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Last Call

I was working with half a mind on my grad school proposal when my phone buzzed, sparking an almost Pavlovian response in me. My heart jumped and my cock twitched when I saw who it was from.

Vanessa.

So, are there any plans you can’t cancel for the next few days?

The next few days included New Year’s Eve, which we were planning to spend together at a local dive bar. Other than that… no. Nothing I couldn’t cancel.

Good. Because I have a nice surprise.

The next text was a picture of two plane tickets, direct to Edinburgh, Scotland. Was this what I thought it was?

Yuuuup. I have some friends there from my gap year. Hogmanay in Scotland baby! What do ya say?

I had never been on holiday with a girl before. Hell, I’d never even left the country before! I was halfway through formulating my reply when Vanessa pre-empted it.

Just say yes.

Well, OK then.

Yes.

***

The flight out was in less than 24 hours, making it all feel like a mad rush. The gift was evidently impulsive and last minute, meaning that I wasn’t even sure what the plan was. Apparently, her family was so taken with me that they decided to treat us both to a trip away, an almost unbelievable act of generosity. Still, I was hardly going to question it. I was going on an exciting foreign adventure with the most beautiful girl in the world.

My entire life had been a whirlwind since I met Vanessa in our college film club last year, falling in love with her bubbly personality and in lust with her gorgeous, athletic body. My attempt to ask her out on a Valentine’s Day date had led to me becoming her “little helper”, a position that basically meant me fulfilling all of her kinky, sadistic desires while she remained free to fuck around. Our relationship since then had ratcheted forward in a number of bewildering, beautiful events. We had become closer and closer, hanging out constantly and seeming to any casual observer like a loving couple. At the same time, Vanessa had dominated and humiliated me in ways I had never thought possible, turning me into her willing submissive slut.

This had all culminated around Christmas in a typically mind-bending way. Vanessa had offered to let me move in with her, taking our relationship to the next level and hinting at something deeper and more permanent than I had dared hope for. I could even stay there rent-free, provided I cooked and cleaned, wore a chastity cage, and serviced her on command. At the same time, she had insisted on making me watch her with another man, to ensure I wasn’t going to become the jealous type. The end result was the happiest and most humiliating day of my life, a day that somehow ended with me fucking my new live-in girlfriend.

We made it to the airport just in time with our hastily prepared bags in tow. We had one checked suitcase, packed with sexy clothes, my personalized collar, a chastity cage, and Vanessa’s favorite wand. Clearly, there was going to be more than just tourism and catching up with old friends on this trip. That made me wonder what Vanessa had planned, especially since we were supposed to be staying with some friends of hers.

“So, tell me all about Edinburgh?” I asked, as we waited in the line at security. We had talked about her time abroad before, of course. She had backpacked around Europe for the better part of a year, attending music festivals, exploring the sights, and hooking up with a Benetton as-worthy variety of people. Her longest stay was in Edinburgh, where she came to see the biggest arts festival in the world and ended up staying for months. That was where she had got into acting, picking up some shows with an improv group. It seemed like a formative experience, and I loved seeing the way she lit up when she talked about it.

“I ended up staying with Mhari and Kay, sleeping on their sofa or occasionally in their beds,” she smirked at me and I smiled back, used to hearing her casual brags about previous sexual escapades. “It was great, but I always regretted that I had to leave before New Year’s. Hogmanay is massive in Scotland, a huge party.”

“Isn’t New Year’s Eve big everywhere?”

“Yeah, but apparently this is like, huuuuuuge. Christmas was banned there for a good while, so all the good vibes got transferred over, I guess.”

I laughed. It was good to see that the US wasn’t the only country still racked by its Puritan past. “So, we’re staying with Mhari and Kay?”

“Yeah, and try to pronounce the name right. It’s like Vari, with a V, not M like Mary. If you get that wrong she’ll probably put you over her knee.”

“Really?”

“Oh yeah, she’s pretty formidable. I mean, she’s lovely and loads of fun, but she really gets off on fucking with men. I’ve seen her kick men in the balls just for annoying her, or just for a laugh. She got some poor guy who spilled her drink to lick it off her boot,” Vanessa leaned in for a conspiratorial whisper. “In fact, she told me that she’s become a pro-domme. I can’t imagine a better job for her.”

I gulped, already seeing where all this was going. I was Vanessa’s newest toy and I was almost certainly going to be getting shared with her old friends, who sounded like they might have been something of an inspiration to her. Still, I tried not to let it phase me.

“So, are they, like, a couple?”

“I’m not really sure. They were definitely roomies with benefits when I stayed with them, but there was nothing official. Kay was too big of a slut to settle for one person, and Mhari always liked having men around to torture.”

God, that sounded like a fantasy and a nightmare. What was I getting myself in for?

“I expect the party will be… interesting, so try to have an open mind. And don’t worry,” Vannessa patted my shoulder affectionately, “I’ll look after you.”

Despite everything, I believed she would. Like an expert teacher, Vanessa had led me down the path of submission step making sure that I never got overwhelmed by the new experiences. Whatever happened, I would just have to trust her.

***

We arrived in Edinburgh on a crisp morning, cold but bright. Vanessa slept on my shoulder peacefully for a big chunk of the journey, but my excitement had kept me from getting a proper rest. I knew the jetlag was going to hit me like a freight train, but the novelty of going abroad and the prospect of a potentially very kinky party was all I could think about.

Customs was a breeze, the passport officer welcoming us with a gruff accent but a friendly twinkle in his eye. Vanessa led the way confidently, getting us from the airport to the city center on the tram and quickly finding a locker where we could store our bags until it was time to meet her friends. I simply took in the sights and sounds, enjoying the old buildings and puzzling at the accents I overheard.

Vanessa had some sightseeing planned out, which was just as well since I hadn’t had time to do any research. We started with an exhausting but fascinating walking tour that helped orientate me as much as educate me. We covered the Royal Mile with its ancient churches and gruesome history, the architecturally stunning New Town (which was older than most American cities), and discussed the history of medicine and the Scottish Enlightenment. I was impressed that a city on the edge of Europe had been so significant, and I could see why Vanessa had fallen in love with the place. Even in the middle of the day it seemed culturally vibrant, with shows and parties being advertised on every corner.

After the tour we grabbed some fish and chips and then hit the National Gallery. I was getting tired, with my legs beginning to ache, but it still felt good to walk after hours on the plane. Vanessa’s boundless enthusiasm helped spur me along, and I loved getting to see all the art. I had been to plenty of good galleries in the past, of course, but none this big or with this long a lineage.

It was soon time to meet Kay and Mhari, a prospect that made me excited and nervous after Vanessa’s stories. We hooked up with them at a “wee old man’s pub”, with well-worn wooden panels and old boxing photos adorning the walls inside. It was unglamorous but enjoyably authentic, a quiet escape from the hustle and bustle of the tourist areas. Vanessa insisted on ordering us each a “half-and-a-half”, consisting of strong lager and even stronger whisky. The spirit burned but I savored the taste, enjoying the fact that my girlfriend was relishing sharing this part of her past with me. She seemed eager to impress and entertain me.

Even without seeing them before I instantly recognized Mhari and Kay when they walked in, quickly understanding why Vanessa would have been so smitten with them. They were two of the coolest, prettiest girls I had ever seen, garnering stares from the workmen at the bar and the students sitting in the corner.

Mhari was tall and red-headed like a Celtic queen, with fierce sharp features and bright eyes. She had black wing-tipped eyeliner and was wearing a long fur coat with black boots, giving her a severe but incredibly alluring look. Underneath was a black leather dress, so tight that I didn’t know where to look. When Vanessa complimented her outfit she laughed, admitting that she had come straight from a session at her dungeon.

Kay was shorter, quieter, but no less attractive. She had come from her office job and was wearing a pencil skirt with stockings, high heels, and a cardigan. She would have looked almost demure if it wasn’t for her nose piercing and the brightly colored tattoos snaking out onto her well-manicured hands. With her jet-black hair next to Vanessa’s blonde and Mhari’s red, they looked like some gorgeous girl band.

“So, this is the famous Donnie,” Mhari said, shaking my hand with a firm grip. Vanessa made the introductions before sending me off to the bar to get in another round of drinks.

The conversation flowed easily, with our hosts seeming friendly and down-to-earth despite their intimidating sensuality. The girls started off by catching up on the last few years and joking about old times, but I never felt excluded. We talked about cultural differences, politics, movies, and books, with the drinks and the appearance of a live guitarist helping to stave off my tiredness.

“So, I hope you’re as adventurous as Vanessa says,” Mhari smirked at me over her glass of gin. “This party tomorrow is going to get pretty wild.”

“Oh yeah? What have you got planned?” Vanessa jumped in while my jetlag brain tried to formulate a reply.

“Well, a few friends from the scene and pros from the dungeon space I use are coming along. It’s going to be a bit of a girl’s night!” she looked at us both lasciviously while stroking Kay’s leg. “Men are only allowed to come if they are going to be useful. If they are going to know their place.”

“What does that mean?” I asked, the beer making me bolder.

“You’ll find out,” Mhari said, flashing that wicked smile at me. “And if you’re the kind of man Vanessa says you are, you’ll enjoy it.”

***

We went back to the apartment just before closing time, swinging past the locker to pick up our bags. I had enjoyed the pub, with its vibrant atmosphere and traditional music, but it was time to sleep. Luckily, the girls’ apartment was close to the center, so we could walk there with their heels clacking on the cobbled pavements as the misty air drew in around us like we were living in some Gothic novel.

The apartment was large and well-decorated with high ceilings nice views, an impressive get in what I understood to be a pretty expensive city. Mhari was evidently pulling in good money at the dungeon, and when I asked Kay what she did the answer was almost too perfect.

“I manage product design for a sex toy company. Decent pay, plus I get lots of fun stuff to play with!”

The girls laughed, and I tried not to salivate as I pictured any of these women, or even all three, playing with any number of naughty implements.

We chilled on the couch together while the girls had a nightcap and I meekly moved on to tea. As soon as I sat down I realized just how exhausted I was, with my body beginning to scream out for rest. Vanessa evidently felt the same, swinging her legs up onto my lap and complaining pointedly about how sore her feet were. I began undoing the laces as I had been conditioned to do, all while telling myself that I was too tired for the prospect of any kinky mind games despite my cock stirring at the suggestion and at the proximity of her body.

“Fucking hell, I can smell your feet already Nessa!” Mhari laughed.

“What do you expect! I’ve been wearing these for about 24 hours!”

That sounded about right. From the drive to the plane to the long walk around the hilly street, Vanessa’s gorgeous little feet had been encased in their boots. Her white socks were slightly dirty and I could feel a slight moistness. Her feet undeniably smelled, but like everything else about Vanessa- I loved it.

And she knew it.

“You don’t mind rubbing her stinky feet?” Kay asked innocently, although she surely knew how smitten I was. Even if Vanessa hadn’t told her about her exact arrangement, it was obvious.

“No, he lovvvvves it,” she purred as I drove my fingers into her tired arches. She raised her spare foot and rubbed the moist material against my face, turning my cheeks red and drawing laughs of delight from our hosts. I was embarrassed, but my body was responding with predictable arousal.

“Oh my God, it looks like he does!”

Kay slipped off her high heel and began kneading her own nylon-clad feet. “I could really use a nice rub as well, these shoes are hot but they are killing me.”

“Donnie here could look after you,” Vanessa said, offering me up like I was her servant.

“Oh, we are going to have fun tomorrow,” Mhari interjected before Kay could take her up on the suggestion, “but these weary travelers need their rest, and Donnie is going to need all his energy for the party.”

Kay joke-pouted but allowed Mhari to pull her legs up onto her lap and start rubbing. The tall redhead might be a dominatrix, but she was evidently happy to take care of her friends’ needs.

We soon went to the spare room, falling gratefully into bed. I was more than ready for sleep but Vanessa, perhaps inspired by Mhari’s tales of domination and pub talk about the joys of female supremacy, decided to invoke her authority one last time. She peeled off her socks and pointed to her feet, lying back against the headboard. After months of serving and pampering her, I knew exactly what she wanted.

“How does it feel to have sucked my toes on two continents,” she asked as I savored the sweet taste of her.

“I’d like to do it in every single country in the world.”

She laughed and patted the bed next to her. Within moments of lying in her arms I was asleep.


The Party

My sleep was long, deep, and untroubled, although my subconscious must still have been active since I woke up with a raging hard-on and a strong desire to bury my face in between Vanessa’s legs. We showered together, washing off the long journey before showing our faces.

Kay cooked us a Full Scottish, an unattractive-looking but hearty breakfast consisting of eggs, tomatoes, potato scones, bacon, square sausage, and the rather exotic additions of black pudding and haggis. Blood sausages and spiced offal wouldn't have been top of my list of foods to try, but I was glad that I did, with the peppery sweetness providing a pleasant surprise. Mhari gave us a couple of ideas for some last-minute sightseeing while she got the house ready, but told us to be back by six for some discussion of the “ground rules.”

This was clearly a woman with a plan.

We went hand-in-hand into the cold air of the early afternoon. It felt amazing to be abroad, and even more amazing to be with Vanessa. Things were of course unconventional and sometimes even challenging between us as far as sex went, but I had to stand back from that a little to appreciate what an amazing friend and partner she had become. Sure, I did a lot of chores and catered to her needs, but she had just taken me on the adventure of a lifetime and was going to let me live with her rent-free, saving me from a future of even worse student debt. I was a lucky, lucky man.

Our first stop was the Surgeon’s Museum, filled with all kinds of interesting and frankly disgusting specimens. We got some hot chocolates and walked up to the famous castle, an imposing fortification built on a huge rocky outcrop overlooking the city. The views from the top were amazing, allowing us to admire the Gothic spires and winding passageways from above. Vanessa made for an even better view, grinning widely underneath her cute woolen hat.

Lots of the city was cordoned off for the street party later, but all three of the girls had assured me it was an oversubscribed tourist trap. I was sure I would have a better time in a nice warm apartment with them, anyway.

The streets that we could walk down were buzzing with nervous, excited energy. People were already falling in and out of warm pubs while buskers and street magicians fought for attention. I loved the atmosphere. Christmas was nice, but always felt so commercialized. There was something authentic about this place, despite all the giftshop tat for sale. The people here, local and from elsewhere, seemed to be living for the excitement of the experience.

We did a little bit of gift shopping, getting some fancy woolen jumpers to thank Vanessa’s family for the flight, before heading back to Mahri and Kay’s to prepare for the party. The apartment had been transformed, with the understated décor now featuring an array of interesting and intimidating additions. The girls had brought some of the tools of their respective trades with them and were putting the finishing touches to the tableau, busily arranging floggers, whips, and dildos alongside crudites and dips.

Mhari put me to work unpacking a last-minute drink delivery, taking the opportunity to explain the rules of the party.

“No offense Donnie, but I wouldn’t typically want to party with guys, so I only want men here if they are going to be useful or at least amusing. The fancy word for what I am is a female supremacist, but I don’t want to bore you with the politics. Basically, my attitude is girls rule, boys drool.”

Everyone laughed at that, although I was slightly unsure how seriously to take her. Mhari had been welcoming and friendly, but Vanessa had warned me about how much she got off on tormenting men. Was I in for something rough tonight?

The rules of the party were like nothing I had expected. Every man in attendance would be serving the ladies, but not in some kind of free-flowing way. Instead, we would be rotated between a series of stations, as if it were a circuit class at the gym. I asked what the stations would consist of, but Mhari only joked that I would find out soon enough. She seemed to like holding me in suspense.

“Can you handle that, Donnie?”

I tried to say yes, but the realization that I would have to serve other women in unknown and perhaps intimate ways caused the words to catch in my throat. Vanessa read my reaction perfectly as always, stepping in close to whisper in my ear.

“I know this is strange baby, but can you do it for me?”

I didn’t want to embarrass her, not in front of these women she admired so much. I nodded, reminding myself that lots of people would kill to be in my position.

“Good boy,” she kissed me on the cheek. “Remember, I’ll always look out for you. This is going to be fun!”

The first test of my will came when I asked what I should wear. Kay suggested nothing, but Vanessa helpfully volunteered that I had a chastity cage in the bag.

“Oh, then that!” Mhari explained, clapping her hands excitedly. “That’s perfect!”

I considered protesting, but I didn’t want to show weakness at the first obstacle. The other men would, I hoped, be in similarly compromising positions, and at the end of the day these people lived on the other side of the world. What happened in Scotland would, more or less, stay in Scotland.

I went to the spare room, stripping off and putting on the chastity cage along with my collar emblazoned with the word Vanessa’s while the girls got dressed together. They told me to wait in the room until they were ready so I could get the full effect when I saw them. When I was finally summoned I was indeed greeted with quite the sight.

Kay was dressed in a sexy set of black lingerie with a corset cinching in at her waist and accentuating the curves of her petite body. Her black hair had been fixed-up like a Bettie Page-style pin-up girl. I could see now that most of her skin was covered with intricate tattoos, with flowers, swords, and intricate patterns all fighting for attention, telling me that she must like taking pain as well as dishing it out. She had slipped into a pair of dizzyingly high heels, but they still didn’t bring her close to Vanessa and Mhari’s barefoot height.

The love of my life was dressed like a full-on dominatrix, a far cry from her usual preppy vibe. Long black boots reached to her thigh, giving way to her soft, creamy skin. A series of straps connected the boots to a leather waist garter, with a high-cut sheer bodysuit showing off her hips and just barely covering her pussy. Her cute pink nipples were clearly visible through the see-through material, showing just how excited she was. The key to my cage hung on a necklace, nestled in her cleavage, as stark a reminder of her ownership as the collar around my neck. The outfit looked severe and intimidating, but she wore the bright smile of someone who was living out a lifelong dream.

“Do you like her outfit? It was a little present from us,” Mhari asked. I nodded yes, still gob-smacked, as I took in her look.

Mhari’s outfit screamed that she was the mistress of ceremonies of this party. She wore a light white dress down to her bare feet, with her black painted toes just poking out, although a huge slit up either side showed off her long, Amazonian legs. Her head was adorned with a flower crown and a heavy gold necklace sat above her chest, making her look like some ancient pagan priestess. She looked ready to receive supplication or sacrifice, to have nations fall at her feet.

It was almost time for the party to begin, so Mhari took me to the first “station” to get ready with the other two in tow. They had placed something in between an armchair and a throne in the large entrance hallway, with a small cushion placed just in front of it. It would be my job to greet each woman as she walked in, kissing their feet and offering to remove their shoes. I would also have to ask them how they wanted to be addressed – goddess, princess, mistress, etc. It would, Mhari said, help to set the tone for the evening.

“Remember to be polite and deferential, make these ladies feel like queens. Do whatever they say, and you’ll be fine. After thirty minutes or so I’ll come swap you with someone else.”

“Good luck,” Vanessa said, kissing me on the cheek before sashaying away to get a drink. “Make me proud!”

I took my place on the floor, shivering slightly even though the heating had been cranked up to account for all the scantily-clad guests. Mhari soon joined me with a drink in her hand as the clock turned six. People would be arriving soon, and I hoped they would be punctual. My nerves were building to a frightening extent, and I knew that I wouldn’t be able to calm down until this got started.

“Vanessa really likes you, Donnie. It’s sweet,” Mhari admitted, almost grudgingly. “I think she’s going to enjoy showing you off tonight.”

The intercom buzzed and Mhari answered it, letting the first of the guests in.

“Are you ready for this?” I nodded, mouth too dry to answer. “Good boy. Now remember, we might treat you mean but no one wants to hurt you. The safe word is red. What’s the safe word?”

“Red.”

She stood in front of me and smiled down, not unkindly. “Red, what? Show some respect and get in the headspace.”

“The safeword is red… Goddess?” I took a guess at her preferred honorific, going off of her outfit. She pointed a finger at the floor and I took the hint, bowing forward to place a kiss on her smooth, pale foot. It felt strange to worship a woman who wasn’t Vanessa, but I reminded myself that this would make her proud, that this is what she wanted.

“You’re going to do great. Now, I’ll see you on the other side, slave.”

Just then the door opened and a group of three women walked in, with two men trailing behind them. They each hugged Mhari at the doorway before she stepped back, allowing them into the hall. I looked up at the closest woman, a punky-looking beauty with a pink pixie cut, and spoke the words I had prepared in my head.

“Welcome!” I bent forward and placed a chaste kiss on each of her Doc Marten boots, “Would you like me to help remove your shoes? And how would you like to be addressed?”

“Oh my God, this is bonkers,” she laughed, slapping Mhari on the arm. “You’re mental, Mhari!”

Nevertheless, she sat daintily on the chair and held out her boots to me like someone who was accustomed to this kind of treatment, perhaps a fellow domme from the dungeon.

“You can call me Mistress Mercy, cutie. It’s a phrase you might want to get used to! By the way, do my feet smell?”

She slapped me lightly with her socked foot when I tried to sniff and then gave way to the next lady, a buxom older woman with dyed blonde hair.

“Don’t be shy,” Mhari said, “he’ll rub your feet or take a wee slap if you want to get warmed up!”

With that, the hostess left, the two men who had arrived trailing her so she could put them to work on some other task. The next woman told me to call her Princess Cali, and had me suck on the thin, sharp heel of her leather boots, cackling as I grimaced. The last woman looked shyer, perhaps a friend rather than a colleague of Mhari’s, and simply told me to call her Princess as I kissed her bare skin through her peep-toed high heel. She grinned when she noticed my cage though, seeming to enjoy the sight.

And with that, I was free. I took a deep-breath and waited for the next group to arrive as the sound of music and laughter floated through from the other room. This was already the strangest party I had ever been to, but I wasn’t hating it. After months of serving Vanessa in all sorts of ways it felt natural to extend that respect and deference to other women. My cock had stirred each time I had bowed down, responding to the humiliation as well as to the act of deferential kissing itself.

I was a submissive. Truly, deeply, I was. My submission might be tied up with my love of Vanessa, but it didn’t begin or end with her. It was an indelible part of me, and it felt good to have that acknowledged. It felt right to share it with these people.

The intercom went and I answered it myself, letting in the next group of people. For the next half an hour I was kept very busy. About a dozen women came through the door in groups of two or three, many of them bringing a man with them. The males were all clearly submissive, walking behind their owners and quickly being dismissed to change out of their street clothes or make themselves useful to Mhari. They seemed to be a mixture of old and young, hot and ordinary, but in truth I didn’t have much time to evaluate my fellow men.

Instead, I was quickly introduced to the feet of the various Mistresses, Queens, Dominas, Goddess, and Princesses who arrived. I kissed PVC boots and patent leather shoes, nylon stockings and plain cotton socks. Most of the ladies simply laughed or even thanked me, although a few of them affected a tough dominatrix vibe and a couple even seemed embarrassed. Several hinted cryptically that they would enjoy playing with me soon, making me wonder just what Mhari and Kay had planned. They all moved on quickly though, eager to catch up with friends and see what else the party had in store.

“Donnnnie, your shift as Feeter and Greeter is up!” Kay trilled gleefully. “Time for your next job!”

I was nervous about what came next but glad to get up from the ground. I had barely noticed in the excitement,  but my knees were beginning to ache. Another man, now dressed in an almost comically stereotypical gimp suit, was brought in to take over from me in case any straggler arrived.

“Are you all good?” Kay asked me before we rounded the corner into the main room, now packed with people.

“I’m good,” I took a sip of the water she had brought me and smiled.

“Wheyhey, Donnnnnie!” Vanessa greeted me from the couch where she sat in between two other women. “Get over here! I’ve been bragging about your massage skills.”

Several of the other men were on masseur duty. Princess Cali and an Amazonian woman with ebony skin were both receiving enthusiastic foot rubs while another man was on shoulder duty. Mhari tapped him on the shoulder and pointed to a St Andrew’s cross in the corner, where a number of vicious-looking implements were waiting ominously.

“Here, before Vanessa gets to show you off,” Mhari handed me a bottle of lube and a strange plastic object. “Go put this on. One of the new toys from Kay’s workshop”

“Come back soon, Donnie!” Vanessa said brightly.

I went to the bathroom and took a closer look at the object. Evidently, it was some kind of prostate massager. A small rounded blub went… in there, while a long strip of the material connected it to a hoop at the other end. My chastity cage meant that I couldn’t put the hoop around my cock but it was adjustable, allowing me to fit it around my balls. It was a more complicated arrangement than the simple plugs that Vanessa had used on me previously, but I soon figured it out. The vibrating bulb was deep in my ass, with the strip ready to stimulate my taint and the ring both controlling and tickling my nuts. It was a recipe for dangerous overstimulation. But how did you turn it on?

I got my answer as soon as I got back to the room. Kay was standing with a remote control, waiting patiently to begin the demonstration. She ran the assembled women through the various features and settings, almost causing me to fall to the floor in beautiful agony as she quickly cycled from the weakest to strongest vibrations. Several women laughed as I struggled to stay upright, and I briefly worried that I was going to spurt through the bars of my cage. God only knows what Mhari would do if I came on the floor without permission.

“It can be used to stimulate the prostate, anus, perineum, balls, and cock separately or all at once, with fully independent vibration settings to keep your pet right on the edge. You can even connect to it with an app, so you can play with your subby from anywhere!” She sounded like she was doing an infomercial on TV, selling jewelry or a new kind of blender. “Nessa, would you like to hold onto this for a while?”

“Gladly!” Vanessa took the remote and immediately lowered the settings, allowing me to regain some semblance of sanity. “Now Donnie, come here and rub my new friend’s feet. Show her what you can do!”

I took my place in front of the woman to Vanessa’s left. She was wearing a long black evening dress with opera gloves and extremely high heels. She hadn’t paid me much mind at the door, apparently preferring to keep her heels on so she could make an entrance, but now her poor feet must be paying the toll. I slipped off the shoes and took her dainty foot in my hand, feeling her relax immediately as I pressed my thumb into the arch. I focused on rubbing while the ladies ignored me and talked among themselves, with Vanessa resting a boot on my thigh while the other lady had her spare foot on my shoulder.

“He’s great with his hands,” the elegant woman, I believe she had introduced herself as Duchess Courtney, said in her cut-glass English accent.

“Yeah, but the real trick is what he can do with his mouth. Donnie, show her.”

It felt strange to do this right in front of Vanessa, but we were clearly far past that kind of taboo. I began to kiss the bottoms of the Duchess’s silky soft soles, enjoying the slight scent of leather.

“The kisses are nice.”

“Sure, but he can do even better. Donnie, give her the full works. Feel free to direct him!”

Vanessa’s new friend caught on quickly, telling me exactly what to do to soothe her tired tootsies. I was soon biting on the heel and sucking on the ball of her foot, my teeth being used as something between a foot scraper and a massage tool. Meanwhile, Vanessa was playing with the settings on the new toy, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body and eliminating my ability to think. All I could focus on was feet, and trying desperately not to come.

Other ladies wanted a shot and I was soon making my way around the room, barely aware of my surroundings beyond the feet that were offered to me and the commands that I heard.

Lick from top to bottom.

Get in between the toes, see if there’s anything tasty in there.

Gag on them like you’re sucking a cock.

Oh my God, he’s like one of those little pedicure fish.

Maybe you should rent him out!

I rotated around like that for at least half an hour, with the other men receiving similar treatment. I was vaguely aware of the sounds of pain coming from the cross in the corner, as well as people exploring the other rooms, but my focus was entirely on my task. My cock twitched and my body ached for release while my mind went almost blank under the overwhelming weight of submission. It felt good, though, to not think. I just did as I was told, worshipping these gorgeous women the way they deserved while safe in the knowledge that I was making Vanessa proud.

It could have gone on forever but, eventually, Mhari told me it was time for a break. Well, a break from this particular task. For the next half hour I was on waiter duty, fetching drinks and snacks on request, receiving spanks and gropes and taps on the cage as I made my way around the room. I felt absolutely objectified, like a stripper at a bachelor party. It also gave me an opportunity to see what was going on elsewhere in the party.

One man was on the balcony acting as a human ashtray for the women who periodically went out for a cigarette in the cold night air. Mhari’s room was seeing a regular inflow of women, who always exited looking rather disheveled. In the corner was the whipping boy, seemingly so that the guests could try out the various floggers and whips provided. I looked at it with some trepidation, but Mhari seemed to read my mind.

“Yeah, you’re up next.”

Vanessa must have read my mind, or just the expression on my face, because she got up suddenly and wrapped me in a big hug.

“You’re doing so well Donnie, I’m so proud. Here, as a little incentive, how about I let you out of that cage?”

Several of the guests aww’d at her kind and nurturing words, and a few clapped as my freed cock leaped to attention. She adjusted the toy so that the hoop was around my cock, keeping me constantly hard, and kissed me on the forehead. “Let’s go.”

Mhari released the current occupant of the St Andrew’s cross and sent him off to see the woman who had brought him, presumably for a little bit of aftercare and some balm. Red stripes crisscrossed his skin where a number of the attendees had practiced their caning technique.

“Aww, go easy on him. He’s precious!” Vanessa shouted over.

“You’re a big softie!” Mhari laughed. “How about this? If he takes fifteen minutes of pain then he can get fifteen minutes of fun.”

“Oooh, but I want a shot!” Mistress Mercy piped up. The petite punk had a hungry, sadistic look in her eyes. “I won’t be too hard on him, but he’s just too cute not to play with!”

Well, now I was blushing. Vanessa told her to go ahead and she skipped over to the sadist’s corner, picking through the toys on the table while Mhari strapped me in. Lots of people were paying attention now, eager to see what would happen next.

“Oh, I love these,” Mercy said picking out a set of what looked like metal fingernail extensions. She slipped them on, replacing her short nails with a set of vicious claws. “It’s so much more tactile than a whip.”

She stood close to me, barely even 5ft tall now that her thick boots had been discarded. I could feel her breath on my body and the warmth of her near me, causing my hard dick to twitch in its plastic ring. I realized that I was as horny as I was scared.

“Do you mind if I touch your toy down there?”

“Oh no, everyone can touch him wherever they like,” Vanessa laughed. “Just don’t break him!”

I winced as Mercy moved her hand, expecting to feel a harsh scratch or pinch. Instead, she simply pressed the flat side of the cold metal against me, stroking the sensitive underside of my shaft.

“The anticipation of pain is even more maddening than the pain, don’t you think?” she asked me in a breathy, seductive stage whisper. I was nodding my head in agreement when she suddenly flicked hard at my ballsack, drawing laughs from the watching ladies as I yelped in pain. “But there’s something to be said for surprise, as well.”

She spent the next few minutes dragging her claws across my sensitive skin, bringing up little red lines but carefully avoiding drawing blood as she built up the intensity. Vanessa came closer to observe and perhaps supervise, using the remote control to increase my vibrations in line with the pain at Mercy’s suggestion.

“Mixing pleasure with pain allows most subbies to take more of both,” she was in a professorial mode, treating this like an expo for her skills as much as for Kay’s equipment. “Plus, it’s a complete mindfuck.”

Mistress Mercy put the metal nails back on the table and picked up a pair of long metal tubes. They looked like some kind of weird hairdressing equipment, but I recognized them from my research as violet wands.

“Have you ever tried any electrostim stuff?” Mercy asked Vanessa. My girlfriend shook her head. “Shall we?”

Vanessa bit her lip and nodded. I knew that look and could guess that her pussy would be hot and wet right now. Both women came at me with the terrifying implements, assailing my body with sensations that were somewhere between tickling and how I imagined a Taser shot would feel. All the while, the buzzing in nether regions ensured that pleasure fought with pain for precedence in my mind, becoming more and more associated with each passing moment.

And then, suddenly, it was over.

“That’s fifteen minutes, ladies. As much as I like seeing piggies get punished, we are women of our word. He’s earned his bit of fun.”

“What kind of fun?” came a voice from the side.

“Well, I’m open to suggestion, but how about this? He gets 15 minutes of lovely teasing. If he manages that without coming then his shift on the cross is up. If he doesn’t, well… he stays up there until midnight!”

“You’re evil!”

“I love it!”

“Who’s in the mood to suck some cock then?” Mhari asked. “Because I’m not for it.”

Plenty of people were, fortunately. Vanessa removed the vibrator and stayed close by to watch while the ladies played with my bound body. I say ladies because I shut my eyes, partly due to embarrassment and partly because I was determined not to blow my load and be trapped here all night. I knew that I was missing out on a beautiful sight, but I had to find my focus somehow.

There were several sets of hands on my body at all times, taking turns to caress and stroke me, with the occasional scratch, slap, and pinch thrown in for good measure. I felt warm breath on my desperate cock seconds before it was enveloped, the sensation threatening to overwhelm me before it was cruelly and mercifully taken away. Fingers and teeth stimulated my nipples while all the time Vanessa whispered sweet, encouraging nothings in my ear.

I was living every man’s dream, but having to fight with every inch of my being not to succumb to the ultimate pleasure. What a delicious, devilish mindfuck.

No doubt these experienced women could have pushed me over the edge if they desired, but they were content to keep me right on the edge. I felt my sanity slip away as I came repeatedly, tantalizingly close to giving in to my primal urges. Then, suddenly, it was over.

Ironic cheers went up from around the room as Mhari declared that my time was up. I opened my eyes to see that I had attracted quite the crowd, with most of the women in attendance either watching or participating in my torture/reward. Vanessa stood in front of me and gave me a long, sloppy kiss, inspiring a mixture of whoops and aww’s. Perhaps realizing that she was in danger of looking overly soft, she scooped up some of the ample amounts of precum that was dripping off me and roughly shoved her fingers in my mouth, ensuring that my sweet victory was seasoned with the salty taste of humiliation.

“What’s next?” Vanessa asked, still content to let Mhari follow her masterplan for all the men under her control this evening.

“I was thinking that he’s earned a nice lie-down in my room.”

“Excellent idea,” Vanessa said with a wicked smile, telling me that this wouldn’t be a simple nap for me. They led me through to the other room after a big drink of water and a shot of whisky while Kay set a new victim up on the rack. She snapped her fingers at a handsome young man that she referred to as Fucktoy, bringing him along with her. I figured that he must have been a regular submissive of hers, and he was quite the specimen. With his square-jawed features and chiseled body he could have been out there sowing his wild oats but instead chose to spend his time as a sexual servant. Somehow, that made me feel good about my own involvement.

Mhari’s room contained a four-poster bed, with a man tied spreadeagle to each corner. His face was mostly covered by a large dildo gag attached to his face, the shaft slick with juices. His eyes looked feverish and his semi-erect cock twitched pathetically. Princess Cali came out of the ensuite naked, hair tousled but apparently completely at ease.

“He came a bit early, but luckily he had that fun dildo gag in, so I could finish riding him anyway.”

Mhari chuckled. “Well, it’s time for a swap over anyway. I’ll still make sure he’s punished, though.”

She undid the bindings and released the exhausted man from the bed, helping him take off the gag. A snap of the fingers was all that was needed to tell Fucktoy to get naked, slipping out of his tight leather shorts to reveal his sizeable equipment. She held out a little blue pill for him to take, presumably Viagra, and gestured at the bed.

“Will Donnie want one?” she asked Vanessa, as if I wasn’t there.

“No, I think little Donnie has had enough attention for now. Let’s leave the fucking to Fucktoy,” that stung, but I told myself it wasn’t a judgement on my undoubtedly smaller package. “This one can go in the box.”

She gestured to the side of the bed where I noticed a large wooden rack lying in the floor with a chair at one end. The chair had a cushioned opening in the top and an entrance for a head at the side, very similar to the smother box I had gotten Vanessa for Christmas. This was larger and more ornate though, more like a throne fit for a queen. Still, the effect would be the same. I would be locked into the chair while a woman sat comfortably on my face, with no option but to lick and worship whatever body part was offered to me. I had loved doing it for Vanessa, but now I was going to be everyone’s plaything.

Vanessa had me lie down on the wooden rack and used the straps to firmly bind me to it. It was excellently designed, comfortable on my body but with bindings that held me tightly in place. The box at the top was openable, allowing me to slide in easily.

“You’re doing great, Donnie. I love and appreciate you,” I felt something when she said that. She didn’t often use the L-word, but when she did it felt extra special. “Look after these ladies. You never know, I might be back soon to pay you a visit.”

She closed the box around me, trapping me underneath the throne. The ladies continued their conversation, muffled but still comprehensible.

“I like the look of these two,” Cali purred. “I might have to come and have another go.”

“So bloody greedy,” I heard a slap and laugh, perhaps Mhari jokingly hitting her friend’s shoulder. “Make sure other people get a turn.”

“I’ll be back in a second,” Vanessa’s unmistakable and out-of-place American accent was as clear as day to my well-trained ears.

She returned quickly, with the other women laughing at whatever she had brought. I had no time to guess before a shockingly cold sensation assailed my genitals. It was ice, causing me to squirm against my bindings.

“Well, I had to get rid of the erection somehow!”

I squirmed until she shushed me, roughly drying me with a towel. I felt the cold metal ring of my chastity cage and realized what was happening. Not leaving it up to the ladies, my cock was getting put back in its prison while I was used. I was going to be reduced to a mouth, and nothing more.

“Sorry Donnie, but I want these balls nice and full for when I finally let you come.”

“God, I fucking love you Nessa,” Mhari said. “If college doesn’t work out you have a good shot as a domme.”

Well, she was right there.

They told us to have fun and then closed the door. We sat in silence for a moment before Fucktoy spoke.

“First time, pal?” he said. Evidently, they had decided to leave the gag out for now.

“Yup, you?”

“Naw, I’ve been to some of Mhari’s little parties before.”

“She knows how to throw an interesting one.”

“Aye, beats freezing your baws aff on the street.”

I laughed at the incongruously comical slang, well timed since my balls actually were freezing from the ice, before quickly silencing myself as the door opened. Our first visitors were here.

“Look at this!”

“Amazing, right? Mhari is a genius.”

I tried to identify the two women from their voices, but although I recognized the accents from the earlier portion of the party I was struggling to match them to names. I had met a lot of women tonight and had been kept busy during all of it.

“Do you want the one on the bed? I’ll take the American one.”

“Ha, sounds good cowgirl.”

I heard the squeaking of the bed and the word lick as one of the women made use of my new colleague in submission. The other one took her time, high heels clacking on the hardwood floor as she made her way over to me. I felt one of those shoes come to rest on my chest as a face appeared in my line of vision, staring down at me hungrily. I recognized her as a cute, almost shy young domme who had come into the party late. She seemed to have warmed up now though, with a cruel and confident glint in her eye. She had caramel skin that made me think she might be from India or thereabouts, but spoke with a typical local accent.

“Seeing you boys getting tortured all night has really got me going. I hope you’re feeling hungry.”

With that she turned and sat down, my vision shut off completely by her body. The whole contraption was perfectly designed so that my face was smothered perfectly under her, allowing me to lick without craning my head. I could taste how aroused she already was as I started to lick, slowly and gently worshipping her. I was so used to serving Vanessa, trained to respond to her body, that I could only hope I was doing it right.

“I could get used to this,” came a voice from above me.

“Same. After the year I’ve had it feels good to have a man treat me right.”

“Yeah. You could just close your eyes and pretend you’re facefucking that bawbag ex of yours.”

“Ha,” the woman riding Fucktoy let out a bitter laugh. “That asshole didn’t have a cock like this.”

“Oh my god, you’re right! My one is all locked up.”

“Come hop on this one if you want! I’m enjoying his mouth, but Mhari said he is clean and tested. I think she gave him a pill and told him not to come. Maybe you should test him out!”

Even the dim lighting of the room was a shock to my eyes when my own cowgirl stood up quickly. Her cute face appeared briefly and then blew me a kiss of apology before moving over to the bed. I could hear the shift of a mattress and a grunt of pleasure as she lowered herself onto Fucktoy’s no doubt raging hard-on.

I felt a pang of jealousy at him having two women while I had none, a feeling that only deepened when I heard them kissing sloppily. Still, there was a feeling of relief there as well. The ice might have dampened my erection but I still felt maddeningly on edge. I doubted if I could have lasted long under two of these goddesses.

Two more women entered the room, giggling at the lewd scene in front of them. One of them sat down on my face quickly without even acknowledging that there was a human being trapped in the throne, while the other sat on the bed with her bare feet warming on my chest. They simply chatted among themselves, gossiping and telling stories while I licked stoically, the taste of pussy lying heavy on my tongue. They soon swapped, and then one rotated onto Fucktoy’s cock once my first queening Queen had taken her pleasure.

We soon fell into a pattern, with a woman warming up on me before usually moving on to enjoy Fucktoy’s large, hard cock. Some of them had a kind or mocking word for me and a few bothered to tell me exactly how they liked to be licked, but mostly they just used me as a silent fluffer. Their conversations faded into the background and I stopped trying to guess who was above me as my mind went blank, reduced to a licking machine. A human vibrator to Fucktoy’s living dildo.

I had zoned out almost completely when a familiar taste and smell suddenly roused me. I felt my cock twitch and my numb body spasm into life at Vanessa’s presence, like Pavlov’s dog.

“Haha you were right, he recognizes you!” Mhari’s laughed.

“He should do! He’s spent enough time down there,” I could hear a note of pride in Vanessa’s voice. She was clearly enjoying the opportunity to show off her pet. “He’s gotten so good at doing things exactly the way I like it, I can come in, like, a minute if I want to. Although I usually make him take his time.”

“Show us!” it sounded like Kay’s voice, although it was muffled.

“I don’t know. It might get a bit messy.”

“Ehh, it’s nearly the bells anyway. You can make a mess in there, then I’ll have Fucktoy clean up later.”

“If you’re sure…” Vanessa shifted forward in the seat, positioning her asshole over my mouth while her fingers teased her own clit. “Do that thing I like, Donnie.”

There were a lot of things she liked, but I knew which maneuver she was thinking of. It was a perennial culmination of our oral sessions, quickly bringing her to a huge, wet orgasm. I swirled my tongue around her hole and then entered her, trying to penetrate as deeply as I could. My mouth ached, but the knowledge that I was getting Vanessa off spurred me on.

“That’s it, Donnie, tongue-fuck my little pink hole. Lick me, show me how much you want to make me happy. Show everyone what a desperate, subby little bitch you are.”

Vanessa often liked to talk dirty, often seeming to use her own words to bring her to the edge. Now, though, she was in full performance mode. I could feel the electric buzz of excitement and amusement in the air as she reached the edge in record time.

“Fuck yes, Donnie, keep going. Keep going. Open wide!”

I fought to keep licking her ass as the first wave of her orgasm hit, but I knew from my experience with her body that there would be much more the come. She squatted up slightly and scooted back, making sure that she exploded directly onto my trapped face. Vanessa had always been a squirter, but this was on another level. Blast after blast of hot cum filled my mouth and spilled over faster than I could swallow it, coating my face and spilling over onto the material underneath me. After the tidal wave finally subsided she sat back down, allowing me to lick her gently in the way that she liked after a mighty orgasm.

“Well, that was… something,” Mhari said.

“Yeah, sorry. I got a little carried away.”

“Nah, it was hot! Messy, but hot. You guys clearly have a good thing going. Why don’t you two get cleaned up, then come meet us in the living room? It’s only twenty minutes to the new year!”

Vanessa kept sitting and I kept licking until everyone else had left the room. She released me and helped me get to my feet, giving me a huge hug before leading me by the hand into the bathroom and cleaning my face. I simply squeezed her hand and followed her instructions, too head fucked to say anything. She fetched me a set of sweatpants, and I realized that this part of the night might be coming to a close. I had made it through my sexy, terrifying ordeal.

“I’m so proud of you, Donnie. You did well! Did you have fun?”

“So much fun.”

“Good. What was your favorite bit?”

“You,” I said honestly, “Always you.”

When we got back to the party it felt somehow closer to normality. The women were still dressed like dominant sex goddesses while the men were a mixture of naked and preposterously dressed, but they had all been relieved of their duties and held drinks in their hands. Mhari hugged me and got me a bottle of beer before clinking her own glass to get everyone’s attention. Somehow, she was still in her full pagan queen outfit, looking as well put together as she had at the start of the night.

“Thank you, everyone, for coming! If I dare say it myself, I think this has been our most successful little soiree yet. Special thanks to everyone who traveled, especially those who came from far away,” she gestured towards Vanessa and me, now standing arm in arm. “As most of you know, the locals anyway, we have a little tradition here called first footing. It means a handsome, dark-haired man should be the first person to visit after midnight, and he should bring some gifts with him for good luck. Well, we already have our handsome men in here, and when you’re as hot as us you don’t need good luck. My suggestion is that we start our own wee first footing tradition. The men here should start the year the way they mean to go on. On your knees, kissing the feet of the superior sex!”

A general noise of ascent went up from the crowd, who clearly liked the idea. Our collective sense of excitement built as the clock chimed down. We turned the music off and left the balcony window open, allowing the noise to drift up from the packed streets.

10, 9, 8, 7, 6

The other men were already on their knees, but Vanessa held me up for a second, giving me a quick kiss. “Thank you. For everything, Donnie. This has really been the best year of my life.”

3, 2

I sunk quickly to my knees and planted my lips on Vanessa’s feet, bare now that she had discarded her big boots. Mhari was right- this was how I wanted to start the year.

Happy New Year!

I kissed passionately for a moment but Vanessa soon dragged me up, smooching me as the fireworks started outside. To my side I could see Mhari and Kay kissing, with the shorter woman standing on a prone Fucktoy so that she was tall enough to manage. He looked more than content to be her carpet.

The depraved, kinky elements of the party all fell to the side as people began to circulate, the ladies hugging and kissing each other on the cheek while the men shook hands and slapped backs. The street outside broke into a stirring rendition of Auld Lang Syne which the entire apartment joined in with, drams of whiskey being passed around freely. I might have experienced it in the strangest of circumstances, but I could feel that New Year’s Eve was special here. There was a sense of camaraderie and togetherness that I had never felt before or since.

As the peak of the excitement passed the party became more conventional, with drinking and dancing and far less kink. People still disappeared together into other rooms but the organized games were over, with the men able to relax at something closer to a jovial house party. People came and went, new folk arriving and some heading off to see vanilla friends. I felt amazing, like a new man, as Vanessa circulated the party with me by her side. We shared stories and had laughs, took shots and smoked cigarettes, and just drank in the heady atmosphere. It was six in the morning by the time we went through to the spare bedroom, shortly after Mhari and Kay slinked off to Kay’s.

“I meant what I said, Donnie,” Vanessa murmured sleepily as she crawled into bed. “At midnight.”

“I know. I feel the same.”

“Really though. I didn’t know if I’d ever find someone who could match my freak. But you can. You’re my best friend, and my little pet. You’ve made me so happy,” she squeezed me tight. “I love you.”

“I love you too.”

This had been the best year of my life, and as I felt Vanessa fall asleep in my arms I knew that the next would be even better.


A Special Treat For A Special Boy

We all stayed in bed for as long as we could, but the need for food eventually forced us out onto the quiet streets. Some places to eat were open, at least. Soon, we were curing our hangovers in our respective ways- black coffee and eggs for Mhari, milkshake and pancakes for Kay, a full-fried breakfast for Vanessa, and a chicken sandwich and Coke for me.

We were pouring over the details of the night before with everyone in a good mood despite the sore heads. It was nice to see all three of them together, laughing and joking. Vanessa was always vivacious, but she seemed especially happy here, with these old friends. It made me feel bad that there was an ocean between them, but at least there was plenty of scope for mutual visits. They had even started talking about finding an excuse to come see us in the summer.

“You know, the celebrations here don’t technically end until the 3rd,” Mhari said, “The rest of the UK goes back to work tomorrow, but we get an extra public holiday.”

“Harder partying means more recovery!”

“Exactly. Still, since we are all in the land of the living we should do something fun together before you leave. Is there anything you guys are desperate to see today?”

I looked at Vanessa, happy to leave it up to her. She shrugged and looked back at Mhari.

“We are happy to do whatever you like, Oh Worshipful Mistress!”

Mhari laughed. “Well, Kay and I thought that since Donnie is so special to you, he deserves a special treat. Especially since he was so game last night.”

“Oooooh,” Vanessa cooed, turning the idea over in her mind. “I’m open to it. Donnie?”

“I’m not going to say no!”

***

I was tied to Kay’s bed, waiting blindfolded with bated breath. The girls had left me here to soak up the anticipation, making sure to tell me before they left that they would all be showering together to prepare. That image made my cock, unfortunately locked back up in its metal cage, attempt to stiffen in anticipation.

I had no idea what to expect but was happy to be getting a reward rather than a punishment. If this was going the way I thought it was then I was going to be living out every man’s dream. Despite Mhari’s legendary disdain for men, she seemed ready to give me a treat rather than a trick. Meanwhile, Kay and Vanessa seemed to be doting on me. A sloppy, uncaged foursome seemed to be on the cards. While I had been reluctant in the past to sleep with other women, even at Vanessa’s suggestion, last night had broken down that barrier for me. If my girlfriend wanted to share me, I would learn to take pleasure in it, safe in the knowledge that I still belonged to her.

Still, I was sure there would be a sting in the tail somewhere. These women were too clever, creative, and cruel to let me have it all my own way.

The door opened and I heard the sound of three bodies moving into the room, quiet giggles and whispers drifting toward my ears. My whole body felt tense, and I noticeably shivered with anticipation as the bed shifted under their weight.

“We wouldn’t normally share this with a bloke…” came Mhari’s voice.

“But you were so good,” Kay continued.

“And I want you to know that good boys get rewards for good behavior. It’s important that you always remember that.” Vanessa chimed in, reminding me that once I moved in with her I would be even more under her thumb.

“Still, we don’t want you to have it too easy.”

“No, so you’re going to have to just listen to us play with your sexy fucking girlfriend for a while.”

And that’s exactly what happened. I listened and lusted as the girls made out just inches away from me, sometimes leaning against my bound body or dancing their hands across my skin. I shivered each time their hair brushed against me and twitched with desire as I listened to their pornographic moaning. I could sense them writhing around and could soon smell the arousal in the air, telling me that they were doing more than just kissing.

“Look at the way his cock is straining in that cute little cage. Would you like to see us, Donnie?”

“Yes, I want to see.”

“Tell us what you would do for Vanessa, and then maybe we’ll let you see what we’re doing to her.”

“I would do anything for her, anything.”

“Details are everything,” Mhari moaned. I should have known vague promises wouldn’t be enough. These were women who were accustomed to making men beg.

“I would slave away for her happiness every single day. Quit any job, move to any city.”

“That’s sweet, and hot. Now tell us something kinky.”

“I would be her footstool, her dildo, her sex slave. I’d lick and suck and swallow anything she put into my mouth. I would let her control my orgasms for the rest of my life.”

The bed shifted and my blindfold was suddenly off. As my eyes adjusted to the light I saw an unforgettable scene, more beautiful than any painting in any gallery in the world. Mhari sat tall over Vanessa's face, mouth open in an O of twisted pleasure as my girlfriend greedily worshipped her cunt. With her pert breasts and tuft of ginger pubic hair, she looked like some victorious barbarian queen. Kay had removed my blindfold but now dived back in between Vanessa’s open legs, inserting a finger into her glistening pussy while teasing the sensitive skin around with her tongue.

“The rest of your life?” Mhari moaned, “You might regret saying that, although maybe she didn’t hear. She is rather busy. Maybe if you’re lucky, we’ll let you come soon. Would you like that?”

I nodded and moaned in agreement, too dumbstruck for words.

“Ask Kay to make your girlfriend come.”

“Kay, please make my girlfriend come.”

Mhari let out something between a laugh and a moan. “And ask me to come on your girlfriend’s face.”

“Please come on my girlfriend’s face.”

“Say pretty please.”

“Pretty please.”

It happened like a set of dominos falling. Mhari ground out a wild, bucking orgasm, deliciously defiling my girlfriend’s lovely face, with Vanessa coming onto Kay’s skilled fingers while the petite Goth laughed like a maniacal witch.

Mhari leaned forward and kissed Kay deeply, a long lingering kiss that told me there was more than just lust in their relationship. Vanessa moaned in post-coital bliss, the sound muffled by her dominant friend’s ass and pussy.

Mhari stood tall with her red hair falling around her shoulders before suddenly placing her foot on Vanessa’s chest, pinning her to the bed. I had never seen Vanessa so submissive, but from the way she writhed under Mhari’s foot, she loved it.

“It looks like your boyfriend enjoyed seeing me fuck your face. He’s rock hard and practically drooling.”

“He likes whatever I tell him to like,” Vanessa murmured. Harsh but, as always, true.

“Would he like us to let him out of that little cage? Maybe even let him come?” Mhari flexed her black-painted toes, casually kneading Vanessa’s breast. Kay sat to the side, taking in the scene with her bright, engaged eyes.

“Yes, please. I’ll do anything.”

Mhari smiled at me. “Anything? Would you even let us pop your anal cherry?”

I looked back at her in confusion. I’d had plenty of plugs up there and had even worn one last night. She read my expression and laughed.

“I’m not talking about little toys, silly. I’m talking about you taking my strap.”

That was something new, and possibly painful, but at that moment I would have agreed to anything. Still, I knew there was a right answer.

“I’ll do whatever Vanessa wants me to do.”

“Awww, what a wee lamb,” Kay said, looking almost genuinely touched.

“His anal virginity is mine to take,” Vanessa said, seemingly recovered from her orgasm. “But to be honest, I’d love you two to show me how it’s done.”

“Great,” Mhari stepped off Vanessa and made for the closest. “You two unlock him while I get the equipment. I’ll make sure to find something small….ish.”

I let out a long groan of relief when Vanessa finally freed my cock. I didn’t find the cage too uncomfortable in general, but when I had three gorgeous goddesses putting on a show for me the desperate, stymied throbbing was almost too much to bear.

While Mhari busied herself in the closet Vanessa and Kay teamed up to soothe and tease my desperate dick. Their tongues and fingers danced across my skin, with the combined sight and sensation of their tongues kissing around my shaft sending me straight to the edge. Part of me wondered whether an early explosion would save me from the strapon, but I fought to hold on. I would likely face punishment for premature ejaculation, as well as the shame. Vanessa wanted to see me get fucked, so it was going to happen anyway. Plus, as much as the thought of being pounded scared me, I couldn’t deny that I was intrigued.

“Let’s get this little slut on all fours,” Mhari said, throwing a strapon to Kay before removing the bindings that were holding me to the headboard.

The rubber phalluses didn’t look as big as I had feared, but they were still sizeable compared to the small plugs and massagers I had experienced, or to Vanessa’s dainty fingers. Rather than being inserted into flimsy straps, the dildos were attached to tight boxer shorts. They seemed designed for serious fucking rather than for show, although it wasn’t all function over form. The sight of the figure-hugging shorts encasing Kay’s plump ass certainly helped to remind me that this was a reward, not a punishment.

They arranged me so that I was on all fours on the low bed, ready to receive their ersatz cocks in doggystyle. I felt vulnerable, with my balls dangling comically and my ass open to the world. To add to the feeling of being on display, a long mirror on one wall meant that I could see myself waiting there, the ladies surrounding me like sharks.

“Come get your little pet ready,” Mhari said from behind me. I closed my eyes expecting to feel the slick coldness of lube, but instead a face was suddenly thrust into my ass. I opened my eyes and looked in the mirror to see our hostess holding a handful of Vanessa’s blond locks, grinning as she shoved her into me.

“Go on, lick your boyfriend’s slutty little hole for me. You want it wet so he can enjoy it, right? Spit on it, get sloppy with it.”

Vanessa moaned with that perverse mixture of shame and pleasure that I was oh so familiar with, doing exactly what Mhari told her. My face burned red with embarrassment on Vanessa’s behalf, feeling sorry that she had been lowered to such a degrading act despite the fact that I had worshipped her asshole hundreds of times. I was also keenly aware that this was something Vanessa would never have volunteered to do for me as part of our regular dynamic, but that Mhari could easily make her do just for fun. At the same time, the feeling was insanely pleasurable, with her skilled tongue opening me up so much more gently than just some lube and some fingers.

“God, I do enjoy dominating a beautiful girl,” Mhari mused. “You can sit at the side and watch us ruin his holes, but first I want you to give him a big sloppy kiss.”

Vanessa came round to face, her mascara running and lipstick smuttily smeared from her time under Mhari. She looked gorgeous, vulnerable, and needy. Her tongue explored my mouth for a moment and I almost felt the room disappear.

“I love you, Donnie,” she said, unbidden. For perhaps the first time, I truly believed her.

“I’m going to let Kay do the honors. I want to see the look on your face,” Mhari said, walking round to face me. “Let me see you suck on this cock.”

Kay applied plenty of lube, working it in with her fingers before putting the plastic phallus to my entrance. It was humiliating, but in some ways I was glad that Mhari’s appendage was invading my mouth. It gave my body something to focus on for the first few moments of painful penetration, with my asshole instinctually pushing back against Kay.

I moaned deeply with a mixture of pleasure and discomfort as the dildo fully penetrated me. The noise seemed to spur Mhari on.

“Look at me,” she demanded, sliding deeper into my throat. “I want to see you gag. So does Vanessa, I bet.”

“Fuck yeah,” came the sound of agreement. I flicked my eyes to the side to see Vanessa lewdly, shamelessly touching herself, getting off to my double penetration.

Mhari fucked my face roughly while Kay stroked deeply, their different styles and temperaments vividly illustrated. After a few minutes they swapped, although Kay thankfully opted to have me worship her gorgeous ass rather than suck her dildo.

“Wow, he’s looser already,” Mhari observed, sliding into me easily. “You’ll be able to keep your car keys in here once we’re done.”

Vanessa laughed, and then came suddenly, the sight of me being roughly used apparently enough to send her over the edge. It was strange. When I saw Vanessa getting fucked it was hot, but also intensely shame and jealousy-inducing. She seemed to treat me getting fucked like it was some personal porno, made for her pleasure.

“Why don’t you come over here and milk your little cum-cow? I think he’s ready to pop.”

Mhari was right. The feeling of her strap inside me was driving me to the brink, the pressure on my prostate threatening to make me explode. Still, without friction I wouldn’t be able to have a proper orgasm. My semi-hard cock was leaking, dripping precum onto the bedsheets without ever managing to spurt a satisfying load. I would be kept maddeningly on the edge, being fucked like a girl and while unable to come like a man.

The feeling of her warm hand wrapping around me felt like a touch of heaven. I could already tell I wouldn’t be lasting long. Luckily, for once, they weren’t looking to prolong the finale.

“Go on Nessa, make him spurt. I want to feel him come while he’s taking my dick.”

Vanessa leaned in close to whisper in my ear, hand languidly stroking me. “Go on Donnie, you can make a mess.”

Kay had backed away now and squatted down to face level, staring into my unfocused eyes with hungry curiosity. She reached forward and tweaked my nipples, that simple action pulling out the load-bearing part of the dam that held back my raging orgasm.

The hand on my dick, the pounding in my ass, and the fingers on my nipples combined to provide all the physical sensation I could take. They built together in my body and met the torrent of emotions- shame, lust, love, gratitude- that fought for space in my mind, swirling together to make the most intense orgasm of my life. The girls made joyous noises of lust and satisfaction as I came, and came, and came, and came, spilling so much seed that it looked as if I had wet the bed.

Vanessa kept going, massaging my balls and stroking my cock until I was completely dry, the pleasure slowly becoming discomfort.

Exhaustion seemed to hit all of us at once. They each kissed me on the cheek, with Vanessa holding me in a long, loving cuddle while the other girls cleaned up, stroking my head and telling me how proud she was. I believe it’s called aftercare, in the scene, and I appreciated it.

Once we were ready to sleep the girls crawled to the top of the large bed, Mhari in the middle with Key and Vanessa cuddling her on either side. They told me to sleep at the bottom of the bed, lying degraded in my mess. It was a little unnecessary, but given Mhari’s legendary sadism, I still had to count tonight as a win. Anyway, I was just happy to be in bed with them, and with Vanessa most of all.

I curled up in the sticky cum, face resting near Vanessa’s feet, and fell asleep listening to the sound of them giggling to each other. Ruined, owned, exhausted, and humiliated – I was the luckiest man in the world.


Epilogue – Endings and Beginnings

We sat hand-in-hand on the plane two days later, regretfully forced to head back in time for the start of classes. We had spent that time focusing on tourism rather than sex, with a trip up to the Cairngorms and a night out clubbing, but Vanessa had made sure I was regularly teased. The hiking trip and the night out had both ended with me looking after the girl’s and their tired feet. I was sad to go but eager for what felt like a new chapter in my life.

I would be moving in with Vanessa, planning for my life after college, and seeing where our strange, fucked-up, beautiful relationship would go next. I had gone from her friendzoned simp, to her kinky fuckbuddy, to her…. what? Boyfriend? Cuck? Live-in servant and full-time sex toy?

All of the above?

Whatever we were, I was excited to live it. Vanessa was the most amazing person I had ever met, and when she rested her head on my shoulder I knew I had made the right choice. I would trade a million one-night stands just to be close to her and would endure anything to make her happy.

“We never talked about New Year resolutions,” she said, as the plane started to taxi. “Do you have any?”

“To make you happy.”

“Aww, you sap,” she pinched my cheek, laughing that beautiful laugh.

“Do you have any?”

“Yeah,” she grinned at me, a familiar glint in her eyes. “To be much nicer to you… and much nastier.”

I wouldn’t have it any other way.
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Be Hers: From Friendzone to Footboy on Valentine's Day

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.

Vanessa might not have room in her life for a partner, but she does have space for a “little helper” – someone to clean her house, rub her feet and… maybe more. Donnie is quickly drawn under her spell, spending Valentine’s Day at her bratty beck and call. As his tasks become more humiliating and her attitude more dominant, he sees his hope of becoming her boyfriend slipping away. Instead, he finds himself firmly underneath her, closer than he had ever thought possible but as a boyfriend or equal. He soon finds out that Vanessa isn’t as innocent or wholesome as she looks, but by then it is far too late.

Watch as a young man makes a move on a woman way out of his league, only to end up willingly ruined at her feet.

Available on Amazon at https://a.co/d/itOChnP


The Kink and The City series

Idealism meets eroticism as an ambitious and independent young journalist finds herself writing a column about her first-hand experience with kink and sex in the big city.

I always wanted to be a serious writer, but when my magazine is taken over by a hip media conglomerate, the only thing they publish is salacious stories about sex and sleaze. Well, if that’s what they want, that’s what I’ll give them!

The best kind of writing comes from personal experience, so with my open-minded boyfriend Nick by my side I decide to throw myself into a series of new and exciting experiences. I'm going to make Carrie Bradshaw look like a prude!

This is an ongoing series about a sex and culture writer experiencing all the big city has to offer her, alongside her open-minded partner. These standalone stories will explore BDSM, femdom, swinging, and public play.

Available on Amazon at https://a.co/d/emcOihF


The Discovering Romantic Femdom On Vacation Series

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 a loving couple and has a romantic HEA.

Available on Amazon at https://amzn.eu/d/781vh8I


The Cougars In Control Bundle

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 boss's 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.

Available on Amazon at https://amzn.eu/d/enxANKc
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