
        
            
                
            
        

    


The Stepsister’s Game: A Taboo Femdom Stocking & Humiliation Erotica




Panty Worship, Foot Domination & Complete Submission




Introduction










Jason had always been

 

obsessed


 
with Chloe.










It wasn’t something he admitted to himself easily. It had started small—a glance at her

 

long legs


 
when she stretched on the couch, the way her

 

bare feet


 
would rest on the coffee table, her toes curling absentmindedly as she scrolled through her phone. He told himself it was nothing, that he wasn’t looking, that it didn’t matter.










But then came the

 

stockings


 
.










Chloe had a habit of wearing

 

thigh-highs


 
, sheer and black, hugging her legs like a second skin. He’d catch glimpses of the way the fabric clung to her thighs when she sat down, how she’d

 

slowly peel them off


 
at the end of the day, rolling them down her legs before tossing them aside.










And the

 

panties


 
—left carelessly in the laundry basket, draped over the bathroom counter, as if she had no idea what they were doing to him.










Or maybe she did.










Maybe she knew exactly how his

 

eyes lingered


 
, how his breathing hitched when she walked past in

 

nothing but an oversized shirt and lace underwear


 
.










Maybe that was why she never

 

closed her door


 
all the way.










Why she always left her

 

used stockings


 
lying around.










Why, when she stretched in front of him, she always made sure he had the

 

perfect view


 
.










Jason tried to resist. He really did.










But resistance didn’t mean anything when he was alone in the house, when

 

her scent


 
still clung to the air, when her

 

panties and stockings were right there, within reach


 
.










And now, as he stood in

 

her room


 
, breathing in the intoxicating mix of lace and nylon, his fingers trembling over the

 

delicate black fabric


 
, he knew—










This was the point of no return.









Chapter 1: Caught in the Act










Jason knew he was playing with fire.










He had told himself a hundred times that he wouldn’t do this again. That last time had been

 

the last time


 
. But there was something about Chloe that made it impossible to resist.










Maybe it was the way she walked around the house

 

barefoot


 
, the soft slap of her soles against the hardwood floor as she moved. Or maybe it was the way she

 

stretched


 
when she sat on the couch, her

 

thigh-high stockings hugging her legs


 
perfectly, always peeling them off at the end of the day with slow, teasing precision.










Maybe it was the

 

panties


 
.










She never seemed to care where she left them—

 

a lace thong hanging off the bathroom doorknob, a pair of silk panties tossed onto the laundry pile


 
. It was like she didn’t even think about it. Like she didn’t realize how much it drove him crazy.










Or maybe… she knew.










And that was the worst part. The way she’d

 

smirk at him sometimes


 
, the way she’d

 

pause just a little too long


 
when bending over in front of him.










Jason swallowed hard as he stood in the middle of Chloe’s bedroom.










She wasn’t home.

 

He had checked.


 
He had waited for the sound of the front door closing, waited until he saw her car pull out of the driveway before slipping inside.










His hands trembled as he reached for the

 

delicate bundle of lace


 
lying on her bed.

 

Her panties.


 
Black, trimmed with tiny satin bows. His fingers curled around the fabric, his heart hammering as he lifted them to his face.











Fuck.











The scent was overwhelming—

 

warm, sweet, feminine


 
—and his entire body ached with need.










And then his eyes flicked to the

 

stockings


 
draped over the chair.










Black, sheer,

 

thigh-high


 
, with a lacy band at the top. He reached for them, his fingers tracing over the silky fabric. They were

 

still warm.











Jason’s breath came out ragged as he

 

pressed the sole of the stocking to his face


 
, inhaling deeply. He could almost feel it—

 

Chloe’s foot inside it, her toes wiggling, the sweat clinging to the nylon after a long day


 
.










He groaned, his body

 

throbbing


 
.










He was

 

so lost in his obsession


 
that he didn’t hear the door open.










Didn’t hear the

 

soft click


 
of the lock.










Didn’t hear the

 

quiet footsteps


 
as she stepped inside.










But he

 

did


 
hear her voice.











"Wow. You really are a fucking pervert, aren’t you?"











Jason

 

froze


 
.










His stomach

 

dropped


 
, and his entire body locked up in horror. Slowly, his head turned toward the doorway.










Chloe stood there, arms crossed,

 

one perfectly arched eyebrow raised in amusement


 
.










She wasn’t

 

angry


 
. She wasn’t

 

shocked


 
.










She was

 

smirking


 
.










Jason’s throat went dry as his mind scrambled for an excuse.

 

Any excuse.


 
But there was nothing. He still had

 

her panties in his hand


 
. He still had

 

her stocking pressed against his face


 
.










There was

 

no way out of this


 
.










Chloe took a slow step forward, her

 

bare feet silent


 
against the hardwood floor. Jason’s gaze flicked down, and his stomach twisted into an even tighter knot. Her

 

toes were painted a soft pink


 
, and his mind betrayed him with the image of dropping to his knees and

 

kissing each one


 
, begging for forgiveness.











Fuck.











His eyes snapped back up, and her smirk widened.











"Well?"


 
she said, tilting her head.

 

"Aren’t you going to explain yourself?"











Jason opened his mouth, but nothing came out.










Chloe laughed softly, taking another step toward him.











"I mean, I knew you were a little freak, but this?"


 
Her eyes flicked to the

 

panties in his hand


 
.

 

"Sniffing my used panties? Getting off to my stockings? That's next-level pathetic."











His face

 

burned


 
with shame.










He wanted to run. He wanted to

 

vanish into thin air


 
, erase the last five minutes from existence. But his

 

body betrayed him


 
—his arousal was painfully obvious, straining against his jeans. And Chloe

 

noticed


 
.










Her gaze flicked downward, and she let out a sharp,

 

mocking laugh


 
.











"Oh my God. You’re actually hard right now."











Jason clenched his jaw, looking away.











"Look at me."











Her voice was softer now, but there was an

 

edge of dominance


 
beneath it.










Jason swallowed hard and

 

obeyed


 
.










She studied him, her expression unreadable. Then, she reached out, plucking the panties from his hand with delicate fingers.










She twirled them around her finger, watching his reaction.

 

"You like these that much, huh?"











Jason

 

didn’t answer


 
.










Chloe sighed dramatically, rolling her eyes.

 

"You could have just asked, you know."











His heart

 

skipped a beat


 
. Was she… teasing him?











"I mean, if you wanted to sniff my dirty panties so badly, you didn’t have to sneak into my room."


 
She took a step closer, close enough that he could feel the warmth of her body.

 

"I could’ve just given them to you."











Jason's breath

 

hitched


 
.










Chloe giggled, lifting one foot and

 

wiggling her toes


 
in the air between them.

 

"Or maybe this is what you really wanted?"











Jason’s

 

entire body went stiff


 
as she slowly lifted her

 

bare foot


 
toward him.











"Be honest."


 
Her voice was dripping with amusement.

 

"Are you more into my panties… or my feet?"











He couldn’t speak.










Couldn’t

 

move


 
.










Chloe’s foot hovered inches from his face, close enough that he could

 

smell the faint scent of lotion and sweat


 
.











"Come on."


 
She wiggled her toes again.

 

"I won’t be mad. If you want to kiss them… just do it."











Jason’s pulse

 

pounded in his ears


 
.










This was a test. He

 

knew it


 
.










But he also knew… he was too far gone to stop.










His lips

 

parted


 
, his head tilting forward before he could stop himself.










And that was when Chloe’s foot

 

jerked away


 
, and she let out a delighted

 

laugh


 
.











"Oh my God. You’re actually going to do it."











Jason’s stomach

 

dropped


 
.










Chloe took a slow step back, her smirk deepening.

 

"You really are a little perv, huh?"











Jason clenched his fists, his face burning.










Chloe sighed, tossing the panties onto the bed.

 

"Well… I guess I could just tell Mom and Dad."











His

 

breath caught


 
.










His

 

stomach twisted


 
.










She wouldn’t.

 

Would she?











Chloe cocked her head, watching him squirm. Then she grinned.

 

"Or…"


 
She let the word hang in the air before stepping closer again, lifting her foot just

 

slightly off the ground


 
.











"Maybe we can make a little deal."











Jason

 

swallowed hard


 
.










And then, Chloe whispered the words that would change everything.











"If you want to keep your little secret… you’re going to do everything I say."










Chapter 2: Her Rules










Jason’s mouth went dry.











"E-Everything?"


 
he stammered.










Chloe’s smirk didn’t waver. If anything, it

 

deepened


 
. She crossed her arms, tapping one

 

bare foot


 
against the hardwood floor, watching him squirm.











"Yes, everything."











Jason’s heart pounded. His mind screamed at him to

 

back out


 
, to try and bargain, to do

 

anything


 
but fall into whatever twisted game Chloe was setting up.










But he

 

couldn’t


 
.










Not when she stood so

 

close


 
, not when her

 

scent


 
filled his lungs, not when he still had the ghost of her

 

stocking pressed against his face


 
lingering in his memory.










He had already

 

lost


 
.











"Fine,"


 
he muttered.










Chloe clapped her hands together, her eyes

 

lighting up with amusement


 
.

 

"Good boy."











Jason’s stomach

 

twisted


 
.










She took a slow step back, then

 

hopped onto her bed


 
, stretching out in front of him like a

 

queen lounging on her throne


 
.











"Let’s start easy,"


 
she mused, flexing her

 

bare foot in the air


 
.

 

"Since you’re obviously obsessed with my panties and stockings, I think you should thank me properly for not exposing your disgusting little secret."











Jason swallowed.

 

"What do you mean?"











Chloe wiggled her

 

toes


 
lazily.

 

"You’re going to get down on your knees and kiss my feet."











His entire body went

 

stiff


 
.











"W-What?"











She laughed, tapping one

 

perfectly pedicured toe


 
against his leg.

 

"Come on. Don’t act so shy. I saw the way you were about to do it earlier."











Jason’s breathing grew

 

ragged


 
. His body felt like it was on

 

fire


 
, torn between shame and something far more

 

dangerous


 
—

 

desire


 
.










Chloe’s

 

feet were inches away


 
,

 

soft and bare


 
, her toes wiggling teasingly.











"Or I could just tell Mom and Dad about your little habit,"


 
she said sweetly.

 

"I wonder what they’d think if they knew their precious Jason was sneaking into my room to sniff my dirty panties and stockings."











His stomach

 

dropped


 
.










She was really going to do this.











"Clock’s ticking, little perv."











Jason

 

broke


 
.










He dropped to his knees.










Chloe

 

gasped dramatically


 
, pressing a hand to her chest.

 

"Oh wow. That was fast."











His

 

face burned


 
, but his body betrayed him. His hands clenched into fists at his sides, his head bowed in shame.










Chloe lifted her foot and

 

tapped his cheek with her toes


 
.

 

"Good boy. Now, let’s see you kiss them."











Jason

 

hesitated


 
for only a second.










Then, he leaned in.










His lips pressed against the

 

soft skin of her instep


 
, and his entire body

 

shivered


 
.










The taste of

 

warmth, sweat, and lotion


 
coated his lips.










Chloe

 

watched him with amusement


 
, her eyes dark with

 

power


 
.











"Wow. You really are a little foot freak, huh?"











Jason

 

flushed


 
, but he didn’t pull away. He kissed her

 

again


 
—this time lower, near the ball of her foot, his lips lingering a little too long.










Chloe hummed in approval.

 

"That’s a good boy."











His cock

 

throbbed


 
at the words.










She lifted her foot and

 

pressed the sole to his lips


 
, laughing softly as he

 

kissed her without hesitation


 
.











"I bet you’d love to lick them too, wouldn’t you?"











Jason’s breath

 

hitched


 
.










He

 

would


 
.










He

 

wanted to.












Needed to.











Chloe tilted her head, watching his expression shift. Then, as if she was feeling particularly cruel, she

 

yanked her foot away


 
just as his tongue barely brushed the arch.










Jason’s

 

eyes snapped open


 
.










Chloe grinned, shaking her head.

 

"No, no, no. You don’t get to do that yet."











His stomach

 

twisted


 
in frustration.











"But you want to, don’t you?"


 
she teased.










Jason

 

nodded


 
before he could stop himself.










Chloe laughed.

 

"Pathetic."











She stretched, flexing her toes, making sure his

 

eyes stayed locked on them


 
.










Then she

 

stood up


 
, walking past him like he wasn’t even there.










He stayed on his knees, humiliated and aroused, watching as she moved to her

 

dresser


 
.











"I think it’s time we made this more interesting."











She pulled open a drawer and rummaged inside. Jason didn’t dare move.










Then, she turned around, holding

 

a crumpled pair of her used panties in one hand… and a rolled-up pair of her sheer black stockings in the other.











His mouth went

 

dry


 
.










Chloe smirked, tossing them both onto the bed.











"Since you love these so much, I think you should get a little closer to them."











Jason’s heart

 

raced


 
.











"Pick them up."











He

 

hesitated


 
.











"Do it, or this little deal is over."











His hands

 

shook


 
as he reached for the

 

panties and stockings


 
, his fingers curling around the fabric.










They were

 

still warm


 
.










Still

 

carrying her scent


 
.










Chloe’s voice was

 

mockingly sweet


 
.











"Now… let’s see how much you really love them."











Jason’s body

 

burned


 
as she took a step closer, looming over him.










Her next command made his stomach twist into a

 

knot


 
.











"Put my panties in your mouth."










Chapter 3: Humiliation & Blackmail










Jason’s fingers trembled as he held

 

Chloe’s panties


 
and

 

stockings


 
in his hands. The fabric was still

 

warm


 
, carrying her

 

scent


 
, the intoxicating mix of perfume, sweat, and something undeniably

 

forbidden


 
.










His mouth went

 

dry


 
.











"Put them in your mouth,"


 
Chloe repeated, her tone deceptively sweet, but the

 

power beneath it was absolute


 
.










Jason swallowed hard.










This was

 

humiliating


 
—more than anything she’d done so far. But there was no backing out now. He had already

 

kissed her feet


 
, already let her

 

turn him into her plaything


 
.










Slowly, he raised the

 

delicate lace panties


 
to his lips.










Chloe’s smirk widened as he hesitated.

 

"Don’t make me say it again."











His

 

stomach twisted


 
. And then—he

 

obeyed


 
.










The

 

warm, used fabric


 
pressed against his tongue, the taste of her

 

body


 
still lingering on it. His face

 

burned


 
with shame as he clamped his jaw shut, feeling the lace against his lips.










Chloe let out a

 

mocking laugh


 
.











"Oh my God. You actually did it."











Jason’s fists clenched at his sides, but he didn’t pull away. He couldn’t.

 

Not when she was looking at him like that—like she owned him.











Chloe tilted her head, watching him squirm.

 

"You must really love my dirty panties, huh?"


 
She took a step closer, standing directly over him.

 

"I wonder how long you’ve been doing this. Stealing my panties. Sniffing them in secret. Getting off to them in your room like a desperate little perv."











Jason’s

 

cheeks burned


 
.










Chloe reached down and

 

tapped his cheek with her foot


 
, making him look up at her.

 

"You’re not even denying it."











He

 

couldn’t


 
.










She

 

knew everything now


 
.










And yet, instead of disgust, there was nothing but

 

amusement in her eyes


 
.










Chloe let out a soft sigh.

 

"You know, I should be pissed. I should probably tell Mom and Dad that my perverted little stepbrother has been sneaking into my room to steal my panties and stockings."











Jason’s

 

stomach dropped


 
.











No. She wouldn’t. Would she?











His eyes darted to her face, desperate, pleading. Chloe just

 

grinned


 
.











"But…"


 
She dragged the word out, enjoying his fear.

 

"I think it’d be more fun to keep you as my little pet instead."











Jason

 

swallowed hard


 
, his body stiffening at the word.











Pet.











That’s what she saw him as now.










Chloe

 

giggled


 
, clearly

 

relishing his shame


 
. She sat back onto the bed, crossing one leg over the other, letting her bare foot dangle just inches from his face.











"Here’s how this is going to work,"


 
she said, twirling a strand of her blonde hair between her fingers.

 

"From now on, you’re going to do exactly what I say. No hesitation, no complaining, no resistance."











Jason

 

tensed


 
.











"And in return…"


 
Chloe stretched her legs out, flexing her

 

bare toes


 
.

 

"I won’t tell Mom and Dad what a disgusting little pervert you are."











Jason’s heart

 

pounded


 
.











"Understand?"











He didn’t

 

want


 
to answer. But there was no choice anymore.










Slowly,

 

humiliated beyond belief


 
, he nodded.










Chloe’s

 

eyes lit up with delight


 
.

 

"Good boy."











Jason’s

 

cock throbbed


 
at the words, and Chloe

 

noticed


 
.










She let out a

 

mocking laugh


 
, pointing at the bulge in his jeans.

 

"You’re so easy to control. Look at you. You’re actually turned on right now, aren’t you?"











Jason looked away,

 

ashamed


 
.










Chloe wasn’t having it. She hooked her

 

foot under his chin


 
and forced him to look up at her.











"I asked you a question."











Jason’s entire body

 

trembled


 
. And then—

 

he nodded


 
.










Chloe’s smirk widened.

 

"I knew it."











She lifted her foot and

 

pressed it against his face


 
,

 

her warm sole covering his nose and mouth


 
.











"Breathe me in,"


 
she ordered.










Jason

 

shuddered


 
, his lungs filling with the intoxicating scent of

 

her bare feet


 
. The mixture of lotion, sweat, and something uniquely

 

Chloe


 
sent a violent shiver down his spine.










His cock

 

throbbed painfully


 
, but he didn’t dare move.










Chloe let out a

 

soft, satisfied sigh


 
, rolling her ankle so her

 

toes dragged against his lips


 
.











"I own you now,"


 
she whispered.

 

"And I’m going to make sure you never forget it."










Chapter 4: Public Humiliation










Jason barely slept that night.










Even long after Chloe had

 

finally dismissed him


 
, leaving him flushed and humiliated on his knees, his body still burned with shame—and something even worse:

 

need


 
.










He had spent hours replaying her words in his head.

 

"I own you now."











She was right.










And he hated how much it

 

turned him on


 
.










Now, standing in the kitchen the next morning, trying to pretend that everything was normal, Jason couldn’t shake the tension coiled tight in his gut. He didn’t know what Chloe was planning next.










He didn’t have to wait long to find out.










Because when Chloe finally strolled into the kitchen—

 

wearing nothing but an oversized T-shirt and a pair of black thigh-high stockings


 
—Jason

 

knew


 
she was about to make his life hell.










She stretched dramatically, exposing a sliver of her bare thighs, before padding over to the fridge.











"Morning, loser,"


 
she purred, grabbing a carton of juice.










Jason swallowed hard, trying

 

not to stare


 
at the way the soft

 

nylon hugged her legs perfectly


 
.










Chloe smirked, clearly

 

noticing


 
his struggle. She took a long sip of her drink before sauntering over to where he stood,

 

so close that he could smell the faint perfume and lotion clinging to her skin.












"I hope you didn’t think our little game was over."











Jason’s stomach

 

twisted


 
.










Of course he hadn’t.










Chloe set her juice down on the counter, then tapped her

 

stocking-clad toes


 
against the tile floor.











"We’re going out today."











Jason frowned.

 

"Out where?"











Her smirk widened.

 

"Shopping. And you’re coming with me."











His pulse

 

quickened


 
. That didn’t sound too bad—except nothing with Chloe was ever that simple.











"And,"


 
she added, lifting one leg to rest her foot on his

 

thigh


 
,

 

"you’re going to be a good little perv and do exactly what I say. Even in public."











Jason tensed.

 

"Chloe…"











She raised an eyebrow.

 

"Do you really think you’re in any position to argue?"











His jaw

 

clenched


 
.










He hated this. Hated how

 

effortlessly


 
she could control him. Hated how much his

 

body betrayed him


 
just from the feel of her

 

nylons brushing against his leg


 
.










He wanted to say no.










But he

 

nodded instead


 
.










Chloe giggled, giving his thigh a

 

light tap with her foot


 
before pulling away.











"Good boy. Now go get ready."











Jason’s stomach churned with

 

dread


 
.










Whatever she had planned… he knew he wasn’t going to like it.















The Mall – The First Test











The ride to the mall was

 

uneventful


 
—aside from the occasional

 

smirk from Chloe


 
every time she caught him staring at her legs.










But the moment they

 

stepped inside


 
, Jason could already feel something was wrong.










Chloe was

 

too smug


 
, her

 

grin a little too devious


 
as she grabbed his wrist and pulled him toward the first store.











A lingerie boutique.











Jason’s breath

 

hitched


 
.











"What are we doing here?"


 
he hissed.










Chloe tossed him a glance over her shoulder.

 

"Shopping, obviously. What, you don’t want to help your sweet stepsister pick out some new panties?"











Jason’s face

 

burned


 
.










She was

 

doing this on purpose


 
.










But before he could protest, she was already strolling into the store, trailing her fingers over the delicate lace panties and bras on display.










Jason followed hesitantly, his entire body

 

on edge


 
.










And then she did something that made his blood

 

freeze


 
.










She plucked a pair of

 

black lace panties


 
off the rack and

 

pressed them into his hands.












"Hold these for me."











Jason tensed.

 

"Chloe—"












"Now,"


 
she said, her voice low and warning.










He

 

obeyed


 
, clutching the soft fabric in his fists,

 

mortified


 
at how many women were around them.










Chloe

 

beamed


 
, clearly enjoying his suffering. She picked up a few more items—

 

stockings, thongs, a garter belt


 
—and piled them into his arms.











"You’re such a good helper,"


 
she teased.

 

"Just like my own personal little shopping assistant."











Jason’s

 

cheeks burned


 
, but he

 

couldn’t do anything


 
. He had to

 

stand there


 
like an idiot, holding an armful of his

 

stepsister’s lingerie


 
, while she continued browsing as if nothing was wrong.










But then—

 

she took it further.











She turned to him, tilting her head.

 

"Oh! You know what? I should try these on."











Jason’s stomach

 

dropped


 
.











No. No way.











But Chloe was already

 

grabbing his wrist


 
, dragging him toward the

 

fitting rooms


 
.










And when the store attendant tried to stop him, Chloe just flashed a

 

sweet, innocent smile


 
.











"He’s my stepbrother,"


 
she said casually.

 

"And he’s paying for everything. You don’t mind if he waits inside with me, do you?"











The woman hesitated, eyeing Jason

 

suspiciously


 
, but ultimately shrugged.

 

"Just don’t take too long."











Jason felt

 

sick


 
.










Chloe led him into the fitting room, shutting the door behind them.










Then she turned, arms crossed,

 

grinning from ear to ear


 
.











"I can’t believe you actually came in here,"


 
she whispered.

 

"You really are pathetic."











Jason’s face

 

burned


 
, his body stiff with tension.

 

"Chloe, please—"












"Shhh."


 
She placed a

 

finger to his lips


 
, shutting him up instantly.










Then,

 

slowly


 
, she reached for the

 

hem of her T-shirt


 
and lifted it over her head.










Jason’s heart

 

stopped


 
.










She stood there in

 

nothing but a lacy black bra and those sheer thigh-high stockings


 
, watching him with

 

amusement


 
.











"I bet you’re dying right now,"


 
she murmured.










Jason’s breath came out in

 

shaky gasps


 
.










Chloe smirked.

 

"Here’s what’s going to happen."











She grabbed one of the

 

stockings from the pile


 
and

 

rolled it into a ball in her hands


 
.











"You’re going to get down on your knees…"











Jason’s stomach

 

twisted


 
.

 

"Chloe—"












"And you’re going to hold this stocking in your mouth while I try everything on."











His pulse

 

pounded


 
.











"If you drop it, I’ll open that door and let everyone see exactly what a dirty little pervert you are."











Jason’s entire body

 

shuddered


 
.










He was

 

trapped


 
.










Slowly,

 

humiliated beyond belief


 
, he

 

sank to his knees


 
.










Chloe

 

grinned


 
.











"That’s my good boy."











Then, she

 

pressed the stocking against his lips.












"Open."











Jason’s body burned with

 

shame


 
—but his

 

obedience


 
burned even hotter.










He

 

parted his lips


 
, allowing her to stuff the

 

warm, silky fabric


 
into his mouth.











And that was how he spent the next twenty minutes—kneeling at her feet, panting around the taste of her stocking—while his stepsister humiliated him in public.










Chapter 5: The Fitting Room










Jason’s

 

entire body burned


 
as he knelt on the floor,

 

Chloe’s stocking stuffed in his mouth


 
. The silky fabric pressed against his tongue, still carrying the faint, warm scent of her

 

body heat and sweat


 
, a humiliating reminder of just how much

 

power she had over him


 
.










Above him, Chloe stood in nothing but her

 

lace bra and thigh-high stockings


 
, watching him with

 

mocking amusement


 
.











"You look so cute like that,"


 
she purred, resting one hand on her hip.

 

"On your knees, gagged with my stocking. Completely helpless."











Jason clenched his fists, shame tightening in his stomach, but his body betrayed him

 

again


 
—his cock

 

aching


 
inside his jeans.










Chloe noticed.











"Oh my God,"


 
she whispered, giggling softly.

 

"You’re actually hard right now, aren’t you?"











Jason looked away,

 

mortified


 
.










Chloe bent down slightly, gripping his chin with

 

two fingers


 
, forcing him to look up at her.











"No, no, no. I want you to answer me,"


 
she murmured.










Jason

 

hesitated


 
, his entire body rigid.










Chloe’s smirk widened.











"Oh, that’s right,"


 
she mused.

 

"You can’t talk with my stocking in your mouth, can you?"











Jason

 

groaned


 
in frustration, his cheeks burning.










Chloe let out a delighted

 

laugh


 
, then lifted one

 

stocking-clad foot


 
and pressed it against his

 

throbbing bulge


 
.










Jason’s breath hitched. His muscles

 

tensed


 
as her soft

 

nylon-covered toes


 
rubbed lightly against his cock.










His vision blurred with

 

desperation


 
.











"Does this turn you on?"


 
Chloe whispered, tilting her head.

 

"Being on your knees? Being used like this?"











Jason

 

whimpered


 
, his head spinning.










Chloe hummed, rolling her foot against him

 

just slightly


 
, her smirk never fading.

 

"God, you really are a dirty little perv, aren’t you?"











Jason

 

shuddered


 
, the warmth of her foot against him making it impossible to think. His entire body

 

ached


 
—desperate for more, desperate for

 

release


 
.










Chloe suddenly pulled away, leaving him

 

gasping


 
.











"Too bad,"


 
she said sweetly.










Jason’s

 

entire body screamed in frustration


 
.










Chloe giggled at his reaction, tilting her head.

 

"Did you really think I’d let you get off that easily?"











Jason groaned against the

 

stocking gag


 
, his breath coming in ragged gasps.










Chloe sighed dramatically.

 

"You’re so desperate already, and I haven’t even really played with you yet."











She took a step back and grabbed one of the

 

lace thongs


 
she had picked out. She held it up, examining it, then suddenly

 

tossed it onto Jason’s lap


 
.











"Pick it up,"


 
she ordered.










Jason

 

hesitated


 
for only a second before obeying.










Chloe’s smirk widened.

 

"Now, rub it against your face."











Jason’s

 

pulse pounded


 
in his ears.











"Come on,"


 
Chloe teased.

 

"You didn’t have a problem doing it when I wasn’t watching, right?"











Jason’s

 

entire body burned with shame


 
, but he

 

obeyed


 
, dragging the soft lace against his cheek.










Chloe

 

moaned softly


 
in approval.

 

"God, you’re pathetic."











Then she did something

 

that made his heart stop


 
.










She reached

 

behind her back


 
, unhooking her

 

bra


 
, and let it

 

fall to the floor.











Jason’s

 

lungs seized


 
.










Chloe laughed softly.

 

"Oh, you like that, don’t you?"











Jason

 

shook


 
with desperation.










Chloe leaned in slightly, tilting his chin up.

 

"Too bad you’ll never get to touch me."











His

 

entire body tensed


 
with frustration.










Chloe grabbed another

 

pair of stockings


 
from the pile and slowly

 

rolled them up her legs


 
, the silky fabric hugging her thighs perfectly.










Then, she took a step forward, gripping the

 

front of his jeans


 
.










Jason

 

froze


 
.










She leaned in, whispering against his ear.











"Take it out."











Jason

 

shuddered


 
. His entire body trembled as he reached for his zipper, hands

 

shaking


 
.










Chloe suddenly

 

grabbed his wrist, stopping him.












"Just kidding."











Jason’s

 

stomach dropped


 
as she pulled back, laughing.











"Did you really think I’d let you?"


 
she taunted.

 

"God, you really are desperate."











Jason clenched his

 

jaw


 
, frustration twisting through him like a knife.










Chloe bent down slightly, her

 

stocking-covered toes


 
tapping against his

 

throbbing cock


 
.











"You don’t get to come unless I say so,"


 
she murmured.

 

"And right now? I don’t feel like letting you."











Jason let out a

 

desperate groan


 
, his head dropping forward.










Chloe tilted her head, amused.

 

"Poor baby. Does it hurt?"











Jason

 

nodded


 
, his breath shaky.










Chloe let out a

 

mocking sigh


 
, brushing her fingers lightly through his hair.











"Good,"


 
she whispered.

 

"Get used to it."











Then, she grabbed his jaw and pulled him

 

close


 
, staring him dead in the eye.











"Because you belong to me now."











Jason’s

 

heart slammed


 
against his ribs.










Chloe slowly grabbed the

 

stocking from his mouth


 
, letting it fall between them.










Then, she smiled.











"Now get up. We’re not done yet."











Jason

 

shuddered


 
. He had a feeling things were about to get

 

a lot worse


 
.









Chapter 6: Public Edging & Denial










Jason’s legs felt

 

weak


 
as he stood, his knees trembling from being on the floor for so long. His body was

 

on fire


 
, his cock

 

aching painfully


 
, and his mind was spinning from everything Chloe had done to him in that tiny fitting room.










But she wasn’t done with him yet.











Not even close.











Chloe smirked as she adjusted the

 

lace thong she had just tried on


 
, letting her fingers linger at the waistband before smoothing it down over her

 

perfect hips


 
.











"You’ve been such a good little perv for me,"


 
she murmured, tilting her head.

 

"I think you deserve a reward."











Jason

 

swallowed hard


 
.










A reward? After all the teasing, the

 

humiliation


 
, the constant

 

denial


 
—was she finally going to let him…?










Chloe took a slow step forward, her

 

stocking-covered foot brushing against his calf


 
, sending a

 

shockwave


 
of arousal through his body.










Then she leaned in, her

 

lips inches from his ear


 
.











"Follow me."











Jason’s breath

 

hitched


 
as Chloe grabbed his wrist and

 

yanked him out of the fitting room


 
, not even waiting for him to fix the obvious bulge in his jeans.










He stumbled after her, heart pounding as they walked through the

 

mall


 
, Chloe’s grip on his wrist

 

tight and possessive


 
.











This was dangerous.











His cock was still

 

hard


 
, straining against his jeans, and every step was

 

torture


 
. The thought of walking through a

 

crowded shopping mall


 
like this—on the

 

edge


 
of pleasure,

 

humiliated beyond belief


 
—made his stomach twist with both

 

fear and unbearable excitement


 
.










And Chloe knew it.










She was

 

smirking the entire time


 
, her

 

fingernails trailing lightly over his wrist


 
, sending tiny shivers through his skin.










Jason

 

didn’t know where they were going


 
until they stopped in front of a

 

café


 
, tucked into the corner of the mall, relatively quiet except for a few people inside.










Chloe pulled him inside and

 

led him straight to a booth in the back


 
, pushing him onto the cushioned seat before sliding in next to him.











Too close.











Her

 

stocking-clad thigh pressed against his leg


 
, her

 

scent


 
curling around him.










Jason’s breathing

 

was ragged


 
, his entire body

 

tense


 
.










And then—

 

Chloe’s hand slid under the table.











His entire

 

body locked up


 
as her fingers

 

ghosted over his zipper


 
, barely touching him, but enough to make him

 

jolt


 
.











"Relax,"


 
she purred, her voice low and teasing.

 

"I told you—I’m going to reward you."











Jason

 

sucked in a sharp breath


 
as she slowly,

 

deliberately


 
, traced her fingers along the outline of his

 

aching cock


 
through his jeans.










His head

 

fell back against the booth


 
, a low groan escaping his throat.










Chloe let out a

 

soft giggle


 
, her touch

 

torturously slow


 
, barely applying any pressure, just enough to

 

drive him insane


 
.











"Poor thing,"


 
she whispered.

 

"You’re so worked up. I bet it hurts, doesn’t it?"











Jason

 

nodded weakly


 
, his entire body

 

trembling


 
.










Chloe hummed, clearly enjoying his

 

desperation


 
.










Then, her fingers

 

slipped lower


 
, tracing along his

 

inner thigh


 
, the friction of her

 

stocking-covered leg brushing against him


 
sending

 

sparks of pleasure through his body


 
.











"I could make you feel so good right now,"


 
she murmured.

 

"Right here. In public."











Jason’s

 

stomach twisted


 
at the words.











Public.











Anyone could see them.










Anyone could walk past and

 

catch him like this


 
—hard and desperate, panting under his

 

stepsister’s touch


 
.










And God help him, but the thought only made him

 

throb harder


 
.










Chloe

 

giggled knowingly


 
.











"You like that, don’t you?"


 
she whispered, pressing her lips near his ear.

 

"You like the idea of being my little plaything, completely helpless no matter where we are."











Jason

 

bit his lip


 
, stifling another groan.










And then—

 

her hand slipped inside his jeans.











Jason

 

choked on a gasp


 
, his entire body

 

jerking


 
as her fingers

 

wrapped around his cock


 
, stroking him through his boxers.










Chloe’s

 

smirk deepened


 
.











"Shhh,"


 
she warned, voice dripping with amusement.

 

"You wouldn’t want anyone to hear you, would you?"











Jason’s

 

vision blurred


 
, his body caught in a hellish mix of

 

pleasure and panic


 
.










She was

 

stroking him


 
,

 

edging him


 
, in the middle of a crowded café.










And he

 

couldn’t stop her


 
.










Chloe let out a

 

mocking sigh


 
, her fingers moving in

 

agonizingly slow strokes


 
, keeping him

 

right on the edge


 
, never giving him enough friction to actually

 

finish


 
.










Jason’s

 

fists clenched


 
. His hips

 

tensed


 
. His cock

 

twitched


 
—he was

 

so fucking close


 
—










And then

 

she stopped.











Jason’s eyes

 

snapped open


 
, his body

 

trembling violently


 
, his cock

 

aching for release


 
.










Chloe simply pulled her hand away, sat back, and

 

picked up a menu as if nothing had happened


 
.










Jason could only

 

stare at her in disbelief


 
, his chest

 

rising and falling in sharp gasps


 
, his body

 

screaming in frustration


 
.










Chloe glanced at him, flashing a

 

sweet, innocent smile


 
.











"Oh, did you actually think I was going to let you come?"











Jason’s

 

stomach twisted painfully


 
.










Chloe giggled, tilting her head.

 

"That’s cute."











She crossed her legs, her

 

nylon-covered foot lightly pressing against his still-hard cock


 
, making him

 

shudder


 
.











"You don’t get to come until I say so,"


 
she murmured.

 

"And right now? I don’t feel like letting you."











Jason let out a

 

weak, desperate whimper


 
, his entire body

 

burning with need


 
.










Chloe took a slow sip of her drink, watching him suffer.











"Get used to this, baby,"


 
she whispered.

 

"Because from now on, your orgasms belong to me."










Chapter 7: The Walk Home










Jason could barely

 

stand


 
as Chloe led him out of the café, his body still trembling from the

 

brutal edging


 
she had just put him through.










His cock was still

 

aching


 
, painfully hard inside his jeans, his mind

 

a complete haze


 
of desperation and frustration.










Chloe, on the other hand, was

 

completely relaxed


 
—smirking, sipping the last of her drink as if she hadn’t just driven him to the

 

brink of insanity


 
under the table.










She glanced at him as they stepped outside, her eyes flicking down to the

 

obvious bulge in his jeans


 
.











"You poor thing,"


 
she cooed, voice dripping with mock sympathy.

 

"Does it hurt?"











Jason clenched his fists. He didn’t answer. He couldn’t.










Not when she was

 

smiling like that


 
—like she had won, like she

 

owned him


 
.










Chloe giggled, stretching her arms above her head, her

 

oversized shirt riding up


 
just enough to expose the sliver of her bare stomach.











She was doing this on purpose.











Jason swallowed hard, his throat dry.










She suddenly hooked

 

her arm through his


 
, tugging him closer.











"Come on,"


 
she murmured, dragging him along.

 

"Let’s go home. I’m not done playing with you yet."











Jason’s pulse

 

hammered


 
in his ears.










He wasn’t sure if he could

 

handle any more of this


 
.










But he had

 

no choice.
















The Walk Back: Her New Rules











Chloe kept

 

close to him


 
the entire way home, pressing against him every now and then, letting him

 

feel


 
the soft brush of her

 

stocking-clad legs


 
against his.










Jason was

 

dying


 
inside.










Every movement, every teasing brush of her

 

body against his


 
, was another cruel reminder that she had left him

 

on the edge


 
, desperate and unable to do anything about it.










And she

 

knew


 
.










She could feel the

 

tension coiled tight inside him


 
, see the way his jaw clenched, the way his hands

 

shook slightly


 
at his sides.










And she was

 

loving every second of it


 
.










As they turned onto their street, Chloe let out a

 

mocking sigh


 
, tilting her head dramatically.











"You’re really struggling, huh?"











Jason bit the inside of his cheek, forcing himself to

 

stay silent


 
.










Chloe

 

smirked


 
, stepping in front of him, blocking his path.











"I bet you’re dying to touch yourself right now,"


 
she murmured, voice soft, teasing.

 

"Dying to finally get some relief."











Jason’s

 

stomach twisted


 
painfully.










Because

 

yes.


 
He was.










He had never been this

 

worked up in his life


 
. He could barely

 

think straight


 
, let alone focus on anything other than the

 

throbbing between his legs


 
.










Chloe took another step closer, pressing a hand to his

 

chest


 
, her

 

nails lightly dragging over his shirt


 
.











"But you won’t."











Jason’s breath hitched.










Chloe’s smirk widened.

 

"You won’t even think about touching yourself without my permission."











Jason’s knees nearly

 

buckled


 
.










Her

 

hand slid lower


 
, stopping just above his waistband.











"Say it."











Jason’s lips

 

parted


 
, his voice barely above a whisper.

 

"I won’t touch myself without your permission."











Chloe’s

 

eyes darkened with satisfaction


 
.










She suddenly

 

grabbed his wrist


 
, pulling him toward the house,

 

faster now


 
, her grip firm.











"Good,"


 
she murmured.

 

"Now, let’s get inside."











Jason’s pulse

 

pounded


 
.










He didn’t know what she had planned next.










But he knew one thing for sure.










Chloe wasn’t going to

 

let him go anytime soon


 
.









Final Chapter: The Breaking Point










Jason was

 

losing his mind


 
.










His body was

 

on fire


 
, his cock

 

throbbing painfully


 
inside his jeans, every nerve in his body screaming for

 

release


 
. Chloe had been

 

torturing him all day


 
, teasing him relentlessly—

 

stocking-clad feet brushing against him, soft fingers stroking him, whispers dripping with cruel amusement


 
—only to

 

deny him again and again


 
.










Now, they were finally back home.










And Jason was

 

on the edge of insanity


 
.










Chloe leaned against her bedroom door, watching him with a slow,

 

sultry smirk


 
, her sheer

 

black stockings hugging her legs perfectly


 
, her

 

lace thong peeking out from beneath an oversized shirt


 
.











"You poor thing,"


 
she murmured, cocking her head.

 

"You’ve been hard all day, haven’t you?"











Jason’s

 

breath was ragged


 
, his legs weak.










Chloe took a slow,

 

deliberate


 
step forward, closing the space between them.











"I bet it hurts,"


 
she whispered, reaching down to lightly trace a finger over the bulge in his jeans.










Jason

 

shuddered violently


 
, his knees nearly buckling.










Chloe

 

giggled


 
, amused by his desperation.

 

"Look at you. Completely broken."











She grabbed his

 

jaw


 
, tilting his head up to meet her gaze.











"I own you,"


 
she whispered, her breath warm against his lips.

 

"And I can make you come whenever I want."











Jason

 

whimpered


 
, his entire body trembling.










Chloe let out a slow,

 

mocking sigh


 
, then suddenly

 

shoved him back onto the bed


 
.










Jason barely had time to react before she was

 

on top of him


 
, straddling his waist, her

 

stocking-clad feet pressing against his chest


 
.










His

 

cock throbbed painfully


 
beneath her, desperate for even the slightest friction.










Chloe smirked, rolling her

 

hips slowly


 
,

 

barely brushing


 
against his cock through his jeans, sending

 

shockwaves of unbearable pleasure


 
through his body.











"You’ve been so obedient today,"


 
she purred,

 

dragging her nylon-covered foot down his stomach


 
, stopping

 

right at his waistband


 
.










Jason let out a

 

choked gasp


 
, his hips

 

jerking involuntarily


 
.











"So needy,"


 
Chloe murmured, her fingers trailing lower, lightly grazing the waistband of his jeans.

 

"So desperate."











Then—she suddenly

 

ripped his jeans open


 
, pulling them down just enough to free his

 

aching cock


 
.










Jason’s

 

stomach clenched


 
.

 

"Chloe—"











She

 

cut him off with a smirk


 
, wrapping one

 

stocking-clad foot around his shaft


 
and

 

squeezing lightly


 
.










Jason

 

groaned loudly


 
, his hands

 

clenching the sheets


 
.











"Shhh,"


 
Chloe whispered, moving her foot

 

agonizingly slow


 
, dragging the soft

 

silk of her nylons


 
over his

 

sensitive, aching cock


 
.










Jason

 

shuddered violently


 
, his head falling back.










He was

 

going to lose it


 
.










Chloe hummed, tilting her head.

 

"I wonder what would happen if I…"











She suddenly

 

pressed her other foot against his tip


 
,

 

toying with him


 
, rolling her toes lightly over the leaking precum.










Jason let out a

 

shaky whimper


 
, his

 

entire body tightening


 
.










He was so

 

fucking close


 
—but she wouldn’t let him

 

finish


 
.










Chloe

 

giggled


 
, grinding her

 

feet against him


 
, using nothing but the

 

soft fabric of her stockings


 
to drive him

 

completely insane


 
.










Jason’s breath

 

hitched


 
, his vision

 

blurring with pure, overwhelming pleasure


 
.











"You’re mine,"


 
Chloe whispered, her voice dripping with possession.










She suddenly

 

squeezed him tighter


 
between her stocking-clad feet—

 

and Jason broke.











His body

 

jerked violently


 
, a strangled moan ripping from his throat as

 

pleasure exploded through him


 
.










He came

 

without control, without consent


 
, his cock twitching helplessly as he

 

spilled hot, sticky release all over Chloe’s stockings


 
.










His

 

mind went blank


 
, his body

 

trembling uncontrollably


 
.










Chloe let out a

 

mocking gasp


 
, her eyes flicking down to the mess covering her

 

perfectly sheer nylons


 
.











"Oh my God,"


 
she whispered, her voice laced with amusement.

 

"You actually came all over my stockings."











Jason

 

panted heavily


 
,

 

shame and exhaustion crashing into him all at once


 
.










Chloe slowly pulled her

 

feet away


 
, examining the

 

sticky mess coating the black fabric


 
.










Then she

 

smirked


 
.











"Guess you’ll have to clean them now."











Jason’s

 

stomach twisted


 
.










His entire body

 

shuddered with humiliation


 
.










Chloe leaned down, gripping his

 

chin firmly


 
, forcing him to look up at her.











"Lick them clean, baby,"


 
she whispered.

 

"And maybe—just maybe—I’ll let you come again someday."











Jason’s

 

breath hitched


 
.










And then,

 

completely broken


 
, he

 

obeyed


 
.









Epilogue: A New Reality










Jason sat on the floor of

 

Chloe’s room


 
, his back pressed against the side of her bed, his breath

 

slow and controlled


 
. His body was still

 

weak


 
, trembling from everything that had happened.










His world had

 

changed


 
.










There was no more

 

denial


 
. No more pretending.











He belonged to her now.











Chloe sat in front of him, perched comfortably on her bed,

 

legs crossed


 
, her freshly cleaned

 

stocking-clad feet resting in his lap


 
.










She stretched lazily, sighing in satisfaction as she watched him—

 

her pet


 
, her

 

toy


 
, completely and utterly

 

under her control


 
.











"That wasn’t so hard, was it?"


 
she murmured, wiggling her

 

nylon-covered toes against his chest


 
.










Jason didn’t answer. He didn’t need to.










He had

 

licked her stockings clean


 
like an obedient little pet, humiliated and broken, his mind shattered into

 

nothing but submission and need


 
.










Chloe tilted her head, studying him. Then, she leaned forward, gripping his

 

chin with her delicate fingers


 
, forcing him to meet her gaze.











"You’re never going to touch yourself without my permission again, are you?"











Jason

 

shivered


 
, his stomach tightening at the command hidden in her voice.










Slowly,

 

he shook his head


 
.










Chloe

 

smirked


 
, satisfied.











"Good boy."











Jason’s

 

cock twitched


 
at the words, and Chloe noticed immediately.










She let out a soft

 

giggle


 
, dragging her

 

foot up his chest


 
, brushing it against his

 

throat


 
, reminding him—without a single word—that she could

 

make him feel anything


 
.










And he could do

 

nothing about it


 
.










Chloe sighed dramatically, stretching again.

 

"I bet you’re still aching, huh?"











Jason didn’t answer. He didn’t have to. His

 

body told the truth for him


 
.










Chloe giggled.

 

"That’s so cute."











She slowly unrolled her stockings, peeling them down her long legs before balling them up in her hands.










Then, she

 

tossed them into his lap


 
.










Jason’s heart

 

skipped a beat


 
.










Chloe leaned forward, her

 

eyes dark with amusement


 
.











"You’re going to sleep with those in your mouth tonight."











Jason’s

 

stomach twisted


 
, a wave of

 

shame and arousal crashing over him at once


 
.










He

 

nodded


 
, swallowing hard.










Chloe let out a

 

delighted hum


 
, running her fingers through his

 

disheveled hair


 
.











"Good little perv,"


 
she murmured, pressing a soft

 

kiss to his forehead


 
.










Jason

 

shuddered violently


 
at the touch.










And just like that, his

 

entire world belonged to her


 
.











Forever.
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