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An Unexpected Meeting

Maria Mariposa

I almost couldn’t believe my eyes. What was that little fancy lad doing at my local dive bar?

It wasn’t just shock that I felt though. Suddenly all those old emotions started to flood back. Back when I had been working as a maid, paying my way through community college at the age of 30 with no help from anyone following a brutal divorce, Timmy’s family had made my life hell. The mother was snooty, looking down her nose at me because I hadn’t come from wealth. The father was a straight-up racist, constantly glaring at me like he wished he could deport a natural-born citizen. Timothy Van Linden didn’t have any of that maliciousness, quite the opposite, but he was just as bad in his own way.

Timmy was a spoiled young man, still lounging about the familial home even though he should have long been away at college. Instead of studying, working, or finding a girlfriend, he instead spent his days watching porn in his room and lusting over, well, me.

I could feel his lecherous stares creeping over my skin whenever we were in the same room. He would gawp at my tits and ass in the preposterous outfit that his faux-traditional family insisted I wear, and even weirder he would stare at my feet. Not legs- feet.

I don’t even think he knew how noticeable he was being, that’s how socially maladjusted and cossetted he was. I would have felt sorry for him if it wasn’t for the fact that he was so unsubtle.

Several times as I cleaned his room I would come across strange drawings he had made, technically proficient but very weird cartoons showing men on their knees in front of large, intimidating women. I caught snippets of sound coming from his room on more than one occasion, and from what I could hear, he liked it kinky.

If he was a submissive little freak that was fine, but why did I have to be exposed to it?

It all came to a head when I left my gym bag lying around. I turned the corner to find him with his head buried in my shoe, sniffing deeply. I slinked back round the corner and made some noise, causing him to scurry off. Rather than dress him down for his perversion right there I decided to go to his parents, hoping they could talk to him about this hostile work environment. And what did those rich bitches do?

They fired me.

I was furious, of course, but it all worked out for the best. It spurred me on to excel in my business classes, helping set me on my current path. I built up a small but growing cleaning and hospitality firm of my own, and now no one was my boss.

Even Timmy eventually left home, heading off to college, and landing a high-paying finance job with his daddy’s connections, or so said the rumor mill.

Ten years had passed. A lot had changed, but a lot hadn’t. He looked cute, drinking with some buddies and now drinking alone, but he still had that soft, rich kid look that made me want to slap him. He still wore the same cardigan and slacks, just like his father, but I was dressed in a smart pantsuit rather than a stupid maid uniform. My rage was still there, but this time I had the confidence and the security to do something about it.

I was going to give this little fucker a piece of my mind.

***

Timmy Van Linden

I hadn’t expected to see Maria, not outside my fantasies, at least. I’d imagined what I might say to her on plenty of occasions over the years, conjuring up scenes of forgiveness or reconciliation or even something more, but now the words simply wouldn’t come out. As she strode over to my booth in some sexy black power suit, thick black hair falling around her shoulders, I simply tried not to gawp.

“Hello, Timmy. I never thought I’d see you here.”

Timmy. No one called me that anymore.

“Yeah, just back in town for a wedding,” I managed to get out, almost wilting under her intense gaze. “How are you?”

“I’m doing well. I have my own business now.”

“That’s great, how have yo-“

“But I didn’t come over for small talk. I came here to tell you all about how you made me feel. I need to say it. You need to hear it.”

Made her feel? The intelligent part of my brain suspected this wasn’t good, but some greedy, hopeful part of me began to fantasize about the kind of feelings I might have previously sparked in our old maid.

“Yeah, you and your fucking family treated me like dirt. Your parents were snobby, lecherous pricks, which I suppose isn’t your fault, but I don’t want you to go through life thinking that you are oh so innocent.”

“What, what do yo-“

“Oh, you know what I mean!” she snapped, throwing her head back in a way that as intimidating but also somehow alluring. “But just in case you are too dense to remember…”

She proceeded to list in painstaking detail all the things I had done to make her uncomfortable, not drawing attention to us in the booth but not taking care to be quiet either. I could feel my face redden with shame and embarrassment as she talked about my staring (which I hadn’t meant to do), my porn addiction (which I hadn’t wanted anyone to find out about), and perverted fantasies (which I couldn’t help). When she brought up that she had seen me sniffing her shoes I felt myself sink lower into the seat, wanting the earth to swallow me up.

But at the same time, her berating me was having another inevitable but undesired effect. I had long harbored fantasies of being humiliated and dominated by a strong woman, specifically this woman on occasion, and my body was responding in the way that male bodies do. I could feel my cock stiffen as she cut me down to size, and I cursed the tight pants I had worn.

And then, a disaster.

She leaned in to deliver the coup de grace, and then noticed what was going on in my trousers underneath the table.

“You’re a spoiled little piece of shit and I really hope you grow up an… What the fuck is that?”

Oh shit. She had noticed the tent bulging in my pants, a terrible tribute to the fact that I found her dressing down as sensual as it was emasculating.

“Jesus fucking Christ, what is that?” she asked again, incredulous.

“Umm, I’m sorry, I-” I stumbled and stammered while she stared at me, looking like a lioness sizing up some prey on the Serengeti. It was ten years since I had last seen Maria, but she had grown more beautiful than ever with the take-charge attitude only adding to her allure. I tried not to stare as I took in her ruby-red lips, caramel skin, and curvy body. That was part of what had caused the issues, after all.

“You disgusting fuckin-“ she stopped, taking a long, long moment to collect herself. I could practically see the thoughts running through her mind, but her mind was moving far too quickly for me to comprehend.

“How about this? You come back to mine and live out your pathetic, sordid little fantasies? I can get some payback and, if you really are sorry, maybe you make your shitty behavior up to me.”

I was sorry and I did want to make it up to her. I hadn’t known that my parents fired her or that it was because of me. They had told me that she left to focus on her studies. At the forefront of my mind, though, was the fact that if this was going where I thought it was then it seemed like I might actually get to live out a long-held fantasy. I had gone to prostitutes in the city, trying to find someone to dominate me, but it had always felt forced. Having this gorgeous older woman take her deserved revenge on me would be terrifying, but exhilarating.

“OK.”

She looked surprised by my answer but collected herself quickly. “Fair warning. I’m going to treat you mean. I want to make you feel like shit. Can you do that, or are you going to waste my fucking time?”

“I can do that,” I was suddenly hungry for this. I needed this.

Maria leaned forward and let a gob of salvia out into what remained of my whiskey, spitting several times before pushing the glass toward me. “Prove it.”

I was terrified that someone might see, and also terrified that I might come in my pants right there. Still, I didn’t hesitate, feeling an intense desire to please Maria however she wanted. I drank down the spit and she burst out laughing. It was a sweet, mocking laugh, and I desperately wanted to hear it again.

“Follow me.”


Payback

Maria

My heart was pounding in my chest during the entire walk back to my apartment, with Timmy following a few steps behind. I was excited and terrified, and already horny as my mind spun with ideas. It had been a while since I’d had a good seeing to, with too many fuckboys messing me around.  Making Timmy pay was going to be cathartic on a number of levels, and he wouldn’t be the only one getting off on the humiliation that I had in store for him.

I decided to get straight down to business, not bothering to get him a drink or ask again if he was ready for this. This cute little trust fund fucker was in MY house now, and I was in charge.

“Get in,” I said, trying not to let my bitchy, bossy attitude drop for even a second. I pointed down the hallway toward the living room, sending Timmy trotting in that direction with his eyes down. God, he was making this so fucking easy.

I was proud of my apartment. It was a fraction of the size of his family’s McMansion, of course, but it was well-decorated and had great views. Some part of me still had a chip on my shoulder about growing up poor and wanted him to be impressed with how far I had come.

I pushed that feeling down. I didn’t need him to be impressed. I needed him feel humiliated and used like I had. That would be my revenge. I wanted him broken, begging, and ruined. That would be my pleasure.

I sat down on the couch, crossing one leg over the other and fixing Timmy with what I hoped was a harsh, unrelenting stare.  He stood awkwardly, looking down at his feet like a naughty schoolboy. A brief attempt to sit down in a chair was interrupted by me snapping my fingers at him, causing a hilarious little double-take. I let him stew in the tense atmosphere for a moment, my sense of control growing by the second.

“Why don’t you give me a little strip tease?”

“Um, I-”

“Or the door is that way, if you aren’t going to take this seriously.”

He stammered so desperately that he could barely get out the words. “I’m serious, I’ll do whatever you say.”

Jesus, what a little slut. “Yes, you will. Now dance, like one of the poor, desperate strippers at your daddy’s corporate parties.”

I couldn’t help but laugh as he started half-heartedly shuffling around. I put some dirty hip-hop on and encouraged him to remove some clothes. He almost fell taking off his boots, my giggles becoming ironic hoots as he started unbuttoning his shirt.

Timothy didn’t have a bad body. If he was someone else I would have found him attractive, although with his fresh-faced look he leaned more towards cute than sexy. I made sure to fix my face into a bitchy, unimpressed expression, wanting him to feel objectified rather than admired. When he eventually,  with some cajoling, pulled his cock out from his underwear, I pushed the dynamic even further.

“Oh my God, what do you call that?” I asked, a mocking smile on my lips.

“Um, it’s my, uuuh, penis?”

“Is it? I don’t know if I’d call that a penis. Maybe a little pecker, or something like that!” I sniggered, dangling one high heel casually off of my toe as I sat back and studied him. “I was thinking that I might ride you, but I don’t think that things going to be much use!”

He groaned at the embarrassment and sense of missed opportunity. In truth, his cock was perfectly average and I had never planned on fucking him, but I was enjoying messing with his head.

“Has no one ever told you how inadequate you are? Are you a virgin? Or do you pay women to touch it? I bet you do, you fucking pig.”

His red face and downcast eyes told me there was some element of truth in there. I felt almost bad for him, until I remembered everything he had put me through.

Plus, the little pervert liked it.

“You should apologize for your tiny cock.”

“I’m sorry,” he whispered.

“Louder.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Sorry for what?” I raised my voice, berating him the way I should have ten years ago.

“I’m sorry for having a tiny cock!”

This was fun. Even more fun than I had expected. I had no real plan, but with every minute that passed I could feel my confidence grow along with my arousal.

“Get down on your fucking knees.”

He did as I said, shimmying out of his underwear and socks. He was now completely naked. I could see the goose pimples on his skin and see him shiver, despite the apartment being plenty warm enough. His vulnerability was like an aphrodisiac.

“Since your little pene is of absolutely no use to me, why don’t you rub my feet or something?”

I kicked off my high heels and stretched my leg out. It had been an office day today, with no need for me to cover any shifts as I occasionally had to, but my feet were still killing me. Heels made me feel powerful, but I couldn’t call them comfortable.

Timmy reached out and took my tired tootsie in his hand. His touch was soothing but inexpert, a mixture of inexperience and nerves holding him back.

I didn’t have time for pussyfooting about.

“Rub harder, don’t you want to make me happy? And here, why am I holding my own leg up?”

I placed my spare foot on his shoulder and raised my other leg, encouraging him to support it in mid-air. That put my tired, probably slightly sweaty sole close to his face. A lot of other men would have balked at that, but not this little perv. Unable to help himself, he took in a deep sniff before widening his eyes in shame when I laughed, catching him red-handed.

“Oh yeah, you like to sniff sweaty shoes. I bet you buy used socks online, don’t you? Little fucking degenerate.”

I pushed my foot into his face, not quite kicking him but not far off. His flushed skin felt warm and welcoming, and I enjoyed the image of my tanned foot resting on his face. When he failed to put up any resistance I took it as an invitation to use him how I pleased. I began kneading his face with my foot, rubbing my sweat off on it like it was some kind of rag, pinching his nose in between my black-painted toes. When he opened his mouth to breathe I slipped my other foot in there, roughly assaulting his lips and tongue.

“Go on, suck my toes you little bitch.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. He might be embarrassed and submissive,  but Timmy was approaching a frenzy of desire. His cock was rock hard as he worshipped my feet, responding eagerly to all of my demands.

“That’s it, suck each and every toe… Get in between them, see if you can taste how hard I work. Deep throat them, see how much you can fit in your mouth.”

I was in heaven. The rush of seeing this rich brat, who had wielded so much indirect power over me, suffering at my feet was intoxicating. He was gladly, gratefully sucking on my digits, tears welling in his eyes, making adorable little gagging noises, and it was making me unbelievably wet even before I’d gotten my pants off.

An image suddenly popped into my head. That horrible, tacky French maid costume that the Van Lindens had insisted I wear was still buried somewhere in the back of my closet. It simply wasn't in my nature to throw things away. Perhaps getting back into that would help remind Timmy how much our roles had changed, and might provide some nice catharsis for me. Plus, I could find something suitable for my new pet to wear.

I pulled my feet away without warning, slapping him gently when he tried to follow them with his mouth. “Wait here, and don’t you dare play with that little dicklet.”

When I got back five minutes later he was still stiff as a rod, but was sitting on his hands to ensure his own obedience. I would say he was a good boy, if he wasn’t also such a douchebag.

His jaw hit the floor when he saw me. It was edifying to know that I still looked good in this slutty outfit, rocking it even harder at the age of forty. Now that I had money to eat well and time to go to the gym, my body was looking better than ever.

My long legs were poured into some black stockings, leading up to a set of crotchless panties which, to be fair, hadn’t been part of the original uniform. The short skirt just barely covered my assets, and the low-cut top left little to the imagination. Looking back, I still couldn’t believe that Mrs. Van Linden had gone for this.

Fucking rich people, right?

I drank in the lustful admiration for a moment before conjuring Timmy’s new uniform from behind my back. His face went from red to pale when he saw it- a pair of my pink panties.

“Now now, don’t look so scared!” I said, pouting. “I’ve got a cute little apron for you as well!”

I threw him the panties and apron, watching unblinkingly as he got into them. His face looked shameful and reluctant but his body sent a pretty clear message about how much he was getting off on this.

He looked ridiculous squeezed into my tiny panties, his balls poking out the side of the soft fabric and his ass almost completely uncovered. I desperately wished that I could take a picture but knew that it would be going too far. Instead, I just sat down and lit a cigarette, drinking in the scene and making sure it would stay fresh in my mind forever.

“All fours, now,” I pointed at the floor in front of me, resting my stockinged legs on his back when he complied. This night had started with quiet after work drinks, and now I was using my former tormentor as a literal human footstool. It was quite the turnaround.

I had no particular plan here, but working on pure instinct seemed to be working fine. The sensation of him struggling to stay still while I rested comfortably was a huge turn-on, and I knew that I would need to take my pleasure soon. Deciding to give him a little taste of a maid’s life, I flicked my ashes casually on the floor as I smoked.

“Crawl through to the kitchen, get the brush and pan, and then clean up this mess,” I demanded, talking to him without a drop of the kindness that I showed when managing my own staff.

I half-giggled and half-groaned as I watched him crawl clumsily, his ass jiggling in my pink panties.

“There… now there… you missed a spot!” I directed and degraded him as he tried to brush up the ash awkwardly from his hands and knees, sending a few light kicks toward his butt. When the hardwood floor was almost clean I pulled my hair back and spit several times on the floor near him. This was probably going too far in some ways, but my gut told me that Timmy was in so deep now that he would do anything I asked.

“Lick it up.”

He stared back at me, hesitating for a moment. His eyes were wet and bright with emotion, showing a vulnerability that only made me want to crush him more.

“Lick. Up. My. Spit.”

As soon as he started licking I placed my foot on the back on his head, smashing his face into my saliva and pinning him to the floor. The sight of him scurrying around with his ass in the air, pathetic cock and balls nestled in emasculating panties, face on the edge of tears, was all the realization of a decade-long fantasy. The sense of power that I got from having him literally trapped under my foot sent an electric shock of arousal straight to my most sensitive area. I needed release.

“OK, Timmy. Now you know how you made me feel, it’s time to make it up to me. I hope you’re ready to eat my cunt.”


Where I Always Belonged

Timmy

An unbelievable variety of feelings were running through my mind, but two were at the fore- shame and arousal. It was impossible not to feel a whole wave of negative emotions as I lay there, Maria’s foot grinding my face into her saliva-covered floor while I struggled underneath her in a pair of frilly panties. She had mocked my body, my family, my life. I even felt a genuine, gut-wrenching guilt about how she had been treated and how I had made her feel all those years ago.

At the same time, though, this was a fantasy come true. I had tried to live this out through porn and my drawings, and then through online roleplay, and even by paying women to dominate me, but it had always felt forced and insincere. With Maria it was real. She wanted to degrade me and had a good reason to treat me mean. She was getting off emotionally on the payback as well as sexually. I could feel that this was real, and that made it all the hotter.

The maid costume just perfected the scene. She looked amazing in it, like something straight out of a magazine, even sexier than ten years ago. Her legs were still long and graceful and her body was even curvier. Maria was the gorgeous, dominant older woman of my dreams, and I wanted to give every inch of myself to her.

“I hope you’re ready to eat my cunt.”

I was. I was so ready. She sat down on the couch and spread those sexy legs, inviting me in. I crawled to her and started kissing, painfully aware of my inexperience. I tried to start slow but she simply grabbed me and pulled me in, fingers roughly digging into my scalp.

“Don’t fuck around, just lick it,” Mara growled. The crotchless panties gave me access to all of her, but I wasn’t sure where to start. Porn made it all look so easy, but I felt suddenly overwhelmed. Did I lick inside of her or outside? Should I suck on the engorged clit, or would that hurt her? I cursed myself for not paying a woman to teach me how to do this, another mark of my selfishness.

“Fucking hell, you are terrible at this. Have you ever even tried to please a woman before?” I tried to answer, but she just kept roughly grinding on my face, her mound of black pubic hair tickling my nose. “I’m going to have to do this myself.”

Maria stood and rearranged me so that I was sitting on the floor with my back against the couch and my head on the cushion, an uncomfortable position for me but a very convenient one for her. She pulled off the maid outfit and her underwear, revealing her large, heavy breasts. Her body was stunning, fit but not gym-honed, with a natural thickness that I loved.

“Stick your tongue out, I’ll see if I can find some use for it.”

Maria straddled my face, using me like a sex toy rather than treating me like a partner. She started off slowly but soon gained confidence, resting more of her weight on me and roughly grinding on my face. Soon she was riding me without mercy, shutting off my air for long seconds as she used my nose and mouth.

It felt like she was close but suddenly she stood up, looking down at me with a grin. My face was wet with her juices and I must have looked a strange sight.

“I’ve never had my ass eaten before, but you seem like the perfect candidate.”

Before I had a chance to reply she turned and sat down. My nose was nestled firmly against her hole and I found myself desperately licking her pussy, but she soon readjusted so that my eager tongue was worshipping her ass. She moved backward and forward, using me to clean her crack. The taste was musky and feminine, not at all unpleasant but undoubtedly humiliating.

“Stick your tongue out and make it rigid,” Mara groaned from above me. “I want to feel it inside me.”

I did as she said, my tongue penetrating her hole. I felt completely and utterly used, a mere object for her pleasure, but it was no less than I deserved. My cock twitched in Maria’s soft panties, and I took perverse pride in her obvious arousal.

A combination of my tongue in her ass and her own fingers soon brought her to a guttural orgasm. She finished it off by grinding her wetness into my face, spreading it around like she was trying to mark her territory.

I would like to say that it was the first time I had made a woman come, but in truth I hadn’t made Maria do anything. She had used me for her pleasure and I had simply taken it like a little bitch.

“Phew, that was something,” Maria exclaimed, standing up. I suddenly realized how uncomfortable my neck was, but when I tried to get up she placed a nylon-covered foot on my chest. “We’re done when I say we’re done. One orgasm is never enough for me, and I think you still have some making up to do. Problem?”

I shook my head. My fantasy was to be completely controlled and dominated like this, and I was living in the moment. Maria could do whatever the fuck she wanted to me.

“Good.”

She rolled off both the stockings while I gawped, then used them to tie my hands behind my back before pulling me onto the floor. I could probably have gotten free if I really wanted to, but the bindings were more symbolic than anything. After all, I had no intention of going anywhere.

“How did you like munching on my hairy cunt? I bet you expected a shaved, waxed pussy, right, you porn-addled little prick? I sometimes shave, but it’s been a while since I had time to get any.”

The truth was I hadn’t minded it at all, but she was right about my expectations. Shaved was considered the norm, and it had been a surprise to end up with my nose pressed against her pubes.

I opened my mouth to answer but she silenced me, placing a foot over my lips. “Shut up and wait here.”

I waited, bound on the cold floor while Maria went to fetch something from the other room. When she got back she showed me the two objects in her hands- a large wand vibrator and an electric razor.

“How about I clean it up for you before your next meal? After all, cleaning was all that your family ever thought I was good for.”

For the first time I was facing something that truly revolted me, but that only made it somehow hotter. Whatever humiliation she wanted to heap on me, I would take it.

Maria squatted down over my face, showing impressive strength and balance, her glistening pussy looming enticingly above me. She turned the trimmer on and put it to her cum-coated hair while I stared up in utter supplication.

“Open your mouth. You make a better trashcan than a man.”

As the hairs began to fall onto my face and into my mouth, I started to feel a bizarre sense of calm. Throughout my entire life, I had been looking for someone like Maria to own me and put me in my place, to treat me as badly as I subconsciously felt I should be treated, to be cruel and selfish and mean. Now that my fantasy was coming true I felt utterly at peace, like I was where I belonged. My only vague worry was what would happen after. I didn’t know if I could go on with my life if this were my last experience like this.

Maria shaved for a few minutes, laughing as her black pubes came to rest on my face. She carefully got the shorter hairs in the crook of her thigh, purposefully placing them in my open mouth with a grin.

“Here, you probably need some liquid to help you swallow.”

She delicately held her hair back with one hand and spat into my mouth several times. Once she was satisfied she closed my mouth with one finger. I didn’t need any words to know what came next. I swallowed, savoring the taste of beer, cigarettes, and acrid, delicious shame.

“Man, I can’t believe what a little fucking perv you are. You look utterly pathetic, you know that right? Little cock in panties, spit and pubes all over your face. What a fucking joke,” she placed a foot on my chest. “It’s funny, and it’s a turn-on.”

“You can do anything you want to me,” my mouth blurted out before my submission-fogged brain could catch up. I felt like those could be famous last words, given how cruel and creative my old maid had shown herself to be, but in that moment I meant it.

“I know, bitch,” Maria replied, sneering down at me like some supervillain. “What I want right now is to come all over your smug fucking face.”

And that was where her other buzzing, whirling electric implement came in.

Mara straddled my chest and placed the wand against her sensitive spot, giving me a front-row seat. She could have had me lick her or touch her to heighten the sensation, but it seemed like she was more than content to make me watch. This way, she could stare down at my disgraced face, covered in hair and spit, with tears of joy and shame forming in my eyes, and simply drink it all in. It wasn’t my body or my sexual skills that were getting her off, after all. It was humiliation, degradation- revenge.

“You always made me feel like an object, a piece of meat. Well, look at you now,” Maria groaned, clearly approaching the edge. “You’re my fucking trashcan and my cumrag. And for some reason you love it. Eughhhhhah!”

She didn’t hold back as her second orgasm ripped through her. Maria’s legs shook, with the tremors moving through her entire body. She collapsed heavily onto my chest as her legs gave out. Wetness spread across my skin as the floodgates opened. She squirted, sending warm juices flying across my skin and face. As soon as she regained a semblance of control she moved upwards so that she sat above my face once again, the aftershocks of her explosive orgasm still rippling through her. I could see Maria’s muscles pulse and contract as she pushed out every drop of liquid, thoroughly drenching me. She sat down on my face once again, grinding on me without any care for my comfort.

Maria got up without saying a word once she was satisfied, going to the bathroom and then the kitchen to get some water. I simply lay there in stunned silence until she returned, unsure what the next steps were. She stood above me, sneering for a moment before stomping down on my crotch.

“I bet you’re lying there hoping, maybe even expecting, that I’ll play with your cock. Well, let me make one thing clear,” she pressed down, sending a potent mix of pleasure and pain running through my synapses. “I have absolutely no interest in pleasuring you. Your rancid little pecker is of no use to me, and I doubt it would be of any use to any self-respecting woman. You might be handy as a wallet, or a trashcan, or a plaything, or a punchbag, but that’s all you deserve to be.”

Her words hit me like a ton of bricks and, in combination with the friction on my crotch, sent a tidal wave of sensation crashing over me. I grunted in inarticulate warning before suddenly exploding, cum spurting out into the pink panties as Maria degraded me.

“Eugh, you fucking pig,” she exclaimed. There was disgust in her voice, but also amusement, pride, and something like arousal. She liked this, and not just for the cathartic revenge. “What kind of freak gets off on this?”

I merely shuddered and shook while she looked down at me, half-enjoying my half-orgasm. My seed had soaked straight through the fabric and onto her foot, which she wiped dismissively on my face while grinning widely.

“Get dressed and fuck off. You can keep those jizz-stained panties as a little memento, as long as you don’t take them off.”

Maria reached down and undid my already loose bonds before proceeding to sit down on the couch. She opened a magazine and began to pointedly ignore me. I pulled on my clothes one by one, craving her attention even in its cruelty.

“Can… can I see you again?” I found myself asking. I didn’t know what I was expecting from this- a date, a fuck, another run through the wringer- but I felt strongly that I didn’t want this to be the end.

“Hah,” was her only reply.

I got ready to leave, dejected but too headfucked to make another move, when suddenly she spoke without looking at me.

“There’s a pen and pad on the table by the door. Write your number on the way out. Who knows, maybe I’ll call you if I ever need my ass eaten or my toilet cleaned.”

I did exactly as she said, writing down my number clearly and neatly. All the way home I replayed what had just happened, marveling at the magnificent torture. Maria had gotten some well-deserved payback, and I had fed my obsession.

I knew that if I wasn’t careful, my obsession would become an addiction.


Also By Mara Renaud

The Kink and The City series

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


The Discovering Romantic Femdom On Vacation Series

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

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

Will Luca accept his new place at her feet?

Can their relationship stand the heat?

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

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


The Cougars In Control Bundle

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

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

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

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