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Am I The Turkey?

When does a relationship become real? First kiss, first fuck? Not in this day and age. Perhaps when someone asks are we boyfriend and girlfriend? But it’s all a bit juvenile.

There’s a strong argument to be made that a relationship becomes real, really really real, when you meet the other person’s family. Which is exactly what was happening with Vanessa and me.

She had surprised me a few weeks ago by asking if I wanted to come back to her family home for Thanksgiving dinner, springing the question on me casually while I painted her nails. I was so shocked that I almost dropped the polish, something which surely would have earned me some harsh words and an embarrassing punishment.

Our relationship had started with Vanessa turning down my offer of a date and instead offering me the chance to be her “little helper”, which I soon found out meant doing chores and providing kinky sexual favors to this dominant goddess. As we hung out more and more we became something like a couple, hanging out constantly and going to college parties together. One crucial difference, though, is that she was still fucking other people. I had eyes only for her but Vanessa made it clear that she needed other men, and women, to help keep her satisfied. She delighted in telling me about her liaisons, or even involving me in them, seeming to want to make me comfortable with it all. So our relationship developed into a strange mix of normality and depravity. She was a kind, funny, wonderful (girl)friend, while in private I was her submissive helper, enduring pain and humiliation to get her off.

It was all worth it though. Her kinks had quickly become my kinks, and I now relished the opportunity to worship at her altar. Plus, she was an unbelievably beautiful goddess, enrapturing me every time she walked into the room. You know the phrase, it's better to serve in heaven than reign in hell? That’s how it felt being Vanessa’s … whatever I was.

So, when she invited me to spend the holiday with her, I thought that she was maybe taking pity on me. She knew how much I hated returning to my own hometown, given how distant my relationship with my family was. Still, she seemed genuinely excited when I said yes, clapping girlishly and kissing me on the cheek. Vanessa actually wanted to introduce me to her family. That meant something. Despite her aversion to monogamy and her strange sexual tastes, which I enjoyed as much as I endured, there was something real about our relationship. Perhaps even something permanent.

It was a long, enjoyable drive back to her family home. We chatted about music and movies and food, stopping for hearty meals at a couple of diners straight out of a Guy Fieri show. When we arrived at her house her mom and sister pulled me in for big hugs, welcoming me like one of the family. Despite the butterflies in my stomach, it felt like home.

The house was big and very tastefully decorated, which made sense given the lovely apartment that Vanessa lived in alone. To my surprise a man took my bags, despite Vanessa having told me her parents were divorced. On closer inspection, he seemed to be some kind of housekeeper. Or is butler the word?

The house might have been large, but it wasn’t a mansion or anything like that. I certainly wouldn’t have thought it was the kind of place that would need, or support, a house staff. I knew that Anne, the matriarch of the family, was a successful lawyer, but even then it seemed excessive.

Still, that was none of my business. It was late at night, so we shared cocoa with the family and chatted a little before heading up to bed. A makeout session ended in a sleepy hand job for me and nothing for Vanessa, something that had never happened before in our decidedly one-sided sexual relationship. Still, she insisted on letting me come and then letting me sleep, spooning me tightly. Perhaps things were changing in our relationship? From friendzone, to cuck, to proper boyfriend?

***

The next morning was more business as usual, with Vanessa demanding a slow, sensuous licking before getting out of bed. I certainly didn’t protest. While some people might feel weird about getting off in a house with other people, it would hardly be the strangest of circumstances for us. Anyway, one of the main things I brought to this relationship was my willingness to get her off whenever and however she pleased. I wasn’t going to give up on that.

The family butler, who everyone casually greeted as Jeff, was making pancakes when we finally dragged ourselves out of bed. Anne and Vanessa’s other sister Valerie were already there, sipping black coffee and chatting among themselves. I had a second helping of delicious, syrup-soaked pancakes at their instance while they peppered us with questions about college. It felt homely in a way that I hadn’t realized I needed. When they offered me a Bloody Mary, I felt like it would be wrong to refuse.

“Extra spicy?” Anne asked.

“Absolutely.”

“I thought so,” she winked. Val laughed and Vanessa rolled her eyes. I wasn’t sure what to think of that.

We spent the next few hours in comfortable, homely conversation. Anne cooked, aided by a largely unobtrusive Jeff, while the drinks flowed. Vanessa and Val engaged in playful sibling bickering, occasionally dragging me into it, and the whole day began to fly by in a flurry of cocktails and conversation. A quick walk to allow Val a surreptitious smoke ate up some more time, and soon enough we were being called to the table for starters.

The first course was a large charcuterie plate, with strong-smelling cheeses, cured meats, sun-dried tomatoes, and olives. Everything was expensive and sophisticated, showing an impressive knowledge of world cuisine. It turned out that Anne had spent a lot of time living abroad in her younger years, with stints in Berlin, London, and Amsterdam. She regaled us with a few choice stories which the girls had clearly heard plenty of times before, while probably saving back some of the more salacious details. Her most passionate subject was food though, something she spoke about with knowledge and enthusiasm. It was charming and endearing.

We took a break between courses, playing some Mario Kart while sipping incongruously expensive wine. Even Jeff had a shot, although the fiercest competition was between the three college students.

“Yes! Bow down to the queen!” Val shouted when she won the first down. Vanessa gave me a knowing smirk at that, as if to say if only she knew. A few minutes later it was my turn to brag, with Vanessa looking almost ready to sulk after I narrowly beat her. It might be the first time I had ever defeated her at anything, and she looked like a sore loser.

She also looked beautiful, of course. This family treated Thanksgiving like a big lazy day, and true to the spirit of that, Vanessa had opted to dress down. She was wearing teddy-bear shorts and a crop top, with fluffy oversized socks and a warm open-front cardigan. She looked cozy, but was still showing off her long legs and taut stomach in a way that I found utterly alluring. A pumpkin spice princess.

We sat down for an obscenely large Thanksgiving spread with all the trimmings. Turkey, of course, with several types of stuffing and a choice of gravy. Perfectly crispy roast potatoes and mash were both on offer, with plenty of wonderfully cooked vegetables. The star of the show was some homemade cranberry sauce that I couldn’t stop raving about, even when my compliments became almost embarrassingly effusive.

“It’s a secret family recipe, but I’ll make sure to teach it to Vanessa,” Anne said, smiling kindly as she passed me a second helping.

The conversation remained convivial, free of the kind of slow-burning animosity that had come to typify my own dinner table back home. I knew that Vanessa’s parents were long divorced, but unlike in many other homes, the absent father didn’t cast a long shadow here. It seemed that the three women were more content with their own company, along with the mostly quiet Jeff.

Still, as the largely pleasant dinner went on I became the butt of a few strange jokes. It was mostly harmless, the kind of light joshing that often means you are being accepted as part of the group, but I did find that it started to rankle.

“Oh, she has you well trained,” Val said, when I passed Vanessa the beans.

“You aren’t her usual type, but you must be very special to keep her locked down.”

“You better eat up, you’re all skin and bones.”

It was easy enough to ignore at first, but Vanessa didn’t help by having little lighthearted digs of her own. It made me feel just a little bit like I had been brought here as the centerpiece of some strange joke, all trussed up like the turkey. I suppose that was simply my insecurities talking. Part of me always felt like Vanessa might only be going out with me as a prank, like I might be about to experience the most devastating rug-pull of my life.

Even worse, she was sharing a little bit more about our relationship than I felt comfortable with. Not anything directly sexual, and nothing about how she cucked and dominated me, thank god. But still, I could feel my face burn red with embarrassment when she casually mentioned that I painted her nails every Friday. Even worse, she bragged about my foot massage skills to her mom, practically offering my efforts up when she mentioned how sore her legs were.

“Oh, I couldn’t possibly,” Anne sensibly demurred.

“Yeah, she’s got Jeff for that anyway,” Val interjected, with a weirdly lascivious tone.

It might have been the fact that my newfound sense of homely comfort was being penetrated by a reminder of our fundamentally lopsided arrangement, or perhaps it was simply the drink talking, but when I finally shot back my tone landed just a little too harshly.

“I’ll help clean up,” Vanessa said cheerfully as the deal drew to a close.

“That would be a first!”

Val guffawed and their mother let out a little giggle, but I could tell instantly that Vanessa wasn’t amused. It was only a lighthearted joke, but her eyes burned as if I had just called her a lazy bitch in front of her own family.

“Awww look, she’s mad!” Val jibed.

“She always did have a temper!” Anne agreed.

The moment passed and the evening moved on, with some snacks and a movie. Everything went back to normal, but I couldn’t quite shake the feeling that Vanessa was going to have words with me later. Soon enough we wished everyone good night and went to bed early, with everyone planning on a long morning hike in the nearby hills.

When we got to the room I discovered that it was going to be more than just words. Much more.


Punishment

“So, did you have a nice day?” Vanessa asked as the door closed behind her.

“I did, it was perfect. Amazing food, lovely company. Thank you so much for inviting me,” I was being effusive, hoping to keep her in a positive mood. There was an even bolder gambit I could try there. “Is there any way I can… thank you properly?”

She rolled her eyes at that. Perhaps the coquettish, Marylyn Monroe thing doesn’t work so we’ll coming from a 6-foot tall, slightly nerdy guy. Or perhaps she was just that pissed off.

“No, we need to have a little chat,” I didn’t reply, deciding to simply let her go on. “You were very rude to me earlier.”

“What do you m-”

“You know exactly what I mean.”

I struggled for words, completely unsure of how to play this. Part of me felt like she was being completely unreasonable, but I hadn’t gotten this far into a relationship with this amazing, out-of-my-league goddess by picking fights.

“It was just a little joke,” I offered weakly.

“What’s the joke? That I’m lazy? That I’m selfish?”

“No. I mean, I don’t know. We were all joking. You know, bantering or whatever.”

“Bantering?” she fixed me with a steely look, hands on hips. “You disrespected me. In front of my family.”

“I-”

“In front. Of my family.”

She stepped closer and stroked my face gently before squeezing it tight.

“Don’t ever do that again.”

“I won’t,” I said, voice garbled and ridiculous.

“Good boy,” she tapped my face and smiled. “But I still need to teach you a lesson.”

“A lesson?”

“To make sure you remember, puppy.”

Rewards and punishments. This was a language Vanessa spoke well. As dehumanizing as it was, she had never made a secret of her sadism, or her desire to mold me into a perfect submissive. I just hadn’t expected it to happen here, in her familial home.

“Get naked.”

I did as she told me, hoping this would be some sexy funishment but knowing that Vanessa probably planned something more serious. I could tell from the edge in her voice that I had genuinely pissed her off. That was surely going to have consequences.

She sat back on her four-poster bed and watched me undress with a neutral expression. It was strange. I had been naked in front of her hundreds of times, often in much more humiliating circumstances than this, but stripping down while she sat there in her cozy, comfortable clothes felt incredibly embarrassing.

Despite the room being well-heated I shivered as I stood in front of her, painfully aware of my flaccid cock and inadequate body. Vanessa looked me up and down with a studied indifference, content to let me stew in that feeling of vulnerability.

“You know how I like my apologies.”

I got down on my knees and bent forward, reaching forward for her feet. Just as I made to kiss her socks and begin begging for forgiveness, she pulled away.

“No, punishment first. Get over my knee.”

A spanking? That was unexpectedly conventional, as a form of punishment. Embarrassing and chastising to be sure, heavy with symbolism, but far from the worst thing she could have come up with. I could take a little pain for Vanessa, while enjoying the feeling of her hands on my body. Not exactly a win, perhaps, but I felt I was getting off easy. And possibly, if I played my cards right, getting off.

I draped myself over my girlfriend’s lap as instructed, feeling my manhood twitch at my proximity to her warm body. She arranged me so that my upper torso was hanging freely, my head almost down to the floor, with my cock and balls trapped in between her strong thighs. I felt intensely vulnerable, but there was an undeniable erotic thrill to the whole situation.

Vanessa’s hand crashed into my bare bottom with no warning and nothing held back. I had expected her to build up to it, slapping lightly before delivering any hard blows. Instead, she put all of her considerable force into it, almost knocking me onto the floor.

“Count,” she said sternly before delivering another full-force spank to my other cheek.

“Two,” I said, through gritted teeth.

“No, start from one.”

“One,” I said after the next hit.

We reached eight before I realized how loud we were being. The house was large, but it wasn’t that large. The bedrooms were all on the same floor, and the sound of my punishment would quite possibly travel. Her family would potentially know exactly what was going on behind closed doors.

When I pointed this out to Vanessa it drew only a cruel, mocking laugh.

“That’s the point, Donnie. You embarrassed me in front of my family, so now I’m going to embarrass you. They’re going to know who wears the pants in this relationship,” she scratched down my back with her manicured fingernails, drawing a gasp of pleasure and pain. “Fuck, you’re lucky I’m not doing this in front of them.”

“Nine,” I gasped as she spanked me once again. I was trying to process what she was saying, considering whether to draw a line here, but I couldn’t focus well enough to develop my thoughts. The synapses in my brain were firing all at once, the pain and humiliation bouncing off horniness and devotion. I was going to be a laughing stock, but what could I do? Vanessa was in charge, like she always was, and the throbbing sensation in my cock told me that my body didn’t want to change that.

“Say sorry, Vanessa, after each hit.”

“Ten. Sorry, Vanessa.”

“Louder.”

“Eleven. Sorry, Vanessa!”

There was no way this noise wouldn’t pass through the hallways and floors. I could only pray that the TV was on loud, or that Val had her headphones on.

The count kept getting higher and the soreness became both worse and more manageable. The repeated blows stung my warm skin, but as my brain drifted deeper into subspace they became less jarring. Vanessa squeezed her legs together, hugging my dick between her thighs, creating some kind of connection between the pleasure she could give me and the pain I was receiving. I was fighting back tears, but I was also starting to kind of like this.

“My hands are getting sore,” she declared at number fifty. “Go to the dresser and get me my hairbrush.”

I did as she said, too broken to protest. The hairbrush was large and heavy, some kind of vintage piece with thick bristles. I knew that this was going to hurt. But I didn’t know how much.

Five blows from the wooden back of the brush brought me to the brink of tears. The pain was no longer just a stinging sensation, but also felt like a deep, blunt blow that jolted my entire body. Vanessa turned the brush around and used the bristles on my skin, breaking the damn of my resistance.

I sobbed openly as I took the final twenty blows, all feelings of masculinity or equality fading away. Vanessa was my owner, my trainer, my world. I should never have forgotten that. As I gasped out apology after apology I began to completely mean them.

She stopped at number seventy-five, but not before pulling my balls back between my legs and delivering one sharp, stinging blow with her bare hand. She pushed me and I fell to the floor, grateful for the reprieve despite that empty, nauseous feeling in the pit of my stomach that comes after getting hit in the nuts. She placed her socked feet on me, breathing slightly heavily from the effort.

“I’m really sorry, Vanessa,” I said weakly from my position underfoot.

“I know. And you’re almost forgiven.”

“Almost?” my heart sank. Not out of fear, although that was there, but because I had clearly disappointed her so much.

“Yeah. This little performance was partly for the intended audience, partly to remind you who’s in charge. But if you really want to make it up to me, you’re going to have to do something special for me.”

“Anything.”

“It needs to be something you wouldn’t normally do. Something you might not really want to do. But that’s how I’ll know you mean it.”

I lay there in silence, ass and face burning. I didn’t know where she was going with this, but didn’t want to interrupt.

“You know, I’ve never peed on a guy before, and I know you aren’t all that into it. I mean, you clearly love my feet, love being my little pet, love being smothered under my ass. Part of you even gets off on pain. But pee? Not so much,” she was speaking with calm confidence about my psychology, but was of course completely correct in her perception. “But that’s what would make it meaningful. You’d be my first, and you would show me how sorry you are. But of course, it’s up to you. I’m not going to force you.”

The thought of taking a golden shower repulsed me, but part of me did feel drawn to it. Not for any interest in the sensation or the act, but precisely because I did find it so disgusting. As embarrassing as licking Vanessa’s sweaty feet could be, it was ultimately something I had eroticized. Doing something like this for her would be truly humiliating, truly submissive.

Plus, it would show how sorry I was.

Plus, it would make her happy.

“OK. I’ll do it.”

“Good boy,” she patted my face with her foot and pointed at the bathroom. I made my way into the en suite, my ass still stinging. The walk-in shower-bath combination was perfect for exactly this kind of situation, allowing me to lie down in the tub while Vanessa squatted above. She had kicked off her socks and shorts but kept on her crop top. The wetness of her spread-pink lips and the hard nipples poking through her top told me that punishing me, with all the whimpering and pain and tears, had clearly turned her on. I focused on her sweet, smiling face as she looked down at me. She was a cruel, beautiful angel.

“Are you sure about this? Are you ready?”

“Yes. I’m sorry. I want to make you happy.”

“Good boy,” she squatted low over my chest, and I braced myself for the sensation of warm liquid and the knowledge that yet another boundary had been breached. “But… no.”

“No?”

“No,” she stood up and placed one foot on my chest, looking down at me. “Not yet.”

“But I want to make it up to you. I want to make you happy.”

“I know, but you already proved that you were willing to do it. Now, I want to pick my moment to actually do it. Maybe I’ll wait until the next time you need to be punished,” her eyes burned with cruel passion as she mused about my future fate. “Maybe I’ll tease and deny you until you’re begging to drink my piss. Or maybe I’ll just do it when I’m bored.”

“Whatever you want, Vanessa.”

“That’s right! Good boy. What I want right now is to look after my sorry little pet.”

She took me back into the bedroom and had me lay belly-down on the bed while she applied some salve to my ass. She was so gentle and tender that I almost started crying again, feeling desperately grateful and in love.

Her little trick felt like a stay of execution, and I couldn’t say that I wasn’t glad not to have been lowered from boyfriend to human toilet. Still, part of me now wondered how it would have felt to submit so deeply to her, and almost craved the new experience. If she suggested it again I would probably put up little resistance and, in fact, might end up asking for it. Just like she said.

Vanessa had truly done a number on my psyche, but I wouldn’t have it any other way.

“I’m feeling hungry. Let’s go have a second helping.”

I was surprised that Vanessa wasn’t riding my face then and there, given how sadistically aroused she had seemed, but I wasn’t about to argue. She assured me that everyone else had long since gone to bed, but allowed me to put on a pair of her tight exercise shorts when I blanched at her suggestion that I remain naked. They hugged my still raw butt very tightly and the sight of my bulge in the pink fabric made Vanessa giggle, but at least I wouldn’t be completely nude if someone came into the kitchen.

Was it even any better? Perhaps not, but it was what Vanessa wanted.


Everything Has A Reason

The lower level of the house was mercifully quiet, with the rest of the household safely in their rooms. The dishes had been cleaned and the mountains of leftovers were neatly stacked in the fridge. I couldn’t stop shivering in my near nudity. Vanessa had wrapped herself up in a cozy dressing gown, and I couldn’t stop looking at her in envy.

“Go make us up a sandwich each. Turkey and cream cheese,” she suddenly smiled, like she’d had a bright idea. “Oh, and that cranberry sauce that you liked so much. Just bring the whole container through.”

I did as she said, the marble floor of the well-appointed kitchen feeling cold on my feet. I had a powerful mix of feelings running through me- shame, relief, and the constant sense of desperate arousal that Vanessa always inspired in me. Mostly, I was glad that she seemed to have gotten over her unhappiness with me and that things were now back to normal.

Well, as normal as they ever were between us.

She was playing with her phone at the head of the large dining table when I came through with the food and some water. I went to sit on the chair next to her but she pointed to the floor, apparently not letting our dynamic go completely back to normal couple mode. I wasn’t about to argue though. I simply sat cross-legged next to her, waiting respectfully for her to take a bite before I started eating.

“I’m not mad, but I’m feeling a little… cruel and unusual. Here, give me your sandwich,” I passed my plate up to Vanessa and she took the top bit of bread off before spitting on it several times with strange delicacy. “Eat up!”

I pushed down waves of disgust and humiliation, reasoning that I had already had her saliva in my mouth plenty of times, and worse. The small amount of spit wasn’t even noticeable amidst the well-seasoned meat and flavorful cheese, but then that was hardly the point. We both knew what I was eating.

Vanessa smiled sweetly down at me as I ate the shameful sandwich. Her amusement turned to lust as she watched me, with one hand drifting inside her dressing gown. God, she was as perverted as she was beautiful.

I finished the sandwich and she moved on to her own, complimenting me on it as if I hadn’t just constructed it from leftovers. Vanessa surely had some other notion to inflict on me, and I waited patiently to find out what it was. It didn’t take long.

“Aw, you don’t have anything to eat now, and I take forever! How about you have some of that cranberry sauce?”

She motioned for my plate and poured a generous helping of the sauce onto it. Rather than handing it to me, she instead bent under the table and placed it on the floor. I could see where this was going, so I crawled fully under the long table so that I was kneeling in front of her. At least if someone entered the room by surprise I might, just possibly, be hidden from view.

Vanessa swirled her right big toe around in the sauce for a moment before pressing down with both feet. The red liquid smushed up between her toes, the color contrasting with her pale skin and black toenails. She played with my dessert, smearing the sweet sauce all over her silky soles. I thought she might call me her pet again, or explain how this was a punishment or a reward, but she did something even more degrading. She simply presented her feet to me, trusting that I would debase myself without further instructions.

Which is, of course, exactly what I did.

The sauce was as sweet and satisfying as before, although as I reached her sole there was the slight taste of sweat as well as whatever dust Vanessa had picked up padding down to the dining room in bare feet. Still, despite the sting of humiliation I couldn’t deny that this was far better than being spanked raw. I loved worshipping her feet, with their soft skin and high arches, delicate ankles and perfectly proportioned toes. My cock was stiff as a board and I knew that while she was making a show of ignoring me while she ate, Vanessa would be incredibly turned on by this.

She was so turned on that I might just get to satisfy her soon. I might even get to fuck her.

Just as I was beginning to indulge that wild fantasy I heard a noise that made my heart leap into my chest. Someone was on the stairs in the hallway, almost certainly headed here.

My initial instinct was to get out from under the table and aim for a picture of normality, but Vanessa quickly shoved her big toes in my mouth and pushed my face down, which I took as a message to be as quiet as possible. That was probably the right move, since she was dressed normally but I was in her tight pink shorts with a raging hard-on, no doubt with sauce smeared all over my face. I just focused on breathing as little as possible.

“Hey,” came Val’s voice from the threshold of the room, “How you doing?”

“Good! Just having a snack. Can’t believe I’m hungry again already,” I thanked my lucky stars that Vanessa was such a good actor. Her voice was completely casual and believable, even with her toes in my mouth. “And where are you going, all dressed up?”

“Booty call. Got some guy who’s literally begging for a taste.”

Fuck. Even Val seemed to have a one-sided relationship with her partners. Was this some kind of family hobby?

Vanessa laughed. “On Thanksgiving? Have you no shame? Just make sure you’re back for the hike tomorrow, Mom’s looking forward to it!”

“Oh course, bossy little sister! Where’s your piece of ass?”

“Donnie’s upstairs sleeping, the little cutie.”

“Ahh, recovering from your little lesson?” I could hear the smirk on Val’s face. So, they had heard. My heart dropped and I could feel my face burn red. “You always were good at keeping your men in line.”

“They crave direction!”

“The ones you pick, at least.”

“Do you think Mom heard?” Vanessa asked, sounding curious rather than worried.

“Mhh, who cares. She’s probably too busy riding Jeff’s face.”

Val had guys begging? Anne was domming Jeff? Vanessa obviously wasn't alone in her approach to relationships. The thought filled me with trepidation, although I realized that it rendered my worries about the sound of spanking obsolete. They knew Vanessa, so they already knew all about my role in her life.

“Why do you have two glasses of water?”

Oh shit. Were we rumbled?

Luckily, Vanessa was a quick thinker. “Taking one up to Donnie for the morning.”

“Hmmm. OK. Well, I’ll see you in the morning!”

“Have fun, slut!”

I waited five minutes before popping my head out from under the table. “That was close!”

“It was,” Vanessa picked up what remained of the sandwich and started eating again. “Now, get back under the table. I want my feet sparkling before we go back up.”

***

I had thought Vanessa’s appetite for these games might have ran out by the time we got back to the room, perhaps ending in some gentle cunnilingus and sleep, but that wasn't the case. My innocent joke had awakened the dominant demon inside her, and it wasn’t ready to go to bed yet.

“I’ve got a little something I want you to wear on the hike tomorrow, but you might as well get some practice in now,” she laughed when she saw the worried look on my face. “Don’t worry, it’ll be our little secret.”

She opened the lower drawer on her dresser to reveal a range of intimidating toys. Before I could take in the full collection she fished out what she was looking for: a small buttplug and a small tub of lube.

Just as I was considering a protest she closed the distance between us and silenced me with a kiss. It was long, lustful, and passionate, the kind of kiss that made you forget about everything else in your life.

“This is going to be so fucking hot. Are you willing to do it? For me, Donnie?”

I nodded, breathless. I would do anything for Vanessa. Anything at all.

“Yay, you’re the best!”

She sat down and patted her lap, wanting me in a similar position as during my punishment. This time though, she was far more tender, stroking my head and back like she was calming a skittish horse.

There was a sudden feeling of coldness as she used her finger to spread the cool lube around my unprepared hole. Vanessa was being incredibly gentle and patient, allowing the unconscious resistance of my body to push her finger back several times before slipping it gently inside. The cold sensation was suddenly replaced by one of warmth as I got used to the new feeling of having something inside me.

“Breathe in and out,” she said soothingly as I tensed around her digit. I did as she said, making my body slowly relax while her finger slowly explored me.

Just as I was starting to enjoy it she slid her finger out and lubed up the plug. It was very small compared to some others I had seen, but it was still going to be bigger than her finger. Nevertheless, it went in without too much difficulty now that I had been warmed up.

Vanessa worked it in until it was nestled inside me, a pleasurable feeling of fullness permeating me. She pushed on the head a few times so that the curved plastic just barely hit a sensitive spot inside me, stimulating me in a way I had never experienced before. I didn’t know if I would be able to handle wearing this on the hike tomorrow, but for now I was enjoying it more than I had expected.

“Do you want to come?”

“I want whatever you want,” I replied.

“No, I’m asking. Do you want to come?”

“Yes, please.”

“OK,” her answer surprised me. “You can come. But first, I want you to go and get me some dessert.”

“Dessert?”

“Yeah, dessert. I have a sweet tooth and want some of that pumpkin pie. I was too full earlier. Plus, that way we can see whether you can walk with that in.”

“OK,” I said, hesitatingly. I made to put on her dressing gown so I would have something to wear, but she stopped me.

“No. Go naked.”

“But-”

“No, go naked. Val is out and everyone else is asleep, so you’ll be fine if you’re fast. Keep that thing inside you the whole way and I promise I’ll let you blow your load right away.”

I didn’t love it, but I was hardly going to argue at this stage. Not so close to forgiveness, and to that glorious reward.

“Do you want cream with it?”

“No, plain is good.”

I made for the kitchen as quickly as I could, considering that I was tiptoeing while clenching my ass as tightly as possible. I was surprised that Vanessa had been so excited about the idea of putting something in my ass since she had never mentioned it before, but it made sense. I wasn’t one of those homophobic guys who thought a bit of butt stuff made you gay, but the fact that she was clearly making me wear this for her amusement did add an edge of humiliation to the situation. It was somehow controlling, sadistic, and degrading all at once, while also being pleasurable. Like everything between Vanessa and me, it was complex.

Fortunately, I made it back to the room with a large slice of pumpkin pie in a bowl without further incident. I handed it to her and kneeled on the floor, knowing that she would expect my ongoing submission while she ate.

“Mhhh, this is good,” she moaned, dressing gown falling open. “But I think my eyes were bigger than my belly. Here, you have some.”

She handed the bowl to me and I took a bite, enjoying the mixture of sweetness and spice. I had a few bites and then made to hand the dessert back to her, deferentially giving it to her to finish.

“No, you can finish it,” a devilish smile crept across Vanessa’s face. “But I think you should try it with cream.”

She took the bowl and placed it at her feet, pointing at my semi-hard cock in case I hadn’t got the message. What she was suggesting was creative, depraved, and degrading. I could see yet another precious shred of my dignity disappearing before my eyes. I had tasted my cum for her before, but never like this.

“I hope you’re not thinking of being rude and saying no? Not after I said I would let you come?”

Well, after everything that had happened tonight my body did scream out for that sweet release. On top of that, I knew that saying no would only lead to something worse down the line. An argument, some other creative punishment, or perhaps the worst outcome of all: Vanessa getting bored of me.

“Thank you,” I said, face burning red as I started to stroke my cock. Vanessa smiled and opened her legs, allowing me to take in the sight of her lean, athletic body. Her nipples were hard and her pussy was wet, the complete psychological control she had over me acting as the ultimate aphrodisiac. She started stroking herself, edging on my shame. It was a glorious sight, something to focus on as I brought myself closer to my release and my humiliation.

She reached around in the sheets next to her and found some kind of remote. A quick push of a button started a soft buzzing in my butt, sending waves of surprise and sensation running through my body. I hadn’t even known that this plug could vibrate. It took the entire feeling to the next level and pushed me close to the brink.

“You can’t imagine how much this turns me on baby,” Vanessa said, her voice soft and gentle. “Seeing what you would do for me. What you’ll endure for me. It’s better than any cock, any set of abs. It’s special. You’re special.”

It was those words of all things, so sweet and genuine, that pushed me over the edge. I came suddenly, managing to get most of it in the bowl as Vanessa intended. She reached forward and took control, slowly jerking me straight onto the pie until it was coming out in a dibble, milking me dry. Evidently, she wanted to see me swallow every last drop.

I thought she might smush it with her feet again or make me eat from the bowl like a dog, but it seemed like Vanessa wanted to be in control. With something bordering on intimacy, she took the bowl herself and fed me with the spoon, leaning in close and maintaining constant eye contact. She seemed to be studying my reactions closely as I swallowed the sweet pie with its bitter, salty dressing. Her plump red lips were parted in something between laughter and orgasmic pleasure, and some perverse little part of me couldn’t help but feel pride in how much enjoyment I was giving her with my suffering.

“I’m proud of you,” she said as I finished the last bite. “Now come here and have some proper dessert.”

I crawled forward and began licking, worshipping her gorgeous pussy just the way she liked. She turned the vibrator off, allowing me to focus entirely on my task. After the ups and downs of the evening, I finally felt back at home with my face nestled between Vanessa’s legs. That feeling was sweeter than cranberry sauce, tastier than pumpkin pie.

“Do you know why I’m so hard on you, Donnie?” Vanessa moaned. She sounded and felt like she was already close to orgasm, the evening’s entertainment providing her with all the sadistic stimulation she would need.

“Mhhh,” I moaned in reply, mouth too busy to form words, mind too melted to form thoughts.

“It’s not just because I enjoy torturing you, although I do. I do get off on it,” she pulled my head in tighter as if to punctuate her points. “I’m so hard on you because I actually care about you. You’re the first man I can really imagine doing something more serious with. Building something worthwhile, even if it is fucked up. I can imagine something like a future with you. I want to make this work, and that means making you obey me and crave me.”

I suddenly felt tears well up in my eyes even as I focused on licking her sweet pussy. Her words were just so endearing, and strangely vulnerable. The mixed emotions of the day built up inside me, and began to come out.

“Oh my God, are you crying Donnie?” Vanessa asked. I was worried that it would be a turn-off for her, but her voice sounded awestruck rather than amused or worried. “That’s so beautiful.”

She pulled my head in and began grinding, my heartfelt emotion apparently giving her that final push. She exploded on my tear-stained face within moments, stifling a scream as her body convulsed. I kept licking, desperately trying to swallow every drop of her. As she came down I slowed, kissing and licking gently as she had taught me to do.

“Come up here and lie with me,” Vanessa pulled my head onto her chest and stroked my hair, holding me close. “You can cry. You don’t need to be strong.”

“I just love you so much,” I said, not quite crying anymore.

“I know. You make me so happy. I’m thankful for you.”

She sent me to clean up and remove the plug before cuddling me to a sweet, dreamless slumber.

***

The rest of the trip passed without major incident, or any mention of my chastisement at Vanessa’s hand beyond a few pointed looks from Val. Vanessa even let me pass on wearing the buttplug the next day, although she did make a point of packing a few choice toys for later use. The most significant thing that happened was a comment Vanessa made towards the end of our time there.

“So, what’s next for you two?” Anne asked. A fair question given that we were coming to the end of college, but one that filled me with trepidation.

“I’m not sure. We’re still thinking about it,” Vanessa replied, gripping my hand and kissing me on the cheek.

It was a small thing, a throwaway comment, but it made my heart sing. She was talking about the idea of a future together, one that require us, not I but us, to make a decision. For the first time the idea of a life with Vanessa after our time in college seemed like a real possibility rather than a fantasy.

What that life might look like was a wonderful, worrying thing to think about, but even the possibility gave me something hopeful to hold onto.

As I drove us home, with Vanessa sleeping angelically in the front seat, I reflected on just how thankful I was to have met her. My precious, perfect, perverted girlfriend.
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