

Foot Finish

Carry Cockburn


Foot Finish

Copyright Carry Cockburn

Published by Carry Cockburn

All rights reserved. Except as permitted under the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, no part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without prior written permission of the author.

This is a work of fiction. Any similarities to actual persons, alive or dead, are purely coincidental.

The stories found in this eBook contain sexually explicit language and material. It is intended for a mature audience only.

All characters portrayed in this eBook are 18 years of age or older.


Jasmine knew.

She might only have been nineteen years old, but her senses when it came to the fetish were honed almost to perfection and she always knew. The click of her heels on the hard, wooden floor was enough to get the man’s attention the second she walked through the door of the quiet hotel bar and there was no doubt in her mind she would get what she wanted that evening.

She slowed her pace as she headed for the long, serving counter and made sure the swing of her slinky, sinuous hips was more pronounced. It gave the man a chance to enjoy the sight of the strappy, stiletto sandals on her petite feet and his eyes barely lifted from them. It was a sure sign.

He was hooked before Jasmine even sat down and she knew there would be no problem in reeling him in. When she reached the serving counter, she put her bag on it and hopped up on a stool. Her short, white miniskirt rode up her thighs to reveal more toned skin and she made no effort to pull the hem down.

She slowly crossed one shapely leg over the other and let the hint of a smile flash across her face when she looked in the direction of the man to briefly catch his gaze before turning away to signal to the barman. There was no point in getting her purse out. She wouldn’t be paying for the drink she was about to order. It was always the same as the tease played out and she suspected that tonight would be no different.

“What can I get you?” the barman asked and smiled.

Jasmine turned her head slightly to catch sight of the man getting to his feet, but made no effort to look in his direction again. The flicker of anticipation began to burn and she could sense that familiar feeling of power taking hold.

“Hmm…,” she mused and tapped a red-painted fingernail on her cheek. “I think I’ll have a Margarita.”

“One Margarita coming up,” the barman replied and moved away to make it.

Jasmine looked down at her sandals and liked the way her manicured, red-painted toes were revealed by the peep-hole style. It was another hook for a foot fetishist and there was no doubt the man she’d caught the attention of was that. She lifted her hand to sweep her long, brunette hair away from her face when she straightened up on the stool and used it to cover another glance across the bar.

It got her a brief glimpse of the man lifting his glass to empty it and that brought a smile to her face. She didn’t need to look again to know that he would come to her. The buzz of anticipation grew stronger and she let out a long, slow breath to hold off the flicker of excitement.

“There you go, Miss,” the barman said when he put the glass down in front of her on the counter. “That’ll be…”

“I’ll get it.”

Jasmine put a feigned look of surprise on her face when she turned to the source of the voice, but things were working out just as she hoped. She still played the game.

“Oh, you don’t have to do…”

“I insist,” the man said and looked at the man behind the counter. “I’ll have a whisky.”

The barman nodded and turned away to do as asked and Jasmine picked up her glass to take a sip.

“There was really no need,” she said and smiled at the man.

The streaks of grey in his dark hair revealed that he was a lot older than her and she guessed he was probably in his late forties or early fifties. That made things all the better. Being in control of a mature man was a turn on she never got tired off and she felt the tickle of blossoming heat between her thighs.

“It’s my pleasure,” the man said and got his wallet out when a glass of whisky was set down on the counter in front of him.

He paid for the drinks and introduced himself as Conrad afterwards and Jasmine reciprocated by telling him her name…, at least the name she was using that evening. She wasn’t there to make friends, find a boyfriend or take the baby steps of a relationship. All she was interested in was scratching the itch taking hold in her body.

“May I?” Conrad asked and pointed to the stool next to Jasmine.

She smiled and nodded her head then studied her would-be suitor as he sat down. He might have been middle-aged, but he looked after himself and his honed physique showed through the dark suit he was wearing. It was an added bonus for Jasmine that he was good looking, but it was the kink in his mind that she wanted.

“In town on business?” she asked.

“I’m here for a two-day conference,” Conrad replied. “I’ve spent my day listening to lectures and will do the same again tomorrow.”

“Sounds like fun,” Jasmine joked and let another smile play on her lips when she caught his gaze.

She looked away to pick up her glass and enjoyed the taste of the Margarita when she took a sip.

“A necessity of running a company,” Conrad replied. “I need to keep up on the latest technology and this conference is one of the best for it.”

“Where are your business colleagues?” Jasmine asked. “Didn’t they want a drink after a hard day of conferencing?”

“No colleagues,” Conrad replied. “I’m staying in the hotel on my own.”

Jasmine lifted the glass to her lips to take another sip then teased a fingertip around the rim when she caught Conrad’s gaze.

“I hope you’re not lonely,” she commented.

“Not now,” he replied, with a smile. “And what brings you here?”

Jasmine watched him as he took a drink of whisky and could almost sense his eagerness to drop his gaze to her feet. He was being a gentleman though and maintaining eye contact.

“I’m meeting a friend,” she lied. “Well, I should say I was supposed to be meeting a friend.”

“You’ve been stood up?”

“Unfortunately so,” she went on lying. “I got the phone call cancelling the date as I arrived here. It seemed a waste to get all dressed up just to go home again, so I decided to have a drink.”

“Lucky for me,” Conrad said. “I get the pleasure of your company.”

“And I get a free drink,” Jasmine joked and lifted her glass. “Cheers.”

“Cheers,” Conrad echoed. “Is one Margarita all you wanted?”

“One Margarita is all I ever want,” Jasmine replied and saw the slight disappointment on his face. “But it doesn’t mean I don’t want another drink.”

She slowly uncrossed her right leg from over her left and used a hand to hold down her skirt while she then crossed her left leg over her right. Every movement was taken in by watching eyes and she accidentally on purpose brushed her foot against Conrad’s lower leg.

“Oh…, sorry,” she apologized.

The faint touch brought his attention to the black, strappy sandals on her feet and he seemed unable to break his gaze from them at first, but eventually managed to lift his gaze.

“No harm done,” he said, with a smile.

He was being a gentleman again to hold eye contact although Jasmine could sense his impatience to feast his eyes on her feet and shoes. It was a thrill to know she’d snared him so utterly and the flicker of arousal grew stronger. She was on the verge of a night like she wanted and felt the craving for it taking hold. Lifting her glass, she finished off the Margarita.

“What can I get you?” she asked when she put the empty glass down.

Conrad followed her lead to finish his whisky.

“You want another drink here?” he asked afterwards.

Jasmine kept the smirk from showing on her face.

“What did you have in mind?” she asked.

“Well…, there’s a minibar in my room,” Conrad went on. “I’d be more than happy to treat you to a drink there, so you don’t have to buy one.”

She saw the smile spread across his face and knew what he was thinking. Her short skirt, sexy heels and the ease with which she accepted his offer to pay for her drink was definitely putting the idea in his head that she was an escort. Jasmine wasn’t about to tell him any different. If anything, having him assume she was a working girl made things all the more spicy for her. It meant he was looking at her as a sex object and a shiver trickled down her spine.

“You want me to come to your room?” she said.

“If you’d like to have another drink with me,” Conrad replied.

Jasmine could see in his eyes that it wasn’t only a drink on offer and it seemed she might get a lot more from the man she was staring at than her Margarita paid for. Things were moving so fast because he assumed she could be bought and paid for and she gave him more reason to think that.

“I’m sure we could come to an arrangement,” she told him and raised her eyebrows when she smiled.

His gaze dropped when she uncrossed her legs and his excitement was obvious as he held out a hand.

“Let me help you,” he said and got to his feet.

“That’s so kind of you,” Jasmine said and took his hand.

She slid forward on the stool to make the hem of her skirt ride higher on her thighs before dropping one foot then the other to the floor. The click of her heels on the wooden surface caught Conrad’s attention and the way he stared was a sure sign of what he wanted from her. His fetish would come to the fore when they were alone and she would take full advantage of it. She let go of his hand when she was standing and picked up her bag.

“After you,” Conrad said and held out his arm to show that she should go first.

It was a seemingly courteous gesture, but Jasmine knew there was only one reason he wanted her in front. She didn’t need to look to know that his eyes would be sliding down her lithe legs, from her pert ass to her sexy footwear. The quickening of her pulse came on stronger as she paced along in front of him. She made sure to swing her hips just that tiny bit more than necessary and the hot rush of wickedness surged through her veins. The thrill of being lusted after brought out her kinky side and that was always more the case when it was an older man.

The blossoming of heat between her thighs grew wetter with every stride and she saw that her instincts were right when she reached the elevators. She turned quickly and gave Conrad no time in which to react. His gaze was locked on her feet, but he seemed unperturbed by being caught staring when he looked up. Then again, he thought she was a working girl and that he was in control of the situation, but he was about to find out differently. The doors of an elevator slid smoothly open when Jasmine pressed the wall button and she moved forward.

“Which floor?” she asked sweetly when they were inside.

“Tenth,” Conrad replied.

She reached out to press the number ten on the wall panel and the doors closed to trap them inside. It was her that moved forward when their gazes met and she pressed a hand on his chest to back him up against the wall. He didn’t resist and she leaned in close, as if she was about to kiss him. Her lipstick-red mouth did no more than caress softly on his before sliding to his ear. The prickle of a day’s growth on his cheek excited her and she knew she was going to enjoy the touch of it on her skin.

“I know your secret,” she whispered in his ear. “I knew it the second I walked in the bar and you saw me.”

“I don’t underst…”

“Yes, you do,” she cut in. “You like them don’t you.”

A ping sounded to show the elevator was already coming to a stop. Jasmine glanced at the panel to see they were at the tenth floor and didn’t move back. There was a risk someone might be waiting, but the idea of being caught in a slightly compromising position made her shudder.

“Tell me you like them,” she said in a hushed voice as the doors opened. “I love it when men do.”

“Your shoes,” Conrad said.

Jasmine let out a seductive giggle as she pressed her body against his.

“Yes, my fuck-me shoes,” she went on crudely. “I always know when a man has that fetish.”

Conrad glanced towards the doors of the elevator as they closed again before bringing his gaze back to Jasmine.

“I like them,” he let out. “How much will it cost me?”

Jasmine let out another hushed giggle as she rubbed herself against a muscular physique.

“Show me how much you like them,” she said.

“What do you mean?” Conrad asked.

“Kiss the heels,” she told him to play on his weakness.

“You mean right here?” he let out nervously.

“You want them, right?” Jasmine went on as she stepped back and put her hands on her hips. “Show me how much.”

She met his gaze to see the sudden nervousness in his eyes, but his lust for her feet was overriding and he couldn’t stop himself. Jasmine watched as he dropped to his knees in front of her. His gaze slid down her bare, toned legs to her shoes before he ducked his head down.

“Good boy,” she said when he kissed the shiny heels of the sandals.

He seemed transfixed as he moved his lips from shoe to shoe to continue kissing before sliding his gaze up. Jasmine spread her feet apart to give him a glimpse of yellow panties and he couldn’t stop himself looking.

“Tell me how much?” he said when he glanced up at her.

“How much am I worth to you?” she asked as she reached out to pat a hand on his cheek.

“Anything you want,” he replied and leaned forward to kiss her thigh.

The slight desperation was there to hear in his voice and Jasmine felt the dominance of being in control. There was nothing better than having a man at her pretty feet who would do whatever she wanted and she slapped Conrad’s cheek harder.

“Three fifty and I’ll give you anything you want,” she said. “But first I take what I need from you. Do we have a deal?”

Conrad said nothing, but reached to the inside pocket of his jacket to get his wallet. He counted off the bills and held them out. Jasmine couldn’t quite believe he’d accepted so easily, but she went through with the erotic charade she was playing and took the money. She then reached out to press the number ten on the wall panel and the doors opened. Turning around, she walked out to the hallway and waited to be joined.

“It’s this way,” Conrad said.

It was him leading the way now and he was in a hurry to get to his room. They stopped at 1050 and he brought his keycard out to unlock the door. Jasmine followed when he walked inside and she looked around. The room was big, with a large double bed dominating the space.

The sound of the door slamming made her turn and she was backed against the wall when Conrad pushed her against it. The passionate kiss on her lips excited her, as did the rough groping of her butt and hips. She forced a hand between their upper bodies and pushed on his chest to open up a small gap.

“You like it rough, do you daddy?” she teased and lifted her hand to slap his face again.

His gasp was loud and she pushed harder on his chest to move him away from her.

“I want you,” he let out.

“Oh, I know you do,” Jasmine replied. “I know exactly what you want.”

She smiled as his eyes slid down to her feet and there was no need to tell him to kiss her shoes now. He dropped to his knees without any prompting from her and she stood compliantly for a few seconds to let him have his fun. The touch of his tongue slid across her red-painted toes to make her shudder and there was no doubt that Conrad would already be getting erect.

“What about that drink?” Jasmine said when she stepped away from him.

She walked across the room to perch herself on the edge of the bed and put her bag down. A glance showed Conrad already on his feet and moving towards the minibar.

“What can I get you?” he asked.

“Vodka,” Jasmine replied.

“Do you want anything in it?”

“Nope,” she replied.

He opened the door of the refrigerated unit and brought out a couple of miniature bottles. Opening them up, he poured the vodka in one glass and the whisky in another. Jasmine saw the hard bulge showing through his pants when he walked towards her and laughed wickedly as she lifted a foot from the floor.

“Someone definitely likes my footwear,” she said.

Conrad came to a halt a short distance away from her and gasped as she teased the side of her shoe along the erect outline in his pants.

“Shit,” he let out in a hushed voice when he glanced down.

Jasmine couldn’t hold in the laugh at the response to her playing.

“I think daddy likes his baby girl,” she joked. “You love that touch of black leather, don’t you?”

She kept the edge of her shoe stroking along a throbbing erection and stared at the way it strained for release. Conrad’s head rocked back as his legs trembled and he shuddered when he brought his gaze down.

“Yes,” he let out.

“Show me, daddy,” Jasmine said to pile the pressure on him. “The touch is so much better on naked skin.”

The slick glisten of wetness began to stain her panties as she let the kinky girl inside take control. Her breathing became ragged as she took the glass held out to her and knocked back the vodka in one. The sting of neat alcohol burned her throat and made her gasp, but her eyes remained fixed on Conrad’s crotch as he used his free hand to slide the zipper of his pants down.

“Oh yeah, daddy,” she murmured under her breath when he slipped his hand through the open gap.

She watched as he dragged his erection out and could see the throb of his lust as hot blood pumped through bulging veins.

“Can I have another drink?” she asked.

“Sure,” Conrad replied and turned to walk over to the small refrigerator.

He opened it to get another miniature bottle of vodka and opened it before returning to Jasmine. Her gaze locked on his thick shaft and her foot was in the air when he got to her. She rubbed the tip of her foot along his length and heard his groan as leather stroked on hard flesh. It made her want more of the sound and she got it as she continued to pleasure his burgeoning manhood with her shoe.

She held out her glass and he poured the vodka in it then threw the bottle on the floor. He grabbed hold of her foot and she watched as he humped his cock against the strappy sandal adorning her foot. The foreskin rolled down to reveal a thick head already slick with pre-cum.

“You’re a fucking dirty pervert, daddy,” she teased him. “What are you?”

The echoing of her words brought a smirk to her face and she pulled her foot free of his grasp then stroked the heel across the bubble of pre-cum glistening at the tip of his cock.

“You’ve got my shoe dirty,” she said as she dropped her foot to the floor. “Are you going to be a good boy and clean it for me?”

She knew he would do anything for her now and he dutifully dropped to his knees in front of her. Crossing her legs, she held out her foot and shuddered as she watched his tongue slide along the stiletto heel.

“Now get up,” she ordered.

As Conrad scrambled to his feet, she took a sip of the vodka and leaned forward. His stiff shaft was right in front of her face and she let some of the alcohol spill over her bottom lip onto the tip. Neat vodka trickled down his cock all the way to his balls.

“Oops,” Jasmine let out as she glanced up. “I spilled some, but I better not let it go to waste.”

The grin spread across Conrad’s face as he arched his back to push his hips forward. He groaned as a kiss was planted on the very tip of his erection and it left a stain of red lipstick. Jasmine wrapped her fingers around his cock and brushed her thumb across the mark. She could feel the pulse of his excitement and the rush of arousal making her tremble grew stronger. Leaning in, she slowly stroked her fingers down then wrapped her lips around the thick head.

Conrad’s free hand came to her hair and his grip was tight when he grabbed hold. It was her in control though and all he did was cling on as she let her mouth slide down to her hand. She clamped her lips tightly around a rampant cock to leave a lipstick ring on it before lifting her head.

“You taste good,” she said and licked her lips. “But I need to use the bathroom.”

She let go of his cock and pushed him away as she got to her feet. The door she wanted was in the corner of the room and she said nothing until she got to it.

“Just lie down and relax,” she told him. “But don’t change anything. I’ll only be a moment.”

She wanted the fun of undressing him and watched as he kicked off his shoes, removed his jacket then settled down on the bed. Turning away, she opened the bathroom door to walk inside. Her pulse was racing and she knew it was only going to get faster as she played out her fantasies on a virtual stranger. She loosened the buttons of her blouse to take it off then dragged her skirt down her legs. It left her standing in heels and underwear and she stared at herself in the mirror over the sink.

“You’re a bad, bad girl,” she scolded her reflection, but there was no stopping what was started. The rush of adrenaline surged through her veins and the tingle between her thighs grew hotter and wetter by the second.

She leaned forward to take a closer look at her face and saw her lipstick was smeared. It made her shudder at the thought of her mouth closing tightly around a vodka-soaked cock. She could feel the irresistible craving for more filling her mind and puffed out her cheeks as she let out a slow breath.

“Time to be a kinky bitch,” she said and winked at herself before turning away from the mirror to walk to the door.

She stopped to adjust the straps of her bra and ran her fingers along the scalloped edge before trailing them down to her panties. The touch on her naked skin was delicious and made her cravings come on stronger, so she reached for the handle to open the door. Her sashaying walk was slow as she moved through to the bedroom and she saw the way Conrad scrambled up to a sitting position when he saw her.

“Fucking hell,” he let out quietly as his gaze tracked her every move.

Jasmine wasn’t tall, but her shapely legs and svelte, lissome figure were perfectly formed and she knew she looked good as she slowly strutted around. Her sinuous movements were definitely to Conrad’s liking, as was the sexy lingerie that barely covered her curves and she saw him take hold of his erection to stroke it while he watched. She stopped and put her hands on her hips as she posed.

“I hope you’re not planning on finishing yourself off,” she said wickedly as her gaze went to the way he was playing with himself.

“You know what I want,” he said in a hoarse voice as he let go of his erection.

“Oh, I know,” Jasmine replied and saw his gaze slide down her body to her feet. “But, you don’t know what I want, do you?”

“I’ll give you anything you want,” he let out.

Jasmine smiled as she moved to the bottom of the bed. He was paying for the privilege of her attention and she was about to give him an experience to remember.

“Lie down,” she ordered and leaned forward to place a hand on either side of his legs.

She clambered onto the bed and kept her gaze on his as she got over him on her hands and knees. He squirmed around in anticipation of what was coming his way and Jasmine didn’t disappoint. She started to crawl higher and stopped when her head was over his crotch.

“Mm…,” she let out as she looked down. “Is this big, hard boy because of me?”

She let out a mischievous laugh as she lowered her head and saw the twitching jerks of Conrad’s erection before she even touched it. She looked up to catch his gaze as she teased her tongue on hot, hard flesh and slowly ran it all the way up to the tip. The faint taste of vodka came to her, but was overpowered when she licked at the bubble of pre-cum that appeared.

“Are you going to hold it for me?” she said when she glanced up to see how intently her actions were being watched.

She raised her head when Conrad grabbed at his cock to make it stand up from his body. Her gaze locked on his as she bent down to kiss the tip and nuzzled her lips on slick skin. She knew it was making her lipstick smear even more to give her a sluttier look, but she could see the lust for it burning in the eyes watching her.

“I’m nineteen, daddy,” she said as she continued to brush her mouth on the very tip of his erection. “You’re a bad man for taking advantage of a young girl.”

“I don’t think I’m the one taking advantage,” Conrad let out in a husky voice.

“Are you calling me a slut, daddy,” Jasmine replied.

She didn’t wait for an answer before parting her lips to slide them all the way down to Conrad’s hand. The rush of illicit desire as cock filled her mouth made her groan and she worked her tongue on hard flesh. She began to bob her head slowly, but wasted no time in quickening the rhythm until her lips were almost smacking on the hand wrapped around the base of a raging erection.

Her breath came out in a rasping gasp when she raised her head again, but she kept her mouth over the tip of a stiff shaft to let spit drop on it. She then grabbed hold to work the lubrication in and worked her fingers lower until they covered Conrad’s. The thrill of making him play with his cock wasn’t lost on her and she gripped tightly as she worked their hands up and down.

When she let go, she moved position to straddle his crotch and slapped his hand away before sitting down. They both squirmed as hard cock rubbed on silky, wet panties and Jasmine leaned forward to undo the buttons of his shirt. She dragged the sides apart to reveal a muscular chest and stroked her fingertips across it before leaning down to kiss on naked skin.

Conrad groaned when lips found his nipple and he grabbed hold of Jasmine’s hips to hold her down as he bucked his groin against hers. She kissed higher until her lips found his and she snaked her tongue in his mouth.

“Can you taste yourself on me?” she said when she lifted her head.

Conrad didn’t answer as he worked his hands to her butt and groped it through her panties. She laughed when she moved away from him to get to the edge of the bed and reached down to her bag. A quick search inside it got her what she wanted and she was quick to straddle his waist again.

“Are you going to fuck me with this,” she said as she rubbed herself on his cock.

“You know what I want,” he replied.

“Well, here’s how you get it,” Jasmine went on and let the handcuffs dangle from her finger when she revealed what she was holding.

“Are you getting kinky on me?” he asked as he stared at them.

“Oh yeah,” she said. “I’m going to strip you naked and give you something to remember.”

A smile lit up her face when he lifted his arms to hold them out. She made him take off his shirt and grabbed hold of his right hand to snap one end of the cuffs around his wrist then shuffled up the bed to make him stretch his arm above his head. She then threaded the cuffs around a bar on the metal headboard and dragged his left arm up to finish the job of tying him in place. A glance down showed his gaze on her panties and she reached between her thighs to stroke her pussy through the moist material.

“Look how wet I’m getting for you, daddy,” she said.

Her legs trembled as she slid her fingers along the cleft showing through her panties until they were sticky with her wetness. She reached down to wipe her taste on Conrad’s lips and he eagerly sucked them in his mouth. When she pulled them free, she got to her feet to leave one of her strappy sandals on either side of his head then unhooked her bra.

“Is it my tits you want, daddy?” she teased him as she groped herself hard enough to leave finger marks on her skin.

She sank down to her hands and knees to let her breasts swing right above his face and slowly lowered them until they were brushing against his mouth. His tongue came out straight away to lick wet trails on naked skin. The fleeting touches were driving her crazy and she wanted more, so grabbed hold to feed a nipple into his mouth. The burst of delicious pleasure was intense as he sucked frantically on the dark bud and she closed her eyes to let him play before pulling her nipple free to feed him the other one.

“Good boy,” she said as shivers rippled down her spine. “But I don’t think it’s my pretty tits you want.”

She pulled herself up and Conrad’s head followed until he was forced to let go of the nipple in his mouth. He strained against the cuffs binding him to the headboard, but there was no escape.

Jasmine stood up and put a foot on either side of him. She saw Conrad’s head roll to the side to stare at the sexy footwear right in front of his face.

“You’re not looking where I want,” she said and knocked her sandal against his cheek to make him look up between her thighs. “That’s better,” she told him.

She slid a hand between her thighs to stroke touches on her panties and could feel them getting wetter as she played. Her fingers moved to the waistband and she teased the material lower, without actually showing him anything.

“Is it my hot, wet cunt you want?” she spat out.

There was a delectable thrill to the dirty words rolling off her tongue and she could see the excitement on Conrad’s face. His chest heaved as he stared right between her thighs and it was a look that brought out her hunger.

“I shaved it this morning,” she went on. “So the skin is smooth and bare for you.”

Conrad glanced at her face before returning his gaze between her legs and his cock throbbed as the teasing play went on. Jasmine slid down the sides of her panties then pulled them up to deny him a glimpse of her shaved pussy and the anticipation built until it was almost unbearable. She finally gave in to her desires and dragged her wet panties down her legs to take them off. When she straightened up, she spread her legs wider to give him the best view.

“You like that, don’t you?” she said as she brushed fingers on her shaved skin. “Your very own naked slut in sexy heels.”

She saw Conrad’s head roll to the side again and let him kiss and lick a sandal. When he looked up from doing it, she moved her feet to trap his head between them.

“Are you going to lick and kiss my wet cunt just as eagerly as my shoes?” she asked.

“Yes,” he answered immediately.

She used her fingers to spread her slick, swollen lips wide to let him see pink glistening skin. Squatting down in the heels on the bed wasn’t easy, but she managed it to leave her pussy hovering inches above his face. His head came up from the mattress immediately and she groaned as rough licks swept over her shaved skin.

It made her drop all the way down to straddle Conrad’s head and she reveled in the adoration he was lavishing on her. She held herself wide to let him plunge his stiff tongue inside then slid her fingers to her clit as she was licked out by her captive slave. Her head rocked back as the swell of ecstasy grew and she closed her thighs around his face. The prickle of his stubble on her naked skin was so good and she began to rock her hips.

Conrad’s tongue rasped over her velvety inner skin as she worked her hips to grind her pussy on his mouth. She could see the way his arms strained against the cuffs holding him in place, but he was tied down for her to use and she rode his mouth as she tormented her clit with punishing strokes of her fingertips.

“Deeper,” she gasped as the heat of arousal burned between her thighs

She forced herself down as Conrad pushed out his tongue to fuck it deeper in her cunt and the squirming, roiling delight of being pleasured started to overwhelm her. It was something more she wanted inside her when she lost control, so she pulled herself up before she was taken over the edge. She saw the glisten of her pussy on his lips and reached down to stroke fingertips across them.

Conrad licked her fingers clean when she forced them in his mouth and she watched his tongue slide around his lips to get more of her taste after she pulled them out. She slowly got to her feet and stepped to the side of his waist.

“Pervert,” she said when she lifted a foot to brush the sole of her sandal over his erection.

It made him groan and she gave him more before straddling his body to face towards his feet. She dropped down to sit on his stomach and felt his muscles tighten to take her weight.

“I’m just a little girl,” she said over her shoulder and laughed. “You can take it.”

A glance down showed how erect he was and she knew it was because of the touch of her foot. The impatience to have her fun welled up and she quickly undid his pants to drag them and his underwear down. It got him completely naked and she wasted no time in settling onto his belly again to face his feet. She reached down to grab hold of his cock and make it stand up from his body.

“You better hold on, old man,” she teased him. “If you want what you’ve been fantasizing about since you first saw me walk in the bar.”

Conrad said nothing as she shuffled lower on his body then got over his crotch on her knees. She gripped his cock tighter to hold it in place. It allowed her to lower herself to it and she wiggled her hips to make her pussy rub against the tip. The flourish of hot desire rippled to every nerve ending and she groaned as she forced herself onto a rampant cock.

Her body shook as the penetration of the thick head slipped inside to stretch her open. The convulsing delight gripped hold and she flexed her muscles to enjoy the throbbing hardness her pussy was now wrapped around. Her head rocked back and she let out a groan as she slowly lowered herself onto Conrad’s full length.

“Fuck yeah,” she muttered as she ran her fingers through her hair and began gyrating her hips.

The feel of erect cock moving around inside her pussy was delicious and she leaned forward to press her hands on Conrad’s muscular thighs. She knew he would be staring at her pert ass, without even having to look, and that excited her even more. It made her want to be naughtier still and she couldn’t resist the impulse. She heard the loud groan when she dug her fingernails in flesh before she let go to grab her buttocks and spread them.

“You enjoying the show?” she let out in a hoarse voice.

“Pull them further apart,” the answer came back.

Jasmine gave him what he wanted and the fact that his eyes would be glued to her tiny puckered hole made her shudder.

“Don’t you fucking lose control now,” she said.

“Just have your fucking fun and use me.”

“Like you have a choice,” she shot back.

She released the grip on her ass and straightened up as she brought a hand between her thighs. Her fingertips brushed on the thick, solid girth spreading her cunt wide open and it made her groan. She flexed her muscles again to make her pussy walls clamp around cock and a rush of hot arousal burned in her veins.

Sliding her fingertips to her clit, she began to circle touches around the erect bud and rocked her hips. It set the climb towards what she wanted in motion and she could feel Conrad bucking his hips up.

“Harder,” she ordered.

Her body began to bounce as he thrust up into her and she punished her clit more. Sweat trickled across her naked body as she was fucked by her bound captive and she could hear the chain of the cuffs rattling against the headboard. She still wanted more and leaned forward to slap her hands down on Conrad’s thighs. The rising tension made her fingers curl to dig her nails in flesh and she held on tightly as she began to ride cock.

Her breath rasped out as she lifted herself up to the very tip before sliding down to let the stiff thickness fill her again. She clenched her teeth as the pleasure swelled between her thighs and it drove her on to more.

“Fuck me, you kinky bitch,” Conrad hissed as he continued to buck his hips up.

The dirty words were a spur that made Jasmine begin to slam herself down on cock to a faster rhythm. The sound of naked skin slapping together filled the room and she closed her eyes as she was engulfed in the longing for an orgasm. Her muscles tightened as she threw herself down again and again to take a stiff shaft deep until it pushed her all the way to the very cusp of losing control. The whimpering cry began in the back of her throat and grew louder as the pleasure heightened to overwhelm her.

The burning rush of hot ecstasy burst out from her center and she crashed down on Conrad for a final time as her body succumbed to the climax. Juddering tremors wracked her naked curves and the spasms of her inner thighs made her pussy walls ripple around the hard penetration of cock fucked deep in her. She rocked her hips as she climbed all the way to the peak of her passion and cried out as a lightning strike exploded in her belly and streaked along her spine.

The trembling was uncontrollable as she reveled in the unadulterated joy of the orgasm until it slowly began to fade away. She gasped for breath as she came down from the shattering high and heard the quiet laugh from behind. It made her glance over her shoulder.

“I managed to hold out,” Conrad said and thrust his hips up to fuck his still fully-erect cock in cunt. “Is it my turn now.”

“Maybe I’ll just fuck off and leave you tied up naked to the bed,” Jasmine replied. “That’ll give you some explaining to do.”

She pushed herself down on him to grind her body on his and groaned as his cock throbbed inside her.

“Just leave my cash on the bedside cabinet before you leave,” he threw back at her.

“You’ve already got your money’s worth,” Jasmine said.

She slowly raised her hips up until only the head of his cock was inside her then jammed herself down on it. Her groan was loud, but she let his thick erection slide out of her when she lifted her hips again.

“Nice and slippery now,” she said when she stroked her fingertips along a pulsing, erect length.

When she pulled her hand away, she loosened the straps of her heeled sandals to take them off and threw them to the side of Conrad’s head. His eyes lit up as he caught the scent and he tried to move his face closer.

“Dirty pervert,” Jasmine joked as she watched, but her attention returned to his cock.

Her legs trembled when she got to her feet and Conrad’s muscles tensed when she put a foot on his belly.

“Fuck,” he gasped as he sucked in a sharp breath.

“You can take it, daddy,” Jasmine taunted as she stood on his stomach to make him take her full weight. “I’m giving you the fantasy you fucking jack yourself off to.”

She lifted a foot to bring it down on his erect manhood and heard his loud groan as she stroked the sole along his length. The kinky play made a shudder ripple down her spine and she made sure her toes got covered in the sticky wetness of her pussy before turning around. Conrad grunted as she stepped onto his chest, but she saw his eyes were on her feet.

“This is how you want to taste my pussy, isn’t it,” she said as she lifted her foot above his face.

He raised his head to try to get to her foot, but she kept it just out of reach to torment him.

“Please,” he implored.

The sound of his desperate pleading gave her a surge of power and his begging got louder as he closed in on his fantasy.

“Put your head down,” Jasmine ordered.

He immediately dropped it to the bed and she brought her foot down to brush it against his lips. It gave him the taste of her pussy and he eagerly lapped at her toes when she forced them in his mouth. She could feel the tickle of his tongue sliding over her naked skin and she pushed her toes deeper to make him suck them before pulling her foot away.

Getting off him, she jumped down to the floor and slowly walked around the bed. His gaze followed her every step of the way until she got to her bag. She turned to let him enjoy the sight of her pert ass again when she bent down to search for what she wanted. When she straightened up, she got on the bed and straddled Conrad’s head to sit on his face. He licked eagerly at her pussy and she shuddered as his tongue probed inside her.

Leaning forward, she unlocked one end of the cuffs to free them from the headboard, but quickly secured it around Conrad’s wrist again. She waited a few seconds to enjoy the roiling touch of his tongue in her cunt before raising herself up and moving to sit at the side of the bed.

“Well…,” she let out when she looked at him and motioned to the floor at her feet.

Conrad grabbed one of her shoes before scrambling to his knees and moving past her to drop to the floor. She watched as he lay down then brought the sandal to his face to take in its perfumed scent. It brought a grin to her face and she let her gaze slide down his muscled torso to his crotch. His exhilaration that she was giving him what he wanted was clear to see, with the throb of hot blood pulsing through his erection to make it twitch uncontrollably.

She kept her feet on the floor at first, as she popped open the cap of the plastic bottle in her hand and dribbled some oily lube onto his shaft. Conrad’s gaze slid down his body as she lifted her right foot and his back arched when she stroked her toes along his length to work in the lubrication.

“Am I giving you your dirty, perverted fetish,” she said as she worked her toes down below his balls to lift them up.

“Yes,” he groaned as his buttocks clenched to make his hips lift up.

Jasmine stroked her big toe on the skin just below his balls then forced it between his ass cheeks to rim it around his puckered hole. Conrad squirmed as his body responded to the surge of kinky pleasure. It made him sniff all the more eagerly on the shoe he was holding to his nose as a petite foot moved back to his erection. A touch slid along his hard length a couple of times before teasing the sensitive underside of the head and it made him arch up more from the floor as his excitement mounted. He’d held himself back when pussy was stroking along his cock and now he was getting his reward. His breath rasped out as an oily foot rolled across his stiff flesh to bring his fantasies to life.

“So fucking good,” he let out.

Jasmine looked up to his face to see the hungry lust written all over it. She continued to rub her foot along his stiff shaft before working her toes to his balls again to tease and torment them.

“Are you going to shoot your cum all over my pretty feet?” she asked.

Conrad just watched as she lifted her left foot to bring it into the action. She settled it down on his belly then let some lube drip down from the bottle in her hand. It ran down onto his midriff and she could feel his muscles fluttering as she worked circling touches on his skin. She eventually moved her foot lower and let it slip under his cock. She then started to stroke along the underside with her right foot again and saw the way it was making him tremble.

“C’mon old man,” she urged him. “Let me see that fucking cum.”

She made his cock stand up from his body to trap it between her ankles and liked the silky, smooth feel of jacking off an oily cock between her feet. The thrill of being a dirty girl wasn’t lost on her and she could sense the sticky heat blossoming between her thighs again. It made her work her feet up and down in a faster rhythm and she got the grunts of excitement she wanted from the man she was pleasuring.

“Tell me when you get close,” she ordered him.

“Yes Miss,” he let out as he sniffed a shoe and watched the kinky sight of two delicate feet gliding along his erect length.

Jasmine stopped what she was doing, but kept Conrad’s straining shaft trapped between her feet as she dripped more of the lube on the tip of his cock. She pushed a hand between her thighs to rub fingers on her pussy as she resumed the footjob.

“Looks like I’m not the only one enjoying this,” Conrad said.

Jasmine glanced to see him watching what she was doing.

“Do you like that I’ll be finger fucking myself when you splash cum on my feet?” she retorted and grinned.

He returned his attention to his crotch and she gripped his slippery cock between the soles of her feet as he started to buck his hips up. The dirty bastard was fucking her feet and she could tell how much he loved it. His chest heaved and his groans became louder as he pushed himself closer to what he wanted.

Jasmine took over when he sank to the floor and it built the pressure towards breaking point. She continued stroking both feet along his oily length before pulling them away to let his cock slap down on his belly.

“Part your legs wide,” she ordered.

When he did, she stuck her right foot between his thighs to get under his balls and worked her big toe to his asshole. She rimmed it around the tight entrance before pressing on it to make his hips slowly rise up. Dropping her left foot on his erection, she worked the sole rapidly along it before teasing her toes on the slick, sensitive underside of the head.

“Fuck…, fuck…, fuck…,” Conrad let out and the word continued to echo around the room as his balls tightened up against his body in readiness.

Jasmine’s wiggling toe played on his tight ring and the clenching of his buttocks made his muscles tighten until the tension was almost unbearable.

“Can’t hold it,” he let out in a gasping, despairing voice as the pleasure overwhelmed him.

Jasmine rubbed the sole of her foot rapidly along his cock to take him to the very edge. She quickly placed both feet on his belly and saw the pulsing tautness of his erection as he tried to hold on for a final few seconds.

“They’re right fucking there for you,” she said. “You can empty your balls all over my pretty red toes.”

She saw his gaze come down to her feet and it was the moment he lost control. His buttocks clenched tightly together before the spasms of his muscles sent a gushing rope of thick, sticky white erupting from the tip of his cock to splash across her toes. It was the first of many as his excitement exploded to a frenzy of lust that rained cum all over her feet. Her skin was coated in pearly white streaks by the time his climax ended. She lifted a cum-stained foot to rub it on his still-jerking erection and she heard his panting groans as the desire faded from his body.

“You need to clean me,” she teased him as she moved a foot up his body.

She rubbed her soles on the cum staining his skin before pulling her hand from between her thighs and reaching down to smear some of her pussy wetness on her toes. Bringing her foot above his head, she brushed her toes on his mouth to give him the taste of pussy and cock then forced them in his mouth. There were white speckles on his lips when she pulled her foot away and stood up.

Grabbing her underwear from the bed, she walked over to the bathroom door and went inside. A shudder trickled down her spine, but she was quick to wash her feet in the shower cubicle and get dressed. She saw Conrad sitting on the bed holding her strappy sandals when she returned to the bedroom.

“Do I get the keys now?” he asked.

“After you put on my shoes,” Jasmine replied.

He dropped to his knees at the side of the bed when she sat down. She stretched out a leg towards him to give him his final pleasure and watched the way his fingers caressed her skin as he slipped the sexy shoes on her feet and secured them in place.

“I’d suggest you have a shower,” she joked when she picked up her bag and got to her feet.

“The keys,” Conrad said.

Jasmine waited until she was at the door of the room before getting them out of her bag.

“You can keep the cuffs as a memento,” she said and threw the keys to him. “Think about me when you look at them.”

Her tinkling laugh ended when she opened the door to step outside to the hallway. There was no one at the elevators when she got to them and she needed to wait for only a few seconds before one arrived. The air was cool when she walked out the hotel exit to the sidewalk, but the night was still young.

“Another drink,” Jasmine said and immediately set off in the direction of a hotel around the corner from where she was.

She wondered if that familiar feeling of knowing would rear up when she walked in the bar and hoped it would as the craving to be a bad girl with a stranger took hold again.
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