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A Celebration

Bella

I stood in the middle of Sarah's living room buzzing with excitement and gratitude like a shaken-up can of fizzy juice. Sorry, soda pop. When I moved here a few months ago I expected to spend my birthday alone, maybe on Skype with some friends and family. The ones who would brave the time difference, at least. I was spending it with the women who had become my cherished friends and mentors- my beloved MILFS.

My job at an aviation firm put me in contact with a lot of men, but in an effort to find a few gal pals I’d swiftly joined a local gym. Sensing my nervousness, a group of intimidatingly beautiful but thankfully very friendly older women from my yoga class had taken me under their wings, inviting me to their regular coffee mornings and girl's nights. Linda, a lively and adventurous dynamo who quite shamelessly described herself as a trophy wife, was always on hand with a recommendation for a good night out. Diana, an outwardly reserved university professor, had helped pull me out of doubtless bad moods with her patience and quietly dark humor. And Sarah, a corporate titan and our undoubted leader, had become something of a mentor to me. Her advice had helped to make strides in my new job, and I had even managed to bag a quick promotion by using her negotiating tactics. Even though they were all at least 15 years my senior we had become fast friends, gossiping and chatting over brunch every single week.

And now, in yet another act of kindness, they were throwing me a small but luxurious birthday bash, one that would last all weekend. Sarah had banished her stay-at-home husband to a hotel so that we could all hang out in her palatial suburban home, with a girly night in tonight and some clubbing tomorrow. She assured me that they had planned it all out and paid for so that I could just relax. Their generosity was as amazing as their energy, and as I relaxed with another tasty cocktail I reflected on just how lucky I had been to find them. I might have left my country of birth and my family to follow my dream, but with their help I was finally starting to feel at home.

"Ladies, ladies," Sarah said, clinking her glass with a manicured finger. "I just want to say happy birthday to Bella, our little English rose! I'm so excited for her, and I know we’re all so proud of her achievements."

"Here, here!" Linda chimed in with a laugh, affecting a playful British accent.

"We're glad that you've chosen to make our city your home, and want to wish you all the best for another wonderful year."

"Aww, thank you," I gushed, trying not to sound too pathetically grateful. "Thank you guys so much for the party, for the company, for looking after me in a new city."

"Don't be silly!" Diana said. "You're helping keep us young."

We clinked glasses and hugged, the warm feeling of companionship filling up the room. These women were sometimes intimidatingly free-spirited, raucous, and brash, especially since I had come from a buttoned-up middle-class family in rural England, but I was glad I had found them.

“And, we have a special little surprise for you tonight!”

Oh? Now that piqued my interest! I absolutely loved surprises and suspected that these adventerous ladies would have something fun up their sleeves.

Just on cue, the doorbell rang. Linda giggled and Sarah sashayed her way to the corridor, leaving me with that excited apprehensive feeling in the pit of my stomach. Diana went tight-lipped, refusing to spoil my surprise.

When Sarah returned she was followed by a bewildering, breath-taking sight. A tall man with sandy fair hair and a boyishly handsome face trailed behind her, dressed in a frankly ridiculous butler outfit. The quality of the clothing looked decent enough, well-cut to accentuate his athletic build, but the goofy bowtie made it all look amusingly tawdry. I could tell my mouth was hanging open in shock, while Linda giggled like a schoolgirl, Sarah smirked, and Diana looked as serious as usual.

“Good evening, ladies. I’m at your service.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. His introduction was smooth enough, and he certainly looked the part, but there was a clear nervousness in this young man’s voice and his body language spoke of something being held back. He didn’t seem to know how to respond to our gasps, whoops, and giggles, as if unsure whether we were laughing with him or at him.

“You got me a stripper?” I asked, drawing more laughter. The butler seemed lost for words, trying desperately to formulate a response

“Not quite,” Sarah spoke first, “he’s a sort of novelty butler, to help us out with our girl’s night. We weren’t sure what to get you, but figured this might remind you of home!”

It was a regular joke of theirs, implying that I had grown up in some kind of Downton Abbey country house in keeping with my BBC accent. Of course, the truth was that I was comfortably middle-class but certainly hadn’t grown up in aristocratic splendor.

“Plus,” Diana said, “we can’t be pouring our own drinks all night!”

“Yes, ladies, um-” the man spoke up, finally finding a moment to interject, “I do have to say that I’m not supposed, um, well not allowed to provide any nudity. It’s in the terms of the-”

“Yeah, yeah,” Sarah said, authoritative and a little dismissive. “We can read.”

“Yeah, but, ye’know, you wouldn’t say no to the birthday girl if it’s what she wanted, right?” Linda winked suggestively.

I could feel a little bit of color come into my cheeks, but it was nothing compared to the butler, whose face quickly went red with embarrassment. You would think he would be used to this kind of flirtatious banter, but he seemed completely wrong-footed. Granted, we were a hot group of women, but surely this came with the territory?

“Um, how about some cocktails ladies?” he suggested, trying to get back to whatever script he was working off.

“That sounds lovely,” I fluttered my eyelashes at him. I might not be quite as flirtatious as Linda or as bossy as Sarah, but I resolved to try and get into this. It was, after all, a gift. “And tell me, what’s your name?”

“Jake, Ma’am.”

“Nice to meet you, Jake.”

***

Leo had made it all sound so simple.

“Trust me bro, it’s easy money,” he had promised over beers, as I spent another night fretting about tuition and rent. “All you need to do is mix some cocktails and flirt a bit. You work in a bar, and you’ve done some improv classes. You’ll kill it. These women just like a bit of attention.”

“I don’t know man,” I started, but he slapped my arm commandingly.

“A good-looking guy like you can make more in a night of this than in a month of bartending shifts. I’m hooking you up and that’s that.”

I didn’t argue too hard. Leo seemed determined to get me the gig, even if only to stop me from constantly worrying, and I could use the money.

The thing was, while I knew I was decent looking I had never been all that confident. It wasn’t like I was a shut-in or a virgin. Tending bar had given me plenty of experience making small talk and on the right night, I could even be charming. Still, though, pretty women made me nervous. And bossy, demanding women made me, well… feel things.

So when I showed up at that big, fancy house, I felt nervous. Like, first kiss, final exam, sober karaoke nervous.

The woman who opened the door and introduced herself as Sarah did nothing to assuage my nerves. She was as tall as me in her skyscraper stilettos, baby blue to match her sparkly party dress and eyes, and drop-dead gorgeous to boot. She was in her forties, I would guess, but had a body that was still defying gravity whether through surgery or clean living. I tried not to gawp, but from her wry smile and arched eyebrow I could tell that I had failed. One second in, and already on the back foot.

Things didn’t get any easier once she showed me into the front room.

Three more ladies waited for me in the tastefully decorated house, each and every one of them pretty enough to make me start sweating and stammering. Two of them were, like Sarah, a good deal older than me. One was a petite redhead wearing a dress that would have been bold on a twenty-something, with a cheeky twinkle in her eye. The other lady was pretty in an intimidating sort of way, with the stern resting expression of a vice-principal and a surprisingly muscular frame.

And then, finally, there was the odd one out. The birthday girl with a tiara perched atop her wavy brown hair looked like genuine royalty, the sort of woman who probably should have a butler. With her delicate pale skin and full red lips, she looked the very image of an English rose. The fact that she was close to my age made her both more approachable, but also somehow terrifyingly attainable.

I forced myself to take a breath and move forward, falling back on the shoddily put-together guidance that the party company had provided for me.

“Good evening, ladies. I’m at your service.”

The giggles were, of course, to be expected. Still, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was being laughed at. It was like I was surrounded by a group of high-school mean girls, even though several of them were twenty years older than me.

I felt like I was about to burst into flames when they joked about me stripping off, even though Leo had warned me about the flirtatious banter. He had said it was a good sign- if they made those kinds of jokes you were in line for a big tip. Still, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was already naked in front of these women, with my pecker out for all to see.

I busied myself taking drink orders, managing to pick up their names along the way. Mixing cocktails was easier for me, with the well-stocked drinks cabinet allowing me to have fun improvising. By the time I was done, I felt like I was on a firmer footing, and I resolved to relax and enjoy the ride.

That lasted all of about two seconds.

I managed to serve three drinks well enough, receiving complementary noises on my concoctions, but my hands betrayed me at the worst possible moment. It was one of slow motion fuck ups, the kinds where you see it coming but find it impossible to stop. Before I knew it, I had spilled a fruity cocktail on the floor with the splashback hitting Sarah’s shoe and leg.

“Oh my god, I’m so sorry!”

“It’s fine,” Sarah said, with the practiced voice of someone who was used to dealing with incompetent underlings. She quickly kicked off her shoes to minimize the damage, and despite myself, I couldn’t help but notice that her perfectly pedicured nails matched her shoes, eyes, and dress. This was a well put-together woman.

“Someone has sticky fingers,” Linda laughed lasciviously.

“Yes, and now sticky floors and sticky feet,” Diana added dryly. This was beginning to feel less like a girls’ night and more like a firing squad.

“Aww, it’s not his fault,” Bella said, in that gorgeous, cut-glass accent.

“No, it is my fault.”

“Yes, it is a bit. Go get a cloth from under the sink.”

I rushed back with a cloth and some paper towels, hoping to clean up as best as I could and hopefully salvage the night. At this rate I would be lucky to be paid my flat rate, never mind a tip. Bella looked a little awkward on my behalf, her bottom lip pushed out in a sympathetic pout, but the other ladies looked completely comfortable with a man on knees in front of them.

“Foot first, then the floor,” Sarah said, pushing her foot out toward me. I took it in my hand, trying not to drool. The truth was, I had a bit of a thing for feet, and for take-charge ladies, making this whole thing a dizzying challenge.

“Is this your first time?” Linda asked.

“Yeah, you seem a little bit out of your depth.”

“I, um- yeah…” I had no idea what to say. Yes, I’m incompetent and completely out of my fucking depth?

“It’s not really your fault, I suppose,” Sarah said, switching to offer me her other leg. “The company should have trained you. But it is a little disappointing. We could have done something else, like a spa night or something.”

“Oooh, a spa would have been nice!”

“Well, at least you’re getting a foot rub, of sorts,” Diana said. It was impossible to tell from her voice when she was joking.

“That’s a good point,” Sarah replied. “Why don’t you give me a little rub while you’re down there?”

“A rub?” My mind was spinning.

“Yes, a rub, a massage,” Sarah said slowly, impatience hovering just at the edge of her voice. “A butler is supposed to do a bit of everything, right? And since you aren’t great at the waiter stuff, and since we missed out on our spa trip…”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said, deciding to take the path of least resistance. I put down the cloth and started massaging her foot, kneading the arches with my thumb. Girlfriends I had done this for had always been grateful for the attention, but Sarah simply struck up a new line of conversation with her friends and ignored me. She seemed like a weekly pedicure kind of woman and clearly felt completely at ease having someone service her feet.

“I want a shot!” Linda said in her southern drawl. “These heels ain’t easy on the tootsies!”

“Surely it’s the birthday girl next!” Diana pointed out.

“Oh no, I couldn’t!” Bella tried to demur.

“Sure you can!” Sarah said. “You’re a newly promoted boss bitch, you should start acting like it. Plus, he wants to, right?”

She prodded me with her foot and I felt an intense mixture of emotions- anger, shame, and arousal foremost among them. I pushed that to the side and tried to embody the character of a professional British butler. “Yes, I am at your service.”

I shuffled over to where Bella sat and removed her black ballet pumps. Her feet were incredibly dainty, with well-trimmed natural nails and cute little toes. I looked up for permission and when she didn’t say no I took it as my cue to start rubbing.

As the conversation started back up around me I focused on my task. As embarrassing as this whole situation was I couldn’t complain too much. It had been a while since I had gotten any action, between my work and my studies, so it felt nice to be this close to someone even in such a servile position. I started to fall into a relaxed, almost meditative state as I massaged this girl’s pretty feet. Then, disaster struck.

“What’s that?” Linda said, pointing at my crotch. “It looks like someone’s enjoying himself!”

I hadn’t even noticed, not really, the hardness in my pants. Now that it was pointed out, though, it was obvious. The insanely tight trousers did nothing to hide the telltale bulge, and with no way to cover it all I could do was stammer an incoherent and unconvincing denial.

“Looks like someone has a liking for Bella!”

“Or for feet!”

“Or both!”

I wanted the ground to open up and swallow me. Good luck getting a tip now- I’d be lucky if I didn’t end up on some kind of list.

“Are you a pervert?” Sarah asked calmly. “Did you sign up for this because you wanted to scheme on tipsy women?”

“No!” I said, hoping I sounded convincing. “I just couldn’t help it. It’s my first time doing this, and, I just needed the money, and-”

“Shh, shh,” Sarah stroked my head instantly helping to calm me down. I sat there in the middle of the room, still on my knees although Bella had swiftly withdrawn her feet. “We believe you.”

“Do we?” Diana asked.

“Yeah, well, a man can’t help his urges. He can only choose what to do with them,” she used a finger to angle my face up toward hers. “How’s this for an idea? You might not be cut out for this, but you’re cute and seem to have the right attitude. We’ll give you a five star review and double, no triple, the usual rate if you let us play some games with you.”

“Games?” I asked. I felt like I knew where this was going, but given that I had just been outed as a potential pervert I didn’t want to assume.

“Yes, games. The kind of games adults might play. I could spell it out for you, but that would kind of ruin the fun. Trust me, if you’re the sort of man I think you are, you’ll make good memories as well as good money.”

I wondered what kind of man she thought I was, but I pushed that question to the side. My options were either to kiss goodbye to this shift and probably this line of work, condemning myself to more long weekends of minimum wage labor, or trust that whatever they had planned for me would work out.

The offer was strange, but then again this whole scenario was strange. And maybe, I thought, it wasn’t all that weird after all. I had no idea how rich people lived, but maybe this was it.

I tried to think logically, and the answer led me relentlessly in one direction. I was single, broke, and horny, with four beautiful women offering to make me their plaything. Not knowing what they had planned was terrifying, but it was also exhilarating and potentially very, very lucrative.

“OK,” I said, deciding to embrace the moment and finally managing to land what I thought was a suave smile. “I am at your service, after all.”


A Guessing Game

Bella

Well, this was not how I had expected my birthday party to go.

I knew that my friends were adventurous, of course. It hadn’t taken long for them to share their secrets with me, telling me all about their college experimentation, party days, and dating wins and losses. I loved the whole Sex and The City vibe, and had even shared a few salacious stories of my own. Their open attitudes to sex were quite different from what I was used to, but it had been a nice change, one that encouraged me to be more open to new experiences.

Still, this was… something.

Poor Jake had been making a mess of his performance, I wouldn’t deny that. Still, I thought Sarah was being a bit harsh on the little cutie, who was clearly trying his best. I felt a fair whack of secondhand embarrassment when she demanded a foot rub, and when it was my turn I simply didn’t know what to do. I felt sorry for him but, determined not to let my buttoned-up British sensibilities hold me back, I accepted the massage with a smile. I wanted to be a strong, powerful woman like my new friends, and that meant getting comfortable with being in charge. Jake’s strong hands did help me to relax. It had been too long since I had felt a man's touch, and I was just starting to feel like I could get into this.

Then Linda just had to go and notice his hard-on.

I felt mortified for the poor boy, if a little shocked. Most of all though, I felt aroused. Work had kept me too busy for any relationships, so it felt good to be wanted. Plus, Jake was just my type- handsome and well-built but with a sort of soft goofiness that put me at ease. I wanted him to keep rubbing my feet and then, maybe, somewhere else.

It was as if Sarah read my mind. Her suggestion was still shocking though. This guy was a college student, not a gigolo, and as much as I wanted to experience the kind of adventurous sex my MILF-y friends had told me about, I didn’t want to do it at someone’s expense.

But then he said yes. Jake was willing, maybe even game. My birthday bash had just taken another turn. I had started off thinking I might have a stripper, then getting a butler, and now getting… what?

A boytoy, a plaything, a slave?

The whole thing excited and terrified me in equal measure, so I simply sat back and watched while trying to process it all. The ladies had him going around dishing out foot rubs, stopping occasionally to get us more drinks. Jake was trying to maintain a good outlook and engage in some flirtatious banter, but he was no match for the MILFs, who kept him constantly on the back foot.

They soon had him stripped down to his tight white underwear, using a mixture of flirting and cajoling to break down his resistance. His body looked great and I could feel myself getting wet, but there was a hard, humiliating edge to the proceedings which made me feel a bit guilty.

“Come on, get them off!”

“You chose this job, show us what you can do!”

“You missed a spot when you were cleaning my foot. Here, come and lick it off!”

The look of shock on my face when Jake actually got down and licked the top of Sarah’s foot must have been clear, because it made Diana move closer to me.

“Don’t feel bad,” she said, reading my expression well. “He loves it. He’s a total sub.”

“How do you know?”

“Just trust me. I’ve known plenty. My hubby, for one.”

Diana had hinted at some kinky interests, but of the three women she gave the least away. I was intrigued by this little revelation.

“There must be some good stories there.”

“Oh there are, and I’ll tell you them later. Right now, though, I want to make sure you’re OK. I know we can be a bit much, but this is your party. If you want, I can stop all this.”

I didn’t want to look like a prude, but I also honestly didn’t want this to end. Still, though, I felt uneasy.

“I’m having fun, it’s just hard not to feel a bit strange. Even if he likes it, it’s kind of odd having a servant, or whatever.”

“It is odd, but it also isn’t. I mean, look at you. You’re smart, beautiful, and brave enough to travel across the world and start a new life. There are a lot of fuck boys out there that you could waste your time with, but trust me when I say that there are lots of sensitive boys that will fall at your feet. Men who would feel honored to serve you, because you deserve it.”

On the one hand, I knew Diana was gassing me up and telling me what I wanted to hear. On the other hand, this is what I wanted. A strong, sexy, powerful woman is what I wanted to be. So, that’s how I would act.

“Hey Bella, you ever had your toes sucked?” Linda asked.

“I have not had the pleasure.”

“You wanna try it?”

I imagined how it would feel to have Jake wrap his lips around my toes, and pictured how he would look bowing down in front of me. In the past, I would have worried about the taste or about when I had gotten my last pedicure, but fuck that. New year, new me.

“Yes. Yes, I do.”

***

Jake

I couldn’t believe how quickly this had escalated. On my way here I had pictured some flirtatious banter and yes, admittedly, the horny submissive at the back of my mind might have gotten some little thrill from the idea of being ogled and objectified. Never in a million years, though, could I have pictured it ending up like this. Stripped down to my underwear, crawling on my knees for them like a cross between a stripper and a slave. My mind was spinning with confusion, shame, and desire.

These women were persuasive though. They expressed themselves with a remorseless logic, befuddled me with their good looks, and now had me eating out of their hands. Well, not their hands- off their feet.

“Let’s sweeten the deal,” Diana had suggested, just as Bella had agreed to have her toes sucked. “We can use some of the birthday cake from earlier to make sure her toes taste nice for him.”

The truth was that I didn’t really need any cake to sweeten the deal. As humiliating as it was, the idea of sucking Bella’s cute little toes was a huge turn-on. With my mind moving quickly into that horned-up fog, even doing it in front of a trio of braying older women wouldn’t have held me back.

“Wow, always the quiet ones who are the kinkiest,” Linda laughed. “What do you think Bella?”

The birthday girl shrugged. While she wasn’t exactly as at ease with all this as the older women were, she seemed to accept where the night was leading us with a breezy confidence. “Whatever you guys think. This is your rodeo!”

Diana got some cake from the fridge and brought it over on a plate with a spoon while I waited awkwardly, avoiding eye contact. She took a dollop of icing-covered cake and smeared it over Bella’s toes, smiling to herself as the younger woman giggled at the sensation. Diana had seemed more reserved than the other women, but beneath the professorial vibe there was clearly a maelstrom of creative sexuality bubbling away.

“Eat up, Jake.”

“No, we should give him, like, a proper butler name. Like Pennyworth, or something,” Linda suggested.

“Yes, eat up, Pennyworth,” Sarah encouraged.

I couldn’t bring myself to look up at Bella, so instead I just looked down at her cute, cake-covered feet. They were now treating me more like a dog than a human, but I knew there was no reasonable way back now. I had come this far and, for better or worse, the only way out was forward.

The cake, to be fair, was delicious, well-balanced and almost sweet enough to drown out the bitter taste of humiliation as this group of cruel, playful, creative MILFs teased me mercilessly. Bella’s feet made the perfect plate as well, with the proximity to her body sending a rush of arousal through me. She seemed embarrassed at first but with the encouraging comments of her friends, she seemed to get into it, wiggling her toes playfully as I licked up the last of the creamy topping.

“What do we say when we get given a treat?” Diana asked, her tone mock-condescending, like she was talking to a particularly slow student.

“Thank you, Ma’am, madams.”

“I think we would prefer mistresses. Madame sounds so old!” Sarah corrected.

“Ooh, I like that!” said Linda.

“And how about you, Pennyworth? Did you like it?” Sarah asked.

“It was delicious, Mistress.”

“Thank you, Pennyworth. I would say I baked it myself, but that would be a lie. It was actually my dear hubby,” the older women all laughed at some private joke. “However, I wasn’t talking about the cake. Did you like cleaning Bella’s toes for her?”

I supposed there was no point in hiding it, but admitting out loud that I held submissive, perverted desires felt like crossing a line. Well, it was a night when lots of lines were being crossed, so what was one more?

“…yes. I liked it.”

“So tell her that, and thank her.”

“Thank you, Mistress Bella.”

“I think I would prefer Princess. I always thought of myself as a princess.”

“Yes, Princess.”

“And did you like doing it in front of all of us? Submitting to a group of women, on your hands and knees?” she leaned in close, speaking more quietly. The tone of her voice had a hypnotic effect and the smell of her perfume was rich and heady, making me feel lightheaded and pliable.

“… yes, Mistress.”

“I thought so,” she moved behind me and used her foot to caress my package through my underwear, the threat of a kick present but not realized. My cock was rock hard and my balls throbbed at her touch, sending a drip of precum out into the fabric. My face burned red as I let out an embarrassingly high-pitched moan.

“Haha, cute,” Bella giggled. Bella's laugh was musical and understated. With each passing moment, she seemed to be standing taller and moving with a newfound ease, and I wondered how much she would grow to meet the energy of her mentors over the course of the evening.

I resolved to learn something from that. Bella was clearly in a new and strange dynamic but she was embracing it with a sense of adventurousness. Of course, it was easier to do that when you had all the power and all the people on your side, but still, it felt like something I should emulate.

I wasn’t the victim here. Not if I was having fun.

“What next?” Linda asked.

“Let’s play some games,” Sarah suggested.

“What do you have in mind?”

“I’m not sure. Maybe some kind of guessing game?”

“How about we stand on him and he has to guess our weight?” Diana suggested.

“I was always told never to guess a lady’s weight,” I said, belatedly attempting to bring some of that charming butler banter that I had so singularly failed to deliver before. To my relief, everyone laughed. With me, I was pretty sure, rather than at me.

“Good point! Oh, I have an idea. OK, girl huddle. Pennyworth, go get us some drinks.”

I busied myself in the kitchen, making some strong French martinis, while my “mistresses” plotted their next move. I heard plenty of excited laughter, with Sarah going into another room and coming back with some unknown objects.

When I brought back the drinks they were all looking at me excitedly, with Bella’s pale skin looking especially flush. I managed to pass out the beverages without spilling any this time, receiving heartfelt good reviews on the taste.

“So, here’s what’s going to happen,” Sarah said, as if she was chairing a planning meeting in a boardroom. “You’re going to put on this blindfold and we’ll do a little smell test.”

“What kind of a smell test?”

“Don’t worry about that. Just breathe in when we tell you and then name a person. OK?”

She explained it like it was the most natural thing in the world. Sure, I thought. Fuck it.

They sat me down in a chair in the middle of the room before slipping on the silky blindfold. I tried not to think about whether Sarah used this to play with her husband, and tried not to picture myself as a man being led in front of a firing squad.

Being blindfolded made me vulnerable, even more than I already was. Sure, I wasn’t tied up. These women looked fit and strong, but I could probably overpower them if I had to. The problem was that they could easily take pictures of me or play some other kind of strange trick while I was robbed of my sight.

Somehow, though, I trusted them. They were kinky, wild, and boisterous for sure, but they also seemed so professional, mature, and well-put together. They were the kind of trustworthy women you would work with next to in an office or who would volunteer for PTA. And Bella, in particular, seemed like a sweetheart.

I could hear the sound of rustling and movement as the ladies prepared for the first round of the game. Suddenly I felt some fabric being pressed up against my nose while the sound of shocked laughter reached my ears. I breathed in, smelling some vague feminine scent.

“Can you guess what they are?” Sarah asked.

“Roses?” I ventured.

“Haha, what a charmer. But really, time to guess.”

“Are they socks?”

“Ding ding ding!” Linda sang, like a game show host. “But whose socks?”

I truly had no idea. Unlike other bits of clothing, socks contained no traces of perfume. I had rubbed each woman’s feet and tried to recall any particular smell, but they had all been showered and lotioned, ready for a girl’s night.

“Sarah?” I guessed, voice uncertain.

“Why do you say that?”

“It’s your house, and I don’t know why anyone else would have dirty, um, - mean used socks with them.”

“Logical!” Diana said. “You’re smarter than you seemed. Logical, but unfortunately, wrong. I had left my gym bag here after a jog a few days ago. Did it smell like I broke a personal record?”

“Ha, gross!” came Linda’s girlish voice.

“So, one-nil to us,” Sarah said. “I feel like we need some stakes here. Some kind of punishment.”

“Or reward,” Bella added, firmly in my corner.

“True enough. Any ideas?”

There was a brief pause while they thought about it.

“How about we go classic? A spank for every time he’s wrong.”

“Can’t beat the old hits! And if he gets one right?”

“If he identifies the right person then they play with his dick.”

“Ha, I don’t know if I’m in the mood for dishing out handjobs,” Diana said. “I’m not a teenager at the movies!”

“Oh, come on,” Linda said. “This way we all have some skin in the game, so to speak.”

“She has a point,” Sarah said, with Bella making a noise of agreement.

“Yeah, fair enough. How does that sound to you, Pennyworth?”

Was I really going to be pleasured by one of these women? Maybe more? It was an exciting, terrifying thought. It made me nervous, but the caveman part of my brain knew it was an opportunity I couldn’t pass up.

“Yes, that sounds fa-”

“Shh, enough talking!” Diana said, roughly stuffing her sock into my mouth. “Suck on this while we get the next round ready.”

Despite being a few days old the sock was still, somehow, moist. It tasted strong and acrid, but it wasn’t entirely unpleasant. Perhaps my arousal meant that anything would feel and taste agreeable to me right now, or maybe I was just that much of a submissive slut, but as I tasted Diana’s sweat I couldn’t help but wonder how it would feel to worship her feet right after one of those runs.

“How did that taste?” Diana asked, pulling the sock out of my mouth.

“Better than the food in my college dorms. Not quite as good as the cake,” I quipped, drawing a few laughs.

“Funny,” Sarah said, “But it’s time to get your head in the game. Well, your nose, at least. Smell.”

She held what I assumed to be a balled-up pair of panties under my nose as I inhaled. The aroma was heady and feminine, making me feel almost intoxicated. I had no way of making an educated guess, so just went for an uneducated one.

“You, Mistress?”

“Wrong!” came three voices at once.

“Mine again,” Diana said. “Do you prefer my feet or my ass?”

“That’s like asking whether I prefer the sunrise or the sunset. They are both equally beautiful!”

“Haha, what a charming young man!”

“Yeah, you should be careful. We might have to keep you.”

“Still,” Diana said. “Rules are rules. Get on all fours and stick that ass in the air. It’s time for your spanking!”

I got down on my knees with as much grace as I could muster and assumed the position- face down, ass up, just like the song said. Someone, Diana I presumed, pulled my underwear up into a tight wedgie to expose my cheeks and then wasted no time in doling out my punishment. Five hard blows to each cheek left my skin stinging, but interestingly it did nothing to dampen my erection, a fact that I’m sure wasn’t lost on the ladies once I retook my seat.

On the next set of panties I guessed wrong once again, picking Sarah when it was actually Linda’s feminine musk being shoved into my face. I assumed the position once again, but Linda paused for a moment before delivering the spanks.

“I think I’d like to see what he’s packing,” she said, fondling me through my underwear. “If he wants a handjob he should at least let us see it first.”

I couldn’t argue with her logic, and my lack of argument was as good as a yes. Linda pulled down my white briefs to expose my full balls and throbbing cock, leaving them bunched around my knees. The ladies whooped and whistled as they appraised me, apparently pleased with what they saw.

“Fuck, I kind of wish he’d guessed right,” Linda said. “I wouldn’t have minded playing with that.”

“I’m sure he would hardly complain if you had a shot later,” Sarah pointed out, correctly. “But for now, rules are rules.”

She scratched her long fingernails over my already sensitive skin, drawing a moan from my lips before smacking down with both hands. Linda hit less hard than Diana, but the cumulative effect of their spanking left my butt warm and stinging.

After ten hits they led me back to my chair, now liberated from my underwear. Part of me felt vulnerable, but another part felt proud at how much fun these ladies were having with me. I was an object, yes, but also an object of desire. It felt nice to be wanted.

“OK, guess who!”

Each time we played this game I had more information. The ladies all wore different kinds of panties with slightly different smells, so I could at least be confident that this wasn’t a pair of panties I had sniffed before. That meant my odds were now 50/50, unless they had some other trick up their sleeves.

“Sarah?”

A cheer went up from my audience. “That’s Mistress Sarah to you, young man. But yes, well done. You’re going to get your reward and the birthday girl is going to get a little lesson. Ladies, let’s make sure he doesn’t squirm too much.”

My hands were taken from each side and tied to the chair with what felt like soft ropes. The women were gentle and the bindings were loose, more symbolic than effective, but with my eyesight also taken from me it was a vulnerable position to be in. Still, I felt a goofy smile spread across my face. I was having fun.

Sarah spat loudly into her hand, a lewd act that was at odds with her classy demeanor. She wasted no time in grabbing my cock, stimulating it with long, firm strokes.

“It’s a cliché to say that you control a man through his cock. Men are more complicated than that, and there are plenty of different ways to get what you want. Still, every cliché has a hint of truth. Watch.”

She removed her hand suddenly and, without thinking about it, I thrust upward to seek out the sweet sensation. The ladies giggled and one even clapped appreciatively as I made Sarah’s point for her.

“You shouldn't be afraid to use sex to get ahead. Men have had all the institutional advantages for years, not to mention the physical aspect. Why shouldn’t we use our femineity? Especially when they love it all, so, much.”

Sarah slowed down on those last few words, adding enough pressure almost to push me over the edge. I had never had trouble lasting for a respectable length of time before, but Sarah’s hands were far more experienced than anything I had felt before.

“Please,” I groaned, helpless before them all.

“Please what? Please stop, please keep going?”

“I don’t know,” I admitted, horniness eliminating my ability to reason.

“Exactly! Make a man desperate enough and he’ll forget what he wants, other than your attention. Get him like that and you can make him want what you want. You aren’t manipulating him, you aren’t forcing him to do anything. You’re just leading him toward his own happiness, which just happens to align with yours.”

This sexy guru began to run a single manicured finger along the sensitive underside of my cock. It was a magnificent, maddening sensation, teasing my throbbing shaft without providing enough friction to take me to the edge.

“What would you do if I offered to touch it properly?” she said, her voice breathy and seductive.

“Anything?”

“Would you beg? Bark like a dog? Lick whatever I offered you?”

I felt like she wanted me to provide some suggestions of my own, but the blood that would usually power the grey matter in my head was busy.

“Anything.”

“And there we go ladies!” Sarah placed a palm on the tip and collected my copious precum, spreading it around my cock before wrapping her palm around it. For a glorious moment, I thought she was going to let me find release, her hand bringing me quickly to the edge.

“I’m going to-”

“No!” the caressing of my cock stopped abruptly and was replaced with bright white pain as Sarah gripped my balls in her hand. My orgasm, so tantalizingly close, was ripped away in a gale of laughter.

“Not yet, Pennyworth. The game isn’t over yet.”

I tried to calm my twitching body and waited for my next test. The panties presented to me this time smelled sweet, almost floral. Even without the process of elimination, I would have guessed that they belonged to Bella.

“Correct! You’re turn, birthday girl.”

I half expected Bella to pass, or at least hesitate. She seemed less sure, less experienced, and frankly less kinky than her older friends. It was a pleasant surprise to feel her soft, dainty hand wrapped around me. Her hands weren’t as well-practiced as Sarah’s, but the picture of her in my mind meant that I was right back on the edge.

“He has a lovely cock,” she murmured in her cute accent.

“He does,” Linda agreed. “I kinda want to suck it.”

Bella made a noise of agreement, and I started to allow myself to believe. Sarah, though, clearly the leader, had more lessons to impart.

“I’m going to tell you something that applies in business and in life. When you have a man by the balls, you can’t just give him what he wants. And I promise, right now he wants you to suck his cock.”

“Hmm,” Bella shifted and I suddenly felt her warm breath on my skin. My shaft bobbed and twitched with a mind of its own, seeking out her mouth like a flower bending toward the sun. “Are you close?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want to come?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes please, mistress. I’ll do anything you want.”

“You have him now,” Sarah said. “He’s all yours.” 

“I want you to hold back for me. Your tip depends on it,” Bella slowed down, but not enough to release me from the tension I felt from being on the brink of orgasm. “But more importantly, it’ll make me happy.”

I wanted that tip, but she was right. At that moment I wanted to make her happy even more.

“Yes, mistress.”

The other ladies were silent for once as they watched Bella and I dance a strange little routine. Time disappeared for me as I tensed and squirmed and tried to think of anything other than sweet release.

After what might have been seconds and might have been hours she stopped, withdrawing her hand without warning. I groaned in a mixture of frustration and relief, pleased to have made it through my ordeal and heartbroken that it was over. I smelled her sweet perfume as she leaned in and kissed me, gently and tenderly, on the forehead.

“Wow,” said Diana after a moment. “Looks like someone is a natural.”

“Thank you,” I quipped, knowing that they meant Bella but trying to use humor to regain some control of the situation.

“Funny boy. Let’s get you untied. And ladies, let’s think of a reward for our brave butler.”


A Reward

Well, this night had certainly gone in some unexpected directions.

Still, if you asked me whether or not I was having a good night, I would honestly have had to answer with an emphatic yes! It certainly beat the city center pubs and overcrowded nightclubs that had typified my birthday nights out back in my Uni days. It was strange to be spending it with a group of women old enough to be my aunties, a prospect that previously would have made me imagine a sad night in a bowling or bingo club. These women, though, were exciting and adventurous. Best of all, their company was making me exciting and adventurous too.

The atmosphere was electric after our little game, now that we had crossed the line from saucy bachelorette party vibes to a full-on sexcapade. I wondered what would happen next as we lounged about without our panties on while a naked and dripping Jake fetched us another round of cocktails.

“I have to say, I’m very impressed with your self-control,” Diana said. “Most men your age would have blown their beans immediately.”

“I aim to please,” Jake said, as smoothly as a man in his birthday suit can.

“Yeah, you’ve been very game. We need to give you some kind of reward. Any thoughts?”

“Your smiles are enough for me,” he replied, lying it on thick.

“I have an idea!” Linda interjected. She pointed to her mouth and pushed her tongue into her cheek in a lewd, unmistakably suggestive motion.

“Oh my god, you’re such a slut!” Sarah said, throwing a pillow at her friend.

“Don’t you know it! So, what do you think, cowboy?”

“Um, yeah, I mean,-” Jake was flustered once again, his cheeks going bright red. It was a good look on him. That combination of a cute face and hard body made my sex throb.

“Come on, you aren’t going to look a gift-whore in the mouth!”

“No coming though!” Sarah reminded him. “We don’t want you falling asleep on us.”

“Yeah, plus I’m watching my diet,” Linda quipped.

Jake hesitated, but a blow job is hard to turn down and a gang of tipsy women are hard to deny. A cry of fuck her face, fuck her face, went up from Sarah and Diana as Linda slid onto her knees and I soon found myself joining in. Our butler looked like he wanted the ground to swallow him up, but his twitching price quickly took charge. As if guided by some magnetic connection he stood forward, his erection jutting out insistently toward Linda’s face.

“Here’s my party trick,” she said, looking over at me with a wink. “I’m a sword swallower!”

With one smooth motion she grabbed Jake’s tight butt and pulled him forward, opening her mouth to take his not inconsiderable length. I couldn’t believe that I was watching my gal pal suck dick, but my sense of shock was definitely mixed with a healthy dose of arousal. The sight of her fulsome, cosmetically enhanced pink lips wrapping around his gorgeous cock was undeniably erotic. Part of me was jealous, wanting to be in her position, but a front-row seat was plenty entertaining.

“Take charge a bit!” Sarah suggested in between hooting and sipping her drink. “Show us what you can do!”

Jake began to thrust, lackluster at first but with increasing excitement as his animal instincts began to overpower his politeness. Linda sucked and gagged and drooled with reckless abandon as our once-shy party piece fucked her face. It looked depraved, decadent, and delicious. It made me want to touch myself.

“This is hot as fuck,” Sarah said, squirming uncharacteristically and putting my thoughts into words. “But remember, no coming, or you’re in a lot of trouble!”

That reminder did make him slow down. That was an impressive testament to his willpower or a sign that he was genuinely that eager to please. Or perhaps just desperate for that tip. Either way, I rather enjoyed watching the battle raging inside him as his body urged him to go faster while his mind forced him to slow down. Meanwhile, Linda kept her hands on his butt, somehow still in control even as she gagged on his prick. I wanted to have that level of confidence and poise.

“OK, my turn,” Linda said, removing his dripping member from her mouth. “Lie down on the couch.”

Jake followed her instructions as if in a haze, eyes glassy and mouth slack. He got onto the couch while Linda wiggled her booty and laughed at us, apparently happy to put on a show for her friends. It made me wonder what else these ladies had gotten up to, because this didn’t seem to faze them at all.

“You’re not the only one who can fuck a face!”

Before he had a chance to reply Linda had hiked up her dress and planted her pussy right over his mouth. This time Sarah and Diana were chanting fuck his face, and Linda was more than happy to oblige. She told him to put his tongue out but it didn’t look like she really needed it, since she was riding his face like a rodeo bull, using his nose like a dildo. Apparently without any shame, Linda ground and gyrated herself to a rapid, shaking orgasm. I was transfixed- I had never considered myself a prude, exactly, but seeing a woman so unabashedly take her own pleasure was eye-opening.

Linda stuck a hand out, still feeling the tremors of her climax, as she stopped shaking. Sarah passed her what remained of her drink, her eyes shimmering with delight as she enjoyed her throne. I could see Jake still licking away, helping bring his mistress down from her orgasmic high. Fuck, these ladies knew how to get a man to treat them right.

“I could get used to this,” she said. “It’s a furniture upgrade worth paying for!”

“Get yourself a husband like Sarah’s,” Diana quipped. “We all know what a brown-noser he is.”

“You’re one to talk, Peggy-Sue!” Sarah replied. I had known these women were kinky, but it looked like there were even more stories to hear. “Now move over Lin, it’s my turn.”

First Sarah and then Diana took their turns with an uncomplaining Jake. It all seemed so casual to them, with whoever wasn’t riding his face keeping a normal conversation going like this was a typical Friday night. It didn’t faze them to share a man, or their fluids, or to reach orgasm in front of their friends.

Sarah carefully directed him, telling him how hard and where to lick. Diana was more brusque and cruel, having fun pressing her juicy butt down on his face until he struggled to breathe. Still, every time he came up for air he had the same dopey, glazed expression on his cum-soaked face.

“OK birthday girl, your turn for a spin,” Diana said. She had stripped out of her dress and stood naked, her curvy body lightly glistening with sweat. I wasn't into girls, but I could certainly admire her body. I would kill to look half as good at her age.

“Oh, I don’t know.”

“Come on!” Linda and Diana said simultaneously.

“You don’t need to do anything you don’t want to,” Sarah said, perhaps playing the role of the good cop. “We’re a bit wild, but I don’t want you to think you have to be. This is just a bit of fun. It’s not a prerequisite!”

I bit my lip as I thought about it. The idea of being exposed in the most intimate way in front of my new friends filled me with fear and a profound sense of vulnerability. But I had sworn to myself when I moved country that I wouldn’t let fear hold me back. I wanted to make fear my motivator, something that could encourage me to do what I really wanted, not something that would hold me back.

And I did want release. I did want to come on Jake’s lovely, slutty face.

“What the fuck, let’s do it. As long as you aren’t too exhausted, Pennyworth?”

“Absolutely not,” he said, so eagerly that I couldn’t help but feel flattered.

I began to hike my dress up, fighting back the fear. I’m a boss bitch, I told myself. This is a treat, not a trial.

“Take it all off honey,” Diana suggested. “It isn’t anything we haven’t seen in the locker room.”

She had a point. Fuck it. I stripped off, with my friends clapping and Jake’s eyes hungrily taking me in. I knew, objectively, that I had a great body. My tummy was tight, my legs shapely, my breasts pert. Still, there was some small part of me that felt self-conscious.

I wanted to find that part of my psyche and squash it.

“Here’s an idea for one last game, if you’re up for it Bella,” Sarah said thoughtfully, fingering the rim of her glass. “A little race. How about I agree to throw some extra cash onto Pennyworth’s tip if he can make you come in, oh, let’s say five minutes?”

As desperate as my body was for release, that seemed fast. I enjoyed sex, loved it even, but it usually took me a few goes with someone before I felt comfortable enough to reach orgasm quickly. Still, perhaps that was the point of the game. Sarah hadn’t done me wrong so far, so I put my trust in her.

“Let’s do it!”

“Do you want to ride his face, or something else?” Linda asked, as if she was asking whether I preferred tea or coffee.

“I think I’ll sit on a chair. Why let gravity do all the work?”

“Good point!”

Diana passed me the ironically tacky “birthday girl” tiara they had given me at brunch earlier, making me feel like some suburban princess sitting back on my suede throne. Jake rolled himself onto the floor, exhausted but eager, and began crawling toward me on all fours. He seemed to have become more comfortable being used, taking perverse confidence from his subservient role. He had been thoroughly objectified, but like generations of women before him had managed to glean some pride and power in the excitement his body caused.

And what a body it was. As he made his way toward me I admired his muscular back and round shoulders, his ruffled hair and his wide, hungry eyes. He arched his back and shook his arse like some wanton whore, teasing me with his body.

And for the next five minutes that body was all mine.

He paused in front of me, kneeling like a supplicant. Sarah set a timer on her phone and went over some ground rules.

“Five minutes, we’ll count you down. Fingers and mouth, unless the birthday girl has any other requests?” I nodded no and she smiled, preparing to press the timer. “Then let’s go!”

As soon as he touched me I could tell I was close. The excitement of the night had been the best kind of foreplay and now, despite my nerves and self-consciousness, I was ready to pop. Jake buried his face in between my legs without wasting any of his short time but he still took care to build up the pace and force of his worship, beginning with a light tease but quickly graduating to long licks.

I gripped his head and pulled him closer, too desperate for pleasure to feel any residual shame. My need to come overwhelmed any notion about making him lose this game. More than that, I wanted him to win. He had been dragged out of his comfort zone far more than I had, and he had risen to the challenge.

“Fingers,” I gasped. “A finger inside, curled up, but don’t stop licking the clit.”

He hadn’t been much of a butler, especially at the start of the night, but Jake showed himself to be a fast learner. A fast learner and a good listener with agile fingers.

He inserted his forefinger into my wet lips with ease, gently probing before curling it upward just like I had asked. He soon found his rhythm, each movement of his finger counterbalanced by a lick, and I couldn’t help but moan with last.

“Fuck, this is hot,” Linda whispered.

“Two minutes to go,” Sarah said, focused as always.

Two minutes would be tight,  but every part of me wanted it to happen. It felt like Jake and I were on a team, not competing, and with each movement of his finger I felt myself come closer to that heavenly release. I felt my nerves, my embarrassment, my anxiety, and even my homesickness melt away as I gave in to pleasure. This is where I wanted to be, where I belonged. This is the kind of woman I had become.

“10, 9, 8,” came the chant from beside me.

To Jake’s credit the impending finish line didn’t make him speed up. He read my body, maintaining the steady pattern that had brought me this close. It was as if his entire focus was on me. Not money, not pride- me.

That thought was what did it.

“Fuuuuuuuck,” I moaned as waves of pleasure ripped through my body. Jake kept going as I bucked against his face. My friends were silent, for once, simply taking in the show.

Jake removed his finger and tried to pull back, but I gently directed him with my hand to keep his face where it was. The ladies laughed, seemingly impressed with my newfound confidence, while Jake gently kissed my still sensitive areas.

“That certainly seemed… fulfilling,” Diana commented. I could only laugh in reply, words temporarily deserting me.

“Time for one more game?” Linda asked, a devilish look in her eye.

“Hmmm, it’s getting late…” I said tapping my chin thoughtfully. “But yeah, I’m in. If Jake is.”

A murmur of agreement from between my thighs told me that he was in, no matter what the suggestion. Good. I was finally feeling relaxed enough to just lie down in this lazy river of pleasure and see where the current would take me.

“Have you every squirted?”

“Yeah,’ I admitted, face no doubt turning red. “But only on my own. Never with a guy.”

“No time like the present!”

“Hmm,” came a noise of partial dissent from Sarah.

“Oh shush,” shot back Linda. “I’ll grab a towel, and I’ll pay to get any cleaning. It wouldn’t be the first time someone made a mess on one of these couches anyway!”

“Fair enough,” Sarah laughed. “But what’s the prize?”

“I’ll make our butler bust! Show him one of the party tricks that got me my third husband.”

They all laughed while I stroked Jake’s head and considered the plan. Everyone else seemed on board, especially the eager young man who was currently worshipping my wet cunt. I doubted whether I would be relaxed enough to squirt in these circumstances,  but tonight had already held a lot of surprises. Plus, I was hardly going to swim against the tide now.

“Let’s make it rain!”

“Is there anything I can do to make it happen?” Jake asked, eyes wide and earnest.

“I’ll need both kinds of stimulation, so get your finger back in there while you suck the clit. Maybe two fingers, in fact.”

He got down to work immediately, swirling his tongue around my sensitive nub and then beginning to suck gently while he worked his fingers inside. The few times that I had successfully squired, always alone in my bathroom, had required a dildo inside and a vibrator working alongside it. As talented as Jake was, I didn’t know if he would manage it.

How wrong I was. Within just a few moments he had me there again, my body giving in to pleasure. Every single muscle in my body was tensing up and I knew that if I allowed myself to submit fully to my instincts then the release would be wet, wild, and epic.

Sarah could read my body almost as well as Jake. “Get ready Pennyworth! And make sure you drink every drop, I don’t want any more spillages from you.”

I tried to form words but all I could do was grunt as my wave of pleasure hit the shore of Jake’s face. Chug, chug, chug! chanted my gang of MILFs, sounding like hyped-up frat boys. Loyal to the last he opened his mouth to drink me in, swallowing desperately as I gushed and gushed. It was so empowering to use a man this completely, and in that moment I felt like I was finally the woman I wanted to be. The fact that this cute little stud seemed desperate to debase himself for me was just the icing on the cake.

After a moment of recovery, I got up and headed toward the bathroom on shaking legs, eager to relieve myself and clean up. I turned back to look at Jake, exhausted on the floor, and my group of grinning friends.

“Thank you all, for everything. Best birthday ever!”

***

Jake

Now, I knew how I should feel. Used, degraded, humiliated. I had been objectified and treated like little more than a whore, every one of my boundaries obliterated by these bossy women. But the truth was, I felt amazing.

Rather than objectified, I felt appreciated. Rather than used, I felt useful. I had been dragged out of my comfort zone, but I had found a new home.

I could taste Bella on my tongue and could still feel the accumulated juices of all four women glistening on my face. It was like a mark of honor, one that I would be content to wear all night.

“Lie back in front of me, nice and close” Linda said, slipping into the seat that Bella had just occupied. “It’s time for your reward.”

I got onto my back like she suggested, just as Bella reentered the room. She looked perfect, her small pale body framed in the doorway, like something out of a painting. I felt a little ache at the realization that I would likely never see her again after tonight.

The feeling of Linda wrapping her feet around my cock dragged me away from that line of thinking, pulling my focus back to her. She looked magnificent in a different way, her gym-honed body defying her age in a way that made her seem almost bimboish. She had a lascivious look on her face that drew me in, making me feel helpless and happy. After focusing so much on pleasing Bella I now noticed how painfully desperate my own need was.

“You don’t have to hold back, baby,” Linda said, her voice soft and seductive. “No more games, this is all for you.”

She wrapped her pink-painted toes around me and began stroking with insane control and agility. Her experience was shining through in the best way possible- I had been given handjobs that were less precise and pleasurable than she could manage with her feet. I tried to hold on, wanting to prolong my own pleasure, but Linda’s expert toes and my own body had other plans.

“Thank you, mistress,” I grunted as my body convulsed, the words coming easy and unbidden. I heard ooohs and ahhhs from our audience as my cum shot out in ropes, covering her feet and my own stomach. Before it had a chance to dry Linda scooped up the excess with her nimble toes, gathering it all up while I stared transfixed.

“Watch this,” she said, as if I was about to look anywhere else. Bringing her foot toward her own face, she winked before taking a long, lusty lick. Not stopping there, she swirled her tongue around each toe, gathering up every drop of my cum and eagerly swallowing before repeating the process with the other foot. It was the filthiest, most beautiful thing I had ever seen.

“Slutty,” Sarah said with a laugh.

“But pretty hot,” Bella added.

“That’s why I keep up the yoga!” Linda said without a single shred of shame.

“Not to be a party pooper,” Diana chimed in. “But it’s long past the time we hired you for. Do you have somewhere to be?”

In all the excitement I hadn’t even thought about the time.

“I’m happy to stay. You’ve been more than generous,” I said, hoping they were good to their word on the tips. “And I’m having fun. Mistresses.”

“Hmm. The public transport is terrible after midnight out here in the ‘burbs,” Sarah said, perhaps searching for an excuse. “I don’t want to be responsible for your getting stranded.”

“Can’t we just keep him all night?” Linda pouted. “We could teach him how to paint nails and braid our hair.”

“I suppose that is up to our butler and our birthday girl.”

From my prone position, Bella looked thoughtful, her eyes moving around the room until she made up her mind.

“No, it’s a girl’s night, so it should be for the girls. Jake, you’ve been a star, but I think it’s time to relieve you of your duties.”

I felt a wave of disappointment, but also relief. My body was threatening to fall into that post-orgasm stupor and my mind had been pushed to its brink. I went to the bathroom to get dressed and then came back through.

“Come through to the kitchen with me,” Sarah said. “You can help me make a cocktail pitcher to keep us going, and I’ll phone you a cab, on me.”

When I had finished whipping up a pitcher of bellinis Sarah produced a fat envelope full of cash from her handbag.

“I don’t remember us settling on an exact amount, but this should be acceptable. I think you had fun. I know we did.”

She was right on both counts. Unless it was filled with dollar bills, this stack would be many multiples of what I had expected, more than enough to pay my rent of the rest of the semester. The fact that she had it all ready to go before I had even shown up made me wonder how much of this was preplanned, and whether they had run this play on some other man before.

Well, I could wonder about that later. I thanked Sarah and gathered up my stuff, poking my head in to the other room to say goodbye to the other women. They were all curled up together on the couch, watching some old chick flick.

“Bye honey!”

“See you around big boy!”

“Wait a minute!”

My heart soared as Bella got up and skipped over to me, leading me to the front door. She was now wrapped up in a fluffy dressing gown, looking perfectly adorable. Some sappy, desperate part of me wondered how it would feel to be snuggled up on a couch, just me and her.

“I had a lot of fun tonight. That was weird, for you more than me, but… you did great. Thanks.”

“Thanks,” I said back, standing awkwardly at the threshold of the open door like I was waiting for a kiss at the end of a prom date.

“I’ve got a present for you. Close your eyes and put out your hands.”

I did as she said, feeling her push something into each of my hands. She planted a soft kiss on my lips and then, before I could open my eyes, she had shut the door and retreated inside.

In my right hand she had left her balled-up panties as a frilly token of her affection. In the other hand was a note, with a hastily scrawled phone number.

I smiled, and pushed them both into my pockets as the cab driver pulled up.

Well, that had been an experience. Not what I had expected, in the best possible way. What a way to make a living!


Also By Mara Renaud

The Kink and The City series

Idealism meets eroticism as an ambitious and independent young journalist finds herself writing a column about her first-hand experience with kink and sex in the big city.

I always wanted to be a serious writer, but when my magazine is taken over by a hip media conglomerate, the only thing they publish is salacious stories about sex and sleaze. Well, if that’s what they want, that’s what I’ll give them!

The best kind of writing comes from personal experience, so with my open-minded boyfriend Nick by my side I decide to throw myself into a series of new and exciting experiences. I'm going to make Carrie Bradshaw look like a prude!

This is an ongoing series about a sex and culture writer experiencing all the big city has to offer her, alongside her open-minded partner. These standalone stories will explore BDSM, femdom, swinging, and public play.

Available on Amazon at https://a.co/d/emcOihF


Be Hers: From Friendzone to Footboy on Valentine's Day

For most people Valentine’s Day means chocolates and flowers. For some it means foot worship and female domination…

When Don’s gorgeous new friend Vanessa muses about being swept off her feet in some grand romantic gesture, he sees an opportunity to escape the friend zone once and for all. Valentine’s Day is coming up, the perfect time to woo this stunning blonde college girl. But it doesn’t all go exactly to plan.

Vanessa might not have room in her life for a partner, but she does have space for a “little helper” – someone to clean her house, rub her feet and… maybe more. Donnie is quickly drawn under her spell, spending Valentine’s Day at her bratty beck and call. As his tasks become more humiliating and her attitude more dominant, he sees his hope of becoming her boyfriend slipping away. Instead, he finds himself firmly underneath her, closer than he had ever thought possible but as a boyfriend or equal. He soon finds out that Vanessa isn’t as innocent or wholesome as she looks, but by then it is far too late.

Watch as a young man makes a move on a woman way out of his league, only to end up willingly ruined at her feet.

Available on Amazon at https://a.co/d/itOChnP


The Discovering Romantic Femdom On Vacation Series

Step into a world of sun, sand, and sexual adventure as a loving couple use a foreign vacation to experiment with new kinks.
Young couple Emmi and Luca think that a holiday in the south of France is just what they need to escape from their stressful jobs. Soon, a friendly bet with a kinky forfeit reveals much more about themselves and their relationship than they had ever expected. Emmi soon has Luca on his knees, worshipping her like the sensual goddess she always wanted to be.

Can Emmi learn how to embrace and wield her feminine power?

Will Luca accept his new place at her feet?

Can their relationship stand the heat?

Each book in this series can be enjoyed as a standalone novelette or in order as a complete story. Each story introduces new kinks, moving from teasing and body worship through to light humiliation, chastity, and pegging. While the action is hot and heavy femdom, it focuses on a loving couple and has a romantic HEA.

Available on Amazon at https://amzn.eu/d/781vh8I


The Cougars In Control Bundle

A sexy air hostess rediscovers her sexual power when she takes a nervous pilot under her wing. An art teacher tries out her ideas about edging and orgasm control on her willing model. A cocky masseuse has his fun with his sex clients, bites off more than he can chew when his boss's wife hires him for a special job.

Watch these kinky older women use their experience and authority to dominate the young studs (un)lucky enough to fall into their clutches.

These stories range from gentle femdom with lots of teasing to hard humiliation with lots in between. Expect body worship, orgasm control and rough, filthy sex.

Available on Amazon at https://amzn.eu/d/enxANKc
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