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“So what do you think of my new boots?!” Courtney asked excitedly as she walked in from an afternoon of shopping at the mall as I sat watching TV in our living room.

I could tell from the look on her face that she herself was quite pleased with her latest purchase, but it wasn’t until I saw the exquisite black leather incasing her calves perched on their sexy, stiletto heels that my own jaw dropped, reaffirming the buy in her eyes.

“I thought you might like them…” she grinned as she walked into the room, setting the rest of her bags down on the footstool in front of me before then lifting her boot up onto the couch with her toe landing provocatively between my legs with a coy smile.

“Do I want to know how much they cost?” I asked meekly as I felt my heart rate beginning to rise, staring down at the sexy boots my girlfriend wore so proudly.

“Does it really matter when they’re this hot?!” she shot back with a grin, seeming to enjoy the nervous state that she plunged me into by toying with the boot fetish that I had admitted to her in confidence many months earlier.

“You can go ahead and touch them…” she offered playfully, adding with a wink, “They won’t bite … yet…” as she beamed an amused smile down at me.

Gently reaching out to touch the high heeled boot planted between my legs, I instantly felt myself growing aroused as I ran my fingers along the side of the boot, tracing around Courtney’s shapely foot before wandering to the spiked heel that emphasized its look even further.

“You know, there’s only one thing that these boots are missing,” she spoke as she leered down at me with great delight while I carefully cradled her leather-clad foot in my hands. 

Before I had a chance to ask, she just giggled at me as she rolled her eyes and flatly answered her own question with the simple phrase, “…your tongue.”

 * * * * * * * * * *

Courtney seemed to revel in my blushing as I sat with her booted foot in my hands while she towered dominantly over me, but when she saw me finally let out a small smile coupled with a sigh of relief, she was all too quick to correct…

“Don’t think for a moment that I’m not completely serious, Robert!”

Sliding her foot a few inches closer to my curious manhood, she explained, “The saleswoman who sold me these told me all about you boys and your boot fetishes, so don’t you think for a second that I’m going to let you off easy…”

Smiling wildly as she pulled her foot away and turned, looking back over her shoulder at me with a wink before she began to pace in front of me with a wicked smile on her face as my eyes darted painstakingly between hers and the boots.

“Now you know that you’ve fantasized about me wearing a pair of boots like these and now your wish has come true,” she chimed, “but understand that it comes with a cost … and I don’t just mean the one that I rang up on your credit card this afternoon!”

I hung on her every word, strangely drawn to my girlfriend’s presence like never before.

“Just like the lady who sold them to me said,” Courtney preached onward, “there’s no question when a woman wears a pair of boots like this who makes the rules, and as she was all too happy to tell me, there’s one very specific way that a boy pays tribute to his woman to show that he understands this new dynamic that exists between them…”

“I want to see you down on the floor, Robert,” she commanded with a unique twinkle in her eye, “and I want to see you kiss my new boots – right now!”

Her words sent a chill down my spine like I had never fantasized, though I had never been more turned on than in that very moment as I looked up at my incredible girlfriend who was towering over me even as I sat in her gorgeous, new high heeled boots. It was like she fit the persona perfectly, and the malicious grin on her face warned me that she felt it, too, and she had no intention of taking anything less than what she wanted from me as she seemed to be savoring this new high that her leather boots were enabling just as much as I was…

Courtney pointed down at her boots emphatically with one finger as she raised an eyebrow in my direction, prodding me unexpectedly off the couch as I found myself falling to my knees on the carpet in front of her, face to face with the rich smell of designer leather as I stared at her boots from only inches away.

“Go on – you know you want to…” she implored from above.

Picturing the subjugating grin on her face as I slowly drifted closer and closer, reality soon took over where the fantasy had always left off as I could hear my girlfriend chuckling overhead as my lips nervously came into contact with her foot through the decadent leather. Its smooth texture resting coolly beneath my nervous mouth, I felt myself quickly slipping as I carefully opened my lips and brought my tongue to the new leather while Courtney giggled amusingly at my expense.

“That’s right – right where you belong!” I vaguely heard her murmur to herself as I focused my world on the sexual object that had been put before me, feeling my woman’s stare eating into me as I became more dedicated to my position with every lick.

“Not a bad start,” Courtney commented as she suddenly stepped back, leaving me kissing thin air as I was jolted back by the sound of her voice. “But I think we’ve got a lot to work on…”

Looking up at her from my humbled position, I knelt utterly speechless until she continued without missing a beat while she reached for the shopping bags she had left sitting nearby.

“Go pour me a glass of wine, then take your clothes off and meet me back here … on the floor.”

* * * * * * * * * *

Courtney was already seated on the couch when I returned carrying her glass of white wine as requested, my lack of clothing clearly bringing a sense of amusement as she considered this newfound power that had been bestowed upon her while I carefully knelt down on the carpet in front of her.

I didn’t have the words to express, but she looked absolutely divine as she looked back at me from this unexpected position of authority that a simple change in footwear had enabled, and though her dress seemed to ride up her legs in a nearly revealing manner as she sat cross-legged in front of me, it was still clear to the both of us that it was without a doubt her new boots that had garnered my full and undivided attention…

“All the way down on the floor – on your back,” she ordered me once more with the wave of a finger before taking a sip of her wine like the royalty that she’d become in my eyes.

Crawling down on my hands and knees to ease onto my back made me feel more submissive than ever before until I found myself laying with my head underneath my girlfriend’s feet and my own pointing away from her.

…my curious arousal now impossible for me to conceal in the new position that she had demanded…

As I stared up at the ceiling with Courtney’s booted feet dominating the bulk of my view, I watched only to see her feet gingerly wiggle back and forth in my face for a short while before eventually she called out from her seat above, “So, does that chubby between your legs mean that you like what you see?”

“Yes, mist-, errr,” I stuttered. “I mean, yes, Courtney…”

“What did you almost say???” she questioned scornfully.

Not knowing how else to respond in such a vulnerable state, I replied meekly, “…yes, Mistress…”

She paused for a moment, as if to ponder what she had just been presented, then chuckled and responded back, “I suppose that Mistress Courtney probably is a bit more appropriate for this particular arrangement!”

“I like that – Mistress Courtney,” she repeated herself as her feet still continued to twist and dangle teasingly above my face.

“I suppose that would then make you my slave, then wouldn’t it?!” Courtney laughed as she suddenly set her booted feet down on either side of my head, leaning forward to see my face over the edge of the couch and then squeezing her feet tighter together as if to cage in my head as she looked down at me tauntingly from above.

“I think that’s about right!” she grinned as she took another sip from her glass, still glaring down at me authoritatively.

“That’s what I really need now anyways,” she giggled, “a slave to lick clean my new leather boots for me…”

I then watched as she lifted her left foot and placed the toe of her boot onto my mouth before glancing down again with another roll of her eyes before sinking back into the couch, chiming, “How’s that taste for ya?!” as she gently rubbed her toe over my lips...

Courtney’s amused laughter transformed into my soundtrack as I took my first deep breath and found myself overwhelmed by the scent of leather mixed sweetly with her own perfume that seemed to tease and taunt me right along with her enjoyment while I stared up at her expensive, new footwear, seemingly helpless but to wait for her next command.

“Stick out your tongue…” 

I tasted some dirt, but thankfully mostly just the rough sole of the boot as Courtney generously rubbed her toe against my tongue as if she were rubbing out a cigarette butt, her amusement becoming more vocal as she occasionally leaned forward to see the look on my face before leaning back once more in anonymous, domineering comfort.

“Now suck on the heel…”

Her smile grew almost devious as she watched me carefully wrap my lips and tongue around the sharp, stiletto heel as she leaned in closer, no doubt beside herself as she then began to rock the boot back and forth as her high heel slipped in and out of my lips in a rather phallic display of submission.

“Look at your cock!” she exclaimed as my taste of her boot heel continued. “You’re loving this!!!”

Though I felt physically incapable of sitting up to see for myself in my current predicament, I didn’t need to as I could feel my erection now flying at full mast without either of us having touched it for even a moment.

“I’m not sure if I want you getting that much enjoyment out of this…” Courtney then laughed before abruptly pulling her heel out of my mouth and then, after taking a moment to center them just so, unwittingly I suddenly felt both of my nipples on fire at once as she jabbed her stiletto heels into them both in unison, letting out a somewhat disturbing cackle as I groaned painfully in response.

“Does that hurt, my slave?!” she feigned sympathy for me as she stared down into my eyes while settling the heels of her boots into a comfortable position. The bright smile on her lips seemed only to drive her taunt even deeper as she randomly wiggled her feet to further skewer my nipples, then giggled wholeheartedly each time that I winced back in response while my eyes remained locked with hers.

“I think I’m starting to like these new boots – this is fun!” she laughed playfully as she watched me systematically breaking down quite literally at her very feet. Though my wincing and groaning got louder as she seemed to enjoy shifting her weight back and forth from one boot to the other, I found myself not daring to protest – a trait that Courtney no doubt took notice of as well as her smile gleamed brighter with every reaction that built to the next…

Continuing to explore all of her options for poking and prodding me with the heels of her new boots as she moved her feet around my naked body all from the comfort of her seat above me, I pressed on and endured as she shifted away from my chest to resting her boots on my shoulders, dangerously across my neck, and even back once again on my face – though now at the same time.

“Put your hands up by your head – palms up,” she instructed only moments before situating her heels square in the middle of each of my open hands, this time pushing down more weight than before as she leaned forward in her seat, sipping on her wine and shaking her head back and forth.

“Just look at that thing!” Courtney exclaimed once again, gesturing of course to my erection that by now was raging more than ever.

“Doesn’t all of this hurt?! How is it that you’re turned on while I’m doing all of this stuff to you???”

Pressing down hard on both of my hands as if to solicit a reaction, she let up just as I was about to cry out, proposing with an amused grin on her face, “I don’t know – I think that maybe we should do this every time that I wear these boots from now on … what do you think?”

Courtney pressed down one more time until it felt as if her heels were going to pierce my sore hands, then suddenly let up and sat back on the couch again. This time taking great care to slide one of her heels into my awaiting mouth, she then crossed her ankles and bluntly spoke, “So go ahead – touch yourself.”

Unable to respond with my girlfriend’s boot heel resting not-so-comfortably between my lips, I paused and waited for the clarification which came soon thereafter…

“I want to see how much you really love these new boots of mine and how dedicated you’re going to be to me while I’m wearing them in the future, so go ahead – jerk!”

My nervous had skyrocketed back to an all-time high, but in the same vein I certainly didn’t want to disappoint my girlfriend – particularly in this new fantasy position that she had unexpectedly plunged me into – and so without a word spoken as Courtney continued sipping her wine in relaxation above me, I then reached down with one hand and began to slowly massage my erect cock, keeping my head precariously balanced with a mouth full of boot leather.

I’d never masturbated in front of Courtney – or anyone else – before, but the mental image that extended the booted legs in my current view up to the grinning face of my girlfriend who sat on the couch above gave me a unique enthusiasm that has often been a personal fantasy, though admittedly not nearly as intense. I could almost hear her smirking as she watched my technique with a voyeuristic dominance, her shifting weight in my mouth occasionally steering me off course as I found myself forever reminded of her presence despite being given by her a very explicit task to be completed…

“Come on…” I heard her snicker under her breath as my hand began picking up speed while I stared up her gorgeous legs.

“Cum for your Mistress…” she whispered a little louder as I felt her stretch out her legs, her heel unknowingly settling a little deeper inside of my mouth with the other foot crossed on top for leverage.

“Do it!!!” were the last words that I heard from her voice before I suddenly burst into orgasm, spraying cum high over my own stomach and cascading down my hand while I laid there growing increasingly timid as the urge subsided with my girlfriend’s boots still wedged on top of my face.

It was then that I heard Courtney slow clapping as she laughed out loud, setting her glass down nearby before finally pulling her boots back out of my face and returning them to either side of my head on the floor, though this time instead of merely leaning forward to look down at me, I suddenly was looking directly up her dress as she stood up and towered over me as she gazed back down.

“Don’t touch my new boots with cum on your hand…” she warned me before playfully resting one foot on my chest as if she were the victor.

With the same foot, she then slid her booted heel up towards my head until it rested firmly around my neck, leaving me uncomfortably beneath her as she rolled her eyes laughing and said, “You know that I own you now, right?! Now go clean yourself up and I’ll show you the rest of the things I bought…”

* * * * * * * * * *

The following Saturday Courtney seemed particularly eager for me to take her out on a date night and after the other day’s unexpectedly intense introduction to her new boots, there was little doubt in my mind that she was up to something devious this time as well, but as I couldn’t seem to shake the taste of boot leather or the wicked grin on her face out of my head since that fateful night, something inside me knew that I dared not challenge her authority if she had something new in mind to push this kinky, little fantasy of mine to the next level…

“Just in time – you can zip me up,” she told me as walked past the bathroom to witness firsthand the scandalously short, red dress that she had picked out to wow me – along with anyone else who saw her that night – and so far it was doing the job before we had even left the house!

“You know,” she seemed to speak rhetorically with a grin already forming on her freshly painted strawberry lips, “I think that black leather would go just great with this dress, don’t you think? Why don’t you go and get my new boots ready while I finish up in here…”

I could already feel myself growing smaller in her presence as both of our minds shot back to that day when she towered above me as Mistress Courtney with me as her new slave, and my heart raced as I silently left her side to retrieve the same boots from her closet that I had anxiously worshipped on the floor only days earlier.

Sitting on the edge of our bed with the gorgeous, high heeled boots in my hands, I could already feel my knees growing weak as the scent of leather teased me while I stared almost hypnotically into the sensuous black grain with their dominatingly sharp stiletto heels. I remembered not so subtly taking those heels into my mouth while my girlfriend had ordered me to masturbate on her command, and in an instant I was already hard again simply from the memory of my rapidly evolving boot fetish.

“Well, you’re not going to put them on my feet from there!” Courtney jeered playfully as she entered the room, grinning as she saw me obediently holding her boots and gesturing for me to take my place on the floor so that I could more aptly help her put them on.

Her beautiful smile seemed to take a deliciously wicked turn as I watched my girlfriend embrace this dominant, new role like it was made especially for her, and I couldn’t help but hang on her every word as I stared deeply into every delighted expression as she seemed to savor this newfound authority over her boyfriend that had once been described to her as merely a random fantasy that had once been intriguing to him.

She wiggled her toes in front of me – painted red, just like her fingernails to match the dress – though as I slipped them one foot at a time into the sleek, black leather heel they seemed to instantly transform from playful girlfriend to devious dominant, and by the time I had zipped both boots up her awaiting calves, I had fallen even further into my submissive role and would’ve been happily content just staring up at her, cradling her sexy boots for the remainder of the evening…

“Aren’t you forgetting something???” Courtney inquired as I started to stand up, pointing back down at her boots as she made a kissing face with her lips that would’ve been deemed playful if not for the previous context that had been established earlier.

Dropping back down in defeat, I took a deep breath as I leaned forward and brought my lips to the toe of her right boot, feeling her eyes soaking up every ounce of my submission as I meekly paid tribute to my mistress’s footwear before repeating the same with her other boot.

“Perfect – now we can go!” she chimed sweetly, standing up while I was still at her feet and retrieving her black leather jacket from the closet to complete her look of the badass woman who called every shot and made her boyfriend worship her boots whenever she so desired.

As I stood myself ready to leave, Courtney swooped in to me close, her lips only an inch away from mine as she whispered seductively, “That was nice, but don’t think that’s the last time you’re going to be kissing my boots this evening…”

Dinner took us to an old Italian place that we had taken a liking to over the years, with the chef being kind enough to seat us at one of their more private tables in the corner that offered its own unexpected flare that Courtney was quick to key in on while we waited for our meals to be delivered…

“You know, I must admit that I rather enjoy seeing you at my feet worshipping my boots,” she reported quietly with an elegant smile. “I never would’ve expected that a simple pair of boots would bring out such a provocative reaction, but it’s quite the thrill looking down at you paying tribute to me … like I deserve!” she added with a playful wink.

“I … don’t really know what to say,” I stuttered in response as I stared back deep into her eyes. “The boots … they just seem to become you … in a way that’s frankly hard for me to deny…”

Courtney beamed broadly.

“I suppose that’s good to hear – a slave must always obey his mistress!” she grinned as she fidgeted underneath the table.

It was then that I saw her next wave of mischief present itself as she feigned surprise as she told me, “Oh my – I seem to have dropped my napkin! Do be a darling, honey, and climb under the table to retrieve it for me before our dinner arrives…”

My eyes locked on hers as she watched me read exactly what she was expecting – but this time very much in public, albeit somewhat out of sight – I swallowed hard before lifting up the corner of the tablecloth to instantly spy my girlfriend’s cream colored napkin resting on the floor right next to her crossed feet as if they were patiently awaiting my arrival…

I looked back at Courtney and groaned internally before her playful glare drove me into action and I found myself climbing underneath the table, thankfully coming to discover that the long table cloth nearly concealed me entirely as I could look out and see only the feet of those at neighboring tables and the servers occasionally walking by.

Courtney rubbed her ankles together as I leaned in closer, my nerves now on high alert as I imagined everyone around wondering what that man was doing lingering under the table at his lady’s feet. First taking the napkin in hand, then closed my eyes and brought my lips to the fine leather around my mistress’s feet and ankles once more, this time savoring the rich leather on my tongue like it was a delicate treat that Courtney had prepared especially for me – her beloved slave.

My heart raced uncontrollably as I lingered caressing the leather with my lips and face for what seemed like an eternity until I was suddenly interrupted by a single hand appearing underneath the table, its scarlet red fingernail pointing emphatically to her boot heel until I finally took the hint and daringly craned my neck even further to slip my lips and tongue submissively around the heel of Courtney’s boot.

Feeling her chuckle out loud as the heel seemed to dance ever so slightly in my mouth, I could only imagine the high that she was experiencing as I provided even more evidence that I belonged solely to her every whim and every last desire. Staring up her bare legs where the black leather ended just below her knees reminded me of the raw sexuality that Courtney commanded, and for that moment as I rested my head on the floor with her heel in my mouth I felt lucky that she saw fit to bestow this gift on to me…

I found myself suddenly jerked back into reality as my eyes darted to one side to see a pair of shoes standing at the edge of the table, realizing that our server had returned – at the sound of it, to bring us our dinners. Petrified with the fear of being caught, though still with Courtney’s heel in my mouth, I lay there motionless as she chatted casually with the man while plates were arranged on the table above me.

When asked where her date had disappeared to, Courtney responded without missing a beat, “Oh, he’s just taking care of something for me – I’m sure he’ll be back soon!”

Waiting until I had watched the server walk away, I eventually sighed and took one last lick of Courtney’s boot heel before sliding my head out from underneath her foot and then doing my best to discretely reappear out from underneath the table, my hair admittedly a bit disheveled as I gently handed my girlfriend her lost napkin with a short quip, “Hey, look what I found…”

Courtney grinned back at me as she unfolded and placed the napkin in her lap before whispering, “I was about to ask if you wanted me to just serve your meal to you down on the floor at my feet!” with a soft snicker.

As the rest of the meal transpired without further submissive acts in public, I couldn’t help but find myself hypnotized by the sound of her boots clicking against the sidewalk as we walked hand in hand to the theater that was only a few blocks from the restaurant where we had enjoyed our rather unexpected dinner.

“Tell me,” Courtney asked as we walked briskly through the cool evening. “What does it feel like when you’re down there???”

I thought for a moment to gather my words as I glanced back at the breathtakingly beautiful woman, then finally admitted in one single breath, “I feel beneath you … in the most marvelous of ways.”

“I feel like my place is at your feet, and it’s all that I can do to worship your boots to prove that I’m worthy of being there.”

I smiled as Courtney blushed, looking back at me and asking somewhat sheepishly, “So you like it then?”

“God yes!” I told her without hesitation.

“If I would’ve known you had this in you, I’d have splurged for a pair of boots like that a long time ago!”

Together we laughed and Courtney asked a few more questions about my fetish and the submissive feelings that kissing her boots seemed to bring out of me until eventually we found our way to the old downtown theater and were staring up at the screen as the movie started rolling to what appeared to be an otherwise empty movie theater…

The first twenty minutes or so passed without incident, with Courtney occasionally putting her feet up on my lap and smiling as she would catch me out of the corner of her eye gently caressing her leather boots with the inside of my hand. It wasn’t until it had become clear that we had picked a rather boring movie that she put her feet back down on the floor and leaned over to tell me, “Ok – I’m bored. Get down there and entertain me…”

I looked over at her a bit shocked, knowing that this time I had only the cover of darkness and not a long tablecloth to help keep my submission a secret.

“I can’t do that here – what if somebody sees me?!” I protested in quiet desperation.

“Then they’ll know what a good slave boy you are, won’t they?!” she snickered softly. “Besides, you know that you want another taste!”

Her decadent grin soon getting the best of me once more, after looking around the theater several times to confirm to my best knowledge that we really were alone, I looked up at Courtney’s radiant eyes one last time before sighing and discretely sliding out of my chair onto my knees on the floor where I found myself staring at Courtney’s gorgeous legs on my way down to the floor.

By the time I reached the floor – this time face down with little room to move and reposition myself – Courtney took quick advantage of the situation and placed one boot in front of my face while the other rested squarely on my back as if to pin me in place. Her heeled boot resting seemingly authoritatively in front of my face like I was a captured prize, I sighed once more as I gave in to my dominant and craned my neck to connect my tongue with the side of her boot, feeling truly humbled as I stared at her leather in the dimly-lit auditorium as if it was my dessert being served to me…

We stayed in this position for quite some time as I listened to the movie playing in the distance while Courtney kept me pinned to the floor and on task attending to her boot until eventually my ears perked up to take note of a very unique, new sound that could just barely be heard overheard between the roaring movie and my less than optimal position down on the floor.

I lapped at the same leather some more as the steady sound seemed to gradually hasten until the final realization made me even aroused than I already was on the floor worshipping my girlfriend’s boots – Courtney was masturbating.

I knew that I dared not stand up from my current position, and the other boot on my back made it basically impossible anyways, so I did all I could to focus on being the best boot licker that I could for my mistress, which she seemed to key in on as the pressure between my shoulder blades seemed to grow with my enthusiasm eventually until I could even pick up a faint moan coming from the beautiful woman overhead…

“Mistress Courtney, may I please lick your pussy?”

The words slipped from my lips against her boots without my even realizing it, though surprisingly instead of a sharp heel jab I suddenly felt her lift her boot, spreading her legs wider as Courtney reached down and grabbed a fistful of my hair, plunging my face between her legs before I could have another word.

It was then that I learned that my girlfriend had been feeling extra frisky that evening primarily because she hadn’t worn any panties underneath her dress, and also her particular wetness made for an open and very welcome invitation as I quickly went to work lapping up her sweet juices and targeting her clit while I felt her thighs closing in around me, her booted feet now coming to rest crossed behind my back as I shrugged off any notion of fear of being caught and focused all of my attention simply at licking the pussy that had been placed in front of me…

Hearing Courtney moaning softly as she pulled me tighter with her legs only made me even harder as her fingers wove their way into my hair and she slowly started rolling her hips up towards my face in alternate between my licks. The sensation was intense as I could feel my heart racing as I gasped for air while my girlfriend seemed more concerned with her own pleasure, and even that tiny flex of her control made me all the more submissive under her.

As her grip grew tighter and tighter, I could taste her pussy beginning to spasm until finally she muffled out a sweet orgasm with her thighs wrapped around my face, leaving me struggling for breath as my air was filtered through her sex one hungry, yet intoxicated gasp at a time…

When her thighs finally loosened around my head and her hands gently guided my head back away from her crotch, I paused staring up at her – my face now covered in her juices – as Courtney looked back at me with a satisfied grin, reaching down to wipe some of the juices from my chin with her finger before extending it towards my lips in a gesture that I knew I couldn’t possibly refuse.

Courtney kept me down on the floor for the remainder of the movie, with my time split between thoroughly cleaning her boots from top to bottom and an extended encore between her legs that found her draping her leather coat over my head while she reclined to numerous orgasms as I proved my worth to her as her loyal and dedicated slave.

Without the foggiest idea what the movie had actually been about, I walked out of the theater with the smell of pussy and leather ripe on my breath and an uncanny sense of submission to my new mistress, with every click of Courtney’s boots against the sidewalk making me wonder what she’d have in store for me next…

* * * * * * * * * *

After expanding her boot collection to include a variety of leather footwear that could be worn – and worshipped – all year round, Courtney came to take a special liking for face sitting and male chastity, into which her boyfriend was happily locked so that he could better focus on the cleaning and service of his mistress’s footwear and her pussy.
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bondage ∙ domination ∙ chastity ∙ fetishes

crossdressing ∙ spanking ∙ humiliation ∙ masturbation

discipline ∙ tease & denial ∙ latex ∙ CBT ∙ high heels

leather ∙ role playing ∙ submission ∙ torture ∙ electroplay

cuckolding ∙ hypnosis ∙ forced orgasms ∙ isolation

Be sure to check out our other authors for even more naughty fun!

·      KinkyWriter

·      KinkyWriter Erotic Bundles

·      Mistress Elizabeth Simone’s FemDom Sessions

·      Veronica Ash’s Naughty Fantasies

Thanks for reading – come again soon!

KinkyWriter.com – exploring the world of kink through the written word…
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