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The Big News

“I still can’t believe I beat you at bowling. You didn’t let me win, did you?” Christina asked as she stepped over the threshold into her apartment.

“No way, it was all you!”

“Good,” she kicked off her high heels and turned to face Connor, suddenly several inches shorter but feeling no less in control. “Because if I found out you were going easy on me, I’d have to put you over my knee.”

Connor smiled at her jovial tone, although it was exactly the kind of thing that she might do. And the dashing young captain would let her, gladly. For the past few months he had been submitting to his sexy older colleague, first by allowing her to give him some much needed tutoring in the art of pleasing a woman and then by submitting to a night of kinky teasing and sexy servitude with Christina and her fellow air hostess Lucy. They had been seeing each other regularly for evenings full of sexy shenanigans, sometimes in London and sometimes on layovers after their flights, always with Christina firmly in charge.

As time went on it had become more than purely sexual, with them falling into a pattern somewhere between friendship and a proper relationship. They kept their connection quiet at work, but in their spare time they found themselves going on dates before getting down to business- trips to the movies, home-cooked meals, tonight’s game of bowling. Christina felt herself becoming increasingly used to being around him, comfortable thinking of him as more than a friend with benefits. She knew that he felt the same way, at ease in her life and always happy to spend time with her.

Still, tonight he seemed a little less comfortable than normal, like he had something to say and was just waiting for the right moment. Christina had always suspected that the age difference between them, close to twenty years, might make this impossible to keep up forever. If he had something to tell her, then she wanted to hear it now.

“I’ve had fun tonight, but you seemed a little off. Is everything OK? Do we need to talk?”

He looked sheepish but took a deep breath and spoke. “Yeah, it’s been wonderful, but there is something I need to tell you.”

Christina steeled herself. Had he found another, more age-appropriate woman? It would be hard for her to hear, but she couldn’t say she would be surprised. He was a catch for anyone. She motioned for him to go on with an imperious wave of her hand. She didn’t plan on making this hard for him, but if he was giving her bad news she didn’t want to make it too easy either. She was owed one final bit of fun at his expense and wanted to end the relationship the way it had been conducted– with her on top.

“I’ve been offered a new job, a good one. Much bigger salary, relocation budget, the works.”

Christina didn’t know how to feel. The petty part of her was glad that it wasn’t another woman stealing Connor away, but the thought of him leaving still made her sad. Working together is how they had met, and it had structured most of their time together. His living in a different city and working for a different airline would make it impossible for them to continue as they had been.

“It’s for Mint Airline, flying out of Dubai.”

Ah, Mint Airline. They were the great rivals of their current employers, Eros Air, and while Christina didn’t have any particular feelings of brand loyalty she did resent the stuffiness and snobbishness of their rivals. The customers were richer and the uniforms were fancier, if more conservative. Crucially, the pay was known to be much higher.

And then there was Dubai! Christina was jealous in part because it was somewhere she had loved visiting but had never felt at home in, as either a woman or as someone with limited money. The idea of Connor being waited on hand and foot as a well-paid foreigner living in luxury gave her profoundly mixed feelings. Now, part of her did want to punish him, to put him over her knee so she could turn her sadness into a sore ass for him, to make him kiss her feet and apologize for getting her hopes up and then dashing them.

But ultimately, she knew that was unfair. They had learned from each other and had a good time doing it, with Christina feeling like herself for the first time since her divorce. He was a great pilot and a good person. She should be happy for him.

“Well done, congratulations! You have to take it.”

“Well, yeah, maybe,” Connor looked sheepish, clearly with something more to add. Was he having doubts about this? Because of her? If you love something, let it go, Christina thought.

“Don’t you dare think of turning it down on my behalf! This has been fun. But a job like that is too big an opportunity to miss.”

“Yeah, I mean, yeah. They were really keen to have me,” a nervous smile crept onto his face, proud and apprehensive and excited all at once. “They even offered to put me up in a house. Me and any partner I might have.”

“Partner?” Christina repeated back to him, processing.

“Yeah, um partner. Like, a romantic partner. They even offered to set her up with a job.”

“Her?” Christina couldn’t quite believe what he was saying. More than that, she couldn’t quite understand what he was applying.

“Her, yeah. Um, well, you.”

“Me?” Christina felt the need to end this drawn-out game of verbal tennis. “Just what exactly are you asking me, Connor?”

“Come with me?”

Christina was flabbergasted. She knew he had something to tell her, but she hadn’t expected this. In shock, she made her way to the couch and sat down. Connor followed, hovering for a moment. When she gestured for him to sit down next to her while she collected her thoughts he surprised her by sitting cross-legged on the floor at her feet, mirroring the position he had been in when he first gave himself to her on that rain-swept night.

“I know it’s a lot to ask, and I don’t want to put you under any pressure, but the past few months have been amazing and I don’t want it to end.”

“Connor, that’s sweet. I’ve loved what’s been going on, I really have. But you’re young, and this is your opportunity to build a life of your own. I don’t want to hold you back.”

“You would never hold me back. I would never have had the guts to even consider this if you hadn’t encouraged me. I was a bag of nerves when I met you. You’ve made me a better pilot, a better person. I want to do this with you.”

His eyes were suddenly bright and passionate, his face a picture of honest adoration. Christina knew that what he was saying was true, but she still couldn’t believe it.

“Of course, only if it’s what you want too,” he said, ever sensitive to her needs. The motto she had drilled into him recently was that women should always get what they want. He was living that, now.

“I mean, who wouldn’t want it? Warm weather, clean streets. A higher paying job. It’s not like I have much to stay here for,” Christina was talking herself into it, but she still had her doubts. Was she really ready to give up her independence?

“On the other hand, it’s a pretty conservative place. I wouldn’t want you as my male guardian, or whatever. I’m not going to be a housewife, much less your maid.”

His face went red with embarrassment, his eyes flushed with hope. “Of course not! I mean, I think legally we would have to be registered as being together, but you would still be independent.”

He began leaning forward slightly, taking a subtle position of supplication. Christina could tell that his instinct was to get on his knees and beg her to come with him, the ways he begged for her body in the bedroom. The thought made her feel inappropriately hot and bothered, as real weighty emotion met her feelings of lust.

“I’d still be in charge?”

“Of course, even more so. We could be on the same flights whenever we wanted, and I would be all yours at home.”

“So, you would be the housewife?” Christina smiled, lightly mocking.

“Yes,” Connor blushed, desperation winning out against embarrassment.

An idea began to form in Christina’s head. She loved the idea of living the high life, with a better job and a gorgeous younger boyfriend. Even better, he was a boyfriend who she had trained to satisfy her sexually, answering her every beck and call with boyish enthusiasm. As much as she could barely believe her luck, she had been around the block enough times to know that you should grab opportunities, both romantic and financial, with both hands when you can.

On the other hand, her doubts focused on whether it would be the home life she wanted, or that he wanted for that matter. Could they handle spending that much time together? Even more importantly, could he handle her demands around the house and in the bedroom?

Christina remembered reading somewhere about how Tibetan monks would put any potential new acolytes through their paces, rejecting and tormenting them until they proved their willingness to ensure hardship in their new life. Perhaps she could do something similar with Connor, testing out their new relationship and pushing it to their limits. If he could handle it, this might just work. And if he couldn’t then they would both have dodged a bullet.

“Do you have any plans this weekend?”

“Nothing I can’t move.”

Christina explained her idea to him. Well, most of it. They would have a weekend together, a trial marriage of sorts. One where she called the shots. After that, they could talk about this more seriously. He agreed in a heartbeat.

“Good boy,” she stroked his face tenderly and he practically purred in contentment. “Now, we can start with you getting naked.”

He stripped off eagerly, allowing her to ogle his tight body. He was tall and lean, muscular enough to make her feel at home in his strong arms without being bulky. His youthful skin was pale and soft, just begging for her to mark it with her fingernails and teeth. But the best part about seeing him naked was his face. Despite his fit body and long cock he didn’t look prideful or aggressive. Instead, his face took on a sheepish expression, all sweet and vulnerable. It made Christina simultaneously want to protect and ruin him.

“Go make me a foot bath up. My feet are sore from those bowling shoes. You can wash them for me while I think about what I'm going to do with you all weekend.”

“Yes,” he said, breathlessly. “Mistress.”


Living The Lifestyle

Connor watched Christina sashay down the corridor and out the door, his eyes fixed on her peachy behind, clad alluringly in tight yoga pants. He was still kneeling naked on the floor, just where she had positioned him while she explained her house rules for the weekend. His cock stiffened at the sight of Christina and at the memory of her words.

She had put him on his knees before laying down the law. Connor was to remain naked at all times unless given her express permission. She had forbidden him from watching TV or scrolling social media, preferring that he work his way through a list of chores or read a book. He was not allowed on the furniture, and should always address her with subservient respect. Most importantly of all, Christina had expressly forbidden him from touching himself.

God, that was going to be hard. He desperately wanted to be a good boy for her, to impress and obey her. To show her what a good life they could have together. But her stern tone as she looked down at him and the vision of her tight body in the gym clothes was driving him into a frenzy of fantasy already.

He stood up, deciding to begin his task of tidying up to distract him from the filthy ideas swimming in his mind. Keeping busy was the best way for him to quiet his often-overactive mind. Besides the constant lust, his thoughts were often pulled towards the strangeness of his situation, the contrast between what he wanted from his life and what the world would think of it. A small voice in his brain was telling him that he was being rash, rushing into things and risking getting his heart broken for this woman. What would his friends and his family think?

At one point in his life that voice would have been strong and insistent, drowning out everything in a chorus of anxiety. Now though, thanks in no small part to Christina, he could see past his worries and fears to begin thinking about what he truly wanted. He was confident enough to listen to his own heart, to trust his own judgment. He was a grown man, a successful one at that, and he was willing to take a risk to build the life he wanted. A life, he hoped, with Christina.

He spent the next half hour tidying up her house, inexpertly but enthusiastically doing his best to be helpful. Tidying someone else’s house was a strange experience, attempting to arrange a space according to someone else’s needs and desires. Still, everyone appreciates the washing up being done.

Christina had told him that she would be around an hour, a quick run to and from the gym where she would do some weights. He wished he could be there, watching her ass strain against her clothes as she jogged and squatted and bent over. Still, Connor was grateful to be where he was, trusted enough to be left in her house on his own, apparently in with a chance of getting her to take a big risk on him.

He spent the next half an hour preparing brunch, deciding on a big, healthy salad. Like most young men his repertoire was limited, but he enjoyed the meditative process of chopping and peeling. The order and precision of cooking appealed to his mind, and he hoped Christina might teach him to become a better cook. She was excellent in the kitchen despite her on-the-go lifestyle, frequently trying out recipes from her many travels. It fit with the adventurous approach to life, one of the many things he admired about her.

Connor was lost in a daydream of pastoral bliss when he heard keys jangling at the front door. Instinct taking over, Connor made his way to the living room to kneel and greet the object of his obsession, suddenly aware of just how naked he was.

“What a nice sight to come home to,” Christina panted, evidently having jogged all the way home from the gym. “I could get used to this.”

Connor’s heart soared at her affirmation, giving him hope that this might work out, and beat faster at the sight of her. He found his eyes tracing the beads of sweat, down from her high ponytail to her clavicle via her graceful neck, from there down to the crevice of her breasts in the tight sports bra. The glistening came down to her stomach to rest just above her hips. He knew it was desperate, pathetic, but he wanted nothing more than to bury his face against her and drink in her scent.

Smirking slightly, Christina seemed to read his mind.

“Did you prepare food? Is it hot, or something that can wait?”

“A salad, I hope that’s OK.”

“It’s perfect, it means we aren’t in a rush,” she made her way to the couch and sat down heavily, crossing one foot over the other. “Come help me take my shoes off.”

Connor didn’t even bother standing up, simply crawling on his hands and knees towards her like a loyal pet. He removed her well-worn running shoes, feeling the warmth coming off her body instantly. To his surprise and secret delight, Christina directed him to put the shoe to his nose so he could smell how hard she had worked. She laughed and he melted as he took a deep sniff, enjoying the scent more than any man should. He repeated it with the other shoe, before getting more direct contact and more sublime humiliation when she rubbed her white socks on his eager face.

“You had better get used to me being all sweaty if we’re going to move somewhere hot,” Christina said, pinching his nose.

“I love it.”

“Yes, I can see that,” Christina noted, his hardening cock saying more than words ever could. Connor felt his face redden, but he didn’t stop. “I think your tongue would feel nice and soothing on my feet. Go ahead and take off my socks.”

Connor did as he was told, peeling off the white cotton socks to reveal her slender feet and cute toes. Foot worship was a regular part of their games together, but it was usually something they did after a shower or bath. Still, Connor felt no disgust or hesitation, happy to be used for Christina’s pleasure even if it meant being reduced to being her foot wipe. He loved her gentle, sensual domination and loving leadership in their sex life, but he also increasingly craved the thrill of erotic humiliation. He pressed his face to her warm, soft soles eagerly and was pleasured to see her shudder with contentment.

For the next few minutes Connor lost himself in a submissive reverie, worshiping her feet like a neophyte at an altar. Christina relaxed, seemingly at ease with the bizarre experience of having a naked man clean her sweaty feet with his mouth. She occasionally gave him direction, having him nibble the heel, kiss her arches, and suck her toes. Her tone was largely one of gentle encouragement, but there was an unmistakable edge of playful mockery.

“Make sure to clean between my toes… good boy. Do you like that? Long licks now, I want every inch sparkling.”

Connor followed her directions to a tee, diligently kissing and licking and sucking. Eventually, she pulled her foot back and placed one on each shoulder, lightly tapping his head with them while she pondered her next move.

“Hmm, where else might get sweaty if we lived in a desert?” Connor’s mind swam with possibilities, hoping unashamedly that she was about to have him go down on her. She snapped her fingers, affecting a kind of eureka moment.

“My armpits!”

Connor hesitated for a moment. He had developed a foot fetish over the past few months of serving Christina, and would gladly worship her pussy under any circumstances. This, though, was unexpected.

“Problem?” she asked, eyebrow raised.

“Not at all,” Connor kissed her foot hurriedly and then made his way up next to her on the couch, eager not to raise her ire, even if it was in jest. He was determined to pass her little test. Christina raised her arm expectantly and he quickly buried his face in her musky skin, breathing in deeply as her hand gripped the back of his head. There was only a light scent really, but in the moment Connor felt like her body gave off an overpowering pheromone perfume.

“Lick.”

He did as he was told, synapses firing with submissive pleasure. He kissed and licked and worshiped while his mistress giggled, partly at the tickling sensation and partly at his humiliation. After only a minute or so she had him perform the same task on her other side, before pushing him away and back to his knees.

“Time for my food,” Christina declared, a satisfied look on her face. “Bring it to me here, with a glass of cold water. Just one plate for now. You’re going to be my entertainment while I eat.”

That thought gave Connor a jolt of nervous anticipation as he imagined what that might mean, but he tried to focus on his task like the loyal househusband he wanted to be for her. He scurried to the kitchen and got together her meal, face still smelling of her sweat and tongue still rich with her taste. He came back to present his mistress with a big bowl of chicken salad and a glass of cold water to find her idly flicking through TV channels.

“Thanks baby! The TV is as dull as I thought,” she turned it off and beamed up at him. “And you haven’t had a chance to exercise yet. So, I’ll shout out things for you to do while I eat, we can get a little circuit going. Does that sound nice? Am I good for looking after your health?”

“Yes, mistress,” he answered, knowing that this was more about amusement and emasculation than fitness.

For the next twenty minutes Christina put Connor through his paces, regarding him with a wry smile while she ate her food. She ran him through a circuit of squats and jumping jacks, laughing at how ridiculous he looked. Eventually he grew tired and she finished her food, so Christina started to motivate him to finish his sit-ups by offering her ass to kiss, just out of reach.

“That was fun,” she said, watching him lie breathless on the floor. “And the food was delicious, well done!”

Connor beamed with pride, happy to have pleased her.

“I think a bath is in order, and then a little nap. Go and start running it, would you? You can get the dishes after.”

Connor set up the bath as nicely as he could, looking out scented candles and playing the relaxing electronic ambient music that he knew she liked.

Christina had him wash her in the bath, scrubbing her skin, massaging her shoulders, and washing her hair while she relaxed. Afterwards she let him get in to lie in between her legs, holding him close in comfortable silence. Connor could hear her heartbeat and soon found his own breathing falling into sync with hers.

“This is nice,” he said, dreamily.

“It is. I only wish I had a bigger bath though.”

“We could get as big a bath as you like,” Connor spoke without thinking, before suddenly worrying that he was giving her the hard sell. He was desperate for her to move with him, but had resolved to persuade her with his behavior rather than bargain for her approval. He felt that he knew Christina well enough to know that she wouldn’t be bought off with material objects.

“Maybe, maybe,” she said, stroking his chest. Her tone was gentle and she sounded unoffended. “Come on, let’s get out.”

It was time for Christina to take a nap, but not before she enjoyed a little more attention from Connor. Guiding him down under the covers, she had him lick her to one slow, tension releasing orgasm before sleep. Connor savored the pure taste of her, losing himself in his favorite task.

He was well practiced in pleasing her in precisely the way she liked and, although Christina sometimes liked him to take his time, on this occasion he could tell that she simply wanted him to her where she needed to go. Within a few minutes she was bucking against his face, moaning into her covers while his tongue drove her beyond the peak of pleasure.

“Hold me,” she murmured, rolling onto her side and wrapping the covers around her naked body. Connor did as he was told, spooning her and stroking her hair until she drifted off. He was hard and horny, aroused by the intimacy and the sensation of her soft, warm body. He didn’t feel frustrated though, not really. As he pressed close against her, Connor knew that he was right where he wanted to be.

***

Connor woke from a surprisingly deep nap, considering his level of pent-up sexual desire, to find Christina already halfway through the process of getting dressed. Her back was turned to him, allowing him a lovely view of her thong-clad buttocks as she looked through her wardrobe. To his surprise she picked out a short, tight party dress, the kind she would wear out for a night on the town.

“What time is it?” he asked, groggily.

“Around 6, sleepyhead,” Christina turned and smiled over her shoulder at him, expression open and benevolent. “I’m going to head out to meet Lucy for a few drinks, OK?”

“Sure,” Connor tried to keep the surprised and crestfallen look off his face, but evidently failed.

“Aw, I know, I’d love to stay here and play with you all night,” she leaned over him where he lay and planted a reassuring kiss on his head. “But this is supposed to be a trial for what living together might be like, and I don’t want you thinking it will be nothing but a non-stop fuck fest. We need time for ourselves. Plus, I could use someone to talk this all over with.”

That made sense to Connor. He was asking her to make a huge decision and their colleague Lucy was the only person who knew about their relationship. He couldn’t begrudge her the emotional support from a friendly face.

“What should I do while you’re gone?”

“Anything you like! I’ll eat out, but there’s plenty of food in the kitchen. Other than that just chill out and amuse yourself. Read a book, or maybe watch a little TV, since you’ve been good.”

Connor felt stuck. On the one hand, he didn’t want to give the impression that he needed constant supervision, knowing how much Cristina valued her independence. On the other hand, he desperately wanted to be careful. To her credit, his teacher and mistress read the confusion on his face in an instant.

“Ah, you want a bit of direction, do you? Well, how about this- you can do my laundry, hand wash my underwear, and clean all my shoes. Oh, and no touching yourself.”

Connor nodded, seeing the game she was playing. Having his hands on her lingerie and cleaning her shoes like a Victorian servant would keep him firmly in a submissive headspace. On top of that, he would now be unable to get any release.

She took her time doing her makeup and getting ready, allowing Connor to stay in bed and enjoy the show. He felt at home, imagining that this might be how they would spend many an afternoon in the future. After a final, long kiss goodbye she was out the door, leaving him once again naked and alone in her house.

***

Connor started by making himself dinner, cooking a large chicken curry with plenty of extra for Christina to eat if she was hungry when she got home. He cleaned the kitchen thoroughly. He was extra careful to impress Christina with his skills around the house, but his tendency towards precision and exactness meant that he was a genuinely tidy person, unlike most men of his age.

After he had the kitchen in order he decided to move on to the laundry. Remembering that he was to hand wash the delicates, he started by separating out the underwear from the large pile of clothes in the hamper. He put the rest of the clothes in the washing machine and turned it on before getting to the more interesting part of his task.

Connor marveled at the wide array of panties that women had available to them. While he wore the same style of boxer shorts every day, Christina had a vast collection of undergarments for every occasion. Lacy lingerie in a range of colors, simple thongs, and wide comfortable panties- from the fanciest to the most humble, each piece of fabric had at least shared the honor of being wrapped around her gorgeous body. As Connor stood naked in her home with an armful of her underwear it was all he could do not to bury his face in them and breathe in like a drowning man gasping for air.

He had just finished hanging up the laundry when his phone vibrated loudly. Shamelessly, he hoped it was Christina telling him she was on her way home. He didn’t want to be too needy in front of her, but the honest truth was that all he wanted was to bask in her presence.

Lucy wants me to say hi from her, and to tell you that she hopes you’re behaving yourself.

Connor smiled at that, imagining them giggling over cocktails in a busy bar. He should have felt shame and worry that Christina was discussing their arrangement so openly, but after their little ménage in Shanghai there was no point being shy around Lucy. More than that, he was glad that someone else knew about their semi-forbidden and undoubtedly strange relationship. It made it feel more real.

She also wants a picture. We both do.

He could imagine it what sort of picture they meant but didn’t want to assume. Still, given the leap of faith he was asking her to make, he wasn’t minded to say no. He was considering his reply when a clarification came through.

A picture of your nice, hard cock. Now.

Even over text, her tone booked no compromise. Connor had never sent a dick pic in his life and had no idea where to start, but knew enough to avoid a completely disembodied shot of his penis. They were not, in isolation, the most erotic sight imaginable. Still, a selfie felt forced, more whimsical than sexy. He opted for a mirror shot, keeping the phone in front of his face to provide a modicum of modesty while angling himself in an attempt at aesthetic eroticism. He didn’t feel entirely comfortable, but his relationship with Christina over the past few months had at least given him the confidence to share his body. Before her, this would have been unimaginable.

Good boy, came the reply after an agonizing minute. You look great, she’ll be very impressed when I show her. Here’s your reward.

A picture message came through, a downward-angled cleavage shot that sparked a pang of lust, cutting through Connor’s embarrassment like a knife.

Gorgeous, he replied, unsure what to say but opting for modesty.

You can touch yourself a little, but no coming.

Another picture came through, this time off two sets of feet in peel-toe high heels. He could tell from the red color that he had applied that they were Christina and the other, presumably, was Lucy.

And then you can get back to cleaning my shoe collection.

Connor didn’t know what to say, unsure if he even wanted to touch himself under these conditions. Still, he decided to play along with her little game.

Thank you, mistress.

Good boy.

After a little break to watch TV, he decided to move on to his next task. Christina had a collection of around a dozen high heels in various styles and colors, in addition to her sneakers and boots, all neatly arranged in the hallway closest. A quick Google search told him the best way to clean the various materials, mostly suede and leather, and he quickly gathered the necessary materials from the kitchen.

As he began working through the collection in an orderly fashion Connor felt a wave of perverse, fetishistic arousal similar to when he had been hand washing Christina’s underwear. He ruminated on that as he cleaned, thinking about what it meant for his quickly evolving sense of his sexual-self. No doubt he was getting a submissive thrill from the nature of the task itself- kneeling naked on the floor to clean his mistress’s shoes while she was out having fun.

Still, another undeniable component was that he had come to sexualize her feet and by extension her shoes. Connor had not previously considered himself to be someone with a foot fetish, but rather an appreciation for an elegant pair of female legs. However, spending time at Christina’s feet since their first night together had caused him to become more and more enamored with the lowest part of her body. From painting her nails and rubbing her tired arches to sucking on the slender toes, he was increasingly turned on by her feet. Was it a long buried desire that she had awoken in him, or had he been conditioned into it like Pavlov’s dog? It was an interesting question but perhaps, he realized, not an especially important to one. He liked what he liked, and Christina liked it too. That’s all that mattered.

Wiping, cleaning and polishing her shoes was surprisingly relaxing as well as arousing, with Connor finding himself falling into a comfortable rhythm as he worked. He cleaned the dirt from her welly boots and seldom-used hiking boots but mostly found himself buffing and polishing her party shoes. He imagined her clad in the new gleaming thigh high leather boots, standing over him with a whip in hand. He fantasized about her placing her red-soled high heel on his chest while he lay on the ground. As he cleaned her low work heels he thought about how they would smell after a long flight. As he worked away and listened to music he simply basked in his erotica reverie.

Christina returned home at around 11, just after he had settled down to watch TV after finishing with her shoes. The sound of the rattling keys told him she had imbibed a few, although she hadn’t stayed out particularly late. On a whim he turned off the television and got onto his knees in the middle of the room, aware that he was still named, hoping to give the jokey impression that he had been waiting for her to come home like this.

“Welcome home, mistress,” he said, looking up at her. She laughed but then, to his surprise, offered her foot to him. Reading her expectant expression he leaned forward and planted a kiss on her heel-clad foot. She looked down imperiously, seeming to take this all in her stride. Like some ancient empress or pagan goddess, she seemed at ease with the idea of a naked young man begging at the feet.

He stood up and they exchanged some pleasantries, Connor offering to make some food and Christina filling him in on the night’s activities. She had met Lucy at the pub and had went back to her nearby apartment for a nightcap. He noticed that she had a tote bag with her that she hadn’t taken out, presumably something from Lucy, but she didn’t tell him what it was and he didn’t ask.

“So, did you do a good job with my shoes?” Christina asked as she took a seat on the couch, one leg crossed over the other.

“I think so!”

“Good boy,” a look of slight nervousness crossed her face for a heartbeat, but was quickly replaced by a steely and sexy look of determination. “There’s still one pair you didn’t clean though.”

Connor’s eyes followed her finger down to the floor where she was pointing. It took a second for him to cotton on to what she was saying. The red heels that she was wearing, garishly bright but just right for a night on the town, would need to be cleaned.

“Should I get a cloth?” he asked, knowing the alternative but not sure if that’s what she was suggesting.

“Your tongue should do the trick.”

He felt a burst of shame and maybe even something like resentment shoot through him. This was a disgusting, nasty thing to ask of him, something that went beyond their usual games. Her tone was stern as well, uncharacteristically harsh when compared to her usual gentle dominance.

Still, mixed up with all that was her undeniable pull, the erotic power that she exuded blotting out any thought of resistance. More than that, Connor could tell that deep down he liked the idea of her pushing him beyond his limits. He felt his cock stiffen as he started to accept that her ability to humiliate him wasn’t an aberration. Rather, it was the realization of his long-held fantasies.

Connor fell to his knees and bent forward in wordless supplication once again, lowering his face to her foot. He felt a moment of stillness between them, tense anticipation only broken when the tip of his tongue met the leather strap that ran across the top of her toes. It had no real taste, being the clean and untouched part of the shoe, but the smooth texture was strangely satisfying to him. He licked across the strap with increasing enthusiasm and confidence, swapping to the other foot after a moment. Christina swiveled and rotated her feet, allowing him to trace the front and sides with his quickly drying tongue until they sparkled faintly with his saliva.

He knew, though, that this was a the easy part of what she had asked. So far, he had merely polished the clean part of her sexy shoes with his mouth. A degrading task, for sure, but an essentially symbolic act of deference. Connor didn’t know if she expected more of him. Whether she expected him to genuinely clean the dirt from the bottom of her shoes, a truly filthy task.

Christina moved to address this now, rocking her shoes back onto the sharp heels so that the soles pointed towards his face. It was a dry night out and the shoes were relatively new, but he could still clearly make out specks of dirt and dust. He waited with baited breath for her next command, unsure if he could follow it.

“Would you like to lick the soles of my shoes? Be honest.”

“I don’t think so.”

“But would you do it if I told you to?”

Connor paused for a long minute, considering the question so he could give an honest answer.

“Yes, mistress. I’d do anything you told me if it made you happy. I trust you.”

Christina’s face broke out into a smile. “Good boy. You can take off my shoes and rub my feet.”

Connor did as he was told, feeling like he had passed some strange test. He might have an emerging desire for humiliation that he was grappling to understand, but he was glad to see that Christina wasn’t going to take advantage of that or push him too far. He knew that he could submit to her desires in safety, because she would never want to hurt him. That’s why he loved her.

Christina relaxed on the sofa for a few minutes, moaning as she enjoyed in ministrations. The noises of relaxation began turning into moans of a different kind as she sunk into the cushions, her legs beginning to squeeze together. Connor ventured a kiss on her foot, then her ankle, then her leg, hoping to work his way up to give her the pleasure that she so clearly desired. She saw just what he was hoping to do.

“I’d love you to use that mouth on me baby, but I think it’s too dirty for my pussy. Even if you didn’t lick the soles, you did just clean my shoes with your slutty tongue.”

Connor was stung, frustrated by his desire to please her.

“I could go brush my teeth,” he offered weakly.

“Hmm, I’ve got a better idea,” Christina stood up, removing her panties and hiking up her short party dress. She turned around and placed one foot on the couch, giving him an eye-level look at her beautiful, round ass. She looked back at him over her shoulder, eyes smoldering with perverse and demanding desire. “Eat my ass.”

Connor was quick to respond, placing a chaste kiss on her ass cheek before nuzzling into her, seeking out the bud. A few months ago he would have considered this a filthy fantasy, but Christina’s mantra of what a woman wants, she gets had quickly opened his mind to this particular activity. He had spent endless hours worshiping her pussy and frequently moved on to her other hole, often while Christina used her fingers or a toy to bring her overstimulated pussy to a third or fourth orgasm.

This time was different though, as Christina was seemingly relegating his well-used mouth to exclusive ass-licking duty. Still, he approached his task with gusto, darting his tongue out to tease and penetrate her puckered hole. Christina moaned and pushed back, smothering his face with her ass and pulling it apart with her own hands, urging him on to lick more deeply.

As a precise, well-trained pilot, Connor always tried to focus on technique, figuring out the most efficient way to complete any given task. There was no road map for this though, no textbook way to worship a sexy older woman’s ass. Instead, he had to go on feeling, alternating depth and intensity until his tongue was aching. Just as he was beginning to wonder how much longer he could keep going, Christina pushed him away.

“Get your head back on the couch, I want to ride your beautiful face.”

She directed him into the desired position while he blushed at her compliment, his face slick and sex-drunk. His head rested on the soft pillows while his body was spread out on the floor, allowing Christina to sit back on his face.

“Keep that tongue in my ass, baby,” she said, beginning to grind on him as her fingers found her clit. Christina had used him in a similar way before, hovering over his face while he licked her, but this time she was especially rough. Experience meant that she could now allow herself to go hard, leaning on him heavily with complete confidence that she wouldn’t hurt him. She was practically bouncing on his face, driving his head back into the pillow while his tired tongue penetrated her puckered hole. Her treatment of him was harsh, unforgiving, and incredibly hot.

She reached a crescendo and then came, suddenly, sending her warm juices running down Connor’s mouth and chin in lewd rivulets. He kept probing and licking, content for her to keep using him for as long as she desired, but she soon stood up and rolled to the side exhausted, resting beside him on the couch.

“Thank you,” Christina murmured perversely polite for someone who had just disgraced his face in such a deviant manner.

“It was my pleasure.”

“Good boy. I’ll sort you out tomorrow, I promise. For now, I think I need my bed,” she didn’t sound apologetic, exactly, but Connor could sense that she didn’t want to take her sexual selfishness too far. For his part, he is as more than happy for her to put herself first.

“Of course, go get ready. I’ll bring you up some water.”

Christina pulled off her dress and removed her bra, leaving them strewn on the floor next to her panties with the unspoken expectation that he would pick them up, before kissing him on the forehead and slinking off to bed. Connor sat for a moment, cock hard and twitching, before getting up and preparing for bed. This wasn’t the way he would ever have imagined spending his weekend before, other than perhaps in his darkest dreams, and he knew it was something that would revolt and terrify most men his age. Nevertheless, if this was what life with Christina would be like, then he knew more than ever that it was what he wanted.


Testing His Limits

Christina awoke with a mild heat headache and a dry mouth, the consequences of the G&Ts that she had put away with Lucy last night. On the plus side, the smell of sizzling bacon was wafting up the stairs, enticing her out of her stupor.

Her first thought was of last night’s sexy activities, the way Connor had eagerly devoted himself to her pleasure and the way he had accepted her using him so selfishly. She had pushed him to the brink of humiliation to see how far he would go, pulling back right before the precipice in a way that left her completely in control. It sent a bracing throb running to her clit, making her consider calling her boy toy back to bed for another session.

As her mind got going again she also remembered her chat with Lucy, a simultaneous mixture of weighty conversation and fevered sexual gossip. Her friend and erotic confidant had, to Christina’s relief, encouraged her to go for it with Connor. Of course, she had been sad at the idea that they wouldn’t work together anymore, but to her credit had been focused on all the positive things that the relationship had given Christina, and how much better her life could become after years of disappointment with men.

Lucy, with characteristic confidence and bombast, had given her some interesting pieces of advice. Firstly, she argued convincingly that Christina owed it to Connor to push him, to really put him through his paces to prove that he could handle the kind of life he was offering. To prove, to both of them, that he wanted it. Secondly, Lucy astutely noted that the biggest barrier would be his sense of masculine pride. She insisted that Lucy should do something to undermine his sense of machismo and see if he could handle her wearing the pants. This would help prove that he could deal with a life beyond their teacherly, friends-with-benefits relationship. Finally, Lucy (perhaps reflecting her own kinks more than a little) advised that Chris should make sure that she made him do something new and more extreme this weekend, something to truly push his limits. To those ends, she had insisted on Christina borrowing a strap-on that she had recently bought but had been unable to use so far.

Just as she was thinking about how to implement this advice, Connor came bounding up the stairs with the enthusiasm of a Golden Retriever.

“Morning! I just wanted to let you know that dinner is nearly ready, but I can keep it hot in the oven if you need more time to sleep. I’ve left some water and painkillers here next to the bed, and I’ve got a pot of coffee brewing downstairs.”

His energy could have been grating this early into a potential hangover, but his thoughtfulness and wholesome happiness prevented her from feeling the slightest hint of annoyance.

“Thank you baby,” she murmured, looking up at Connor and appreciating him in a whole new way. “Could you come here and stroke my head for five minutes, and then I’ll get up?”

While they ate breakfast together and chatted a plan started to form in Christina’s head. The morning felt perfect and relaxed, but she knew she would need to put him through his paces for all the reasons Lucy said. She didn’t want to use him as a slave, but she needed to be sure that he wouldn’t end up expecting her to be like a mother or a maid. She told him exactly that, pushing past his fairly convincing reassurances by reminding him that he had never lived anywhere other than his parental home and a series of hotels.

“So, what I suggest is that I spend today relaxing while you do a proper deep clean and some other chores. Show me you can handle the responsibility.”

“I can do that,” he said, as eager as he had been the first night of this strange arrangement.

“Good boy,” it was time to put part two of her plan into action. “I’m going to write a shopping list while you do the washing up, then you can go get my weekly groceries in. I’m going to give you something to wear, as well.”

“OK,” he said, the hesitancy in his voice born of curiosity rather than resistance.

Christina went and found the bag that Lucy had given her, returning with a medium-sized butt plug and some lube.

“You can put this in yourself, since you might want some privacy,” as much as she wanted to see his face when we inserted the toy, she thought that he might like the opportunity to clean himself up in privacy first. This wouldn’t be his first experience of anal play, since she had teased him with her fingers on a few occasions, but was a next step that was essential for her other plans. She decided to give him a hint of that now. “You can say no if you prefer, but trust me when I say that this will make things easier for you in the long run.”

“I do trust you,” Connor said quickly, taking the toy with a look of trepidation mixed with arousal in his eyes. He was a sweet boy but, as Christina reminded herself, beneath all that he had a genuinely perverted streak.

Thirty minutes later Connor had been dispatched to the nearby supermarket, list in his pocket and plug safely ensconced in his ass. Christina sat wrapped in her dressing gown for a little while before going for a quick shower. She took some time to touch her hungry clit and the warm water revived her, thinking about her loyal, subby boy walking around the local supermarket with a pink plug in his butt. Was it a constant reminder of her? Did it make him feel slutty? Was he leaking into his underwear?

She cut off those thoughts before she got carried away, knowing that there would be plenty of sexual satisfaction for her later in the day. Instead, she dried herself off and started rooting through her wardrobe, looking for a suitable outfit for Connor’s day of housework and service. Christina had the notion to dress him in something that would, as Lucy suggested, undermine his sense of masculine pride. That would help her to push Connor to his limits, to find out whether he could really give himself to her in the way he claimed. It was also a damn sexy scenario for Christina, ripe with the erotic potential that came from swapping roles and playing with taboos.

Christina found the perfect thing buried at the back of her cupboard- a slutty French maid outfit. Her ex-husband had bought it for her a long time ago in some ill-advised attempt to spice up their sex life. Christina had worn it reluctantly, finding it less comfortable or empowering than lingerie, hating the implied roles it denoted. She didn’t like legitimizing the idea that he could treat her like a servant, not least because that’s often exactly what he did. It had pissed her off and made her dislike the outfit, resenting how much he enjoyed imbuing their sex life with the same unhealthy dynamic as their domestic arrangement. It was those memories and those buried resentments, however, that made it a perfect outfit for this moment.

God, this is cheaper than therapy, Christina thought. And sexier.

Connor returned laden with bags, his expression sweetly sheepish. Christina sent him to go and remove the plug while she put away the shopping, remembering some advice Lucy had given her. Stretching before anal play was useful, but plugs should be used little and often rather than being left on for hours. After they had both finished with their respective practicalities she told him to sit down on the couch and close his eyes, before going to fetch the maid outfit from her room.

“Ta-da! Here’s your uniform for the day,” Christina declared in a sing-song voice. Connor looked utterly shocked, and for a moment she worried that he would reject her, finally finding her to have crossed a line. Finding those limits though, playing with his masculinity and seeing what he really valued, was why she had thought to do this. “Do you like it?”

To her relief, he burst out laughing. “I’m not really sure!”

“Well, I told you I didn’t want to be your maid, so I thought maybe I’d see if you would be willing to be mine, just every now and again,” she allowed her silk dressing gown to open a little and lowered her voice. “Plus, I think it would look really hot.”

“Anything for you, mistress. But, I’m not sure I’m going to fit in that thing!”

As he tried on each part of the outfit she realized that he was half-right. The garter belt wouldn’t quite fit over his surprisingly well-muscled legs while there was no hope of him squeezing his broad shoulders into the slutty bodice. Still, they laughed and joked in easy harmony while Christina searched for solutions. Ten minutes later he was adorned in a frilly apron and cute little headband, while she had managed to find a pair of thigh-high nylons that were too big for her but fit nicely on him, giving his long legs a sexy and shapely appearance.

“Oh, and I’ve got one more thing!” she declared, running back to her room to rummage through the wardrobe.

Christina returned with a pair of her crotchless panties, another rarely used gift that tended to make her feel dirty and uncomfortable rather than sexy. On Connor they worked perfectly, making him look sexy and slutty and ridiculous all at once. The too-tight fabric hugged his body and showed off his tight butt, while his cock dangled comically through the hole at the front. She stuck the apron back on him and took in the full vision. His legs looked alluring in the stockings, and she ran her hands along them enjoying the silky-smooth feeling of the fabric and the shivers that her touch drew from him. The frilly apron emphasized the power dynamic between them in a way that made Christina feel strong and in control, reminding her that this relationship was everything that her previous ones were not. The apron mostly covered his cock, but as she circled him she was able to flick it up and expose him, and would be able to ogle him from behind. Finally, his silly little headband gave her a giggle and showed that he was devoted enough to endure these little humiliations for her pleasure.

Seeing him all exposed was a turn-on, with the ensemble emphasizing the best features of his fit, young body, but even more alluring were the complex emotions that Christina could detect in his expression. He looked aroused and emasculated, embarrassed and yet strangely proud of the lustful look he was inspiring from her. In the same way that he looked oddly at peace at her feet, like he had found his place in life, he now seemed as if he had been born to be dressed as her maid, paraded around for her amusement and ogling. Her plan and Lucy’s suggestions were working, and Christina realized that he really was a natural submissive.

My God, this might actually work, she thought.

Christina gave him a long, passionate kiss as a reward for being such a good sport, enjoying the way he pressed against her, almost seeming to melt into her body. After that she put him to work, directing him in various cleaning tasks while she nursed her hangover from the safety of the couch.

She occasionally interrupted his deep clean of the kitchen by having him come through to bring her drinks, rub her feet, or stroke her hair, joking that she should buy a little bell to summon him through. When he moved on to cleaning the bathroom she decided to rouse herself, ogling his butt and giving directions while he scrubbed the floors on his hands and knees. There was something incredibly sexy about watching him go about his appointed tasks, the rush of having a young man willingly choose to spend his weekend cleaning her toilets giving Christina an electric feeling of arousal. She soon gave him a break from the household tasks so that he could lick her to a slow, gentle orgasm while she lay comfortably on the couch, a task that Connor went about as hungrily as always.

In a moment of post-orgasm giddiness Christina joked that she could use a nice footstool as she watched TV, pointing to the floor in front of her. To her surprise, Connor immediately took up a position on all fours, presenting his back to her. She stretched out her legs with a giggle, happy to indulge her fantasy of being some cruel, ancient empress. As Christina relaxed she decided that she could get used to this kind of life, having the company of a good, sweet man who she could treat as an intelligent equal one day before mercilessly teasing and abusing him the next. She could also get used to being waited on hand-and-foot, after a long life of doing that for other people. There was no denying that this situation was strange, but it was also exactly what she wanted.

There was one more thing still to do, however. One more test to put their dynamic through before Christina could fully commit. Lucy had insisted that to truly test out Connor’s capacity to accept their role reversal they would have to try pegging. At first, Christina had been skeptical, knowing that this was simply Lucy pushing one of her pet perversions. Still, the more she thought about it, the more of a good idea it seemed. Connor was naturally submissive and eager to please, but what if that was just because Christina was giving him everything he wanted? She needed to know that he could continue to grow, develop, and try new things. She knew from talking to him that he wasn’t against anal play, but the idea of being fucked with a strap-on did seem to cause him to hesitate for a moment, the changes in his tone and expression suggesting that he had some internal barrier there to break through. Fucking his ass would confirm, in some weird way, that she could remain in the driving seat for the foreseeable future.

She had dressed him up in a ridiculous, slutty outfit and he had responded by dutifully catering to her every need and whim, but now she wanted to fuck the last vestiges of alpha-male arrogance out of him. She wanted to feel him submit to her, not because she was giving him submissive pleasure but because he was giving himself fully to her. It would be instructive, it would be a good test of their dynamic and, most importantly, it would be hot as hell. Christina decided that tonight was the night.

***

After a light dinner and some cuddling it was time For Christina to go through with it. She was excited, but nervous, as if she was about to lose her virginity. In truth, she was about to take his, with the realization that she was about to pop his anal cherry giving her a rush so intense that she felt slightly ashamed. What kind of a pervert have I become, Christina thought to herself.

She stopped that line of thinking quickly though. There was nothing wrong with wanting new and exciting experiences, nothing wrong with a woman wanting to pursue her pleasure. She had given so much of herself to other people, friends, family, and most of all partners, without often getting much in return. Society had pushed expectations on her to be pliant and accommodating, while men had taken advantage of her in a million different ways. Now she had a sexy, devoted companion who would do anything for her, who seemed to love her wholeheartedly and take his pleasure in making her happy. She should be proud. Grateful of her luck, but proud.

Internal pep talk done, Christina led Connor to the bedroom by the hand. She put the butt plug back in, this time doing it herself, being sure to use plenty of lube. Once that was safely inserted she had him get down on his knees, blindfolded so she could get ready. She had removed the apron but left the headband, panties and stockings on him. His body was tight with nervous anticipation and his breathing was heavy, a response that could have seemed like fear if it wasn’t for his rock hard cock jutting out of the crotchless panties. Christina enjoyed stealing looks at him while she got ready, stripping naked except for a spare pilot’s jacket and hat that Connor had left at her house previously. She stepped into the strap-on and fastened it round her waist, enjoying the slightly awkward weight between her legs. The fake cock was modestly-sized, but more than big enough for a first timer, purple and smooth rather than biologically realistic. Christina giggled as she swung it around a little, enjoying the Freudian power fantasy of wielding a phallus. Connor smiled and laughed a little in response despite not knowing what she was doing.

“Take off the blindfold.”

Connor did as he was told, eyes wide with shock although he must have suspected that this would be tonight’s activity. He looked up at her from his position on his knees, taking in the vision of her. Christina looked down at him from under his captain’s hat set at a jaunty angle, naked under his much too big jacket. His eyes hovered on the purple cock, watching her fingers dance along the ersatz shaft, before looking back up at her face.

“Are you ready for this?” Christina asked. She wanted him to submit and knew he would, but she also wanted his affirmative consent.

“Yes.”

“Good,” she reached forward and stroked his face gently, before pulling his head back slightly by the hair so that he was staring directly up at her. “Because I want to make you my little bitch.”

Connor’s eyes widened and his lips parted, his arousal clear. He looked at her with adoration, devotion, lust, fear, and awe all at once, giving Christina the most incredible rush.

“I want that,” he said.

“Good boy”, Christina pointed down at the floor. “Now, beg.”

Connor bent forward on his hands and knees and began showering her feet with kisses while begging for her cock like a madman. Christina knew that she should have been bored of this kind of attention by now, but the truth was she still loved having him lavish her feet with kisses. The sensation of his soft lips pampering her was delicious, but even more potent was the symbolism and the feeling of power it gave her. She was a queen receiving her subject, a mistress humiliating a slave, a goddess rewarding her adherent.

She placed one foot on his tightly muscled back, enjoying the contrast of the black-painted toes against his pale skin and appreciating the lewd way that he moved and wiggled beneath her, his thong-clad butt pushed out like some cheap stripper. Christina idly stroked her cock while she ogled him, enjoying the action despite knowing that the plastic was already at maximum hardness. She decided on one more addition to her boytoy’s look before she would take his holes.

Rummaging around on her table for a moment, Christina returned with a stick of bright red lipstick. He puckered up before she had even given a command, his resistance broken with the submissive part of his mind fully in the driving seat. Christina soon had him all dolled up.

“OK, you little slut. It’s time to suck my cock.”

Connor opened his mouth to respond in affirmation but Christina wasted no time, interrupting him by inserting her plastic cock between bright red lips. She had him begin by worshiping it, instructing him to kiss and lick the shaft like she was a porn director and he was some naive, slutty ingenue. Despite there being no real physical stimulation for her, Christina’s pussy was wet and throbbing from the sight of it all. He planted kisses all along the shaft, leaving hints of red lipstick, and lavished lustful licks on the tip, staring up at her with wide and hungry eyes.

She soon found herself taking control. Christina placed both hands on his head and began thrusting, slowly at first but with increasing speed and power. Soon, she was fucking his face so hard that the captain’s hat was almost falling from her head, Connor’s inexperienced throat gagging as she hit his tonsils. At another time the sight of tears forming in his eyes or the wet choking sounds emanating from him might have given her pause, but at that moment it only spurred her on. Christina thought about all the times she had gagged on cock, how it had been both hot and humiliating, and felt like while this wasn't revenge, exactly, it was a poetic type of reversal.

“That’s right, take it for me,” Christina encouraged him while he stared up at her with wet, pliant eyes that seemed to be silently urging her on. “Suck my fucking cock. Get it nice and lubed up, you’ll need it.”

By the time she finally stopped using with mouth his face was utterly ruined, with smeared lipstick and saliva coating his skin. Christina leaned in and gave her panting toy a long, deep kiss, roughly shoving her tongue into his willing mouth. God, she loved him, but at that moment she also loved how broken and humiliated he looked. Following a sudden instinct, she propped open his mouth with her fingers and slowly released one load of spit into it. He gratefully received it on his tongue, accepting the indignity with submissive aplomb.

“It’s time to bend over for your Captain,” Christina pointed at the hat, reminding him that this wasn’t just a reversal of gender roles but also of their position at work.

She removed the plug slowly, enjoying his deep moan, before applying more lube to both her dildo and his ass. The crotchless panties had been pulled down around his ankles and she left them there, enjoying the slutty picture it created. She spread his cheeks apart and teased around his puckered hole, enjoying the desperate way he pushed back into her. Connor wanted this, she could tell, and Christina fully intended to give it all to him. His hole instinctively tightened up and she pushed the tip of her dildo against it, but the generous amount of lube ensured that it went in easily enough. He gasped and she found herself letting out a low, lusty moan as he enveloped her fake cock in his tight little butt.

She built up the pace and the depth slowly, allowing him time to adjust to the sensations and her time to get used to the awkward movement. Christina soon had a newfound appreciation for men who could pump away for ages, with the effort of thrusting quickly making itself known in her hips and thighs. Still, the hotness of the situation was enough motivation to keep her going, even as her muscles began to exert themselves. The sight of him bent over and the muffled moans that he was releasing into the bed were enough to drive her crazy with lust, and she soon found herself scratching at his tightly muscled back, leaving long, thin marks on his sensitive skin. Suddenly, she knew that she wanted to see his face as she fucked him.

Christina slapped his ass hard and then slowly pulled out, directing him onto his back on the edge of the bed. He followed her instructions quickly, pathetically eager to have her back inside him. The panties and headband were gone, leaving him naked except for the silky stockings. She propped his legs up over her shoulders so she could stand up while fucking him on the edge of the bed. His cock was hard, twitching, and begging to be touched. Christina soon found herself playing with it as she slowly, deeply pounded Connor’s hole. She had only tried anal once in her life, at her ex-husband’s suggestion, and had hated every second of it. It seemed to agree with Connor, though, and she could see him getting close to the edge.

Seeing him spread out like that, eyes wild with ecstasy and bright with adoration, took Christina to new heights of excitement as the power rushed through her. She wanted to cherish and protect, possess and use this sweet man forever. The feelings in her were a delicious, heightened cocktail of contradictions, but she knew she had to let them spill out.

“I want to control you, and own you every day. I want to protect you and make you happy. I’ll be nice to you in public, but sometimes I’ll be mean to you in private. I’ll pleasure you, but sometimes I’ll deny you or make you beg. I’ll cook you steak one day then make you eat the dirt from my feet the next. I’m going to fuck your ass, and you’re going to eat mine. I’ll suck your cock when I want, and you’ll suck my toes whenever I say. I’ll always be your lover, but I’ll also be your mistress.”

“Yes, yes,” he moaned back in agreement. “Please.”

“Please what?”

“Please own me.”

“And?”

“Please come live with me?”

“And?” Christina increased the pressure of his cock, stroking long and hard, knowing just how to drive him over the edge.

“Please let me come, mistress.”

“Do it.”

In mere seconds he exploded, his body seeming to respond directly to her command. Arcs of warm cum shot up his body, resting in his abs and adorning his smooth chest, while his eyes rolled back in his head. Christina kept pounding and stroking, milking every last drop from him while he gasped and sobbed in the ecstasy of release.

“I love you,” he choked out. “I love you so, so much.”

What a strange time to say it, Christina thought, but she didn’t doubt it for a second.

“I love you too.”

She shrugged off the vestiges of his pilot’s uniform and crawled into bed next to him, pressing his face to her chest and stroking his head. His face was wet and her body was slick with sweat, leaving them cuddling in a messy pile. They didn’t mind though, finding instant comfort in each other’s arms.

“I have work tomorrow, and you have your training course,” Christina reminded him, wanting to speak before he fell asleep. “Things will have to go back to normal, for a while.”

“I know,” his voice was muffled as he snuggled into her, sleepy and hopeful.

“You should say yes to the job.”

There was a moment’s pause before he asked the question that was so clearly at the forefront of his mind. “Will you come with me?”

“As long as you keep being this convincing.”

“Thank you,” he said, not bothering to hide his excitement. Connor kissed her bare skin several times, but continued cuddling in.

“Oh, and Connor. If you want to ask me properly, I’ll say yes.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, there are a lot of things you can do from your knees. Not now, necessarily, but in the future.”

“I love you so much. Thank you, for taking a chance on me.”

She kissed his head softly, holding him close. “Thank you, for making me feel like the woman I always wanted to be.”

They drifted off to sleep, entwined, with Christina happily unsure of what the future might hold. Whatever would come, she knew it would be better than what had come before.
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