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On His Knees (Femdom Fantasies)

About the Author

The house had always been dingy. A two-up, two-down, laminate floored affair that felt when you walked over it, and paintwork that had seen better days. There was no obvious parking when I arrived and a crowd of scruffy-looking dandelions had taken root in the gaps between the uneven paving slabs which formed the crude garden pathway. I knocked impatiently at the sun-bleached PVC door. Eager to be in and out. I didn’t have time to waste with this tenant today, much as I would enjoy several long minutes in her company.

Serena opened the door at my knock, looking flushed and harried, and let me inside. The day had been manic, she explained. She had rushed back from work with no time to change or tidy the place. It wasn’t an apology, just a hassled explanation of how I found her. The sort of take-it-or-leave-it I had grown accustomed to from this woman. She never offered anything more and I had learned not to probe her.

Serena’s work clothes looked secretarial. Her application had her down as an office manager, and her abrupt tone probably suited the role. She was, I imagined, useful. The sort of woman who got menial things done. The look suited her. A cheapish grey suit, welt seams, with a material which caught the light of the room’s single bulb. Her skirt was short, I noted with appreciation. I wondered if it was too short for her workplace. Perhaps her male co-workers appreciated the sight of her smooth, pale legs as much as I did. Today she wore nylon stockings. Serena was fairly short, too, and compensated for her lack of height with a pair of black stiletto heels. That, I also appreciated. They gave her pert backside a nice lift in that skirt. Despite her diminutive stature, she filled the clothing well. Good-sized breasts, a well-rounded ass, and nicely turned ankles. I felt my dick swell lecherously in my shorts, stretching luxuriously, allowing the material of my pants to squeeze my engorged member. It was always a hassle to visit a tenant in person, but I didn’t mind dropping by to see Serena. She was far more attractive than most of my renters. Far more pleasant company.

Renting to this type of woman was easy. She paid fully and on time. We had minimal contact. I managed decoration and repairs, and for her part, the bills were taken care of. I had no complaints.

I turned up maybe once a month, mostly announced. She made me tea, and I enjoyed the theatre of the landlord-tenant relationship that played out. It was a superb arrangement for me, for all kinds of reasons. I get paid, I get tea – and I always enjoyed sneaking a peek at her legs.

Jealousy and control have always been a thing for me. I’ve been told it’s not healthy often enough, and been pointed to help. But somehow help is never something I took. The fact is, I’m controlling, and, over time, the women I got involved with have had to get used to it. It’s ruined relationships, sure, but for me to manage my jealousy, I need to know my women can’t wander. Which is why I enjoy this tenant landlord stuff so much. My tenant is literally in my power. Nothing makes me more excited than knowing that Serena is firmly under my control. She is not allowed to move anyone else into the house without my expression permission. No pets, no boyfriends, no lovers. She is single and only I could give her the power to change that – and I won’t.

She gestured for me to sit down and walked to the kitchen. I took a seat. The cushions of her neat grey couch were unforgiving. A chrome frame and hard foam. A deliberate artifact of another era. I guessed it was barely used. Women like Serena work late and spend the evening in bed, either watching TV or falling asleep early. Perhaps she occasionally pleasured herself under the covers. That thought made me smile.

My tea arrived piping hot and I blew the steam away before risking my lip in its surface. She stood in the middle of the room, waiting for my next order. There was something fundamentally pleasant in being served by my tenant. Someone already under my control, humbling themselves to maintain goodwill. I took another sip, before placing the cup carefully on its coaster on a side table before addressing Serena’s most recent concern, the reason I was here today. It was a trifling matter – a loose bedroom shelf – but she was a single woman in need of help and I was her landlord. Of course, I could sort it.

“Okay,” I said, after a long moment’s pause, during which I admired her shapely figure once more. “You need my help, correct?”

“Yes,” she said. I detected a note of defiance in her voice, as though annoyed that I had made her admit this weakness. I felt a surge of excitement course through my veins. I had her fully under my control and it felt wonderful.

“Show me the shelf.” I gave a deferential nod of my head, permitting her to lead me to the problem. Something flashed in her eyes, too quick for me to decipher its meaning.

She gave a nod – perhaps it was a meek nod, I wasn’t sure – and said, “It’s in my bedroom. Come upstairs with me.”

I bit back a crude smile at being bidden to enter my tenant’s bedroom. As per the rules of her rental agreement, no other guests were allowed in this house, much less her bedroom. I might well be the first man ever to step foot in her private chamber.

Serena beckoned me to follow and left the room. I followed her up the short flight of creaking stairs, admiring the curve of her ass on the way. Her hips had an elegant, hypnotic sway as she walked. If I worked with Serena, I’d never get anything done.

She opened the bedroom door and walked inside. I followed, still admiring the curvaceous view. Two firm cheeks struggling against the fabric of her skirt. I mentioned that she wasn’t a tall woman, but what she lost in height was made up for in proportion. Her jet-black hair formed a bob, which would, no doubt, have been sharper at the start of the day. In college, we called girls like her chuck-abouts, on account of being easy to lift up and down the length of your dick. You could bounce a chuck-about on your cock for a good, long time before you came. That always makes a man feel like a sexual god. Here, I just felt a surge of sexual exhilaration in having her in my property. I was the owner; she was forced to pay me for the privilege of living here. I took her money and I admired her body and I could enter her bedroom, if I so wished.

We rounded the door and Serena headed for her faulty shelves, pointing to them with one neatly manicured finger. I lingered a moment by the bed, luxuriating in images of my tenant’s petite form, naked, riding a lover’s cock, her fingers tangled in her ruffled bob. It was a pleasant image. My stomach felt lighter.

Entering her inner sanctum was a massive thrill. It was her bedroom, but one which I owned, and that thought, frankly, made me hard. This was my room as much as it was hers. I owned it; she paid for the right to sleep in it. There was a bedside cabinet by the neatly cornered duvet and I wondered what dirty secrets she hid within. A dildo perhaps? Maybe she was a butt-plug fiend? I dwelt briefly on the mental picture of Serena reclined, legs spread wide, working a rabbit in an out of her pussy, plug crammed up her tight little hole. I bet she had such smooth ass cheeks. Perfectly smooth. The kind of ass that would turn red if you spanked it.

A faint cough startled me from my fantasies. I shook my head and turned toward her. Serena balanced awkwardly on a wooden chair, demonstrating the instability of the upper shelf by flexing it up and down with an outstretched arm. The shelf was definitely loose, but didn’t look dangerous.

“Do you see?” There was a strain to her voice each time she reached higher. She had her back to me and her calves extended delightfully as they pushed upwards, lifting her onto tiptoes. Her skirt rode up with each movement, revealing surprisingly toned thighs. Light freckles punctuating pale flesh. She looked after herself. Now I could easily imagine her in the gym, late at night, squeezing a leg press between her thighs and feeling the burn deep in her muscles. Maybe her chest would be heaving with exertion; a line of sweat causing her skin to glisten and glow. Once again, I felt a surge of lust in my loins.

I needed to see more of Serena’s delicious legs in that skirt. I sat lightly on the corner of her bed to gain a better vantage point. It worked. The bottom of her skirt only barely reached partway down her thigh. If I angled my head a little more, I would surely glimpse her underwear.

Instantly, I felt blood course to my groin. I wanted to feel her soft skin on my fingertips, her hair brushing my stomach, her hot breath on my bulging erection. My cock began to stiffen in response to these lurid daydreams. I was acutely conscious that she had asked me a question, but had no desire to shift my focus from those tantalising legs. The moment was simply too delicious.

“What are you doing?” Serena’s eyes met my own – a reflection in a beauty mirror I’d failed to see. She had caught me checking her out. “I really don’t think that’s conduct befitting a landlord, do you?”

A hot flush washed over me. A pang of guilt. Being caught-out never felt good, but this seemed somehow worse. I had been enjoying the fantasy of holding power over this attractive young woman, but now I felt like a grubby old pervert, lusting after a chick half my age.

Whether it was something about the steely glare in Serena’s eyes or our circumstances, I couldn’t say. All I knew was that my dick throbbed remorselessly – in fact, it now seemed to get even harder as she concentrated her furious gaze and pursed lips on my flushing face. Like some small animal caught in the glare of a predator, I found myself unable to look away. She kept stretching out toward the shelf, her skirt riding higher. I saw a flash of white, the merest glimpse of her panties. I gasped and clamped my mouth shut, but it was too late. She knew that I had seen. Her expression changed and softened imperceptibly. Her anger turned to cruel amusement. I began to feel uneasy, like a mouse slowly becoming aware of the presence of a cat. I could feel a patch of damp spread across my crotch – pre-cum seeping into my shorts. Oh, God, I needed to get out of here before this situation got any worse for me.

“And still it keeps looking?”

It? Had I heard right? She called me it?

“It still thinks it can enjoy the sight of my body?” There was open contempt in her voice now, and still she continued to stretch, knowing full well that I couldn’t avert my eyes. All I could do was stare at her perfect legs and watch the hem of her skirt tease me with tantalizing glimpses of white panties and tight ass cheeks.

God, I could
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