knead her tits under my feet.

“Take the bra off but leave the panties on. I like the way they make your butt look.”

It felt amazing to have two playthings, an insane and arousing rush of power. I hadn’t planned on coming but I suddenly felt like it would have to happen, and soon. I was far too worked to resist.

“Are you willing to share, Lisa?”

“Share what?”

“Share one of my feet with our boy here. Miss wants to feel two mouths on her tired toes. I deserve that, don’t I?”

“Whatever you say, miss,” Lisa said quietly. It was obvious that she was in the kind of submissive headspace where she would likely agree to anything.

“Good girl,” I could see her visibly shiver when I used that phrase. I was beginning to feel like a skilled puppeteer, masterfully pulling the string that controlled her mind. “We’ll see if he can follow your example. Oh, and since you’ve been so good you can go get the vibrator from your bag.”

I took off my dress while Lisa scampered eagerly to her bag, retrieving the vibrator with girlish enthusiasm. A few weeks ago I would have felt self-conscious being this naked in public, never mind doing anything this sexual, but now I felt like a confident, sexy goddess. This was far better than any Oprah Book Club self-help guide.

“Put that vibrator in your mouth, get it wet and put on a show for us.”

It was a butterfly vibrator, with a small curved phallus to stimulate the inside while a clitoral vibrator hit the other sweet spot. All the benefits of a rabbit, but it was also small enough to be inserted under panties to allow for a hands-free experience. That, as luck would have it, was my favorite type of vibrator.

We both watched as Lisa sucked messily on the pink, plastic cock, her face flush with shame and arousal. She probably thought the vibrator was her reward. It would be, but not quite yet.

“Am I doing a good job, Lisa? It’s my first time, after all,” I tried to ask the question with a wry, mocking edge to my voice, hoping I didn’t sound needy.

“Yes Miss, amazing,” she said, holding the spit-slick sex toy in her hand.

“Good. In that case, I think I deserve to come first, don’t you?”

“Yes, Miss.”

I held out my hand and she passed the vibrator to me, her eyes bright with the flame of arousal. I slipped the vibrator into my panties and eased it in, enjoying the way my two toys gawped at me. There was a small remote to control the twin vibrators, and when I started it on the lowest setting I could tell it wouldn’t be long until I exploded.

I directed them to start licking one foot each, using pointing and finger snaps to make my desires known. I was soon lost in a world of sensation as their mouths pleasured every inch of me. Two sets of lips, two tongues, two gorgeous human beings who wanted to put their trust in me, to follow me and worship me. That submission was so much hotter than the sensation, even with the vibrations building inside of me.

“Gag on my toes. I want to see which one of you can deepthroat the most.”

I looked at my loving, caring boyfriend Nick and this absolute stranger Lisa as they both did their best to please me, even as it meant degrading themselves. Lisa’s eyes watered instantly, slightly smudging her mascara, while Nick let out an adorable choking sound. It was that which sent me over the edge, my orgasm coming in long shuddering waves. It might only have lasted for seconds, but the undulating peaks of pleasure made it feel like forever. It was the hardest, most satisfying orgasm of my life.

Part of me just wanted to sleep, to have Nick hold me in his arms while I curled up beside him, but I knew that wasn’t on the cards. I had two eager little pets still slobbering at my feet even as they stared at me in sex-drunk awe, and they would both need to be taken care of. Lisa especially, I reminded myself, since she was going to be at the heart of my story.

I peeled off my panties and in a flash of dominant inspiration, I shoved the sodden underwear into Nick’s mouth and passed the vibrator to Lisa. She understood what I wanted, taking it from me and putting it back into her mouth so she could taste my juices. So perverted and so fucking sexy.

That was yet another Rubicon crossed on our little journey of sexual exploration. I hadn’t let another person touch me intimately yet, unless you counted my feet, which I supposed I should, but I was now letting this woman taste my cum. Nick and I would have to talk about the implications of this later, but I could tell from the tent in his pants and the loving look in his eyes that he was still pleased to be on this voyage with me.

Good, because I was feeling more and more at home as the captain of the Good Ship Princess Paisley. I was starting to feel like a natural, developing a dominant persona all of my own. It was a new world for me, one in which I could make or break a sub, male or female, with nothing but the power of my sexuality. I could give pleasure or gain, satisfaction or frustration. I decided that right now I wanted to make Lisa’s dreams come true, to reward her for bringing me further into this world and, perhaps, to ensure that she would stay wrapped around my little finger.

“What’s your filthiest fantasy, Lisa? One you haven’t gotten to do yet?” I realized that I might be getting in over my head here. I had no idea what else she was into, and it might be something that I couldn’t provide. Still, I wanted to know.

She looked at me with a mixture of trepidation and desire, her makeup smudged and her lips slick with my cum. I had never seen a woman look more vulnerable or more sexy. “I- I’ve always fantasized about, ehm.”

“Come on, spit it out. You don’t have to tell me, but if you do I might make it come true.”

“I want to clean cum off of a woman’s foot. No, wait,” she stopped, thinking about how to word it more precisely. “I want to be made to clean cum off a woman’s foot.”

God, that sounded sexy. Sexy, and achievable.

“A man’s cum or a woman’s cum?”

“Either,” she looked down. “But ideally a man’s”

“But don’t you prefer women?”

“Exactly. A hot, mean woman making me clean filthy cum off her pretty feet. It’s just so demeaning and humiliating and hot.”

That was an intense line of thinking, but it made sense. I wiggled my toes and looked down at them, imagining how good my pale skin and black toenails would look covered in jizz. I pictured Lisa all red-faced and embarrassed, slurping it up while I laughed at her. Yeah, this was something I could do.

I told Nick to remove his underwear, now with the visible marking of precum soaking through them, and lie down on the floor in front of me. My previous attempts at a footjob had been fun but had ended with him being left frustrated or with me using my hand to finish him off onto my soles. That would work for today as well, but I was feeling flush with confidence that I could get him off hands-free.

We didn’t have any lube, but I figured we could improvise. I had Lisa come and gag on my feet to get them nice and wet, encouraging her to give them a nice, sloppy blowjob. Once they were spit-drenched and glistening I wrapped them around Nick’s rock-hard cock, starting with some teasing between the toes before squeezing it between my arches. He let out a low, guttural moan. As much as his vocalizing turned me on, I decided he needed something in his mouth to shut him up. This moment should be between Lisa and me.

“Do you like having your feet worshiped?” I asked the woman kneeling next to my boyfriend while I pleasured his cock.

“No, not at all. I’m super ticklish.”

“That’s a pity,” I thought for a moment. I had considered having Nick lick Lisa’s feet, but perhaps it was for the best that I avoid any direct contact between them. Still, I wanted to keep his mouth busy. “Take off your socks.”

“Why, miss,” she asked, even as she moved to comply. Her white cotton socks had remained on even after her little striptease. As I studied them I could see a small amount of discoloration, from age or sweat. Disgustingly delicious.

“How long have you been wearing them?”

“Just today, but I cycled to and from work in them.”

“Perfect. I want you to shove them in my little boytoy’s mouth, put my shoe over his nose, and then tie it with my stocking. OK?”

She smiled, glad to be spared any tickle torture and seemingly pleased that she wasn’t the only person being humiliated by me. I had no idea where these perverted little plans of mine were coming from, but I’d found my flow and was loving it.

I slowed my footjob but didn’t stop it as Lisa delivered on my vision. Nick, for his part, looked shell-shocked and sex-mad, completely happy to go along with whatever I suggested. It was clear by now that he was sexually submissive, we had even discussed our desire quite frankly at home, and I kept telling myself to trust that this was what he wanted. All the evidence so far suggested it was.

I didn't bother trying to stifle my laughter when I saw how ridiculous he looked, a stranger’s dirty socks in his mouth and a stiletto heel over his face. He was my clown, my pet, and my plaything. I could treat him like a punchbag or a jester, dress him up like a doll or parade him around naked, but he would always be the love of my life.

Lisa looked like she would explode if she didn’t get some relief soon, so I told her to take the vibrator and start playing with herself. She inserted it into her panties and turned it on, bending over on all fours with her face near Nick’s cock.

Wanting to get deep into Lisa’s head, I decided it was time to play twenty questions while I brought Nick to the edge.

Big feet or small feet? Sweaty or clean? Favorite nail color? Porn or erotica?

“What’s the dirtiest thing you’ve ever done?”

“THISSSSS,” she screamed out as an orgasm hit her suddenly. Even she looked surprised by how quickly it had come, and her face turned bright red with embarrassment as well as the orgasmic rush of blood.

“I didn’t say you could come,” I said as sternly as I could muster, although to be fair I hadn’t told her she couldn’t come either. “Keep going, you aren’t stopping until you’ve had another. You can kiss my feet to apologize, but don’t you dare touch my boyfriend’s cock. If you do, I’ll throw you out of this room without a shred of clothing.”

We both knew that the last part wasn’t true, but the fantasy seemed to do something fun to her submissive mind. She nodded furiously, beyond words now, and crawled to my feet with her ass stuck lewdly in the air as if to impress me. Mumbling little apologies, Lisa began kissing and licking as if her life depended on it. Part of me wanted to see what would happen to Nick’s shaking body if her tongue teased the tip of his cock while I fucked him with my feet, but she was assiduous in avoiding any contact with him. I had never felt this way before, but was now so secure in myself and our relationship that I could imagine another girl’s mouth giving Nick pleasure while still knowing that he belonged to me, heart, body, and soul.

Nick began grunting, clearly trying to tell us that he was about to come but unable to form words with a mouthful of sock. Thank God, I thought. I was loving every second of this, but my core muscles were telling me that I couldn’t keep it up indefinitely. All good things had to come to an end.

He climaxed with a low moan of pleasure, his hips thrusting up as if he were trying to fuck the sky. His cum wanted to spurt everywhere, but I quickly positioned the sole of one foot over his head while the other one kept stroking, ensuring that most of it ended up on my foot. He pumped and pulsated furiously, more jizz than I could have imagined possible spurting and then dripping out of it, and he shivered and shook beautifully. By the time his body calmed both of my soles were coated in his juices. I rubbed my feet together, ensuring that it was spread all over both feet and toes.

It was at that moment that Lisa came for the second time, her face contorted in that expression of delicious agony as her legs threatened to buckle. Tears of joy and frustration had formed in her eyes, and she stared at me with a desperate intensity that I will never forget.

The tableau spread out before me was absolutely astounding, far more interesting and inspiring than anything I had seen at any of the insipid art shows I had covered around the city. Nick’s body heaved as he recovered from his orgasm, abs and chest muscles tensing and relaxing. Of course, it wasn't fresh air he was breathing but the scent of leather and my sweat, a fact that gave me a little rush of pleasure. Meanwhile, Lisa kowtowed on all four, body trembling, face full of both anticipation and trepidation. I noticed the vibrator was still on inside her. It was time for the final brushstroke to complete my masterpiece.

“It’s time to clean up this mess,” I said, wiggling my toes and bringing them towards Lisa’s face. She looked hesitant and for a moment I considered not making her do it. Perhaps in her post-orgasm clarity she didn’t want to do it anymore. And of course, that would be fine.

I reminded myself that she wanted to be made to do it, pushed into it by a strong, sexy domme. She would use her safeword if she had to, but for now we were still playing our roles. I steeled myself and decided to push it to the max.

“Clean it up now, you little slut, or I swear to God I will wedgie you until those cute little panties break and then shove my toes down your throat until they tickle your tonsils, do you understand?”

That did the trick. Lisa brought her face close to my feet and without any further hesitation began to clean up Nick’s sticky mess. I laughed while she slurped up the cum that had pooled on top of my toes before licking the underside of my feet clean. A thorough perfectionist, much like myself, she even licked in between each and every toe to ensure that she hadn't missed a drop. It was utterly, undeniably depraved, but I loved every second of it.

I complimented her on her skills as a cumdumpster and she responded by shuddering out one last orgasm, weaker than before. Her panties must be utterly soaked by now, and I wondered idly whose job it was to clean the floor in here.

Lisa rolled onto her back while I helped Nick remove his makeshift mask before sitting down heavily on the couch. We all took a moment to come down from our collective high in silence.

“How was it for you?” I asked the room.

“Amazing,” Lisa gasped. “Amazing. You’re a natural.”

My heart swelled with pride. As dominant as I had been in that moment I was still a people pleaser through and through. It made me genuinely happy to know I had made her happy, and I was proud of my newfound skills. Plus, I still wanted a proper interview with her.

Nick’s only answer was a low, satisfied moan. I knew we would have to have a full debrief at some, but I felt confident that he was as pleased with this evening as I was.

We got dressed as quickly as we could once I realized that we had slightly overstayed our allotted time, although both Lisa and I opted to put our sodden panties in our handbags rather than keep them on. I suggested meeting up for a coffee later in the week so we could have a proper interview, and while I had expected Lisa to blow me off she seemed surprisingly keen, suggesting a foot rub and glass of wine instead.

Lisa hugged us both and then went to the bathroom to clean up before leaving, giving me her number on a piece of paper. I settled down in the main room with my wine. Having only had one orgasm to Lisa’s three, I was somewhat keen to get Nick home so I could have him lick me and fuck me to my heart’s content. Still, I was not quite ready to leave yet.

When we left the club together after another hour of foot rubbing from Nick and increasingly easy conversation with the other ladies, I realized just how lucky I had become. The past few weeks had given me much more than a boost in my career, it had provided the most satisfying and intense sexual experiences of my life. I didn’t know what would come next, but I was sure that I was going to do more than just dip my toe into this scene.
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