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Ecstasy

I pulled up at Vanessa’s house on a bright Friday morning, my small car laden with camping equipment and booze. We were going to a music festival and, despite my better judgment, I thought this might be the weekend when we took our relationship to the next level. My hope was that we would soon be going from friends who fooled around to an actual couple.

Over the past couple of months we had settled into a mutually beneficial if decidedly one-sided arrangement. We were friends with benefits, although Vanessa got decidedly more benefits than me. We hung out, watched movies, grabbed coffee, and even fooled around, although I found myself giving far more often than receiving in that regard. I was always the designated driver, I carried the shopping, and I helped clean her house when she was busy with college and track meets. And of course, she always came first. The one thing she didn’t let me do was pay for too much stuff, insisting on her independence.

I didn’t mind, of course. I was a giving, generous kind of guy. More than that, Vanessa was an absolute goddess- stunning, funny, and smart. I felt lucky just to be around her. The one sticking point was sex. Not our “sex life”, such as it was. I was more than happy to service her in any way she liked and was more than content with whatever attention she let me have. The issue was that she was still seeing other guys.

I couldn’t really blame her for this. Since I had first made my move on her around Valentine’s Day she had been very clear with me that she wasn’t interested in monogamy. I was her “little helper”, something more than a fuckbuddy but not someone she was exclusive with. She didn’t seem to mind the idea of me having other girlfriends either, even encouraging it at times, but that just wasn't something I had the headspace for. I was far too besotted with Vanessa.

I knew jealousy and possessiveness would get me nowhere with this fiery and self-assured woman, and she knew I wouldn’t walk away over this either. That had been made very clear after the 4th of July party, when her sleeping with our hot classmate hadn’t stopped me crawling back into her bed in the morning. Instead, I had resolved to simply bide my time, displaying my worth to her as a friend and lover, hoping that she would see the value in spending her life with me.

Does that sound naïve? Overly optimistic? Pathetic, even?

Yes, I’m well aware. But if you saw Vanessa, you would understand.

She skipped out her front door in full festival boho chic, a small backpack slung over her shoulder, and my heart skipped a beat the way it always did when I saw her. Her blonde hair was fixed into a long braid while she was dressed in a white flowy crop top and hot pants that showed off plenty of her tanned and tight body. I knew from some pictures she had sent that her evening outfit would be even more revealing, all bare skin and bright latex to fit in with the rave crowd. She had opted to wear what looked like a sparklingly new pair of rain boots, prepared for the small possibility of bad weather despite the sunny forecasts. She looked cute, carefree, and ready to party.

“Heeeey Donnie!” Vanessa skipped over to me and pulled me into a big hug. When she greeted me with this kind of girlish enthusiasm it was impossible not to feel like we were a real, proper couple. “All set? I’m so excited!”

“I’m buzzing,” I said, hugging her back and subtly taking in the smell of her hair. Truth be told the electronic music at this festival was more her scene than mine but I was delighted to be accompanying her, particularly since none of our other friends were up for it. We got in the car and got going, chatting while I drove and Vanessa relaxed with her feet up on the dashboard.

We made good time on the quiet roads, arriving at the festival before the worst of the traffic. We chatted about our plans for our final year of college, gossiped about friends, and debated cheerfully about music. It felt for all the world like we were some ordinary couple.

We got our wristbands as we drove into the campsite, the security guard blatantly checking Vanessa out as he handed them to us. I couldn’t blame him, of course, and felt a burst of pride about the fact that I was here with her. I would like to think I was too good of a feminist to take pride in showing up with a gorgeous girl on my arm, but we all have our pride.

We managed to get our tent, booze, and bags from the car park to the camping area in one trip, with me taking the bulk of the heavy equipment. Vanessa helped me set up the tent, a large and comfortable model that I had bought especially for the occasion after lying that I already had one, before relaxing with a beer while I put on the finishing touches.

“Thanks for coming to this with me Donnie, I really appreciate it!” she said, looking relaxed and happy in the glittering sunshine. “Still, it’s a pity we’re missing our usual Friday night hang. Between training yesterday and these boots I could really use one of your amazing foot rubs.”

We had fallen into a common routine where I would go over to Vanessa’s for a “movie night” almost every Friday. In practice, it was basically a pamper party combined with a booty call for her. I would provide her with shoulder and foot massages while we hung out, inevitably progressing to me licking her to a gentle, satisfying orgasm. On most occasions, it would end there with me getting her another drink and her stroking my head while she bathed in the post-orgasm glow. Occasionally she would deign to give me a handjob or even suck me off, giving me a buzz of sexual and emotional satisfaction that would blot out any misgivings I had about our clearly one-sided relationship.

Those beautiful moments were always a double-edged sword though. The times when she gave me pleasure were also the times when her more dominant side came out. I didn’t mind indulging her kinks by kissing her feet while she stroked me or begging to come while she teased me on the edge, but Vanessa had also decided to start using these times to mention other men she had been with. She was generally sensitive to my infatuation with her, keeping her own dating life mostly quiet while subtly encouraging me to branch out as well, but she seemed to enjoy waiting until she held my decidedly average cock in her hand to tell me about some big-dicked stud she had met last week. I worried that she was almost conditioning me not to mind about her other lovers by having me associate her varied sex life with my own satisfaction, the same way the sight of her bare feet seemed to send me into a grateful and submissive reverie.

The one time I had tried to protest she had shushed me like a misbehaving dog and had shoved her worn panties in my mouth. I took the hint. There was a price to being Vanessa’s special friend, her lover, her “little helper.” She was a kinky, dominant goddess and I would be happy to indulge her in that until she realized how good it would be to be with me full-time.

“I could rub your feet now if you like?” I knew when as I said it that it was needy and undignified to jump at her hint so eagerly but I had long accepted that my best chance of making Vanessa mine was to make her as happy as possible. Plus, I had been struggling to keep my eyes off her cute little feet with their electric blue toenails when we were in the car.

“Are you sure? I mean, that would be amazing. Oh Donnie, you’re the best!”

She scooted her camping chair close to me, took off her boots, and propped her feet in my lap while my heart swelled with pride. I started rubbing her socked feet but after a few moments she indicated with a wordless gesture that I should take them off. I marveled at how soft her skin was and how perfectly proportioned her toes were.

Vanessa closed her eyes and sipped her beer while I worked. Her ignoring me while I was doing something to bring her pleasure sometimes made me feel insignificant, like a serf toiling at the feet of his queen, but truth me told I had even started to get a submissive little buzz of that. Anyway, the small moans of satisfaction that she gave would have made any humiliation worthwhile.

“What a well-trained boyfriend,” came a comment from a woman picking her way through the tents with a beer and a cigarette in her hand.

“Fuck yeah. My man hardly ever eats me out, never mind rubbing my feet like that,” said her friend. “You keep a hold of him!”

Vanessa laughed and waved to them, making my heart fill with pride. I kept rubbing with a big smile on my face, even when a passing guy coughed the words simp and whipped loud enough for me to hear. Vanessa hadn’t bothered to correct those women about me being her boyfriend and their comments had only served to underscore the value that I was trying to demonstrate to her. Maybe my plan, to treat her like a princess until she realized how good we were together, was going to work.

The music had already started, so it was soon time to head into the arena. Vanessa thanked me with a kiss on the cheek and had me fetch her sandals. As we made our way to the main stage in the evening sun Vanessa slipped her hand into mine and chatted with an infectious enthusiasm. Within half an hour I had her up on my shoulders so she could get a good view, her creamy thighs wrapped around my ears from a different angle than usual.

We spent the next few hours cycling between the three main stages and the bar, stopping to share some overpriced fries when we got hungry from all the dancing. Maybe it wasn't my kind of music, but I was having the best time. The weather was gorgeous and I was dancing with the love of my life.

After the sun went down it was time for a trip back to the tent to drink some of the booze we had brought with us and unwind for a while. Vanessa insisted that I come into the tent to help her get changed into her nighttime outfit, a skimpy latex bra and hotpants with straps crisscrossing her taunt body. It was a get-up that made her look like some kind of rave dominatrix. My “help” consisted of a makeout session, with a tipsily horny Vanessa stripping down to her thong before kissing me hard. I responded hungrily, delighted at my unexpected sexual success. She was soon rubbing my desperate cock through my trousers while she pressed herself lewdly against me. I was dripping precum and could feel myself moving inexorably towards a humiliating, deal-breaking orgasm, but my body didn’t want her to stop. Just when I was about to reach the point of no return she relented, pulling back and looking at me with a mischievous smile.

“Just something to think about when you’re dirty dancing with me. Now come on, let’s get back out there.”

***

We collapsed back into our tent after five hours of dancing to raucous, upbeat electronic music in the middle of packed crowds. I felt absolutely exhausted from the dancing and the sweltering heat of all those drunk young bodies around us, although the super-fit Vanessa still seemed raring to go. We hadn’t been able to keep our hands off each other, giggling and flirting like new lovers as we danced, and I felt confident that I was about to get lucky.

My suspicions were confirmed as soon as the tent door was closed behind us, with Vanessa leaping on me like a tigress. We kissed while I tried to psych myself up for what I thought was about to happen. I was going to enjoy fucking her, with her teasing and hot, kinky outfit building me up into a frenzy, but I also knew that I had to use my tired body to please her. This was my big opportunity.

Vanessa pushed me onto the floor and kneeled back, telling me to get naked. She watched me intently while I fumbled with my clothes with a mischievous look on her face. Once I was naked and vulnerable it was time for her to unveil her beautiful body to me, a sight that never failed to astound me no matter how many times I was blessed. It took her a moment, but she managed to peel off her skin-tight top, revealing her impossibly perky and gorgeous breasts. She guided my mouth to them and let me kiss and suck for a heavenly moment, before having me help her with her latex shorts, stuck to her legs after hours of sweaty dancing. She looked perfect, and not for the first time I thanked all the gods that Vanessa was in my life.

I assumed Vanessa would want me to start by licking her, the way I did almost every Friday night. To my surprise, she kissed me and rolled backward, pulling me on top of her. My twitching cock was at her entrance and I could feel how wet she was already.

“Fuck me. I need cock.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. I slipped inside her, marveling at how someone else’s body could produce such magical feelings. This wasn’t the first time I had fucked Vanessa, but it was the first time that it hadn’t come after some humiliating prelude. This last time had been a complex and bittersweet dish to swallow, my emotions conflicted between shame, pride, and outright lust. This time was going to be sweet and simple.

I resisted the urge to fuck her furiously, making sure to keep a good, even rhythm. I knew from overhearing her encounter with Tyler that she liked it hard, but I also knew that a bit of build-up would be necessary. I wanted to show her a good time and show her that I could fuck. I also wanted this to be romantic. Well, as romantic as fucking in a sweaty tent in a filthy crowded campsite at a music festival could be.

Vanessa lay back with her eyes shut, seemingly enjoying my efforts. Soon she decided to take charge though, telling me in no uncertain terms to start fucking her with vigor. I put all my energy into it, determined to make her feel as good as she was making me feel. I didn’t have the biggest cock in the world but it was respectable, I thought, and absolutely rock hard. From the way Vanessa moaned and bit her lip it seemed like I was doing a good job. One hand found her breast, pinching the nipple between her fingers, while another made its way down to her clit.

This is it, I thought, I’m going to make Vanessa come. I’m going to make her mine.

“Whoohooo, someone is getting lucky!” yelled a drunk voice outside the tent.

“Nice!”

I was suddenly aware of the fact that we were in a tent, surrounded by other tents and wandering music fans. In my haste to give Vanessa the kind of seeing to that would make her see how much she meant to me, I had completely ignored the almost public nature of our lovemaking.

I looked down to see what Vanessa thought of this, but she didn’t seem to care. In fact, she looked up at me with a naughty smile and a glint in her eye, like she was enjoying the attention. Who cares if people can hear us? You’re making love to the hottest woman in the world.

“Kiss my feet but don’t stop fucking me,” Vanessa said, her voice somehow somewhere between begging and commanding. “Do that thing where you bite me.”

I knew exactly what she meant. Over the course of our Friday movie nights I had perfected the art of pampering Vanessa’s feet. Actually, that wasn’t true. The reality was that she had carefully trained me to worship her feet exactly how she liked it, a task that brought me both pleasure and shame in equal measure. Her favorite activity was when I gave her a full foot massage using both my hands and mouth. Vanessa would lounge back like a cruel empress, watching the movie and eating snacks while I licked and rubbed and kissed, occasionally giving me directions on what precisely to do next. The showstopper technique, her absolute favorite, was when I would use my teeth to gently nibble on the balls and heels of her feet, an action which placed me somewhere in between the most perverse masseur in the world and a human ped-egg. Not exactly boyfriend material.

Still, it was worth it to hear the reaction it got from her. Rather than simply ignoring me, Vanessa would always begin moaning almost orgasmically when I did this, the pressure that my teeth could provide apparently hitting exactly the right spot. Since her pleasure was my pleasure, I was happy to oblige.

Still, that was on a Friday night at Vanessa’s apartment when she had recently showered. Even when I had served her like this straight after the gym it was just a case of enjoying the taste and smell of her pheromones, straight out of her workout clothes. Now, after a full night of dancing in a muddy field, this was an especially filthy task.

My thoughts of resistance were, as was always the case when Vanessa spoke, short-lived.

“Please Donnie, it’ll make me come.”

What could I do? Vanessa rolled her hips back and swung her athletic legs over my shoulders before positioning her feet in front of my face. I began kissing and then licking while I fucked her, praying that I could multitask well enough to make this work. Vanessa began moaning deeply, clearly taking great pleasure from my work. I didn’t mind the taste of her body, and even the occasional bit of dirt was something I would gladly accept to make her happy.

As she came closer to the edge I realized that this was one thing I could give her that few other men could. Yes, other men might have bigger muscles and bigger cocks, but I was selfless and open-minded enough to indulge her kinky desires. Not many men could say that, and that’s why I was here in this beautiful moment right now.

“Fuck yes Donnie, keep going. Keep going. Yes!”

I squeezed the ball of her right foot in between my teeth as she hooked her left foot behind my head to prevent any escape, although it was the furthest thing from my mind. I sucked and licked and thrust and pounded as her muscles tensed and contracted. There was a glorious, never-ending moment of silence as she came, her mouth making a silent O while her wide eyes stared at me with need and lust and what I was sure was love. I held her as she came down from that high, rocking gently inside her so as not to overstimulate her.

After a moment Vanessa brought her legs, which must by now be cramping up, down to my sides before rolling me over like a well-practiced wrestler. My hardness was still, somehow, inside her as she straddled me, twitching and pulsating with hungry need.

“Did you come?” she whispered sleepily, looking down at me with a dopey, sex-drunk smile.

“No, not yet,” I amazed even myself. It wasn’t that it hadn’t felt good. Indeed, it had been the best sex of my life. And it wasn’t that I was some kind of sexual stallion. I had just been so focused on pleasuring her that my own orgasm had taken a backseat, a testament to my devotion to her.

“Do you know what would be hot?” Vanessa reached back and began undoing the long braid in her hair, bit by bit. It was a strange thing to do at that moment, but also strangely sensual.

“What?” I said. My mind was filled with a million ideas, all vague and nebulous. I knew that Vanessa would likely come up with something different from me, but all I wanted was to finish inside her, feeling that closeness.

“It would be so hot if you waited to come. Imagine how good it will feel tomorrow, after a full day of dancing and teasing. It would be so worth it, and make me sooo happy.”

“Yeah?” I said, my misgiving creeping into my voice.

“Yeah. I mean, if you really need to finish then you can, but I am super sleepy.” She finally undid her braid, letting her blonde locks expand behind her in waves. She looked like some Renaissance painting, Aphrodite made flesh. “You could like, jerk off here or whatever.”

“Tomorrow?” I was determined not to ruin this moment, despite what my body was screaming. Was I really going to say no to this woman I had worked so hard to please? Was I really going to jerk off like some little creep when I had just made love to an angel?

“Tomorrow, I promise. It’ll be fun,” Vanessa kissed me on the cheek and then pulled me close. Before I knew it I was on the ground with her spooning me from behind. “You’re the best Donnie.”

Despite the frustration coursing through my body I was happy, maybe happier than I had been in my whole life. We had spent a perfect day together and I had managed to absolutely rock Vanessa’s world, leaving her satisfied with her naked body pressed comfortably against mine. Tomorrow would, I hoped, be more of the same.

And tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow.


Dizzying High, Sickening Crash

I woke up after a surprisingly peaceful sleep to see that it was almost midday. It should have been impossible to get that good a sleep inside a thin canvas tent, surrounded by raucous ravers partying all hours of the night, especially when my body was so desperate for release. Every time I tried to toss and turn in the night Vanessa simply held me close, the feeling of her body soothing me until I fell into a deep and restful sleep. She was still out cold, her blond hair and beatific expression making her look like a slumbering angel.

I decided to go out and get us some breakfast. Well, lunch. I got dressed quietly and made my way outside, receiving knowing looks from a few of the neighboring groups as well a well done and a hell yeah, brother from some frat bros who didn’t know exactly what had happened last night but did know that I’d had sex with the goddess in my tent. A confirmation, not that I needed it, that I had done nothing to be ashamed of. Quite the opposite.

When I returned Vanessa was awake, dressed in a short white dress that made her look like the virginal sacrifice, somewhere between Midsomer and Cochella. She smiled at my offering of coffee and croissant with a slightly flirtatious look in her eye.

“Did you sleep well?” she asked.

“Very well. It was a lovely cuddle.”

“I’m glad, we have a big day ahead of us,” she leaned in conspiratorially. “I liked the idea of you sleeping next to me with blue balls and a raging hard-on. When I woke up I touched myself, just thinking of how worked up I was going to get you today.”

I almost spat my coffee out but tried to play it cool. I hadn’t been entirely convinced by her plan to make me wait, viewing it as another one of her kinky games, but if it meant another full day of hot makeout sessions then I was in.

That was exactly what it meant- that, and so much more. We spent the daytime drinking beers in the sunshine, taking in the bands, horsing around on fairground rides like lovestruck teenagers at Coney Island, and making new friends wherever we went. It was a glorious day, perfect in almost every way and made even better by the fact that Vanessa couldn’t keep her hands off me.

She would press her tight little body against mine in the bar queue, kissing my neck and whispering dirty suggestions in my ear. She ground up against me every time we danced, insisting that I keep my hands on her waist or her butt. She would French kiss me constantly, as if she had just invented it, using the cover of the crowds to surreptitiously grab my butt or my aching cock through my shorts. Best of all, she would run her fingers through my hair with a tender possessiveness, making me feel like a beloved pet. I adored it and adored Vanessa.

Nighttime brought another outfit change, this time a short leather skirt paired with a mesh top that left nothing to the imagination. By that time I was practically salivating at the sight of her, far too horny to even be jealous. All the other ravers were dressed like that, so I had to see it as par for the course. It was the only option with Vanessa anyway- I knew better than to make her feel judged or controlled. 

Vanessa wanted to go to the large, dark, tent that played hard EDM, so that’s what we did. It was the last night of the festival and she wanted that hardcore, dance-all-night rave atmosphere. It seemed like lots of other people had the same idea, the tent already packed full of hot young bodies. She led me in by the hand and we were soon grinding on the dancefloor.

We were lost in the ecstasy, the beat seeming to spur Vanessa on to new heights of sensuality. She was kissing me constantly, running her hands over me and pushing her body against mine. Soon the various couples and groups in the crowd started to blend into one, merging until we were all dancing together. Soon Vanessa’s hands were starting to find other bodies, pulling them close and dancing with them. She would wordlessly invite men to place their hands on her hips and grind sensuously against other, similarly uninhibited women. Every time my jealousy threatened to get the better of me she would silence me with a deep kiss, seeming to say this is all part of it.

It was strange but undeniably hot. Slutty raver girls and hot shirtless men surrounded us like we were in the eye of a sexy storm. It felt like the whole room was connected but with us as the center point. Vanessa was flirting with everyone but she always came back to me. I understood why she loved this. It was freeing, sensual, and life-affirming. Plus, if I was as beautiful as her I would be happy basking in the attention.

We made our way outside after what felt like hours, needing some water and air. I went to the bathroom while Vanessa bummed a cigarette from a gorgeous couple. By the time I got back she was in full Vivacious Vanessa mode, charming and flirting with both of them. The man was intimidatingly handsome, with dark skin and a tight body, while his companion was a hot alt-girl with dyed purple hair and a nose ring. I was surprised that she didn’t look put out by Vanessa’s obvious flirting, but if anything she seemed to welcome it.

“Heeey, meet Donnie!” Vanessa smiled widely when I got back, looking genuinely delighted to see me. “This is Maria and Brad.”

Brad greeted me with a warm smile and firm handshake while Maria came in for a hug.

“We were just talking about polyamory and shit. They have a similar arrangement to us!”

Polyamory, is that what we were doing? I didn’t think so. It seemed a lot more like I was Vanessa’s de facto boyfriend and she got to sleep with whoever she wanted, but maybe having a name for it would make it all easier to understand.

“Yeah, we’re fuck buddies with benefits, anyway,” Maria said, her eyes bright and knowing. Her description did seem more accurate, although it didn’t quite capture our own power dynamic.

“That’s cool,” I said, trying to be smooth and unaffected despite the fact that I could clearly see where this was going.

Vanessa leaned in close, pressing her body against mine and running her fingers through my hair in a way that made me feel instantly calm and pliable, like I was suddenly under hypnosis. “I was telling Maria what a generous, giving lover you are. The open-mindedness, her oral, the foot rubs.”

“She’s a very lucky lady,” Maria’s eyes flirted with me.

“You’re both lucky,” Brad agreed, looking Vanessa up and down.

As we followed them back into the tent Vanessa leaned in and whispered to me. “Come on, let’s go fuck these.”

“Together?”

“Separately. Come on. We’re young, hot, and kinky. It’ll be so much fun, and make me sooo happy.”

This wasn’t what I had wanted from tonight. I had hoped we would go back to our tent and that Vanessa would give me the pleasure she had promised, that sweet release after a weekend of perfect teasing. Still, what else could I say? Jealousy would get me absolutely nowhere. Nowhere good, at least. I knew that by now. This was the situation we were in, and I had to allow myself to be swept along by the currents of her indomitable desire.

Plus, Maria was gorgeous. Perhaps this is just what I needed to regain some parity with Vanessa. Maybe get over my pining and start living that hot, slutty college lifestyle. Stop being a simp and start being a stud.

We danced together as a group, Vanessa spreading her attention equally between the three of us while we shared drinks and hits from Maria’s vape. I wondered whether I would feel better about sharing Vanessa in a fourway rather than going our separate ways. It would be hot as hell to see her and Maria together, of course, and I would still be involved. On the other hand, I found Brad intimidating despite his easygoing demeanor and decided that I would rather not see Vanessa with another man. It had been hard enough to overhear it in the past.

The atmosphere in the tent was now even more brazenly sexual as the music took the revelers to fresh highs. Many of the women had stripped down to the least possible clothing, with some forgoing tops entirely in favor of nipple covers, body paint, or brazenly bare chests. Girls were kissing girls, boys were kissing boys, and dirty dancing was happening everywhere between couples and throuples and more. I had seen movies that depicted raves like this but had never experienced it myself. It was exhilarating and terrifying.

An hour later we found ourselves walking back across the arena towards our tents, my mind and memory foggy from all the excitement. Maria took my hand in hers as we chatted while Vanessa and Brad laughed and flirted just ahead of us. My love, my obsession, turned and blew me a kiss before dragging him off in the direction of her tent while Maria led to toward hers. This was really happening.

***

We made out for about ten minutes, Maria tasting like her sweet vape and vodka. I tried to imagine what it would feel like to fuck this gorgeous girl, to taste her and feel her wrap her lips around my cock. It shouldn’t have been difficult to get in the mood given how worked up I had been all day, but images of Vanessa kept intruding. It was her I was meant to be with right now, not this stranger. Instead, the love of my life was rolling around in my tent with some random stud while I was stuck here, trying and failing to enjoy something that should have been paradise.

Maria made a move for my cock, starting to fumble with my shorts. I realized in a flash of clarity that I couldn’t go through with this. I felt ridiculous, pathetic, a shadow of a proper man, but I just knew I couldn’t do it. I loved Vanessa, and only Vanessa.

I should have come up with a better reason, but my addled mind couldn’t construct one. Instead, this all came pouring out in a deluge of unavoidable truth. I spared her some of the more embarrassing sexual details but also told her things about my feelings toward Vanessa that I had never spoken allowed. She listened with surprising sympathy, letting me purge it all. Suddenly it all seemed so real. I loved Vanessa with all my heart and believed she loved me back, but our relationship might be destined to be forever lopsided. Whether she was monogamous or not I had to be true to her and to myself.

Maria stroked my shoulder reassuringly as I spoke, telling me how sweet I was, and a new emotion suddenly reared its head. I felt guilty. Guilty for subjecting her to this whining, guilty for tacitly casting aspirations toward her and Brad’s lifestyle, and guilty for building up her hope for some hot sex and then replacing it with… whatever this was. I, somehow, had the temerity to give this absolute goddess blue lady balls.

“I’m so sorry.”

“Hey, don’t worry about it. You can wait here until,” she looked suddenly awkward, “you know, until they are done.”

“Thanks,” I said. It would be awkward but better than walking around the campsite in a daze. “I feel bad for, like, letting you down.”

“Honestly, don’t worry about it. I don’t want you to do something you don’t want to do.”

“You’re so gorgeous. I could go down on you, if you like? I just don’t think I can fuck.”

She smiled, kindness with a hint of condescension in her expression. “No thanks, I don’t need sad sympathy head. No offense. Anyway, Brad usually has energy for a second round, so I won’t have to wait too long.”

I tried not to view that as a dig at my own masculinity and just smiled back weakly. A woman like Maria must have guys throwing themselves at her, so I really couldn’t blame her for passing up my half-hearted offer.

“Your friend did say something about you being great at foot rubs. I would take a little massage while we smoke a little? Nothing more relaxing!”

So that’s how it ended up? Purely through my own inability to resist my one-sided infatuation with Vanessa, I had managed to find myself relegated from sexual partner to foot rubber. I could have had it all- sex with Vanessa, sex with this gorgeous goth-rave goddess, and maybe even a threesome in my future. Any red-blooded male would jump at the chance. Instead, my emotions had gotten the better of me and now I would be massaging some tired and sweaty feet while Vanessa got pounded back in the tent I had paid for.

But what could I do? I smiled and patted my lap, indicating to Maria that she should lean back and get comfortable. She gave a cute laugh as I took off her trainers, followed by a low moan of appreciation as I squeezed her socked feet in my hands. Her feet were damp from the dancing and when I took of the socks with her permission I could instantly tell that they were sweaty, but I didn’t mind. I wasn’t averse to a pretty girl’s feet, and while she wasn't Vanessa, Maria certainly was pretty.

I was pleased with the positive feedback provided by her little moans as I kneaded, stroked, and rubbed. Truth be told I had no idea if I really was good at giving foot rubs. Vanessa certainly seemed to enjoy them, but I knew that might be more about her dominant position over me than my physical prowess. Plus, she mostly seemed to be into the specific techniques she had trained me to use, the kind that mostly involved my mouth.

That was something, I thought. I might be rubbing her feet instead of fucking her, but at least I’m not sucking her toes.

“Thank you, this feels great. Brad never rubs my feet for long.”

I smiled and we smoked in silence for a little while, enjoying the calm after hours of heavy bass beats.

“So, are you like one of those foot guys?”

Her voice was non-judgmental and there wasn’t much point in denying it now, but nevertheless I felt my face redden with embarrassment. “Kind of, yeah.”

“Let me guess, you’re basically into whatever Vanessa is into?”

“That’s about right,” I lowered my gaze to her bright pink toenails.

“Man, she’s lucky to have you. I hope it works out. Like, if it makes you both happy, then why not?”

Vanessa did make me happy. Being around her, being friends with her, serving her. It all made me happy. The parts of it that were hard, the jealousy, the shame, were things I increasingly saw as failures of my own.

Maria’s phone pinged, a text from Brad saying he was on his way back. A tense few seconds later I got one from Vanessa, a winking emoji and the word cuddle?

I said my goodbyes to Maria and she gave me a long, friendly hug, one laden with sympathy and a little bit of pity. I made it back to our tent with some difficulty in the dark, using my phone light to avoid the guy ropes and thanking myself for camping near a large, recognizable gazebo.

Vanessa smiled at me when I poked my head into the tent, looking genuinely delighted to see me. She had the blanket pulled up to her chin, her long hair tousled and flowing in the dim glow of the camping light. As wholesome as the scene looked, the tent unmistakably reeked of sex.

“Did you have fun babe?” she asked me, the cheeky little nickname promoting a smile despite everything.

“Yeah, it was, um, good.”

“Good?”

“Yeah.”

“Remember Donnie, I can always tell when you’re lying. That’s how I caught you with my panties, wasn’t it?”

It was indeed. My inability to lie to Vanessa was what had gotten me into the amazing, agonizing mess. Her reminding me of that shameful moment of weakness and subsequent dizzying high put me straight into a submissive headspace, perhaps on purpose. God, she should really be a psychologist or a detective.

“It was nice, but we didn’t really do anything, just made out a bit. I, um, couldn’t.”

“Couldn’t?” she looked sympathetic rather than mocking. “That's OK, it happens to lots of guys, especially when you’re fucked up.”

“It wasn’t that,” it was time to be completely honest, because what was there to lose? “I just couldn’t bring myself to do it. Maria was gorgeous but, she wasn’t you. Vanessa, I only want you.”

There was a moment of agonizing silence before she replied. “Oh, Donnie, you’re so sweet.”

She motioned for me to come and hug her so I did, burying my head in her chest so she couldn’t see the tears starting to form in my eyes. She stroked my hair for a moment, choosing her next words carefully.

“I wanted to you branch out a bit, because I can’t promise not to. I like you Donnie, I really, really like you. You give me things no other man can, and I don’t want this to end. But monogamy just really isn’t for me. Can you handle that?”

I nodded, allowing my body to answer on instinct.

“Are you sure? Because you can save yourself for me if you like, and you can keep being my little helper, but I will be seeing other people.”

“I can handle it. I just want to be with you. I just want to make you happy.”

“Well, in that case,” she kissed my head gently, “I don’t mind keeping you all to myself.”

Vanessa put one finger under my chin and angled my face toward hers, kissing the tears from my eyes before pressing her lips to mine. She rolled on top of me and suddenly we were making out, her naked body on my clothed one.

“You know, it’s kind of hot,” Vanessa said, rubbing my cock through my shorts, “the idea that you’re all mine, but you have to share me.”

Part of me wanted to deny that, but her touching my rapidly stiffening cock while she said it made it true. There was something inexplicably sexy about the idea of me being her chaste little fucktoy while she got to be her uninhibited self. I realized that now this was out in the open, there would be no going back. I had won her affection and might even win her heart, but her body would never be mine the way I had hoped. Not the way that my body was hers.

“You’ve been such a good, patient boy. Get naked.”

I scrambled out of my clothes and lay back, pathetically grateful that she had remembered my needs after her own encounter with Brad. She gripped my arching prick in one hand and placed the other on my cheek, looking me deep in the eyes.

“You need to promise that you aren’t going to become a jealous, possessive asshole.”

“I promise.”

“I mean it,” she was serious. Not mean or intimidating, but serious. “If you do then I’ll be mad. Best case scenario is I make you regret it, worse case is that I’m out of your life forever.”

I didn’t really know what she meant by “regret it.” She was a kinky girl who clearly had an interest in BDSM, but it didn’t sound like she was talking about fluffy handcuffs and spanking. I knew that with my hear in her hands Vanessa could hurt me in ways that went far beyond the physical. Whatever she was suggesting, I knew I didn’t want her mad at me. Not in the future, and not when I was so close to some desperately needed physical affection.

“I understand. I won’t get jealous, I promise. And if I do, you can put me right back in my place.”

Where did that phrase come from? Christ, I sounded desperate. Still, it seemed to make her happy.

“Good boy. Time for your reward.”

She bent over and enveloped me in her mouth. It was incredibly warm and wet, almost making my body melt with pleasure. She looked me straight in the eye as she easily took my whole dick down to the base. Vanessa was deepthroating me, and after two days of constant teasing, it felt like heaven.

I wanted to hold on for as long as I could, hoping to prolong the pleasure. My body had other ideas though. The lustful little moans she was making reverberated through my twitching cock, and when she flicked the tip of the tongue against the sensitive underside I knew it was almost over. She took hold of my balls as I came, squeezing them as if trying to milk me dry.

It worked. I exploded in her mouth and didn’t stop, more and more spurts coming as waves of orgasmic pleasure rolled through my body. I loved that Vanessa could make me feel like this and knew I would do anything for the chance of feeling it again.

She looked me in the eye with a wanton smile and a mouth full of my cum, somehow both slutty and angelic. She leaned over my prone and exhausted body, popping open my mouth with her finger. My sex-drunk mind realized what was happening entirely too late.

Vanessa spit-kissed me, putting her mouth to mine and allowing my load to drop onto my tongue and down my throat. It was salty and disgusting, the entire act undeniably humiliating, but underneath the shame and revulsion it sparked something like excitement in the submissive part of my being that Vanessa had so carefully cultivated. I swallowed and she kept kissing me, her tongue dancing around in my mouth greedily.

“Sorry, I didn’t have anywhere in here to spit.”

She took me in her arms as we drifted off to sleep, locking me in a warm, protective embrace. Despite the whirlwind weekend I found myself calming quickly, the post-orgasm sleepiness combined with physical exhaustion.

“It was so hot that you waited for me,” she murmured sleepily in my ear. “I love the idea of controlling when you come. And I love that you are going to be all mine.”

Part of me wondered wearily what I had gotten myself into but another part, the part that would win, agreed with her. This weekend had brought some lows but it had also brought dizzying highs and blinding clarity. I might be going to sleep with a bitter taste in my mouth, but I was more sure than ever that my future was with Vanessa.


The Aftermath

We arrived back at Vanessa’s apartment in a state of happy exhaustion. Taking down the tent had been a grim travesty in the cold light of day, but after that unpleasant task we had at least spent the journey home in a happy, if hungover, mood. Vanessa had queued up songs and napped while I had focused on the road, basking in the glow of a strange but successful weekend.

We planned on ordering some takeout and curling up with a movie marathon, some dumb action films to help us turn our brains off. Vanessa stripped off as soon as we were in the apartment, declaring loudly that she couldn’t wait to clean the grime of two days’ worth or camping and dancing off of her. That was a sentiment I could get behind. Suddenly, though, she got a naughty glint in her eye.

“I’ve got a fun idea. How about a little game?”

“A game?”

“Yeah. We’ll order takeout and see if you can make me come with your mouth before it arrives. If it does, you can pick the movie.”

My God, she was insatiable. As much as I never wanted to turn down the opportunity to worship that beautiful body, I was exhausted. Plus, as she had just mentioned herself, we hadn’t showered in days.

When I put those points to her she just pouted and pointed out that I had dirtier things than her pussy in my mouth. She had a point there. As usual, I had no way of saying no to Vanessa.

I ordered Chinese from her favorite place while Vanessa reposed on the bed, waiting for my needy mouth. She had placed a pillow on the floor to signal that she wanted me on my hands and knees. I took up my appointed position and she scooted forward to the edge of the bed, presenting herself to me. Not for the first time, I marveled at how gorgeous she was down there. I couldn’t believe I had almost tried to turn down the opportunity to worship at this shrine.

Vanessa might be a goddess in my eyes, but she was still human. Two days of non-stop dancing and drinking had taken their toll. I was also painfully aware that I was eating her out the day after another man had fucked her, with no idea of whether he had even used a condom. Still, I knew better than to ask or protest. I had gone through to much this weekend to sour the mood now.

As I licked her out the taste of her wetness began to override the taste of sweat, allowing me to believe in a reality in which I was Vanessa’s generous lover rather than her servile, cum-eating pussy cleaner. Of course, both realities were true in their own way, but it was up to me which one to focus on.

I used all my tricks on Vanessa, licking her, sucking gently on her clit, moaning on it to send vibrations running through her. She would usually direct me when I was doing this, instructing me on how best to make her come, but for now she seemed content to just lay back and enjoy it. She let out soft, sleepy moans of pleasure every now and again, more like she was receiving a massage than oral sex, while lazily stroking my head.

“I want you to eat my ass, OK?”

It was phrased as a question but I knew it as a statement. A command. Before I had a chance to respond she had hooked her legs back and rolled her hips, presenting me with pink puckered hole. Utterly defeated, I put my mouth to work. I licked and probed gently at first, but was soon tongue-fucking her vigorously while she played with her clit. Whether it was the physical sensation or the power-rush, having me worship her asshole seemed to be doing it for Vanessa.

She came suddenly while I licked her ass with my nose buried in her perfect pussy, not bothering to hold back and leaving my face soaked. I basked the feeling of success- it might have been filthy, but I had still made her come.

“I guess this means I won our little game.”

“Yeah, you did. But I want you to keep licking until the food arrives.”

My cock twitched at the imperious way she had decided to keep using me. I felt owned, used, and objectified in the best possible way, delighted to be in Vanessa’s possession even if she was using me as a cumrag. She draped her legs over my shoulders and scrolled on her phone while I gently licked her wet cunt, savoring the taste of her juices. When the intercom beeped she sent me scurrying off to answer the door with a pulsating erection and a face covered in her dry cum.

I plated up the food and we ate in comfortable silence while we watched The Warriors, a favorite of mine that I knew Vanessa would enjoy. She had thrown on a kimono but sat with it open, completely comfortable with her own nakedness around me

“That was lovely Donnie, thank you. For the weekend, for the sex. For everything.”

My heart swelled. “Anytime. Anytime.”

“But you aren’t going to be coming tonight, OK?”

“Umm, OK?”

“I want to see how worked up you’ll be by next Friday.”

“Uh-”

“Just think about how hot it will be. I’ll be touching myself each and every day, making myself come while I think about you denying yourself for me. It’ll make next Friday extra special.”

The passion in her voice was persuasive, but I couldn’t pretend to be thrilled about what she seemed to be suggesting.

“So, you want me to, um, not like-”

“You can touch yourself as much as you like. I fact, I’ll let you take my underwear and socks home with you. But I want you to stop before you come. Can you do that for me? Please?”

As always, I was powerless to say no. Instead, I merely nodded.

“Good boy, Donnie. You’re the best,” she leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. “Of course you could always cheat, it’s just on the honor system. But remember, I can always tell when you’re lying!”

With that tacit agreement, my fate was sealed. I would now find it even more impossible not to fantasize about Vanessa, seeing her around but being unable to find release, knowing that she would be getting off to my sweet suffering. It would be heaven, hell, and purgatory all at once. Next Friday, whatever she had planned, would indeed be special.

After the movie it was finally time for our shower. Vanessa led me through to the bathroom by the hand, getting under the hot water first before giving me a turn. She had me wash her, scrubbing her entire body from head to toe before washing her hair twice and applying conditioner. My mind and body were utterly exhausted, but what little energy I had left was directed toward my still hard and aching cock.

Once I had finished it was my turn. Vanessa washed me with a thorough patience, her touch both possessive and protective. I felt grateful for her loving attention. When her soapy hands briefly explored my cock and balls I was struck with a realization of how difficult the next week was going to be, with her merest touch making me feel like I was going to explode.

We dried each other and went to bed. Vanessa asked for a quick back massage and I was happy to oblige, despite my deep and abiding need for sleep. I straddled her naked body and rubbed her back to the best of my ability. She seemed unbothered by the insistent hardness of my cock against her bare skin while I had to fight with every fiber of my being not to start grinding lewdly against her. She directed me to her feet with one whispered word, and I followed loyally, kneading her soles while she lay face down.

Soon, the sound of her deep and even breathing told me that Vanessa was asleep. I kept rubbing gently for a few minutes, afraid to wake her up. Once I was sure she was asleep I crawled into bed next to her, happy that this is how the weekend had ended.

It had been a wild time, full of dizzying heights and crushing lows. I had tasted success but swallowed a lot to get there. After our conversation about monogamy, it seemed that Vanessa was one step closer to viewing me as her boyfriend but yet further than ever from making it exclusive on her end. Now I had not only given her a declaration of my own dedication to her but given her control over my orgasms as well as carte blanche to fuck whoever she liked. Our relationship was undoubtedly one-sided but yet here I was. In her bed and somehow happy.
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