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Big Game Bet

I was putting the finishing touches to my homemade guacamole when the intercom to Vanessa’s apartment went off, announcing the arrival of her old friend Rachel.

Well, I say Vanessa’s apartment, but I suppose it was my home now as well. I didn’t pay any rent but was now living there as her boyfriend, house helper, and sexual plaything. It was an arrangement that I could never have dreamed of when this all started one year ago.

I had made a brave but ill-planned attempt to ask my college friend Vanessa out around Valentine’s Day. She was gorgeous, smart, and funny. An all-American blonde with a gym-honed body and dazzling smile, she was the perfect package and way out of my league. She let me down easy, explaining that while she liked me as a friend she just wasn’t looking for monogamy. There was no room in her life for a boyfriend, but there was space for a “little helper.” I was so down-bad that I jumped at that opportunity despite having no idea what it meant. It turned out that Vanessa was as kinky as she was promiscuous, and loved having me as a willing participant in her sadistic games.

Over the next few months I went from being her friend-with-kinky-benefits, to something closer to a boyfriend, although she still slept with other people. On several occasions she even had me watch and join in, taking pleasure in the mindfuck. It was emasculating and emotional, but also hot as hell. I craved domination and took pleasure in serving her every sexual whim. By the year’s end I had met her family for Thanksgiving, been invited to move in, and gone on a life-changing foreign holiday with my stunning girlfriend. I had also worshipped every inch of her body, eaten my own cum, and cleaned up her freshly fucked pussy.

It wasn’t a simple arrangement, but it was one that I could more than live with.

“I’ll get the door!” Vanessa sang, throwing her wet hair up into a towel and pulling on a football jersey. “Wooo, I’m so excited!”

Vanessa’s hometown bestie Rachel was in town for a visit, arriving just in time to watch the big game. While I was a fair-weather football fan Vanessa was an obsessive, coming from one of those Midwestern towns where the sport was a religion. She was buzzing for the big game and for the visit, so we had decided to pull out all the stops for a small watch party. Chips, dips, and plenty of brews!

“Rack-attack!”

“Van-Van!”

I came to the door as the girls excitedly embraced. Vanessa introduced us and Rachel gave me a slightly awkward handshake which evolved into a more awkward hug. Vanessa had warned me that she could be a bit shy, so I thought nothing of it.

“Come in, come in! Donnie can get you a drink.”

“Maybe I should shower first, that bus journey was something else.”

“Nah, you smell like roses babe!” Vanessa laughed, showing the same indomitable attitude toward her friend as she showed toward me. Luckily, her positivity was so infectious that it rarely came across as domineering. “You can get clean later. Right now, we need to get lit!”

“Yeah, fuck it. I could use a drink.”

I got them both a beer and a cocktail, since Vanessa seemed in the mood to party and Rachel seemed like she needed some lubrication. My girlfriend introduced us properly and I went back to the open plan kitchen to finish preparing some snacks.

Rachel was disarmingly pretty in an understated way. She had worn comfortable leggings to travel in, showing off long and shapely legs, although her cardigan hid the rest of her assets. With her big glasses and messy brown bangs she looked almost nerdy, but her fiercely intelligent eyes and shapely lips had a way of drawing you in.

The girls caught up, with the discussion quickly turning to Rachel’s recent breakup. She seemed distraught, with sadness punctuated by flashes of anger. I didn’t know the whole story, but from what I could make out infidelity and manipulation were part of it, as well as something sexual. The guy sounded like a real piece of shit, and Vanessa was quick to say so.

“You’re so much better off without him babe! The way he treated you sucks, but this is the best thing that could happen.”

“I know, I know. It’s just hard to know that some stupid fucking man did such a number on me,” Rachel said, face red with anger and shame.

Vanessa put a comforting arm around her shoulder and listened to her vent while I brought over snacks and freshened up their drinks. As the fevered pregame build-up continued on TV, her largely passive listening became more forthright.

“You’re a fucking goddess, Rach. You’re pretty, funny, and smart. He was an overgrown high school has been with more muscles than brain cells,” Vanessa brushed her friend’s brown bangs out of her eyes. “You deserve so much better.”

Vanessa was getting downright flirty, but Rachel didn’t seem to mind. In fact, it seemed to cheer her up immensely. The blush was still in her cheeks, but it didn’t seem to come from anger anymore.

“Yeah, fuck men, and fuck that man in particular. Still, at least you’ve found a good one!”

“Oh yeah, Donnie’s a sweetheart. He treats me like a princess, waits on me hand and foot. I couldn’t be happier,” my heart swelled at her kind words, although I could already imagine where this might all lead. Having been shared with her friends during our New Year vacation, I knew that Vanessa explaining our unusual sexual dynamic was a possibility. Still, Rachel didn’t seem like the kinky type. “He’s also very open-minded.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah,” Vanessa put an arm round her friend. “Like, we could even tell him about how we used to practice kissing with each other…”

“Vanessa, don’t!” Rachel slapped her friend playfully, embarrassed but not upset at the partial revelation. “You can’t talk about stuff like that in front of guys, it turns them into horned-up dogs.”

“Nah, not Donnie,” she said stroking Rachel’s hair. “He understands that girls just wanna have fun.”

Rachel laughed and got up to go to the toilet. I shot Vanessa a quizzical look and she shrugged back with a look that said let’s just see where this goes. She blew me a kiss and turned up the volume, with the teams making their way onto the field.

“One bad thing about Donnie,” Vanessa started as Rachel got back to the couch, “is that he is a Titans fan.”

“Ooooft, unpopular in this room!” Rachel laughed. “We’re both big time Kings fans! And you guys are going down!”

I laughed. The bro talk was funny coming from such an unlikely-looking girl.

“Yeah, wanna bet?”

“A bet!” Vanessa almost leaped out of her seat with excitement. “That’s a fun idea!”

“I don’t gamble with money,” Rachel said quickly.

“Not money then. Like, a forfeit?” I could see where this was going but didn’t even bother trying to think of a way out. I knew by now that what Vanessa wanted, Vanessa got. It would be up to her and her friend to hash out the terms of any bet. I would most likely just go along with it. She hadn’t led us wrong yet.

“What are you thinking? I know you’ve probably got some dirty plan in mind,” Rachel did know her well.

“Hmm. How about if the Titans win we give Donnie a little show? Striptease, little bit of us kissing, just like the old days?”

“Hmm, I don’t know…”

“Come on, it’ll be fun! It always was,”

“Sure, but I don’t know if I’m in the mood. The breakup and everything…”

“That’s exactly why you need to cut loose, have a bit of fun and games. Plus, it’s not like we’re going to lose!”

“Well, that’s true,” Rachel seemed to be warming to the idea as Vanessa spoke, perhaps caught in her tractor beam the same way I was. “What do we get if we win?”

“Hmm,” Vanessa made a show of thinking, although I knew that she wouldn’t have started down this path if she didn’t have a pretty good idea of where it was going. “How about Donnie is our butler for the rest of the day?”

“Butler? He’s already been getting us drinks like an absolute darling.”

“Yeah. Well, like butler, manservant, bitch. Slave.”

“Jesus,” Rachel laughed. “That escalated quickly. I guess you still like to get a bit freaky with it, huh?”

“You know me!”

“Well, what sort of stuff could we have him do?”

“Anything. Within reason. If he takes the bet.”

“Well, that could be fun…”

“Might do you some good to get treated right by a man,” Vanessa went in for the kill. “Help you work through some stuff.”

“It seems a little one-sided, though? He’s our slave, versus him getting a little kissing show?”

“Nah, that’s a good deal for him! Plus, he like to be… useful.

“OK,” Rachel said, mind suddenly made up. “Let’s do it!”

Our unique power dynamic meant there was little chance of me turning the bet down, but even if I wasn’t her fully submissive live-in sex toy I would have had a hard time resisting. The idea of seeing these two gorgeous girls making out would be enough to pique the interest of any red-blooded male. Plus, my team were the favorites.

“I’m in! You girls are going down.”

“No Donnie,” Vanessa smirked back at me. “You’re the one who’s going to be going down.”

***

The drinks flowed as the game got going, with the Titans powering their way to an early lead. There was plenty of light banter and play-by-play analysis, with Rachel revealing herself to be a surprisingly expert football fan, but the frequent ad breaks gave the girls a chance for more gossiping and commiseration. Rachel was in a better mood now, the sadness seemingly completely gone, but there was still anger still bubbling beneath the surface. It seemed that her ex, Derek, had really fucked with her head.

“He would flirt with other girls and then expect to come home and fuck me. He could be so sweet and charming about it, and he’d do things to get me all worked up. But then when we actually had sex he would treat me like some whore. Fucking my face like we were in a cheap porno. He made me feel like shit, and the worst thing is that I let him. I never got the chance to make him feel as bad as he made me feel.”

As she opened up I felt bad for her, but also worried for me. She clearly had some need for revenge, and I was concerned that I was going to bear the brunt of it. Even Vanessa, a huge sadist herself, seemed to notice that the vitriol was building up. She shot me several concerned glances and corned me when I got up to go to the bathroom.

“Hey, it seems like Rachel really has some anger to work through with men,” she whispered to me as we passed in the corridor.

“Yeah. Well, one man in particular.”

“Sure, but if we are playing with you then there’s a good chance that she’ll want to take things a bit further than I had expected. Do you want me to get you out of the bet?”

“Could you do that?”

“Sure,” she smiled. “Of course. I know we like to play, but I hadn’t expected today to turn into a mindfuck. I just thought we would have you dish out some foot rubs or something.”

Somehow I doubted that, but it was still sweet of her to show such tender concern.

“What do you think? I don’t generally like to back out of a bet.”

“Well, I did wonder if it might be good for her to have someone to get a bit of physical revenge on, you know? Work through everything on a willing punchbag.”

“But you just offered to get me out of it?”

“Yeah, sure, I could. And maybe it would be for the best. But I was reading some psych books last term that talked about different therapies for getting catharsis. Some people do advocate for radical forms of roleplay. It could be good for her,” Vanessa genuinely seemed to be thinking out loud, for once not moving off of some master plan. “But only if you’re up for it, of course.”

Part of me wanted to play it safe, but I hated backing out of a bet and loved making Vanessa happy. Plus, I had taken plenty of pain and humiliation at the New Year party. Sure, it was with strangers in a different country, all of whom were part of the kink scene, but surely Vanessa’s friend could be trusted?

Anyway, the Titans were up, heading rapidly toward the half-time mark.

“Fuck it, sure. Let’s stick to the bet. I’ll be a punchbag therapy guinea pig if I need to.”

“Aww, Donnie, you’re the best!”

“Is there anything I need to sign? Any ethics forms, Dr. Freud?”

She punched my arm. “Let’s get back to the game!”

By the time we got back, the score was level, provoking a barrage of banter from my ascendant opponents. By the end of the third quarter, the Titans were 5 points down. I had to tell myself that Vanessa hadn’t planned this, that she couldn’t have fixed the biggest sporting event of the year. The momentum was with the Kings, and the two queens in the room with me were already assuming victory.

“I can’t wait to see him give us that striptease.”

“Wait until you try one of his massages.”

“Pity we aren’t at my house, I could set him to work cleaning the bathroom!”

I shot back as best as I could, but by midway through the fourth quarter, it was all over. The girls cheered as the final whistle went, and I applauded sarcastically.

“Well then,” Vanessa smiled widely. “How shall we begin?”


Catharsis

“Haha, I have literally no idea what to do now, though!”

Rachel’s victory in the bet had made her an adorable mixture of giddy, nervous, and triumphant. Like the dog that caught the car, she didn’t know what to do next. Luckily, Vanessa was there to guide her.

“Like you said, maybe he should give us a version of what we were going to give him. We could start with a little strip show.”

Rachel giggled. “Are you sure?”

“I’m sure,” Vanessa leaned in theatrically. “Don’t worry, this isn’t our first rodeo.”

“Oooh, salacious! OK then, get your clothes off Donnie! I’ve always wanted a naked butler.”

My face burned red with humiliation, but my body burned with desire. I knew by now that acceptance was the best armor, so I moved quickly to comply. Vanessa used her phone to put on some down ‘n’ dirty rock and roll while I attempted to give them a strip show. The girls hooted and hollered with drinks in hand, seeming to enjoy my inept attempts to copy Magic Mike. Even I couldn’t keep a big, goofy smile off my face.

“Not bad, not bad,” Rachel laughed, appraising my naked body.

“Yeah, he’s a cutie,” Vanessa said. My heart swelled with pride and my cock pulsed with blood, seeming to enjoy my exposure. I was glad that Vanessa had chosen to let me out of the chastity cage today.

“So, what next?”

“Donnie here has some amazing massage skills. You’ve been traveling all day, maybe he should give you a nice foot rub?”

“I’m not that cruel! I haven’t had a chance to shower yet. My neck could use a rub though!”

Vanessa put me to work rubbing her old friend’s shoulders and neck while they stuck on some old music videos to laugh at. She stiffened at my touch, clearly a little uncomfortable at being caressed by a near stranger, but soon relaxed into it. Vanessa hadn’t been lying about my massage skills, I thought with pride. Plenty of practice on my girlfriend meant that I was now a pretty good masseur.

“You’re great at this,” she groaned, seeming to finally unwind a little.

“Thanks.”

“He is, but honestly, it’s all about the foot rubs. You need to try it.”

“Van, no! I haven’t changed my socks in like two days, it’s embarrassing.”

“Firstly, he lost the bet. It’s a forfeit, it doesn’t have to be pleasant! And secondly,” I could see where this was going, and braced for Vanessa to out me to her friend. “He would definitely like it.”

“Like it?”

“Oh yeah, like it. Little Donnie here loves feet.”

“Does he now?” Rachel said, taking it all in. “I’ve heard of foot guys. Not a bad deal, all in. Much nicer than what that piece of shit Derek was into.”

“Aw yeah, he loves feet. The sweatier the better. Not just that- panties, armpits. He just loves to worship women. In fact, that’s how we started going out.”

“Yeah, that makes sense. You always did like a guy you could wrap around your little finger. Aren’t you a lucky little pervert, Donnie?”

“I am,” I admitted. It felt good, in a way, to say it out loud.

“He is. We’re both very lucky. I get a little slave like I’ve always wanted, and he gets a mistress. We’re at it every day, so yeah, he’s a reaallllly good foot rubber. He has a special technique and everything.”

“Hmm, well. I suppose it would be rude not to!”

“Good stuff! Plus, now that you know our little secret, there’s another idea I’d like to run by you.”

“Ha, this should be good,” Rachel said, with the tone of someone who knew just how clever and creative Vanessa could get.

“Since we don’t need to go easy on him, you could use this as an opportunity to work out a little anger.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, you’re pissed off at men. One man in particular, but, well, he isn’t here right now.”

“Right…?”

“So, you could get a bit of payback on Donnie here. A bit of catharsis.”

Rachel looked doubtful. “That could be fun, but also…”

“Weird? Intense? It might be,” Vanessa admitted, “but it might also be just what you need. C’mon, when are you going to have another opportunity like this?”

Vanessa had gone from being worried about the forfeit to being a cheerleader, an evangelist. Maybe it was a genuine belief that it might be good for Rachel or out of a desire to play psychiatrist. Perhaps she had just gotten too worked up by the idea of playing with me. Either way, she was determined to make sure Rachel took full advantage of the situation.

“Fuck it, OK. Why not? But Donnie has one of those, uhh, safe words, or whatever? If we hurt him?”

“Of course!”

“Then yeah, let’s go.”

“Nice,” Vanessa clapped her hand excitedly. “I have an idea to start with. Let’s have him apologize.”

“For what?”

“For all men.”

Vanessa pointed at the floor in front of them and I took the hint, getting down on my knees. “I’m sorry.”

“More,” came Vanessa’s commanding voice.

“I’m so, so sorry,” I said, kowtowing so that my forehead touched the floor just in front of Rachel’s sneakers.

“For what?” the heartbroken girl said in a quiet, soft voice.

“For men. For the way you’ve been treated.”

“Kiss her feet and apologize. Get detailed with it.”

I shimmied forward and placed my lips on the tip of her white shoe. When she didn’t recoil, I began to kiss repeatedly, groveling while I spoke.

“I want to apologize for all men. We’re stupid, and lazy, and don’t know our place…. We mistreat the beautiful goddesses in our life when we don’t even deserve their attention. I’m sorry for the liars, and the cheaters, and the fuckboys…”

I continued on like that for a few long minutes, feeling the girl’s eyes on the back of my head.  I could feel myself getting into character, somewhat believing what I said, although I was soon repeating myself.

“All right, enough,” Rachel said, pulling her shoes away suddenly. She seemed to be getting into character herself, a steeliness coming into her voice.

“How about that special foot massage?” Vanessa said, apparently keen to show off my best tricks like I was a well-trained show dog. “Sit down, and don’t mind if it tickles a bit at first. You’ll get used to it.”

Rachel sat and I untied her shoes, placing them to the side before taking her socked feet in my hands. She hadn’t been joking about the state of her feet. She was wearing white ped socks that were slightly moist in my hands, with discoloration around the toes. I drove my fingers into her arches and enjoyed the sound it elicited, a deep and satisfied moan. Vanessa was keen, though, to get onto the main event.

“Sniff her feet, Donnie. Tell her how they smell.”

“Van, I-, he doesn’t need to-”

“Shh, trust me. Go ahead, and look her in the eye.”

I lifted her foot, embarrassed but eager, and stuck my nose under her toes. I looked into Rachel’s eyes while I sniffed, seeing all the emotions dance across her face- shock, disgust, amusement, arousal.

“She smells amazing. Better than roses.”

Rachel laughed and scrunched her toes, sending a waft of intoxicating pheromones into my nostrils. She didn’t smell as sweet as my goddess Vanessa, but it was still a heavenly aroma to me.

“That’s very sweet of him to say so, but I know it isn’t true.”

“It is to him!” Vanessa insisted. “Just look at how hard he’s getting.”

It was true, my semi-hard cock was quickly rising to full mast. I focused on rubbing and sniffing, trying not to let shame overtake me.

“Oh my god, you’re right!” Rachel reached out and prodded me with her other foot, before quickly shooting a panicked look at Vanessa. “Sorry!”

“Oh, not at all! My toy is your toy!”

“Oh, don’t say that! I’m in the kind of mood where I might want to break my toys.”

“We have plenty of time for that. Donnie, take off her socks and show her what you can do with your mouth.”

I peeled off her sweaty socks and placed them to the side, admiring Rachel’s feet. They were small and cute, with high arches and well-proportioned toes, but they weren’t as well kept as Vanessa’s constantly pedicured tootsies. The toenails were trimmed but unpainted while the soles showed plenty of dry skin.

“They’re a bit of a mess,” she admitted guiltily. “I’ve kinda been letting myself go. Plus, lots of long runs to clear my head.”

“A good pampering will sort you out. Trust me, nothing soothes and softens your skin like an eager mouth.”

I decided to show some initiative, leaning in to place a kiss on the sole of Rachel’s foot. She giggled but didn’t pull back, which I took as an invitation to continue. I continued to kiss lightly all over, feeling less self-conscious about this than I would have a few months ago. Vanessa had gotten me used to worshipping her body, and I was even coming round to being shared.

After all, I was her toy, her pet. Her slave.

“What I like to do is to have him lick every inch of my feet, especially after a long session on the track or whatever. The soles, the arches, in between the toes. I get him to nibble and suck on any sore bits. Better than a pedicure, and much hotter. It feels so empowering to have a man worshipping the lowest part of you, eagerly licking the dirt from between your toes.”

Vanessa’s words had an effect on me and seemed to light some kind of fire in Rachel’s eyes.

“I want that,” she said, quietly.

My girlfriend nodded and I went to work, trying my best to show Rachel what I could do. I dragged my tongue up and down her sweaty soles, getting perverse enjoyment from the grimy taste. She found it ticklish at first but quickly relaxed, seeming to enjoy the sight of me at her feet as much as the sensation. Vanessa instructed me on what to do next but Rachel, starting to get into the dynamic, soon joined in.

“Get in there and eat whatever’s between her toes.”

“Nibble on the heel like one of those pedicure fish.”

“See how many toes you can get in his mouth!”

“I want to see him suck it like a cock!”

I followed their instructions, becoming a foot worship automaton for these two victorious babes. Rachel repeatedly asked Vanessa if she wanted in, but my girlfriend seemed content just to watch as I spluttered and gagged on her friend’s toes. After all, she had plenty of time for this treatment herself.

“You’re right, that was better than a pedicure!” Rachel said. “I need to find myself a foot freak like this. No offense!”

“None taken,” I tried to say, garbling the words because of the toe in my mouth.

“We should talk about that, and about what else to do with Donnie here,” Vanessa said. “But I don’t want him to hear everything we’re saying. We need time for girl talk.”

“So, send him to the shops for more beer?”

“Nah, I have a better idea! I’ll be right back.”

Vanessa returned a moment later with a set of noise-canceling headphones that she sometimes used for studying. She slipped them on my head and then pulled me gently to the ground, arranging me in front of the couch. The headphones were good quality and did their job well. I could barely hear anything, and certainly couldn’t discern the conversation happening above me. The girls used me like a carpet, resting their feet on my body like an object, Vanessa using her toes to alternately stroke and pinch my genitals while Rachel kneaded my face with her slick soles. It was utterly objectifying to be ignored like this, but to my submissive mind it felt meditative.

When a particularly fun song came on, which I couldn’t hear but which animated the ladies, they got up and used me as a dancefloor. First Vanessa, then Rachel, then both, holding hands so as not to lose balance as they crushed me under their weight. I could see long legs and shaking asses above me as they ground against each other and gyrated, sending further jolts for electricity to my cock even as I struggled to breathe. When they sat down again they were a little closer to each other, with Vanessa’s hand resting on Rachel’s thigh. The flirty vibe between them was now undeniable, but with the headphones on it was impossible to know what they were saying.

Vanessa disappeared, leaving me smothered under Rachel’s feet. When she returned a few minutes later she had brought back a large glass jar filled with hot water and one extra special ingredient- her friend’s well-worn socks.

“I figured you might be parched, and we are definitely going to need your mouth for more fun and games soon,” Vanessa pulled the headphones off my ears to explain her latest torment. “Still, I didn’t want to wash the sweet, sweet taste of de-feet out of your mouth. So, I made you a nice cup of tea.”

She dipped the sock in and out of the water while both the girls laughed, before letting it drop onto my face. I was instructed to get up onto my knees so they could have a good look at me while I choked down the disgusting concoction.

The taste was less extreme than I imagined, although still unmistakably salty. The humiliation, though, was intense. This wasn’t even sexual service. It was cruelty for the sake of amusement, pure and simple. Vanessa’s sadistic streak was coming to the fore, and it was bringing out the same in her previously shy friend.

“Chug! Chug! Chug! Chug!” the girls chanted as I finished the foot-sweat tea.

“Would you believe that one was Rachel’s idea? Tell her what a good domme she would make.”

“You would make a wonderful domme. You deserve to have men underneath you,” I said, hoping this was helping to build her confidence back up as much as it was breaking me down.

“Thank her for the delicious tea! God, men are so ungrateful.”

“Thank you for the tea, it was more than I deserve.”

Rachel laughed. “I can’t believe you did that. It was gross, but weirdly fucking hot.”

“Ha, now you’re getting it!”

“What’s next?”

“So, stop me if this sounds weird,” Vanessa offered tentatively, “But I was thinking some roleplay might be fun. And maybe even healing.”

“Healing?” Rachel sounded intrigued.

“Yeah. Again, you’re well within your rights to tell me to fuck off, but what if Donnie pretended to be Derek? That way you could tell him all the things you wanted to say. You could punish him, take out your anger. It could be cathartic.”

It made a kind of sense but seemed pretty extreme to me. Rachel put my thoughts into words.

“Fuck. That’s a step up from putting a face on a dartboard,” she took a second to mull it over. “And I can’t guarantee that I wouldn’t get a bit carried away. I have a lot of issues to work though.”

“Donnie can take it,” Vanessa said, confidently. I was hardly going to repay that confidence by denying it, even though Rachel did seem to host a reservoir of untapped rage. I knew Vanessa would keep me safe.

“Fuck it, OK. You’re studying psych and I’ve been dreaming about torturing men. That’s good enough for me! How should we do this?”

“Maybe tell Donnie things that Derek did that hurt you, then have him apologize, or slap him, or whatever else takes your fancy. Just, ye’know, nothing permanent or dangerous.”

Rachel stood in front of me, looking down and taking a deep breath while she found the right headspace. Suddenly, a firm slap came at me. It wasn’t hard but it caught me by surprise, almost knocking me over.

“Derek, you were a complete piece of shit for our entire relationship!”

Slap.

“When I found out you cheated I wanted to kick you in the balls.”

“Do it!” Vanessa encouraged. I braced myself. Luckily the kick was relatively light, but I still felt that sick, empty feeling in the pit of my stomach. Finding myself bent over near Rachel’s feet I tried to kiss them again while mumbling an apology, but she kicked me away.

“I can’t believe you fucking flirted with my sister!”

This went on for what must only have been a few minutes but which felt like an hour. Rachel poured her heart out all while abusing me with Vanessa’s encouragement. She slapped me, scratched me, and pulled my hair all while unloading every grievance she had against her ex, then her other exes, then all men.

“I’m so sorry, I’m so sorry, please forgive me,” I kissed her feet desperately when the storm finally abated, tears welling up in my eyes. I genuinely meant it despite never having wronged this woman, such was the power of emotion in the room.

“Fuck, Donnie, I’m sorry,” Rachel said, when she had finally calmed down.

“That’s OK,” I said, meaning it. As scary as her anger had been, I was glad to serve them both in this way. A full year of pleasing Vanessa had made me start to truly believe that women were, in some way, the superior sex. She deserved her revenge, and I found it strangely satisfying to be the vehicle for it.

Vanessa patted the couch next to her and wrapped her arms around us both, helping us to calm down. It was a much-needed moment of respite from pain for me, and from the overwhelming emotion from Rachel.

“How did that feel, Rach?”

“You were right, it felt good. Cathartic and, to be honest… hot.”

“Damn right it was,” Vanessa laughed, stroking her friend’s hair with a quiet intimacy.

“I think I’d like my next relationship to have a bit more of whatever this is. I guess I just need to find the right man.”

“The right man is part of it,” Vanessa admitted, “but it’s mostly about you. You have a lot more power than you think.”

“What do you mean?”

“I’ll show you.”


Call The Plays

I was sent to bring out the large box that we used to store much of our now vast collection of toys. Soon the best of our collection was spread out on the table for Rachel to peruse- floggers, whips, dildos, strapons, buttplugs. A veritable smorgasbord of perversion. If it wasn’t clear already then this would reveal the extreme depth of my degradation at Vanessa’s hands and feet.

“Wow, this is… a lot. Derek didn’t even like me having a vibrator. Made him feel inadequate.”

“He was inadequate!” Vanessa reminded her. “A man should want to get his partner off. The toy is a wingman, not a rival! Anyway, a real man should be willing to submit, endure, to make her happy.”

“There are some men who just aren’t built like that, though.”

“Maybe,” Vanessa admitted. “I’d like to think I could break any man, but maybe. Even if that’s true, you can identify and ignore them. Lots of men, probably most men, are hungry for some leadership. They want to take direction, you just have to show them why.”

“And these toys help you do that?”

“No,” Vanessa laughed. “They are just for fun, and I like showing them off. You can use these to good effect but at the end of the day all you need is that sexy body,” she looked Rachel up and down with a lascivious grin, “and most importantly, your mind.”

“Teach me, oh wise one,” Rachel said, a hint of sarcasm in her voice.

“Getting a man to worship you is all about managing desire. Don’t give him what he wants right away. Figure out what he really, secretly desires, and use that to reward him falling deeper into obsession.”

“So, treat um’ mean, keep um’ keen? Be a cocktease, basically?”

“That’s part of it, for sure,” Vanessa admitted. She picked out my chastity cage from the assortment of toys, showing it to Rachel with a smile. “Take this, for instance.”

“Is that a-?”

“Yup. It’s a chastity cage, a little penis prison. I often make Donnie here wear it, so he can’t even touch himself. Even when we’re apart it’s a constant reminder of me. If there’s something special I want him to do then I make it a condition of his release. If I want to punish him, I can lengthen the lockup.”

“So cool.”

“It is! And it’s not just trading orgasms for household chores. Donnie knows that my pleasure comes first. He’ll worship me for hours, every attempted erection causing him pain, without any promise of release. Isn’t that right Donnie?”

“Yes, Goddess,” I said, face burning red. I knew all of this, of course, we had even discussed it in depth, but it felt strange to have my descent into willing servitude laid out so systematically to another person.

“But here’s the thing- the cage is just a tool. I had Donnie begging to worship my feet before we had any other sexual contact because I knew that he valued my time, and company, and lusted after my body. Most men do, with me. Most men do with you as well, because you are funny, and smart, and oh so fucking sexy. We have all the cards, the only thing missing for most women is the confidence to use them. Once you take control, even just a little bit, the rest is easy. Because men think with their dicks and they crave being led.”

“It all sounds so simple.”

“It’s simple, and it’s complicated, but you will work it out. Here, I’ll give you an example of how easy it can be, although to be sure Donnie is already, how do I say it…”

“Broken? Housetrained? Bitchmade?” Rachel offered.

“All of the above! But anyway, a demonstration will help. Donnie, kneel down and start stroking, but do not come.”

I got down on my knees and coaxed my semi-hard dick to full mast while the girls sat down to watch. Vanessa put a long arm around Rachel like a young jock making a move on a cheerleader in the cinema.

“The first time you do this might require more subtlety but the principle is always the same. Once you have a guy horny he’ll eventually start saying I’ll do anything, right?”

“Right. I’ve heard that before.”

“Yeah, a million times. And it might sound sweet or it might seem desperate, you might give in or you might not, but there is another way to use that energy. You can make them do anything.”

“What do you mean?”

“What I mean is, don’t take that desperate begging as rhetorical. Ask for specifics or give them suggestions, start pushing them in whatever direction you want to go, and then deny them until they beg more. Break down the barrier of toxic masculinity or selfish sexuality until they are closer to the lover you want, the lover you deserve,” Vanessa was in full flow now, sounding like a preacher or politician. “That’s how you get the captain of the football team into a pair of lacy panties. That’s how you get the businessman to send you on a trip to Paris. That’s how you turn a guy who wanted to be your boyfriend into your foot-licking slave.”

Her words almost brought me to the brink, making me take my hand off of my throbbing cock. I could see that they were sparking something in Rachel as well, who was biting her lip and grinding her legs in a way that told me this discussion was more than just intellectually stimulating.

“Don’t stop touching yourself Donnie, but don’t fucking come. Just slow down, and beg if you have to.”

I went back to my stroking, as slowly as I could.

“Once you have him under your spell you can do anything. Train them to last forever or condition them to come in seconds. Make them obsessed with your feet, or your ass, or whatever. You become the Quarterback. You call all the plays. That’s why Donnie here has endured so much for me. Even watched me fuck other girls.”

“God, that’s hot,” Rachel whispered, staring at Vanessa with wonder. My girlfriend moved in and kissed her, softly, on the lips. They were soon making out, a beautiful, intoxicating sight that I couldn’t tear my eyes away from. Still, it was dangerously arousing to someone who had been commanded not to come.

“Please, please may I come Goddess, Goddesses,” I gasped, shamefully close to the edge.

“Absolutely not,” Vanessa said, not even bothering to look at me.

“Please, I’ll do anything,” I should have known better, but my mind was fogged with desperation.

“I’ll do anything? Not good enough. Be specific.”

“I’ll be your slave, your slut, your whore. I’ll do anything to please you both.”

Vanessa broke off the kiss. “You said Derek made you feel like a whore, treated you like a piece of meat? How about we do the same to Donnie here?”

“That sounds fun.”

“Good. Donnie, stop stroking. You might get to come once we find out what anything means.”

Vanessa stood and pulled off her jersey, exposing her taut body and sports bra. Rachel followed suit, unbuttoning her flannel shirt to reveal her pert breasts. Her unassuming manner had been hiding how attractive she really was, and like Vanessa, I had no doubt that she could soon find a man to wrap around her little finger.

The girls selected several of the larger, more lifelike dildos. Soon they were slapping me around the face with them, laughing uproariously as I flinched. They instructed me to worship the biggest and veiniest of them, making sure I covered every inch of the plastic cock and balls.

“Rach, slip on one of those strapons. It’s time for you to get your first blowjob from this little slut.”

She pulled the harness up over her leggings and shook the plastic cock in her hand, enjoying the way it jiggled. Gripping it tightly in one hand, she began stroking it while thrusting forward, acting like a male stripper.

“I kinda understand why men are so obsessed with these. Feels fun to have something big and hard between your legs.”

“Or not so big, in Donnie’s case!”

“Ha, well that was one area where Derek did OK,” Rachel reminisced, still stroking the phallus. “Too big, in some ways. He used to like to make me choke on it. Something he saw in some horrible misogynistic porn movie, I guess.”

“Show me,” Vanessa said, half-command and half-moan.

Rachel stepped forward and grabbed me by the hair, all traces of that shy, nerdy, heartbroken girl gone. She took a grip of my hair and slapped me dismissively in the face with her ersatz cock, staring down at me with wild eyes.

“Suck my big cock you little slut. Take it all for me.”

I was soon gagging and spluttering on her dick while Vanessa provided vocal encouragement. My girlfriend stopped proceeding only once, to messily apply lipstick to my mouth before scrawling the word whore across my forehead but otherwise encouraged her friend to fuck my face without break or mercy. She took up position behind me, pushing my head forward until the dildo tickled my tonsils. I could feel tears welling up in my eyes and the bile rise in my throat while the sound of wet kisses drifted down from above me. My mind went almost black as I struggled for breath, my awareness giving way to animal survival.

When I came to, I was lying on the floor, saliva and sweat smeared across my face with an unidentified foot pinning my head to the ground.

“Fuck, now that was cathartic.”

“It looked it!” Vanessa said. I could practically smell the feminine arousal in the room, and suspected I would soon be called on to provide more intimate service. I certainly hoped so. “Do you want to fuck his ass? We could double-penetrate him, really make him feel like a cheap porno slut!”

“Ohhh, that sounds hot, but maybe I need to save something for next time! I’m kind of exhausted from all the hip-thrusting anyway. It’s not as easy as it looks.”

“Yeah, it takes some getting used to! Is there anything else you’d like to try, while we have him in desperate, I’ll do anything-mode?”

“No, well,” a weight lifted off my head as Rachel stepped off of me. “There is one thing, but maybe it’s a bit much.”

“Confidence, Rach! This is you learning to take what you want!” Vanessa sounded more and more like some kind of depraved life coach.

“No, really, it’s too much.”

“I’ll be the judge of that, and Donnie does have a safeword.”

“Well, since I’m working some stuff out…”

“Yes…?”

“One thing that Derek did once, that made me feel so fucking bad, is that… eugh, well, he pissed on me.”

“Eugh!”

“I know! I was sucking his dick in the shower and he kept talking about it. I just thought it was horny guy talk, but then he went for it. He pulled out like he was gonna come on my face, and then just started pissing.”

“OMG, that sucks Rach! I’m so sorry! What did you do?”

“I fucking hate myself for this, but it was his birthday, so, like, nothing.”

“Aww Rach,” Vanessa hugged her while I lay on the floor, still recovering from my face fucking, trying to process what was happening here. “Let’s make that right.”

“Are you sure? That’s not too gross?”

My girlfriend laughed. “It is pretty fucking gross, but that’s the point. He’s a man, so he deserves it. He’s our desperate whore, so he’ll love it. Beg for it even, unless he doesn’t want to come. Isn’t that right, Donnie?”

“Yes, Goddess,” my mouth said, almost automatically. My brain was so sex-fogged that I didn’t know if it was right, but obedience was now my instinct.

“Although, this is something even Donnie and I haven’t done yet.”

“I wouldn’t want to take that, um, special moment from you guys,” Rachel said, shockingly earnest despite the depravity of the conversation.

“Well, let’s let Donnie decide. Do you want Rachel to piss on you, to help heal her trauma? Or do you want to make that first time something special between me and you?”

It was a trick question, a cruel bind to put me in. Even if my mind had been working at full capacity it would be impossible to come up with the right answer. A true Catch-22. And all the time as my mind whirred trying to think of the words to get me out of my bind, the insistent need to come throbbed distractingly in the background.

I did the only thing that seemed reasonable in the circumstances- I thew myself at their feet and began begging.

“Please, please don’t make me decide. I’m yours, I belong to you, I’ll do whatever you want. Please.”

“And that is what a proper boyfriend looks like,” Vanessa said smugly. “Good answer, Donnie. It is my decision, like everything else. And my decision is, let’s do it!”

She pulled me onto my hands and knees and kicked me in the rump, directing me toward the bathroom. I crawled uncomfortably while the girls followed behind. Vanessa pointed to the shower, which was big enough for me to lie down comfortably in and began shimmying out of her shorts.

“I’m happy to get naked so you don’t feel self-conscious babe, but you can keep on your bra and panties if you like.”

“Nah, I’m all in if you are,” Rachel said, sitting down on the toilet to pull off her leggings. She soon stood above me, looming like a giantess as I stared at her. We all waited with bated breath for the inevitable next step.

“Eugh, I needed to pee so badly but now I have stage fright!”

“I’ve got an idea!” Vanessa disappeared back into the living room, leaving me staring up at Rachel’s pussy from a strange and awkward position. I could only imagine how exposed she must feel right now, and understood why she might have trouble relaxing her muscles. It was also clear how turned on this whole strange situation was making her, with strands of her juices visible on her public hair.

“Here, use this,” Vanessa said, handing Rachel a small butterfly fly vibrator, the kind that went inside with a separate suction vibrator for the clit. “If you make yourself come your body will relax, and then you can pee right after.”

“Are you sure? You don’t mind me using your toy? And coming on your boyfriend?”

“C’mon, don’t make me repeat it! What’s mine is yours!”

“It could get kinda messy though…”

“Bitch, that’s why we’re in the shower. Now, come on my boyfriend so you can piss on my boyfriend!”

“Fuck it, you always get me to do the craziest shit,” Rachel laughed, and then slipped the vibrator inside of her. Vanessa kept a hold of the remote control, drawing a long moan from her friend when she turned it on.

“Have you ever had a guy eat your ass?”

“Never,” Rachel groaned, seemingly close already.

“You want to try it?”

“I don’t know.”

“Donnie, do it.”

I sat up and buried my face in her ass, doing my best to get deep in there despite the awkward angle. I wasn’t quite able to tongue fuck her ass the way Vanessa always liked it, but the sensation of me desperately licking up and down her sweaty cheeks seemed to be enough. I could hear the whirring of the vibrator increase as Vanessa turned it up, directing us both like she was a maestro at the symphony. Rachel quickly built up a long, animalistic moan as her orgasm began to wash over her.

“FUUUUUUCK,” her legs began to shake, her weight falling back onto my face. I felt the stickiness of her juices hit my chest as she came. Sure enough, just like Vanessa predicted, the orgasm allowed her to open the floodgates. Rachel pulled out the vibrator and tossed it to the side before a gush of warm liquid escaped her.

“That’s it, take my piss you fucking slut, you piece of shit.”

I didn’t know who exactly Rachel was directing this toward, but she was certainly living in the moment. She twerked back and forward making sure to cover as much of my body as possible in her warm, golden liquid. The feeling of it hitting my face shamed me to my core, but the warmth reaching down to my cock only served to further remind me of my desperation.

“Fuck, that was so hot,” Vanessa said from the side. “You looked like a fucking goddess, Rach. You’re going to have men lining up to drink your piss.”

“Nooo,” Rachel said, a hint of embarrassment in her voice.

“Right, let me in. It’s my turn to use this cute little urinal.”

They swapped places, with Vanessa squatting down low on those athletic legs so that she could stare into my eyes. “We’re going to go a little bit further now, while we’re pushing boundaries. Are you still willing to do anything to come?”

“Yes,” I answered truthfully. It was a testament to my submissiveness, but the abject humiliation had done nothing to dampen my desperation.

“Even drink my piss?”

“Yes, please, anything.”

“Even though I’ve barely drank any water all day? It’s going to taste so strong. Don’t you think that’s pathetic? Don’t you think that’s disgusting?”

“I’m pathetic, I’m disgusting,” I said, giving her what her sadistic streak wanted. “But nothing that comes out of you could be disgusting, Goddess.”

“That’s right!” Vanessa laughed, with Rachel joining in. “It’s golden nectar, sweeter than champagne. So, beg for it.”

And so, I begged. I pleaded and asked and implored this gorgeous woman who allowed me to call her my girlfriend to please do me the honor of pissing in my mouth. Suddenly, mid-sentence, she unleashed, laughing cruelly as the warm stream hit my neck and face.

“Drink it all up, don’t waste a drop,” she said, pulling back her wet hood and angling her body so that she was soaking my face. I tried desperately to drink down the bitter liquid, but a long day of drinking beer had given her a mighty stream. My mouth was soon overflowing as I failed to choke it down, warm piss soaking my face and running back to my hair.

“Oh my God,” Vanessa said, standing up and placing one foot on my pee-soaked chest like some victorious wrestler. “So gross, but so fucking hot.”

“It was quite the power trip,” Rachel agreed.

“Yeah it was. And it’s going to be a regular thing from now on,” she shook a few last drops loose, sending them falling onto my chest while I lay there utterly defeated. “So, what do you think? Does he get to come?”

“I don’t know,” Rachel said, pausing thoughtfully. “On the one hand, he was a very obedient boy, and a very good therapy punchbag.”

“No argument there!”

“On the other hand, he did lose the bet. And maybe… losers don’t come?”

“It’s your call,” Vanessa said, smiling down at me as my heart beat faster with nervous anticipation.

“In that case… NAH! I’ve had far too many men leave me unsatisfied, maybe Donnie can suffer for that as well! Plus, the Kings won, so this loser Titans fan can pay the price for supporting the wrong team.

“See, you’re getting it!” Vanessa said. “Plus, you’re here for another two nights. This should help keep him eager to please. Any complaints, Donnie?”

“No,” I said, trying to keep the bitter disappointment out of my voice. Complaining would get me nothing good.

“Good boy,” Vanessa leaned over as if to kiss me, but instead let a single goblet of spit fall from her mouth onto my face. “I’d kiss you, but you reek of piss. Now get yourself cleaned up, we’ll go order some food and pick a movie.”

“Yeah, I’m famished! But should we wash our feet first? They probably have some, ehm, pee on them.”

“Nah. That’ll be something that can keep Donnie’s mouth busy while we eat pizza!”

The girls laughed and made for the door. Vanessa turned back and fixed me with a wide, genuine smile, her eyes sparkling with real affection.

“You did a good job, Donnie, really. I think you helped Rachel out a lot. I appreciate that. Now, enjoy your shower, because we’re probably going to keep you busy for the rest of the night.”

With that, she left me alone in the bathroom. My heart throbbed with love while my mind swam with that familiar confusion as pleasure and humiliation collided with one another.

Our relationship was a game in which I was always on the losing side, a beautiful,  torturous mess that few people would understand.

Still, I wouldn’t have it any other way.
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