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Party Hard

It was a sunny day, hot and heavy with the anticipation, the air smelling of barbeque and bad decisions. I had spent the day nervous, waiting for Vanessa to finish up some freelance editing work she was doing before we headed out. We had both been invited to a lakeside celebration with those of our friends who remained in our small college town over the summer. The crowd would be mostly people like me who couldn’t handle the thought of spending months back in the dull hometowns we had escaped from. I still didn’t know what Vanessa and I were- a couple, a situationship, or something more- but I knew that I was buzzing with hope.

Just as our fair nation had escaped the yoke of King George, so I wanted to escape from the crushing uncertainty that plagued my relationship with Vanessa. I had made my move on her on Valentine’s Day, hoping to graduate from friendship to something more. As graceless and poorly thought out as my approach had been, it had kind of worked out. She didn’t want the pressure or commitment of a boyfriend but was glad to have me as her “little helper.” That started with me giving her a foot rub, but by the end of Valentine’s Day her dominant side had come out and we had done everything short of sex. It was kinky, it was hot, and I loved it, but it left me in a strange position.

Since that day I had dished out countless massages and had enjoyed a good number of make out sessions. Finals had put a dent in our time together, but she had even deigned on a few occasions to let me eat her out as a form of “stress relief.” It was like having a one-sided, but enjoyable, situationship. The kind of fun, causal relationship that you get to have in college.

On the other hand, I had also found myself cleaning her house and doing her laundry more than once, my desperation to please driving me to do things more suited to a maid than a romantic partner. For a woman as smart, fun, and gorgeous as Vanessa I was happy to put her needs in front of my own. Putting in the work was never something that bothered me, and I enjoyed every second that I spent in her presence. But more than once I had wondered what I was doing. Was I having a free-wheeling, cosmopolitan affair with this kinky and open-minded chick? Was this the slow start of a real relationship, a chance for me to prove what a valuable partner I could be? Or was I becoming a hopeless simp, destined to debase myself by pining after the unattainable?

The drinks would be flowing and the vibes at this party would be as pristine as the weather. Our friends would be there, seeing us arrive together and hopefully leave together as well. If I was going to make the move from BFF with benefits to actual boyfriend, tonight would be the night. Adding to the pressure was the fact that Vanessa was about to head home to see her family before going on a trip around Europe with her sisters. I steeled myself and promised to make it happen.

As the taxi pulled up outside Vanessa’s apartment to find her waiting on the sidewalk, I suddenly felt like my choice of transportation was shamefully inadequate. She was a princess and deserved a horse-drawn carriage or a magic carpet, not an Uber.

Befitting the theme of the day she was dressed like a country music pinup. Her long blonde hair was adorned with a red bow that matched her cherry-red lipstick and the red toenails that I had painted myself. A tight white halter top showed off her gym-honed body, while her tight denim shorts completed the Daisy Duke look. She looked as tasty as cherry pie, an American dream in red, white, and blue.

I had never been one for saluting the flag, but I would have happily bowed down to her every day.

I leaped out of the car to meet Vanessa, hugging her and then opening the door as if I were taking her to prom rather than a college party. She took it well, cuddling me back and being as gracious as always about my obvious desperation. The taxi driver's eyes kept flicking back to Vanessa as we chatted in the backseat, dancing across her long legs and taunt stomach but I didn’t feel jealous. I felt proud.

We arrived to find the party in full swing, with the hotdogs hot and the kegs already tapped. It was hosted by our mutual friend Dave, an unassuming and studious AV guy from our filmmaking club who seemed to turn into a party monster as soon as exams were finished. His popularity was in no small part down to the fact that his indulgent and often-absent uncle owned this beautiful lake house. While our small liberal arts college didn’t have much in the way of frats, today would be the closest thing to a proper kegger that we would see all summer.

“Let’s goooo,” Dave declared when we arrived, shoving a beer into each of our hands and ushering us toward the water where people were taking turns jumping in.

Vanessa’s blonde hair glimmered in the sunlight as she threw her head back and laughed at his affected party-douchebag persona. “So many people here! Look at you, Mr. Popular.”
“Haha yeah, it’s a good turnout. I think there are still a few people to come. Julie, Enrique, Tyler.”

“Tyler?” Vanessa’s voice dropped a little deeper and her hand went to her hair.

“Yeah, you know him from athletics, right? I used to be in Biology with him, chill guy.”

Dave floated around, slapping backs and playing the clown while we took up a spot near the grill. The drinks and conversation flowed easily, with the lovely weather and the holiday putting everyone great mood. I was pleased to help Vanessa apply suncream, getting to rub my hands over her smooth skin in the sight of God and everyone. Meanwhile, she wiped mustard off my face after a hot dog-related mishap and led me by the hand to the beach so we could dip our feet in the clear, warm water. I saw a few looks directed our way, a mixture of jealousy and confusion. It felt like we were a real couple. I felt at peace.

The evening progressed like you would expect, practically a clean sweep of American party cliches. Keg stands, touch football, some fireworks, and dirty dancing to loud hip hop. It all felt like some cheesy college movie and I began to hope that it would end the same way. With me, the hero, getting laid by the girl of his dreams. But, of course, every college movie has an antagonist. The clean-cut, square-jawed jock who the girls can’t help but fawn over.

And so, inevitably, Tyler showed up. The super-hot athletics hunk, top sprinter on the team and a shoo-in for captain next year. He was smart but not nerdy, jacked but not a meathead, smooth but not a player. I had known, vaguely, that most of the girls in our extended social circle found him attractive. I mean, why wouldn’t they? But I had never seen it in action before today.

Perhaps it was the heat, or the beer, or the excitement in the air, but when Tyler walked in you could suddenly smell the pheromones in the air. Half the girls looked at him goggle-eyed while the others looked anywhere else with studied indifference. When he took off his shirt to jump off the small pier and into the lake you could almost hear the panties moistening. These were intelligent, worldly young women, but the summer sun seemed to have turned them temporarily into cats in heat.

The men were not much better, with a bunch of well-read AV and theatre nerds suddenly starting to act like frat bros. The shirts came off and the voices got louder as the dudes at the party started vying for attention. Everyone here was friends or at least acquaintances, but suddenly it felt a little like they were rivals. I fought the urge to start peacocking as well, knowing how much Vanessa hated that kind of possessive, alpha-male bullshit, but it was hard when I saw her bite her lower lip while looking at his rippling abs.

As the day turned into night Vanessa, along with every single girl and some of the ones in relationships, was trying to flirt with the man of the hour. It was normal enough for her to be talking to him since they were both on the track team, but her efforts to monopolize his attention were becoming brazen, almost as embarrassing for her as they were for me. She was hanging on his every word, laughing loudly and touching his arm whenever possible. During a discussion about martial arts she bragged that she could outwrestle him due to her teenage jiu-jitsu classes, her invitation to test it out being laughed off. A later suggestion of skinny dipping was taken up enthusiastically by several people but dropped when Tyler demurred. She wasn’t coming across as the most desperate woman there, with some tipsy ladies almost literally throwing themselves at him as they danced, but she wasn’t far off. I was honestly worried that she was going to drop something in front of him just to have an excuse to bend over.

I struggled hard to keep a lid on my jealousy. We were non-exclusive, and I had been brought up with a firm sense of fairness and gender equality. I didn’t own Vanessa and she was entitled to talk to and dance with whoever she wanted. On a more practical level, I knew nothing would drive her away faster than me becoming a green-eyed monster.

Just as my resentment threatened to boil over, Vanessa changed tact. Suddenly, she couldn’t pull herself away from me. She was hanging off my arm as we chatted and grinding up on me when a song she liked came on. I was even blessed with a short but electric kiss on the lips when I freshened up her drink. Of course, I wasn't completely naïve and knew on some level that I was her consolation prize, or perhaps even a way of making Tyler jealous. At the time, though, I didn’t care. I wanted her to be my girlfriend, and right now she was acting like my girlfriend.

I went inside for a while to charge my phone, knowing that we would need to get a taxi back into town at some point. Sitting low on the couch I was out of sight of the people in the hallway waiting to use the bathroom.

“Dude, I’m feeling kind of nauseous,” I heard Derrick say in his characteristic surfer dude drawl.

“Well, how many beers did you drink?” slurred my AV club buddy Jay.

“Like, twelve.”

“And how many hotdogs did you have?”

“Like, five, maybe six?”

“Well there’s your problem bro, you’re famished!”

I smiled at their inane conversation, taking a moment to let my phone charge while reflecting on my day. It had been a strange one, for sure, but successful. Whatever else she was doing, whoever else she might have flirted with, Vanessa had ended up closer to me than anyone else all night.

“Did you see Vanessa? She’s out there grinding up on Tyler. She’s hot, but man she looks thirsty.”

“Yeah man, but didn’t she come here with Don?”

“Yeah, what’s up with that? I don’t know whether to be jealous or feel sorry for him.”

“He’s a nice guy, I hope he isn’t going to get himself hurt.”

“Who knows bro, maybe he’s into it? Might be angling for a devil’s threeway.”

Their conversation moved on and I sat there in silence until they left, praying they wouldn’t come into the room and notice me. As I had listened to their banter a hot ball of shame had begun to form in my stomach, threatening to rip me apart. It was clear to everyone that Vanessa wanted to fuck Tyler, and I was playing second fiddle at best. I was at risk of becoming a laughingstock, and she was going to look like a slut. I decided that it was time to ask her where we stood, directly.

I left the house to find her walking quickly towards me. No one was around. This was my chance.

“Vanessa, I-“

“Can we go home now?” she interrupted, looking upset.

“Ehm, home? Is everything OK?”

“Yeah, can you take me back to my place? I’m angry and I’m horny, and I want to be at home. You can stay over if you like, we can get breakfast or something.”

Now that was intriguing. As much as I wanted to have a frank, serious conversation about our relationship, the reptilian part of my brain couldn’t help but focus in on the idea that she was horny and wanted me to take her home.

“Of course, just let me get us a ride.”

We said our goodbyes and collected our things before heading out front to wait for our cab. I knew that I risked blowing it, but I couldn’t help but ask what was on my mind.

“Listen, Vanessa, what’s going on with you and-”

“Do you know what I like about you, Donnie?” she interrupted once again. “I like how easygoing you are. And not possessive. Like, you’re cool with us being non-exclusive but fooling around sometimes. It’s very European, super-mature. Not like so many other jealous, macho dickheads, y’know?

Her words were like a gut punch but also stroked my ego just enough to keep the edge off.

“And you don’t play mind games. I can trust you.”

“Thanks, I trust you too,” I said, half-believing myself. Wanting to believe her. Still, I forced myself to ask the question that was on my mind. “What about Tyler?”

“He’s hot, but he’s a player. A complete fuckboy,” her voice was hot with anger, before turning suddenly tender as she leaned her head on my shoulder. “I’m going home with you for a reason, Donnie.”

I couldn’t argue with that.


High and Lows

We spent the car journey making out, Vanessa running her hands through my hair and nuzzling my neck while the driver tried to keep his eyes on the road. Even after a day of barbeque and beer she still smelled divine, her breath as sweet as apple pie. I could already feel my worries, anxieties, and better judgment all fading away as my instincts took over.

Our make-out session continued on the couch, Vanessa kissing me roughly like an eager first-timer while I happily let her take the lead. We eventually broke apart, parched and exhausted, while I was dispatched to grab a couple of beers from the fridge. By the time I got back Vanessa had moved on to a lengthy, impassioned discourse about the various inadequacies of men. Fuckboys and players, fratbros and douchebags all came in for a scolding, with her humorous invective quickly taking on a bitter and angry edge. It was fairly obvious that this was directed obliquely towards Tyler, telling me strongly that she still had the hots for him, but I was far too sex-drunk and besotted to raise any objection.

“God, sometimes I just wish I had a guy who would let me beat the shit outta him.”

My mouth, directed by something other than my brain, began to speak.

“You could hit me a bit, if you like.”

What was I thinking? At best, she would view this as simpering, unmasculine, and desperate behavior. At worst, she would think I was an irredeemable pervert. Once again though, I had underestimated the depths of Vanessa’s own strange lust.

“OMG, you’d do that for me?”

Her eyes were bright and hopeful, her smile wide and genuine. When she looked at me like that then yes, I would do that for her. I’d do anything to make her happy.

I knelt down in front of her and presented my face, smiling to hide my nerves. I didn’t know what to expect but had to trust that she wasn’t going to deliver a haymaker straight to my unresisting head. Vanessa bit her lip, almost in nervous excitement but with an unmistakable air of arousal, before stroking my face gently, intimately. She took the front of my tank top in her left hand, pulling me close so she could stare into her eyes. It was one of the most intensely, bizarrely erotic experiences of my life.

She slapped me ever so lightly at first, giggling as she drew a flinch from me. I smiled back, loving the sound of her laugh, but she soon wiped that off my face with a salvo of increasingly powerful slaps to my left cheek. None were hard enough to stun or truly hurt me, but they did sting my skin and redden my face. She ran her fingers along my warm skin before switching to the other side, delivering the same treatment with increasing glee.

I was surprised by just how turned on this made me. Since our games on Valentine’s Day I had found myself reading a lot about BDSM and watching an unhealthy about of femdom porn. My obsession with Vanessa, both romantic and sexual, meant that her obvious kink for dominating men was creating a desire in me to submit. Her kink was becoming my kink, and I was feeling the effects of that now. Being under the control of this gorgeous, cruel woman was a huge turn-on.

Even more arousing, though, was the look on Vanessa’s face. She was pure, beautiful, almost angelic, but at the same time there was a look of unbridled lust in her eyes. She looked powerful and cruel, majestic and sadistic. As I stared into her eyes I remembered the Socrates quote that the male libido is like being chained to a madman. Well, I had two unhinged masters- my lust, and Vanessa.

She kissed me and whispered a tender thank you before taking my tank top and pulling it up over my head. She gestured for me to stand and then helped me out of my shorts until I was standing in front of her in my underwear, cock protruding lewdly toward her face.

“Can I kick you?” she asked, looking up at me with wide, blue eyes.

“Kick me?” I hesitated, playing for time. I had a pretty good idea of what she meant but didn’t want to invite it.

“Can I kick you in the nuts? Just once?”

Vanessa’s face was a shifting mosaic, pouty and desperate, alluring and scary. Unbelievably sexy and nearly impossible to resist. Making things harder, she was already rubbing me through my underwear, caressing my cock in a way that made it impossible to say no. So I said…

“Yes. Just, like, not too hard.”

She clapped and let out a cute little yay. Within a blinding moment I was naked in front of her, unsure how I got here but yet thanking my lucky stars that I was. Vanessa positioned me with my legs wide and my hands behind my back, deftly arranging my body and giving me just enough physical contact to quiet my survival instincts. I felt like I was being led to the slaughter, but I also knew there was no turning back now.

Her hands danced across my thighs, then hips, then cock, making sure that I was standing perfectly to attention. I truly had no desire to receive a blow to the balls, but I couldn’t deny the sensuality of the moment. Vanessa looked hungry, ravenous, like lust embodied. It’s impossible to see a woman that aroused and not be caught up in it, like a piece of driftwood in the tide.

She cocked her long leg back and kicked, her dainty foot making sudden, excruciating contact. The impact wasn't hard, even I could admit that, but she hit me at such an angle that the pain was blinding. I fell to the floor gasping and struggling to hold back tears. I felt doubly ashamed, first at my lack of endurance and then at the fact that I had allowed myself to become this pathetically desperate to please.

Vanessa laughed at my reaction, the kind of hearty laugh that can only be genuine, before resting one bare foot on my back as I lay prostrate on the floor. My forehead was pressed to the floor, but in my mind’s eye I could picture her standing over me like a victorious warrior, striking a videogame victory pose as I struggled to catch my breath. I could, on some level, understand the appeal for her. While I wasn’t a Tyler-level athlete, I was a relatively large and strong man. Yet here I was, reduced to nothing by a single kick, literally under her feet.

While she must have been caught up in the power trip, to her credit Vanessa soon realized I was really hurt. She thanked me profusely for indulging her and being such a good sport, so profusely that I almost felt like a hero rather than a desperate serf. Like a kindly nurse she led me to her bed and let me lay with my head on her lap, stroking my head while I came down from the pain and my masochistic high. Within minutes we were once again making out, my pain seemingly having kept her horny despite her concern for my wellbeing.

“Thanks for putting up with how perverted I am,” she whispered into my ear. “That turned me on so fucking much.”

“I’d do anything for you,” I murmured, the feeling of her body rubbing against me working like a truth serum.

“That’s hot, and I believe you. Did it really hurt when I kicked you?”

“Yeah, it hurt.”

“You want me to kiss it better?” Vanessa began pulling down my boxer shorts, knowing there was absolutely no chance of me saying no. I felt like I was in heaven, the feeling of her breathing on my freed cock sending me into a reverie. This was everything I had hoped for. I was about to be the luckiest man in the world.

“This is so cute,” she pecked my shaft and balls with her soft lips, more like she was trying to kiss my pain away than give me pleasure. I desperately wanted her to take me in her mouth and suck but I didn’t dare take the lead in case it ruined the moment.

“Let’s fuck.”

“Ohmygod yes,” I answered, aware of how eager I sounded but not bothering to hide it. Vanessa smiled and went to her dresser, pulling out a condom and a small bullet vibrator. She threw me the condom and I tried to rip it open, my hands unsteadily struggling with the packaging. She asked me if I had done this before, seeming amused at the idea that she might be about to take my virginity. I assured her that I had, and she took the wrapper from my hands, undoing it quickly and rolling it down my hard cock.

She removed her shorts and panties before mounting me unceremoniously, guiding my cock to her entrance. I was struck by just how casual she was about this, not even taking off her top before riding me. For me this was a life-changing, almost spiritual, moment. For her it seemed like I was just the closest convenient cock.

Still, she was tight and warm, and the look of pleasure on her face as she took me inside of her was enough to make all the doubt and humiliation worth it. I took pride in how wet she was already though. Our foreplay, as unorthodox as it was, was obviously successful. If this is what she needed to get off, I was willing to give it to her.

“Oh fuck yes, it feels so good,” she gyrated her hips, pressing me down into the bed while she rode me. I put my hands on her hips but she quickly removed them, pinning them above my head and reminding me who was in control. “Your cock feels so good Tyler.”

That last word was murmured, almost whispered, but it hit me like a roaring cannonball. Vanessa was fucking me, but she was thinking of someone else. I didn’t know what to do, so I did nothing, letting her bounce on my aching balls to her heart’s content.

“You’re so fucking hot, T.”

“It’s Don. Donnie,” I had to correct her. She looked sex drunk, turned on to the point where she could barely remember her own name never mind mine, but still, I had to say something.

“Shh, I know,” she said, before silencing me with a deep kiss. “But just be quiet for a while.”

She swung her feet so they sat over my face, pressing down on my nose and mouth while she kept slowly, slowly grinding. It was an impressive feat of core strength, a testament to her hard work in the gym, but was also a deeply humiliating reminder of my place. Could I really accept this, her using me as a sexy toy to get off while she thought about some other, hotter guy as I struggled to breathe under her feet?

It turned out that I could. Her pussy felt heavenly and the weight of her pressing down on me felt somehow comforting. Even her feet felt soft and pleasant on my face, and I found myself sniffing deep to take in her scent. She seemed to like that, so I began kissing and even licking gently even while she moaned his name. My dignity had been dented, perhaps even my arousal, but my desire to please was stronger than ever.

Vanessa soon tired of maintaining her difficult position, switching back to simply straddling me. She whipped off her shirt and bra, giving me a tantalizing look at her pert breasts. I wasn’t sure how long I would be able to last, looking up at this naked goddess writhing above me. Luckily, unluckily, she soon took away that problem. She draped her white t-shirt across my face, taking away my vision and blocking my face, no doubt in an unflattering rictus of coital concentration, from her sight.

This is hot, right? I thought to myself. Like wearing a blindfold during sex it was a kinky little affection, a reflection of her bohemian experiences and open-minded approach to sex. Or maybe it’s the most humiliating thing ever? It’s about one step up from her putting a brown bag over my face, another clear sign that she was using my plaint body to get off while projecting the face of some other man onto me.

“Fuck, Tyler, I’m going to come, stay hard for me, stay hard. Stay fucking hard.”

I didn’t feel I had much control over that, or anything, but my cock at least rose to the occasion. I could see her just vaguely through the thin white material of her t-shirt, one hand on her own breast and the other furiously working her clit. Vanessa came hard, using me like I was a dildo on a skateboard. I could feel the fruits of her efforts dripping down me, soaking my still-aching balls as she ground out her orgasm. My emotions came in waves- first awe, then pride, then shame and anxiety. What the fucking had just happened between us?

She rolled off me and lay with her head on my chest, draped across me like a dying martyr in some Renaissance painting. I could feel her tussled hair on my skin and the heaving of her body as she caught her breath. The cover fell from my face and I stared at the ceiling, wrapping my arm around her in a comforting post-coital embrace. At that moment, I felt content. Vanessa was lying against me like a satisfied lover, despite everything else she had said and done.

She reached over and started to lazily stroke my cock, still hard but starting to wilt slightly in the condom. I had no problems in general wearing them, but they certainly didn’t provide the best sensation. That wasn't a problem in the heat of the moment, but right now I wished she would remove it, and perhaps treat me to some kind of more unmediated stimulation.

I knew from previous experience that Vanessa was an expert with her hands, but in her post-coital, post-party state she wasn’t bringing her A-game. Instead, she simply jerked me with her left hand, staying pressed against my body. Between the condom, the soreness in my balls, and the strange way she had used me to get off, her lackadaisical stroking wasn’t bringing me any closer to an orgasm. I felt almost afraid to say anything, pathetically grateful that she was trying to take care of my deep need to come, but when I felt myself getting gradually softer I knew that I had to get her to stop before I offended her or embarrassed myself. I gently told her that she didn’t need to do this, that I knew she was exhausted.

“You’re the sweetest Donnie, thank you. Such a good little helper.”

She rolled over to go to sleep and I moved in behind to spoon her, taking off the condom and putting in on the side table first. For a moment she seemed happy in my embrace, and I could feel her start to fall toward sleep. My cock, freed of its rubber confines, was beginning to stir as I pressed myself against her backside. My worries were beginning to fade and even my sexual frustration felt manageable. Vanessa was a strange sexual being, but I had satisfied her and would be sleeping peacefully beside her in bed. A few pings from her phone kept me awake, but I chose to ignore it and keep my face buried in her long yellow hair.

“Donnie?” she asked, her voice sleepy and small. “Would you mind sleeping on the couch?”

“Um, sure?”

“It’s just, I don’t sleep the best without a lot of space, sooo…”

“I understand,” I didn’t really, but what else could I say? Gathering my clothes, I slipped out of the room and made my way to the sofa where I had first served Vanessa all those months ago. I found some bedsheets, knowing her house well from all the times I had helped clean it for her, and made myself as comfortable as possible. I knew I should go home, but I was as tired as I was confused. Processing these emotions would wait until the morning. Who knew, she might even have me crawl back into bed with her for some morning delight?


***

I woke up groggy and confused to hear a noise at the door. Judging from the darkness outside it was still the middle of the night, causing a jolt of fear to run through me. Was an intruder trying to get in? If that was the case then I had to get up, I had to protect Vanessa from whatever might be happening.

Just as I was rousing myself from the couch I heard Vanessa’s soft voice talking to someone at the door. It wasn’t an intruder, it was a visitor. A very late-night visitor at that. I settled back down and listened to the muffled conversation occurring halfway between the front door and the hallway.

I could make out a man’s voice, suave but genuine, apologizing for how he had been at the party. He was saying something about his future coaching career and how he couldn’t be seen to be hooking up with his teammates. Vanessa’s voice was coquettish as she told him that he could come in and make it up to her.

“Is anyone else here?” It was Tyler’s voice whispering, now identifiable as he crossed the threshold into Vanessa’s flat, the sacred chamber where the most important sexual experiences of my life had been conducted.

“Just a friend sleeping on the couch, but they will be out cold.”

I lay there holding my breath while they padded through to her bedroom. I knew what was coming and had no reason to stay, but I couldn’t stand the embarrassment of them hearing me flee the house so quickly. More than that, I was paralyzed with horror at what was about to happen. My sweet dreams of becoming Vanessa’s boyfriend, or at least her exclusive sex toy, were about to be brutally crushed.

They were about to be crushed, specifically, by Tyler. God, how I resented him in that moment. He was taller, smoother, and better-looking than me. Worst of all, he was a perfectly affable guy, someone who we all liked. This wasn’t a movie, and he wasn’t some jock bully or rebellious bad boy. He was just a cool, handsome guy who Vanessa wanted to fuck, even after I had put my all into pleasing her.

The door to her room was closed and the walls were thick, but in the dead of night it was impossible not to pick up the sounds coming from her bedroom. It was clear from his quiet moans and her silence that she was sucking his dick, something Vanessa hadn’t deigned to do for me. Perhaps it was just my active imagination, but I fancied that I could hear a wet gagging noise as she slurped on his cock. It must be large, bigger surely than mine.

I realized, with horror and shame, that I had started to absent-mindedly play with my dick, stroking it in my boxer shorts. I felt fucking atrocious, but I couldn’t help my body's primal reactions to the images floating around in my mind. Soon the noises in the other room got louder, as they moved from foreplay to the main event. There was no teasing for Tyler, no hour-long foot rubs or edging sessions. The creaking of her bed told me that they were already fucking, while the gently increasing volume and rhythm suggested that he was on top, clearly taking control in a way that I couldn’t.

The lack of detail, the fact that I could only make out the vaguest of sounds, meant that my fevered imagination was free to fill in the gory details. I pictured her with her long legs thrown over his shoulders, cute toes pointed in orgasmic pleasure. I saw her mouth open in that gorgeous Oh of anticipation, her eyes wild and bright. I could even see his long cock slipping in and out of her pussy, that gorgeous alter that I had worshipped with such reverence. Pounding and pounding her creamy cunt until they came together in a wave of orgasmic bliss.

Stop. I ripped my hand away from my rock-hard cock. I had to stop, this was madness. Shameful, destructive madness. I needed to get out of here before this reached its denouement. Before I fell deeper into this spiral.

I put on my clothes and slipped out of the house, closing the door as quietly as possible. As I walked home I was feeling angry, ashamed, completely headfucked, but also undeniably horny. I wondered whether that was precisely the headspace where Vanessa wanted me to be.


Rebuked but Rewarded

Hey! You weren’t there this morning, so I hope you got home OK! Still up for breakfast?xx

I woke up mid-morning to that message on my phone. My sleep had been blessedly dreamless, but as I read the text from Vanessa my memories and buried fantasies came rushing back in a disorientating deluge.

What should I say? Well, what could I say? I didn’t want to brush off the events of last night, my dignity not being able to handle the fact that I had been used and then pushed aside. Fucked and then cucked. On the other hand, I wasn’t prepared to lose Vanessa as a friend and knew that she hadn’t technically cheated on me since we had never been exclusive.

I decided to keep the door open but show her another side of me. Clearly she liked her men strong, dominant, perhaps even a little standoffish. So, that’s how I would be. I would move away from my usual puppyish, desperate-to-please vibe and instead play a little hard to get.

I text back saying yes, but with a syntax and use of punctuation which, I hoped, read a little colder than usual. She asked me to bring breakfast to her since she was feeling a little rough, and while I was trying to be less accommodating, I also had no reason to say no.

Vanessa buzzed me in and met me at the front door, wrapping me in an exhausted hug which I fought my instincts to not return. She looked wonderful as always, wearing her hangover well along with her pajama shorts and crop top. I watched her swaying ass as she walked back into the bedroom, following her with coffee and croissants but making sure not to fawn over her as I usually did.

“Is something wrong?” she asked, after a few strained exchanges.

“I’m fine, yeah.”

“Why did you leave last night?” she asked, seemingly unafraid to cut to the chase now that she had noticed my change of attitude.

“I was tired, I needed sleep, and you were keeping me awake,” she looked surprisingly embarrassed, somehow vulnerable, and for some reason my mouth decided that I should press my advantage before my sense of reason could check it. “I didn’t really want to listen to some guy getting my sloppy seconds.

“Your? Sloppy? Seconds?” Vanessa restated each word like a judge handing down a charge. My sense of bravado was instantly gone, my plan out the window. I had gone too far, and I had to row back.

“I’m sorry, I just meant-“

“Let me tell you something,” she interrupted, before launching into a rant of such devastating clarity and power that I almost physically wilted under her words. She explained that she didn’t belong to anyone, least of all me. That I had disappointed her by turning suddenly possessive when she had thought I was so progressive. Worst of all, she was saddened by my misogynistic turn of phrase.

“I like you Donnie, I really do. I find you sweet, attractive, sexy, and fun. But I expected better of you. I don’t belong to you. Sex is fun, and I’m allowed to do it with whoever I like, as are you by the way. You need to learn to accept that if you want to be in my life. Can you?”

I accepted it, offering desperate apologies. She had been nothing but clear with me, and I had been a jealous dickhead. I told her that and I meant it. In that moment I would have got down and begged for forgiveness at her feet, would have gladly let her kick me in the nuts to her heart’s content. I was honestly considering offering just that when she leaned in and kissed my cheek, implicitly accepting my apology before flopping down on her bed.

“You can make it up to me by giving me a foot rub. My head is banging and I feel rough.”

So here I was again. Somehow, I always ended up giving her exactly what she wanted. Still, under the circumstances it felt like the least that I could do. I took her small, sexy feet in my hands and rubbed, instantly feeling myself drift toward that familiar submissive headspace. I enjoyed the groan of pleasure from Vanessa as she leaned back and closed her eyes, sipping on her coffee while I worked.

“You know,” she spoke after a few minutes, not even bothering to open her eyes. “I think I’m going to need my pussy eaten Donnie. That always makes me feel better.”

“Have you even showered yet?” I asked, framing it like a teasing little joke but seriously wondering what she was expecting me to get into here.

“Why don’t you tell me?” she asked, shoving her feet toward my face. Before I knew what was happening I had already taken a deep sniff, the soft soles on my face breaking down any resistance. I could smell the long day of dancing and a long night of fucking, a pheromonal scent that sparked something Pavlovian in me. I knew that if I stuck out my tongue I would taste her salty, sexy sweat, and it was all I could do to resist.

Thankfully she pulled me in for a deep kiss before I debased myself further, her horniness breaking through her hungover slump. Our tongues danced for a moment, my passion for her fully rekindled, before she broke the kiss and pushed me down towards her sex. I kissed her creamy thighs for a moment, hoping to regain a modicum of control by teasing her, but she quickly told me to get on with it. She peeled off her shorts, revealing her perfect pink pussy for me to worship. It looked gorgeous, divine, but I knew that my temple had recently been violated.

“Did you use a condom?”

Vanessa rolled her eyes. “This shit again. Listen, you can tell me if I used a condom.”

With that she pulled my head toward her, burying my face in her cunt. I could have pulled back, could have said no, could have demanded a straight answer, or that she go clean up. I couldn’t risk another telling off though. I couldn’t stand the idea that she might send me away.

So instead, I licked. Her pussy tasted different, less sweet and more musky than usual, although that could just be from the long day’s exertions. Her giggles turned to groans and then back to laughter as I licked, her hand on my head encouraging me to probe deeper and deeper with my tongue. If there was any doubt as to what was happening, she soon eliminated that.

“Clean my battered little cunt Donnie, show me how sorry you are.”

I could have cried if I wasn’t so busy pleasing her pussy. Instead, I simply closed my eyes and licked, trying not to think about the taste even when I realized I was enjoying it. Even if she hadn’t showered, she must have gone and peed, right?

I buried my tongue inside her and then gave her long licks up and down the lips before moving on to flick her clit the way she liked it. Vanessa was soon gyrating against me, using her hips and her hands to grind her wet sex into my face.

“Fuck yes Donnie, take it for me. Do you still think I’m sloppy? Do you still think I’m sloppy you little bitch?”

When I moaned my reply of affirmation and submission Vanessa came hard, my mouth filling with the taste of her orgasm. If she wasn't sloppy from Tyler she certainly was now. I swallowed, taking it all down my throat like holy nectar. God this was pathetic, desperate, shameful. Still, amidst all the negative feelings I couldn’t help but feel pride and perverse pleasure as she came in my mouth.

“Good boy,” she said as I continued to lick her with gentle desperation. “You more than made it up to me for your rudeness. In fact, I think you even deserve a treat.”

I said nothing, happy to take any kindness she would give me. To my surprise she pushed me away and then wrapped her legs around me, drawing me into the missionary position. Her hands fiddled with my buttons and undid my shorts, pulling them down just enough to free my aching cock. I was painfully aware of just how worked up I was after failing to come last night, and suddenly felt like I might die if I didn’t get to fuck her. Luckily, that was just what Vanessa had in mind.

She pulled me onto her and guided my cock inside, not bothering with a condom for me this time. I wasn’t about to quibble about pregnancy or STDs, having to trust that she knew what she was doing. Her pussy felt unbelievably warm and tight, the heavenly feeling only mitigated by the fact that I knew I wouldn’t be able to hold off for long. As I began pumping I was already straining, my face no doubt a comic expression of pleasure mixed with effort. Vanessa seemed to read my worries, reaching up to stroke my face reassuringly.

“Go on Donnie, you can come inside me.”

I still wanted to impress her, of course, but I also knew that even if I could hold on I shouldn’t overstay my welcome. As I fucked her I felt like I was reclaiming my manhood, reclaiming her, after a day-long rollercoaster of sexual drama. I picked up the pace until Vanessa smiled sweetly at me and reached up to tweak each of my nipples in her nimble fingers. I came suddenly, furiously pumping my seed into her while she laughed. It wasn’t a cruel laugh though, it was friendly, almost joyous. It sent my heart racing with love and appreciation. Vanessa might be strange, even cruel at times, but ultimately she was a kind and benevolent goddess. She was everything I ever wanted, and for a sweet second she was all mine.

I collapsed next to Vanessa on the bed, a ruined mess. I was half-worried that she would have some little humiliation prepared for me, some clever way of putting me back in my place which my exhausted mind would be too weak to resist. She didn’t, though, instead simply getting up and heading for a shower.

“It’s a nice day! We should head to the beach or something,” Vanessa shouted over the sound of the running water.

“Sounds good!”

“Yay! Come give me a hand in here, you can wash me.”

I was feeling wiped out, but if anything was likely to motivate me to get up it was the promise of soaping up Vanessa’s sexy body. As I roused myself, I realized that I had no idea where the last day left our relationship. I didn’t know if we were a couple or if I was her pet, if she was going to be crueler to me or kinder in the future. What I did know is that I was along for the ride and was more dependent on her than ever.
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For most people Valentine’s Day means chocolates and flowers. For some it means foot worship and female domination. . .

When Don’s gorgeous new friend Vanessa muses about being swept off her feet in some grand romantic gesture, he sees an opportunity to escape the friend zone once and for all. Valentine’s Day is coming up, the perfect time to woo this stunning blonde college girl. But it doesn’t all go exactly to plan.
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Step into a world of sun, sand, and sexual adventure as a loving couple use a foreign vacation to experiment with new kinks.


Young couple Emmi and Luca think that a holiday in the south of France is just what they need to escape from their stressful jobs. Soon, a friendly bet with a kinky forfeit reveals much more about themselves and their relationship than they had ever expected. Emmi soon has Luca on his knees, worshipping her like the sensual goddess she always wanted to be.


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


Will Luca accept his new place at her feet?


Can their relationship stand the heat?


Each book in this series can be enjoyed as a standalone novelette or in order as a complete story. Each story introduces new kinks, moving from teasing and body worship through to light humiliation, chastity, and pegging. While the action is hot and heavy femdom, it focuses on s loving couple and has a romantic HEA. 
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A sexy air hostess rediscovers her sexual power when she takes a nervous pilot under her wing. An art teacher tries out her ideas about edging and orgasm control on her willing model. A cocky masseuse has his fun with his sex clients, bites off more than he can chew when his bosses wife hires him for a special job.


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


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