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Shooting My Shot


13th of February

I took a deep breath before hitting the button on the intercom, adjusting the chocolates and oversized greeting card in my arms. My hands were shaking and my heart was beating through my chest as I went over my plan in my head. It felt like a long shot, a hail Mary throw in the final quarter, a desperate shake of the dice, an all-in bluff on a weak hand. But when you see an opportunity to win the heart of a woman like Vanessa, you go for it.

“Come on up.”

Her voice was sweet as sugar even through the apartment intercom, showing that bright and bubbly personality that had so completely stunned me. I cracked the door open with my hip and made my way towards the elevator.

We had met in our small college’s filmmaking club a few months previously, hitting it off over our shared love of cheesy action movies. She was a transfer student from out of state but had quickly won everyone over with her playful confidence and open, friendly manner. She was everyone’s friend, from the nerdy freshman AV guys to the usually standoffish am-dram crew. Her stunning, all-American looks didn’t hurt, with her long blonde hair, fashionable clothes, and gym-honed body making her extremely popular with the boys. Still, she was approachable and down-to-earth despite everything. That’s what made me think I had a shot.

“God, men have no sense of romance anymore,” Vanessa had loudly complained while a few of us caught up over coffee in between classes. “It’s all Netflix-and-Chill babe, Drinks-at-the-Bar babe. No charm, no drama.”

“You’re looking for a Prince Charming?” one of our friends asked with a grin. “Not many of those around here!”

“I just want a bit of effort, a gesture!” she said, blowing a long strand of hair out of her face and smiling sweetly. “That shouldn’t be too much to ask.”

The conversation moved on quickly, but it had given me an idea. Vanessa was stunning and probably out of my league, but I was a cute enough guy and she seemed to enjoy my company. A grand gesture might be enough to get her to give me a chance, at least for a date or two. And since Valentine’s Day was coming up, I had a perfect opportunity.

The journey up to her penthouse apartment seemed to take forever as my nerves threatened to get the better of me. We had originally agreed to meet up for a chilled-out movie night, but I had decided to shoot my shot, bringing some cheesy Valentine’s gifts in the hope that it would be the kind of romantic gesture that she was looking for. And if not, I could play it off as some ironic, awkward joke. It had seemed like a good plan when I was hatching it, but now my anxiety was getting the better of me.

What if I offended her, coming onto her the first time she had invited me to her house? What if I ruined our friendship, and made everything awkward in our shared circles? What if it worked, but I couldn’t entertain her on our date? Or worse, what if I couldn’t satisfy her in bed? She didn’t seem like the kind to fuck on the first date, but she did have an easy sexual confidence that I found as intimidating as it was alluring.

What if, what if, what if? Well, it was too late to turn back now.

The elevator doors dinged open and time froze as we took each other in. Vanessa looked like a picture-perfect portrait of casual college beauty, as welcomingly wholesome as she was sexy. She was dressed for a cozy February night in, not for a romantic encounter. Her white ankle socks gave way to long legs that led up to a pair of skimpy athletic shorts, showing off plenty of her soft, blemish-free skin. She wore a shapeless oversized hoodie with our college’s name blazoned across the front, long sleeves pulled almost entirely over her hands. It was a choice that could have drowned her, but somehow the curves of her shapely body still made themselves known. Her blonde hair fell in a gentle curl, framing her beautiful face.

However, that face did not wear its usual angelic smile. Instead, Vanessa stared back at me with a look of shock tinged with something like… pity?

“Oh, Donnie,” she said, cocking her head to the side, “what’s all this?”

I shuffled awkwardly towards her with my arms full of what now felt like meager baubles, feeling like I was already in damage limitation mode,

“I remember you saying that no one did big romantic gestures anymore, so I just thought that, um,“ I tried desperately to keep on track, so just ended up blurting out my final line without any of the jokes or cheesy lines I had planned. “Maybe we could hang out sometime? Because I really like you.”

“Oh, but this isn’t what I meant!” she sounded genuinely sorry, making me feel like some kind of lost puppy. “I mean, we are already hanging out, and obviously I like you or we wouldn’t be hanging out at my apartment.”

That gave me a shot of hope. She liked me. So, did that mean that she like liked me?

“You better come in.”

I found myself in a large apartment, with full-length corner windows giving the open plan kitchen/living room a stunning view over the neighborhood. The furnishings were minimalist but classy and stylish. It was hard to believe that Vanessa could afford to live here alone, although I was sure she had mentioned that she didn’t have a flatmate.

“This place is amazing! And you stay here alone?”

“Thanks,” she said, dodging the implied question about how she could afford all this as a student. “Listen, this is very sweet, but I didn’t mean that I was looking for anything romantic– “

“No, it’s OK,” I broke in, cutting her off in an attempt to head off too much damage and embarrassment. “It was just, like, a jokey thing.”

“A joke?” she said, coking one eyebrow. I couldn’t tell is she was offended or just doubtful.

“Well, not a joke exactly, just a– “

“Donnie, it’s alright. Don’t worry. I think this is all very sweet, and you’re a great guy. It’s just, I don’t exactly have time for dating at the moment. Between classes, sports, and film club. I just don’t see how a boyfriend would fit in. Plus, you’re such a good friend as it is.”

“Yeah, I get it,” I was deflated but not completely defeated. What she said made sense, even if it wasn’t what I wanted to hear. I knew I should just leave it there, but somehow my nerves translated into an uncharacteristic pushiness as my brain lost control of my mouth. “But maybe we could become more than friends, you know? It wouldn’t need to be a serious thing.”

“You aren’t just looking for a fuckbuddy, are you? You know I’m not that kind of girl. At all.”

“No, of course not!” I scrambled. Stupid, stupid! “I just meant that we could keep it casual, on your terms, and see where things go. But it’s totally OK, either way!”

Her big eyes looked into mine for a long moment, seeming to search for something that I couldn’t quite identify.

“You know, there is something we could try.”

“Really?” I was as intrigued as I was hopeful, my mind racing in a million different directions. I tried not to sound too desperate, but the voice inside my brain was screaming anything.

“Yeah. I’ve been thinking, I could kind of use, like, a little helper.”

“A little helper?”

“Someone to hang out with, but who could also help me out since I’m so busy and stressed.”

“Help you out how?”

“Oh, you know, help me unwind. Brush my hair, cook me dinner,” she fluttered her eyelashes and gave the barest hint of a grin, “maybe rub my feet.”

I was pulled in two strongly opposing directions. On the one hand, I didn’t want to give up on a relationship of equals, either as her boyfriend or as a friend. What she was suggesting sounded like at best a simp and at worst a servant, making me less of a leading man and more of a sidekick. On the other hand, this was likely my best shot and only shot with Vanessa. What if this was a test, or a game she liked to play? On top of that, she might not know it but rubbing her feet wasn’t much of a chore for me, given the depth of my lust for her.

“OK, sounds good! I’d always be happy to help!”

“Yay!” she said, suddenly as bouncy and bubbly as I had ever seen her. She skipped over to a low chaise longue positioned in front of a gigantic TV, stretching out on it to take up the whole space. “We can hang out tonight and call it your trial shift. Now, let’s see those presents!”


Playing Her Game


I presented my gifts to Vanessa while she lounged on the sofa like an empress receiving tribute, and after thanking me sweetly I was dismissed to go prepare a tray of snacks while she set up the movie. Her kitchen was well stocked and excellently equipped if a little disorganized, and after a few minutes I was able to find the grapes and chips that she had told me to bring over. In the meantime, she had loaded up From Dusk Till Dawn, a favorite of mine and the source of more than a few of my teenage sexual fantasies. It wasn’t all that a surprising choice, since we had bonded over our love for B-movies and had discussed having a kind of anti-Valentine’s cinema night. Still, I was interested that she had picked something so sexual and so full of women dominating men.

Although there was room for us to both sit on the couch, she instead directed me to a pile of cushions on the floor while she stretched out in comfort. Her hand found my head and she started to stroke and play with my hair as the movie began. Her touch was amazing after the jarring mindfuck that had met me at the door, soothing and calming me, and I soon felt like I was about to begin purring like a cat.

“I’ve got a cute idea,” Vanessa mused, her fingers dancing across the back of my neck.

“Hmm?” I replied, pulling myself out of my reverie.

“You could feed me some grapes.”

“Feed you?”

“Yeah, stand up and bring the bunch to my mouth! I just wanna feel like a princess, you know?”

Who could deny her that? She certainly looked like a princess, deserving of such fawning treatment. I stood awkwardly at the side and brought the grapes to her mouth while she giggled, biting them off one at a time. Her sweet laugh and the sight of the fruit sitting in-between her plump red lips made the small smart of humiliation and self-doubt worth it. After a few minutes she had me back sitting at her on the floor, encouraging me to have some snacks myself.

The first, fairly creepy foot fetish scene in a movie full of them passed with only an awkward laugh between us. The second, famous scene with Salma Hayek’s sexy dance (and tequila toe-sucking dénouement) was a challenge to watch, with me trying to avoid any visible signs of arousal while Vanessa seemed uncharacteristically awkward. The third scene, with the vampire-stripper-dominatrix threatening to make George Clooney her slave and footstool, seemed to do something else. Vanessa’s awkwardness was starting to look more like arousal as she blushed slightly and shimmied in her seat. I also noticed that she had kicked off her ankle socks, her bare feet now wiggling at the end of the couch just behind my head.

Is she just awkward and grossed out? I wondered, or is she into this?

The latter thought was a little scary, but more than a little arousing.

“Could you rub my feet, Donnie?” her voice was quiet and undemanding, “Since you’re already down there?”

“Of course,” I said, perhaps a little too eagerly. She swung her feet into my lap with an appreciative yay, seeming more like a smitten girlfriend than a dome. I just couldn’t get a read on the situation, with her attitude shifting in subtle, mind-boggling ways.

I decided to push my habit of perennial overthinking away, focusing instead on the dainty feet that had just landed perilously in my lap. They were small, soft, and clean, freshly moisturized after a shower as I could tell from the sheen on Vanessa’s legs. Her fingernails were painted white but her toes were bare, which made sense since it was hardly sandal weather in February. Although I loved a cute pedicure her feet looked perfect and natural, and felt at home in my hands as I started to stroke and caress them.

I was faced with two challenges as I got to my task. The first was that I didn’t know what I was doing. Vanessa didn’t seem to mind, leaning back with a relaxed sigh as I kneaded her soles and squeezed each of her toes in turn, but I was painfully aware that I had no real skill or experience to draw on. Secondly, my body was responding unmistakably to the situation – the movie, the feeling of her feet, my proximity to her. While I tried to angle my crotch away from her my position meant that the growing bulge in my pants was difficult to hide. That wasn’t helped when she whipped off her sweatshirt, leaving her clad only in her very short shorts and a crop top that showed off her taut, tan skin.

“What’s that?” she said, as my fears came true. She prodded the tent with her toes, giggling a little as she did so. I felt a cyclone of shame engulf me but at the same time a feeling of perverse pride. Vanessa had just touched my dick!

“Ehm, nothing.”

“Aww, do you have a bit of a thing for feet Donnie?”

I looked down in embarrassment but she used one foot to guide my face back towards hers. Staring into her knowing eyes I felt any resistance melt away, any notion of lying to her dissipating. I didn’t particularly have a foot fetish, exactly, but I certainly liked her feet. I liked every part of her. Giving the simple answer, I nodded in confession.

“Aw, don’t worry, I don’t mind! In fact, it kind of suits me! Between track and dance and volleyball my feet are super tired most of the time, so I could use someone to help me take care of them. Would you like to do that? To help me?”

“Sure, of course,” I couldn’t deny it. I wanted to help her more than anything in the world.

“Good boy!” she said. I was aware on some level that she was talking to me like a dog, but so what? If I had a tail, it would be wagging.

“Do you think I should paint my toenails?”

“It’s up to you, they look nice either way,” I said, naturally deferential.

“I know it’s up to me, silly, but I’m asking you!”

“I mean, ehm, I like painted nails.”

“Cool! I’ve been meaning to get a pedicure for ages but haven’t gotten around to it yet. I don’t suppose that’s a secret skill of yours?” she laughed when I shook my head. “Didn’t think so. Maybe one day, though. I’ll paint them myself, but I’ll need a little favor from you, OK?”

“OK.”

She leaped off the couch and skipped to her bedroom, her ass shaking enticingly as she did. When she returned a moment later I realized I was still on my knees, waiting for her to come back like some servant. That feeling would only deepen with her next request.

“So, you can help me out by being my footstool.”

“Your footstool?” I asked, a little aghast. I was all for games, but jumping to that felt a little dehumanizing.

“Yeah, is that OK? It’s just, I don’t want to get any paint on my couch and I don’t have anything else to use.”

That didn’t really ring true. Surely she had a towel or something like that? Still, I hardly felt like arguing with her. I had, after all, agreed to help already. Plus, she was fluttering her long eyelashes in a way that made it difficult to formulate a refusal.

“Ehm, OK. What about my shirt though?” I had worn my best, tailored shirt tonight, hoping some high-class clothing would help me sweep her off her feet. Instead, it looked like I was going to be under them.

“Oooh, good point!” a naughty, alluring grin crossed her face. “You could take it off? That way I can see the goods?”

That helped seal the deal for me. While taking my shirt off in front of her made me feel vulnerable it was also one step closer to a normal, sexual relationship. Plus, while I might not have been a collegiate athlete, I did have a pretty respectable body.

Within minutes I was shirtless on all fours, watching the last few scenes of the movie while Vanessa sat on the couch with her feet propped up on my back. I could feel my chances of normality slipping through my fingers with each moment that she used me like that, my cheerful objectification surely ruining any chance at a relationship of equals. At the same time, I was falling further and further into some submissive reverie by the minute, enjoying the weight on my back and the feeling of her soft skin on mine. Enjoying being useful to her.

The movie ended and so did my shift as her human footstool. I turned around on my knees and looked up at her, realizing just how pathetically smitten I was. She wasn’t just an absurdly pretty, sweet, and funny college girl. In that moment, she looked like a queen, a goddess even. She deserved my adoration and if it was even partly reciprocated, I would be glad to give it.

“Blow, they need to dry,” she pointed down at her feet flat on the floor, nails painted white to match her fingers, the color offsetting her deep tan. I didn’t bother hesitating this time. I had little dignity left to lose and much to gain by simply giving in to her whims. I bent forward and placed my lips tantalizingly close to her toes, blowing air gently through my pursed lips. We stayed like that for several minutes, with Vanessa at one point scrolling through her phone while I bowed prostrate on the floor.

“How do they look?” she said, placing her phone down to the side.

“Great!”

“Good enough to kiss?”

A long moment of silence passed between us. This night had already gone in directions I could never have guessed, but this felt like a line.

“Come on, it’ll be fun.”

I leaned forward and planted a chaste kiss on the top of her foot, enjoying the soft texture of her skin.

“Mhhm, more,” she says, the sound of satisfaction almost sexual.

That spurred me on. I covered the tops of her feet in kisses, careful not to slobber disrespectfully. When she raised a toe I slipped it into my mouth without waiting for further command, enjoying the little gasp of pleasure she lets out. When she presented the sole of her foot I kissed that, allowing my tongue to dart out and caress her. I felt at that moment like I had found my place.

“God, that feels so nice, so relaxing. Even better than a foot rub. I would love to let you do this all night.”

I imagined that for a moment. Her lying in bed, drifting off to sleep while I lie at the end of her bed like a loyal pet, nuzzling and licking her toes. God, what’s wrong with me? I should want, do want, to be doing other things in her bed. Licking her pussy, fucking her. Making her come in my passionate embrace.

“Unfortunately though, I’ve got a busy day tomorrow. We’re going to have to call it a night.”

I let out a pathetic little noise of disappointment but got up and prepared to leave, “Thank you, for a lovely night.”

“No, thank you,” she said, stroking my face and smiling. For a moment, it all felt very normal. “Would you like to hang out tomorrow?”

“Yes!” I say, aware that I sound desperate but not particularly caring. Tomorrow was Valentine’s Day. That had to mean something, right?

“Excellent. I’m really busy tomorrow during the day, I have a track meet and then a tutorial. Hopefully I’ll have time after that, although I have a bunch of chores to get through as well.”

“Anything I can help with?” I ask. “Since I’m your little helper.”

“Sure, if you don’t mind!” without waiting for further confirmation she went to her kitchen drawer and fished out a spare set of keys. “I’ll text you a list of things I have to do. It’s just a couple of household tasks really, shouldn’t take more than an hour or two. That way, when I get back we’ll have more time to hang!”

I said my goodbyes and made my way out the door, Vanessa sending me off with an electrifying kiss on the cheek. I wrestled with a potent potpourri of emotions, my mind swirling with danger and possibility. This night had not gone to plan, and there was something about her attitude that told me she was always going to be the one in control. If I wasn’t careful I was going to end up completely under her thumb, hopelessly besotted with no hope of a normal relationship. On the other hand, she had left me her keys and told me to let myself in. That meant she trusted me. Perhaps this is all just a game, or a test. I might be in with a shot after all!

And anyway, her being a little kinky certainly wasn’t the worst thing in the world! I was more than happy to play her little games.


Worshipping My Goddess


14th of February

I opened the door to reveal the scene of the previous night’s delightful degradation, the apartment bathed in the bright and welcoming afternoon sun. I was laden down with grocery bags, Vanessa having sent me a shopping list earlier in the day, as well as a bouquet of flowers. One trip to the grocery store for dinner and snacks, another to the drug store for some cosmetics, lotions, and oils. I could have been annoyed about her transparently taking advantage of my goodwill and infatuation, but the kisses at the end of last night’s test and the idea of using those lotions on her gorgeous body blunted any potential ill will.

I had spent the whole night awake in a kind of sexual fever, unable to find relief no matter what I tried. My mind was filled with images of Vanessa and memories of our strange, halting game. Her sitting proud above me, me bowing my head down in front of her. The feeling of her lips on my cheek, her feet on my back. Even more deliciously torturous were the unbidden fantasies, the thrilling possibilities presented by the following day. Would I get to kiss her properly? To pleasure her more directly? To fuck her?

I didn’t have expectations, only hopes. Those hopes kept me company as I worked through my list of “helpful household favors”, which I was at least clearheaded enough to recognize as chores. I put away the shopping, cleaned the kitchen, and prepared a large salad for later. I noticed that Vanessa had left several dirty cups and dishes around, clearly not bothering to clean up since she knew I would be there to do it later. Along the same lines, I noticed clothes strewn across the floor, including her underwear, obviously just left there for me to collect when I was doing the laundry. That would be my next task.

She had asked me to put on a load of laundry for her, which would require me to go into her room and collect the hamper full of clothes before putting them in the machine. She specified that her underwear needed to be separated out for handwashing at a later point, but that I only needed to wash one load of ordinary clothes. Going into her room when she wasn’t there felt strangely intimate, almost taboo, as did picking through her underwear.

I picked her discarded socks up from the couch, finding a black lacy thong on the floor just next to it. The feeling of the lace in my hand and the thought of its proximity to her intimate areas was enough to cause a renewed stir of arousal inside me. Jesus, was I getting jealous of a piece of fabric?

As I crossed the threshold of her room I felt an illicit thrill, like I was entering a sacred chamber uninvited. But I was invited, I reminded myself, because she likes and trusts me. I went to her bathroom to collect the overflowing hamper of clothes, but on my way I noticed something strange in the corner of the room. Piled up were what looked like a selection of packages, wrapped or gift-bagged in various sizes. It wouldn’t have looked out of place under a Christmas tree, except today wasn’t Christmas. It was Valentine’s Day.

What was all this about? I didn’t know Vanessa well. In fact, no one here did. While she was popular in her various clubs and societies, she had only transferred to our small college town last semester. Did she have some secret boyfriend I didn’t know about?

I pushed the notion out of my head, unwilling to deal with the implications. Instead, I busied myself in my task, taking the dirty clothes to the small utility room to fill the machine. As I separated her fancy bras and underwear from the sportswear and everyday clothes I found myself getting hornier and hornier. I thought about her round ass in these tight gym shorts as she worked out, about her touching herself in these frilly panties. Before I realized what I was doing I found myself holding a pair of her used underwear to my face, taking a deep breath that seemed to send a jolt through my body.

What’s wrong with you? I snapped out of it almost immediately, realizing how out of line that was. I was worked up, frustrated and crazed with horny anticipation, but there was no need for that kind of pervy bullshit. Putting that shameful diversion to the side, I finished loading the machine and made my way back to the kitchen.

“Hey, hey, I’m home!” came her cry when she entered a few minutes later. Vanessa’s voice sent me swooning all over again, and I found myself bounding to the door to meet her. She dropped her bag to the floor and gave me a hug, her body as warm and soft as a bed at the end of a long day. She thanked me for all my help, heaping welcome praise on me for my kindness and selflessness.

“You’re amazing Donnie, you don’t know how happy it makes me to come home to a lovely clean house after a busy day!” she peeled off her sweatshirt to reveal that she was still wearing her gym clothes underneath, presumably not having had time to change yet. “God, I’m so tired!”

“No worries, anytime,” I replied, as if I didn’t have chores, hobbies, and studies of my own.

“I’ve not even had time to shower yet. I bet I stink,” she raised her arm, inviting me to take a sniff. When I pulled back she grabbed my head and pulled me close. “Don’t be a killjoy! Tell me, do I smell sweaty?”

“A little,” I pull back, laughing it off to hide the fact that I kind of liked the game. Liked how she smelled, musky but feminine, and liked how she took charge of me.

She giggled and asked me for a glass of water while she made her way to the couch, launching into a recounting of her day. A hard but successful athletics meet followed by a long and boring seminar. It felt nice just to hear her talk about her day, intimate in its banality and ease. I sat down next to her on the sofa and she immediately propped her legs up over mine as she took the glass of ice cold water.

“Could you help me with my shoes? I’m shattered.”

I could see where this was going, Vanessa clearly being happy to pick up where we left off last night. I undid the laces and slid off her sneakers, dropping them to the floor and chancing a stroke of her legs under her tracksuit. I took her socked feet on my hand, feeling warmth and just a hint of moisture.

“Donnie,” she said, her voice trailing up in the telltale sign of a request that couldn’t be refused. “Could you please kiss them again? Like last night? It was just so relaxing, and I could really use that now!”

I hesitated for a moment, but what could I say, what could I do? I slid a finger under her sports socks and removed them one by one. She raised her foot to my mouth and allowed me to start smothering them in gentle kisses.

“They must be sweaty,” she said, declaring the fact rather than apologizing. “But that’s why it’s sexy.”

That second statement came from her in a low and quiet voice, an unmistakable tinge of genuine arousal in her voice. That filled me with perverse pride. I was able to please this beautiful goddess, even if it was through unconventional methods.

We went on like that for several minutes until she finished her drink and excused herself to go to the bathroom. I sat on the couch, trying to arrange myself in such a way as to cover my erection. I’d been horny for so long now that I was surprised I had any blood left in my brain.

Vanessa stopped to smell the flowers I had brought her, arranged nicely in an empty vase that I had found in her kitchen.

“These are lovely, thank you! You’re the best!”

My heart swelled and I grinned, pleased to have pleased her.

“No problem, just a little present,” I could feel a risky question bubbling up, but couldn’t stop the curious part of my brain and needy part of my personality from pouring out. “I noticed you have quite a few gifts in your room.”

“Oh yeah, those have been arriving over the last few days. It’s a bit weird really, they are from some old admirers.”

“Admirers?”

“Yeah. Old friends, some ex-boyfriends, guys from my old college. Just a couple of people who have a bit of a thing for me, I guess.”

“They aren’t bothering you, are they?” I asked, suddenly feeling protective. Were these guys stalking her?

“No, no, it’s all harmless really. A little silly, but nothing to worry about. Trust me.”

“If you’re sure,” I said.

There was a moment of awkward silence as we both seemed to figure out where that conversation left us. I hoped I hadn’t come across as jealous or possessive. I mean, I had brought her some presents, could I really blame her if some other guys felt the same?

“Thanks so much for everything Donnie,” she said, breaking the tension. “It’s amazing to come home and be able to just hang out with you. You even did my laundry.”

“I did!”

“I hope you didn’t sniff my panties, you naughty, naughty boy!” she wagged her finger, mock stern.

Her obviously jokey tone should have made it easy to play off. All I needed to do was fire back with some quip, or even just laugh along. Instead, my face betrayed me, a red blush of shame coming to my cheeks. She picked up on it instantly.

“No, what? Come on, you didn’t!”

“No, of course I didn’t,” I scrambled, but by then it was too late. She had seen straight through me. The denials choked up in my throat as I looked into her knowing eyes. Why did I have to be such a fucking pervert? Why did I have to fuck this all up? I felt, and must have looked, like I was about to cry.

“Oh Donnie, it’s OK,” she said, suddenly reassuring. “I mean, it’s not really OK, it’s a bit weird and invasive, but I understand.”

I simply stared back at her, amazed at her mercy, waiting for her to go on.

“We all have our little kinks, I know I do. And I know how worked up you must be after last night.”

I felt myself nodding weakly, feeling like a dam of emotion and arousal was about to break inside me. She was like some kind of saint. A sexy, sexy saint.

“I know we aren’t going out, so full sex is off the cards, but you’ve helped me so much today. I do intend to let you, ehm, relieve yourself. I’ll even help you out. I know you have needs.”

My heart and my cock jumped at that. Was she suggesting what I thought she was? She said sex was off the table, but had I managed luck my way into something approaching sex with her? Already?

“Of course, you’ll need to take care of me first.”

***

Vanessa’s needs were clearly sexual, but not only sexual. First, she had me prepare the rest of dinner, some chicken in a white wine sauce to go with the salad. Then, after a pleasant meal with wine and music, she decided it was time to open the presents from her other admirers. I pushed down any feelings of jealousy, telling myself I had no right to be possessive. On top of that, I didn’t have any need to be jealous. I was the one in Vanessa’s house, spending time with her on Valentine’s Day. Those other men had lost. I was winning.

She took a seat on the couch and played around on her phone while I did the dishes and then went through to her room to gather up the packages. I piled them up next to her and she clapped her hands in excitement, adorable and sincere enough to blast away any glimmers of resentment I might have been feeling.

“My shoulders are killing me! Could you give them a little rub?”

I stood behind her and began inexpertly kneading her shoulder while she picked up the first box. She seemed to appreciate the massage despite my lack of experience, while I was simply enjoying the feeling of being close to her. She sighed and sank into the cushions, seeming to be completely at ease being waited on like this, like it wasn’t her first time.

The first gift was a pair of expensive-looking black high heels, which she instructed me to place on her feet. Again, I reminded myself that while someone else had sent them it was me getting to enjoy how they looked at the end of her long legs. Besides, she had unceremoniously discarded the greeting card that came with the gift, seeming to have no interest or romantic inclination towards whoever sent it.

The second gift was an assortment of chocolates, fancy truffles in a bow-tied box. She bit into the first one and led out an almost orgasmic moan of pleasure, a noise that set my heart racing. I continued rubbing her in silence as she ate another three of the delicious chocolates. On her first bite of the next chocolate she suddenly let out an exclamation of disgust.

“Eugh, coconut! I hate coconut. Here, you have it.”

She offered up the remainder of the chocolate truffle straight to my face, and without a moment’s hesitation I leaned my head over and took it in my mouth without stopping my massage. I’m literally eating out of her hand, I thought. I’m something between a dog and a trashcan.

“Good boy,” she said quietly, confirming my shameful thoughts but sending a wave of submissive satisfaction through me.

The next gift was exciting for both of us. She unfurled a lacy red set of lingerie, smiling as she felt the sensual material between her fingers. I could feel my cock stirring as I pictured her sexy body clad in the sensuous bra and panties, and hoped against hope that I would get to see that one day.

That day came sooner than I thought. Instantly, in fact.

“How about a little fashion show? Since you’ve been so good to me today?”

“Fashion show?”

“Yeah! I can try this skimpy little number on, and you can tell me how it looks. Sound good?”

“Sounds amazing!” I replied, not even bothering to hide my enthusiasm.

“Great! The thing is, I would feel a bit vulnerable doing that while you’re still fully clothed. You wouldn’t want me to feel vulnerable, would you?”

“No, of course not.”

“Awesome. So, I’ll go get changed in the room and you can get undressed and wait for me out here.”

“Sure,” I was excited and apprehensive. This was a step closer to sex with Vanessa, and I always knew that would require me to get naked. Still, I was a little self-conscious. I had a decent body, but next to her I felt ugly and unworthy. More than that, I didn’t want her to be disappointed by the frankly average size of my dick.

I stripped down with shaking hands while I waited for her to come back, heart beating with anticipation. I didn’t know if she wanted me fully naked, so compromised my keeping on my best pair of boxer shorts. I was ready far before her, so folded up my clothes and paced a little while waiting, trying not to get ahead of myself by imagining what might come next. Just enjoy the ride, I told myself.

“OK, sit down and close your eyes!” came her voice from the bedroom. I followed her instructions, sitting and waiting with bated breath as I listened to the click of her footsteps. “Open them!”

She was a vision in red lace, looking like a cross between an angel and a centerfold. She had kept her heels on, combing with the high cut panties to make her toned legs look impossibly long. Her breasts were pert and inviting in the well-fitted bra, and she had put on some red lipstick to complete the look. As she spun and posed like a giggling fashion model I felt a sudden urge to give myself to her in every way. To place my wallet in her hands and my heart at her feet. To grovel in supplication and pledge myself to her happiness. To kiss her ass and polish her shoes and do anything else to show my heartfelt devotion.

I understood now why she seemed so determined to dominate and use me. It wasn’t just a kink, it was a calling.

“Well, what do you think?” I started back dumbstruck for a moment until she suddenly lifted a leg and placed her high heel on my engorged cock. “Don’t worry, I can tell you like it.”

“You look like a goddess,” I whispered, the sincerity of my servile devotion overcoming any need to seem suave or in control.

“Aw, you’re sweet,” she said, taking the compliment like it was one she was used to receiving. “But you are also a bit naughty. I told you to get undressed. I meant all the way.”

“Sorry, I wasn’t sure if-

“That’s OK baby, stand up.”

Vanessa swapped positions with me, taking a seat with one leg crossed over the other while I stood in front of her, the tent in my underwear lewdly pointing toward her. This was it.

“Take them off for me,” she still looked angelic, but also less wholesome. A hungry, predatory look had come into her eyes. I slowly rolled down my waistband, trying to look confident. My cock sprung free of its confine, instantly and fully erect as I awaited her judgment.

“Oh my God, adorable!”, she said. “Soooo cute.”

Cute, adorable. Not exactly insults, but also not what you are hoping to hear the first time a woman sees you naked. I felt a wave of nerves and disappointment begin to form, until she reached out and touched me.

I might have hoped for a stroke, caress, lick, or kiss to grace my cock. Instead, I got a light slap. Vanessa giggled as my appendage wiggled back to center with each small touch, treating it more like some executive desk toy than a sexual organ. Still, the feeling of her fingers on my most sensitive areas sent jolts though me, and I felt like I might come already. I hadn’t had any problems with stamina in my admittedly limited sexual history, but the day of teasing and anticipation had taken its toll.

“You must be pretty desperate to come,” she observed, reading my mind and my body. I nodded in response, too on edge to speak. “I know you have needs, but today mine come first. Agreed?”

“Agreed,” I gasped. What else could I have said? At that moment I would have agreed to anything just to make her smile, never mind to achieve sexual satisfaction.

“Good boy. Lie down with your head here,” she pointed at her feet. I positioned myself with my head directly underneath her and my feet pointing toward the TV. “I want you to put on a little show for me. Touch your cute cock, but do not come until I say so.”

I didn’t know what little game she was playing, but I knew that I wanted and needed to follow her rules. I started to slowly, slowly stroke myself while I looked up, seeing the red sole of her black high heel hover over my face. After a moment of enjoying my performance, she removed the heel from her foot before hovering the sole an inch above my nose.

“Sniff,” she said. I responded immediately, the aroma of her hard day’s exercise filling me with pleasure rather than disgust. If this was her kink then it was mine now as well, such was my devotion to this beauty.

Vanessa moved her foot up and away from me slightly, forcing me to crane my neck as my nose followed her instinctually. Suddenly she pressed down, her divine sole making contact with my face as she pushed my head back onto the floor with a giggle. I heard her kick off the other shoe seconds before the other foot landed down on my face, pinning my head to the floor while I played with my cock.

“I fucking love this,” she murmured to herself. I wasn’t sure if she meant the sight of me, the power trip of my debasement, or the attention I was paying her feet. Probably all three. “Kiss.”

I obeyed, puckering up my lips to kiss the ball of her foot. I heard a gentle rustle of fabric and a soft moan of pleasure, sparking a delicious and frustrating realization. Vanessa was touching herself along with me.

I lost track of time, but for the next however long I allowed her to use me however she pleased. She pinched and kneaded my face with her toes, at times grinding and squeezing as she sacrificed my comfort for her pleasure. She directed me to move from kissing to licking, my tongue tasting the heat and effort of the day as I cleaned and soothed her tired feet.

“Suck them,” she gasped, clearly in the throes of pleasure. I took each toe in my mouth, sucking gently before swirling around them with my tongue. She purred appreciatively, and I could hear the maddening sound of her fingers working on her clit. Without asking or giving forewarning Vanessa angled her foot down so that her toes were pushing into my open mouth, like a ballerina en pointe. She worked the toes down until all five digits fit snugly in my mouth, making me gag and splutter slightly as I struggled, despite my abject humiliation, to continue licking in a way that might please her. The sound of my struggle only seemed to spur her on, her lewd moans of pleasure filling my ears.

Throughout this disgracing of my face I continued to touch myself, occasionally taking a break to stop myself from coming. These little breaks became more and more frequent as I found myself balanced on the precipice, my hungry cock twitching in the wind in between sessions of entertaining self-abuse. Eventually, Vanessa took note of my difficulties.

“I’m loving the show, but you need a break,” she said, as if I had been doing her a favor like mowing the lawn. “I’ll let you eat my pussy if you like.”

Let me. She knew exactly what I power dynamic here was. I might have been her “little helper”, but it was her who was doing me a favor, deigning to let me worship at her altar. It was humiliating, but she was exactly correct.

“Please, yes,” I gasped as she removed her perfect feet from my face. There was no point in pretending that I wouldn’t have sold my soul to taste her.

“I don’t want you to rush, OK?” she said, peeling off her red thong. “Remember, this is all about helping me relax, so go slow until I tell you.”

“Uh-huh,” I replied, my mind a blank piece of paper. I was far too captivated by the vision of her gorgeous pussy to form any coherent thought beyond blind obedience. I had read before about pilgrims going into a stupefied reverie, a kind of dumbfounded religious ecstasy, when they finally reached the object of their spiritual desire. That is how I felt in that moment, finally seeing my Holy Grail.

“Well, don’t just look at it, Donnie,” she giggled, “eat it.”

She guided my head in-between her legs, my lips quickly finding hers. She was wet already from her own attentions and from my debasement at her feet, allowing me to savor the taste of her. I planted one reverent kiss and then, following her instructions, I began to lick her ever so gently.

“Mhhhm, good boy,” Vanessa stroked my head encouragingly. I fell into an enjoyable rhythm, the outside world falling away as my senses narrowed and focused in on her body.

My attention was only pulled away when I heard her turn on the TV. After a moment of her scrolling I heard the unmistakable sound of pornography fill the room.

“Shush, keep going,” she said, sending my discomfort and surprise. I kept licking as what sounded like lesbian lovemaking was joined by Vanessa’s moaning. “God, this is so much better than my vibrator.”

That statement confirmed the dynamic and stamped it into my brain. I wasn’t having oral sex with her. Rather, my mouth was her newest sex toy, and I was a human masturbatory aid. I lost track of time as she used me in this way, her occasional verbal instructions augmented with physical guidance as she prodded my head and pulled my hair like a rider controlling a horse. As her chosen video reached its climax so did she, the pitch of her voice, the tension in her body, and the wetness of her pussy all telling me she was close. Suddenly, her legs went tight and she pulled my face in even closer, bucking to a powerful orgasm as my tongue worked her clit.

I kept licking diligently, taking her silence and gentle stroking of my head as a sign that she wanted my increasingly tired tongue to soothe her. It felt for a while like she might fall asleep, and I wondered whether she would expect me to keep going like this until she said stop.

“Good boy, Donnie” she murmured in a post-coital fog. “Almost time for your reward.”

I was suddenly filled with nervous anticipation. What was she about to give me? Would she touch me? Suck my dick? I couldn’t predict her next move. I could never have predicted that my being caught out perving on her panties would result in a sexual reward from a woman so out of my league. Despite the humiliation she had put me through, I was getting very, very lucky.

“Lie down on the couch,” Vanessa directed, arranging me so I was lying lengthwise along the padded cushions. She took off her bra and tossed it to the side, revealing her perky breasts and pink nipples. However, my sight was taken from me before I had much of a chance to admire her body as Vanessa quickly straddled my face, the gorgeous globes of her ass smothering me entirely. She wiggled and shifted, repositioning until my face was completely trapped. Her thighs clamped down on either side of my head while her soaking pussy covered my mouth, leaving my eyes blind and my nose firmly ensconced between her cheeks, nuzzling her hole.

I enjoyed the musky, womanly smell of Vanessa’s body almost as much as the taste of her cum, although I was keenly aware that she still hadn’t showered after her day of hard exercise. Apparently, it wasn’t enough for me to have become her personal foot cleaner. I was now going to have my face used as her ass wipe as well.

“You can use one hand to touch yourself and the other one to tap if you need air,” she said, as if it was the most natural arrangement in the world. I followed her instructions, beginning to slowly stroke myself. I wasn’t sure if her command not to come yet was still in place but decided to take my time anyway. As degrading as this was, I didn’t want it to end.

Vanessa gave occasional instructions, telling me to lick, kiss, or suck as she shifted around on my face. For the most part, though, she simply sat on me like a queen on a throne, sometimes grinding on me for her own pleasure or amusement. Time seemed to fall away as I fell deep into a submissive state, until suddenly my reverie was broken by the sound of her phone vibrating.

“Hey girl! How’s it going?”

Vanessa has chosen to answer the cell phone, apparently content to have a conversation with one of her girlfriends, perhaps even one of our shared social circle, while I was trapped beneath her glorious ass. I let out a little involuntary moan of surprise, perhaps subconsciously trying to remind her that there was a person rather than an object underneath her, but she simply responded by driving her weight down and tensing her ass. The result was that my nose was clamped firmly between her cheeks with my ears being enveloped by her thighs, restricting both my breathing and my hearing. I could only catch snippets of the one-sided conversation above me.

“I’m good, just chilling! What? How can you tell? Yeah, you know it… don’t, it’s not like that! Yeah, uh huh I have another one, don’t you worry.”

Another one? It was difficult to be sure, but I had a strange feeling that some of this conversation was about me. Or, at least, it was about Vanessa’s plaything. This whole crazy experience was new to me, but had she done something like this before? Or was I being hopelessly self-aware and paranoid?

The restricted oxygen and sexual fog prevented any further analysis on that front. My intellectual faculties took a back seat as my perceptions narrowed to a few key elements– the smell and taste of Vanessa, the feeling of her weight on me, and the desperate pumping of my hand on my cock.

“Yeah, yeah, that sounds good… Let’s hang tomorrow, I’ll give you all the juicy details. Byeeee!”

I sensed her throw the phone to the side, which she followed up by increasing her grinding motions. I could tell she was going to squeeze out another orgasm on my willing face, clearly not satiated by my previous efforts.

“I’m enjoying the show Donnie, but as a favor I’m going to help finish you off. Would you like that?”

I tried to moan an affirmation and was met with a laugh, possibly at the vibrations my efforts caused or at the debasing position I had found myself in.

“Tongue out Donnie, lick if you want me to make you come.”

I did as she said, pushing my exhausted tongue out to lap at her wet cunt with renewed vigor. She shuffled forward and slapped my hand out of the way, taking control from me. The feeling of her warm palm and agile fingers wrapping around my cock sent a shiver through me, and I could quickly feel myself approaching the edge. At the same time, her repositioning meant that my tongue was now making contact with her ass rather than her pussy. I wondered if this was some deliberate tactic, an effort to condition me into further submission, to emphasize that my orgasm could only be achieved when worshipping the filthiest part of her body. I was beyond caring though, and when the command came to clean my sweaty asshole with your mouth, I obeyed. I pushed my tongue against her puckered hole and swirled it around just as I felt the uncontrollable rush of orgasm move through my body. I felt ecstatic as I reached the edge of that precipice, preparing to explode in the hand of my muse, my goddess, until suddenly-

Nothing. No, worse than nothing. A total and utter lack of stimulation, just at the moment when it was most needed. It was the feeling of the rug being pulled from under you. The feeling of panic between falling and hitting the ground. Frustration, shame, and a sudden absence of pleasure that felt almost like pain.

Vanessa had removed her hand just at the moment of no return, cruelly ruining my orgasm. I could feel cum dribbling from the end of my cock as it twitched, desperately seeking some kind of friction, but felt none of the satisfaction or release that I had expected.

Vanessa let out a cruel and mocking laugh that told me she knew exactly what she was doing. That was only confirmed by her next statement.

“That’s punishment for sniffing my underwear, you little pervert. Now- Don’t. Stop. Licking.”

I obeyed despite everything, my tongue working hard to please while her fingers went to work giving her clit to pleasure that they had denied my cock. She came within moments, clearly pushed over the edge by my denial and my pathetic writhing, giving out a shuddering moan as she ground out a second orgasm on my face.

After the peak had passed she propped herself up, hovering a few inches above my face. I wondered if she was about to unleash further indignity on my face, the possibility of her squirting on me seeming both disgusting and exciting. Perhaps thinking better than pushing me that far, or simply hoping to avoid staining her couch, Vanessa instead got off me and walked unsteadily to the bathroom to clean up. I simply lay there in our juices, wired with frustration but too lost in submissive exhaustion to move.

“Thank you,” she said when she returned, handing me some wet wipes to clean myself up. “You took your punishment well and you were a great little helper. I feel very relaxed.”

I felt an intense mixture of emotions. Frustration that I had been denied, humiliation at the way I had been used. Shame at my own perverted behavior and relief at how easily she had let me off. Adoration and gratitude that this gorgeous angel even let me near here, never mind allowing me such intimacy and trust. Pride that I had helped to satisfy her. More than anything, I felt a submissive desire to please.

“Thank you, and sorry,” I said, looking up at her in barely disguised awe. “Is there anything else I can do? Another foot rub, or-“

She interrupted before I could debase myself any further, “Oh, that sounds lovely Donnie, and I appreciate how eager you are, but I better get to bed soon.”

I gave a forlorn nod and started to get up, looking for my clothes. I felt utterly used but didn’t want to offend her by outstaying my welcome.

“Wait, actually there is something you can do! I’ll be back in a minute; you keep getting dressed.”

I did as she said, forcing my predictably still erect cock into my jeans and buttoning my shirt. Vanessa moved about in the other rooms out of sight, before calling out and telling me to shut my eyes.

“Ready?” she asked, standing in front of me.

“Ready.”

“Open your eyes!”

I opened my eyes to see Vanessa dressed in a silk robe, holding a bag full of underwear in her arms. God knows how she had more dirty underwear for me, but apparently she did. She plucked out a pair of panties from the bag and held it up to my shocked face, giggling as she pushed them under my nose.

“This is my Valentine’s gift to you, since you liked them so much! And in return you can handwash them and bring them over on Monday?”

“Monday?” I said, mind reeling with shame and excitement, disgrace and possibility.

“Yeah, you can come over on Monday night. I’ll need a bit of relaxation after I hit the gym. OK, bestie?”

“OK.”

As I walked home frustrated in the cold I realized that I had no idea what I was getting myself in for, but that I wouldn’t change it for the world.
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