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Book 5 - Spanksgiving


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.


Book 6 – XXXmas


Winter Wonderland

I fought my way through the swirling snow toward Vanessa’s door like Shackleton in the Antarctic, although laden down with presents rather than supplies and scientific equipment. The weather was unbelievably nasty, a building snowstorm keeping us trapped in our small college town over Christmas, but getting to the warm winter wonderland of her apartment was all the motivation I needed.

Vanessa buzzed me into the building immediately and met me at the door, her face sympathetic. She looked like a guardian angel and I felt myself smile while I shivered.

“Get inside and get those clothes off!”

She helped me take off my clothes, cheap and unable to handle this weather, before pushing me into a hot shower. When I came out she had a hot cup of cocoa and a fluffy toweling robe waiting for me. The apartment was decorated for Christmas, complete with a small tree. It felt homely, nourishing. Safe.

When a sudden change in the weather had kept us trapped here over the holidays I had been kind of glad, despite how disappointing it was for many of our classmates. Vanessa’s family had invited me to spend Christmas with them, just as I had done over Thanksgiving, but I was going to be unable to avoid going back to my family home this time. The snowstorm had been a godsend, ensuring that I would be spending the break alone with Vanessa.

I had first asked her out on a date all the way back on Valentine’s Day. She hadn’t said yes but hadn’t said no, telling me that she wasn’t looking for a boyfriend but was looking for a “little helper.” I had no idea what she meant, but desperate as I was I took her up on it. I soon found out that what she had in mind was me helping her around the house while catering to her sadistic and humiliating sexual whims. It was a strange, kinky, patently unfair arrangement. But the weirdest thing was- I liked it.

As the months marched on we had become more and more like a couple in many ways. We hung out, went to parties, and looked out for each other. We had a dynamic sexual relationship, although with Vanessa firmly in charge. However, she firmly resisted any move toward monogamy, telling me that she needed multiple partners to feel satisfied. Her attempts to set me up with other women failed, I was simply too obsessed and devoted to her, but she kept fucking other men and women.

It was a complete mindfuck- thrilling and degrading in equal measure. I resented and admired her promiscuity while coming to crave the pain and humiliation that she heaped on me. The look on her face as she toyed with me, the sound of her pleasure, made it all worth it.

Still, I treasured those moments when we were able to act more like a normal couple- days like today.

Rent increases had taken their toll on my finances while the upcoming end of my college degree was keeping me up at night. I had the grades to stay on and do a fellowship, maybe even building up to a doctorate, but I had no idea if I could afford it. Meanwhile, the possibility of Vanessa moving away gnawed at me like an ulcer. She was also keen on grad school, but with her money and charm she would have opportunities aplenty. Today, I hoped, would be a break from all those worries.

“Gifts first, or after dinner?” I opened my mouth to reply, but she giddily interrupted me. “No, I can’t wait. Let’s do them now!”

She poured us both a drink and then skipped over to the small tree that I had helped her set up, pulling out boxes and stockings. By the time she was done, I was starting to worry that I hadn’t got her nearly enough. Usually, it was me giving and her receiving, sexually and materially, but for some reason she had gone overboard.

“Oh, I nearly forgot! I want to look the part when I give you your presents!”

Vanessa went into the bedroom while I unpacked the gifts I had got her, some at her suggestion and some of my own. I knew that she would be getting some kinky implements for us both to enjoy, so I had matched that by getting her something a little spicy in addition to some stocking fillers and heartfelt gifts. I wondered, with excitement and trepidation, what new toys we would be playing with today. I had a feeling that they would be decidedly unwholesome.

“Merry Christmas, you naughty little elf!”

Vanessa stood resplendent in the doorway, a white silk kimono open to reveal her heavenly body underneath. She was clad in bright red lingerie, high-cut panties showing off the curve of her body while her plunging bra left little to the imagination. To complete the look, she had popped on a jaunty Santa hat. Sexy and seasonal.

She sauntered over to me, swinging her hips sensually. She was an actress as well as an athlete and knew just how to move her body to have the desired effect on me. I watched speechless as she approached me, looking up at her from a familiar position on my knees.

“Let’s see what you got me first!”

“OK, I hope you like them. I kept receipts in case-”

“I’m sure they’ll be perfect, Donnie,” Vanessa interrupted me, stroking my face reassuringly. “They are from you, after all.” Despite all the pain and humiliation she put me through for fun, she really was the sweetest woman I had ever met.

Vanessa opened the presents with a look of infectious joy on her face. I always loved how quickly she could switch between sultry and sweet, wholesome and whorish.

She started with the smaller ones, saving the largest for last. I had gotten her some perfumes, creams and other pampering materials that I knew she loved. Of course, I was selfishly looking forward to having the opportunity to use them on her sexy body. Next came some gifts I was a little more nervous about. I had carefully selected some jewelry, researching and comparing to the best of my ability. I didn’t have the money to get her the diamonds I felt she deserved, but I hoped she would appreciate the vintage gold necklace with an obsidian inlay I had eventually found at a reseller.

“Oh Donnie, it’s beautiful!” she exclaimed, making my heart soar. She slipped it on immediately, seeming genuinely excited. Of course, it would have fit better with a black cocktail dress than her festive lingerie, but there was no accessory that would look bad against Vanessa’s bare skin.

The final small gift was the one I had worked the hardest on. I felt my heart pound against my chest as she ripped open the wrapping paper. She was silent as she took it in, the anticipation almost killing me.

At Vanessa’s suggestion I had gone back to art, an old passion I had given up on in a fit of bruised self-confidence after failing to get into art school. Lacking the money to get her all the gifts I wanted, I had decided to invest my time in making her something. It was a simple watercolor portrait, drawn from my favorite photo of her watching a sunset. It was unpracticed and unmistakably amateur, but I hoped that the vibrant, swirling colors would go some way towards communicating how I felt about her.

“Donnie, I…” she looked speechless, almost teary-eyed. “I love it!”

She leaped on me and wrapped me in her arms, kissing my cheek repeatedly as she pinned me to the ground. “I knew you would be a great painter. I could tell from when I first saw you behind a camera. You have the eye for it.”

Now it was my turn to feel weepy. Vanessa had frequently made me feel small, humiliated, and degraded sexually. But in every other aspect of my life, she had made me feel stronger and more confident. A better man.

It was time for the last gift I had gotten her, the biggest of the packages and my own attempt to match her kinky imagination.

Vanessa revealed what was inside the box, reacting with a deep and sultry laugh. “Is this what I think it is?”

It was, although I still wasn’t quite sure what to call it myself- a smother box, a queening chair, a facesitting throne?

Whatever it was, it had cost me a pretty penny from a custom fetish furniture website. Still, the craftsmanship stood out. It was a black lacquered box, open on one side with a hole in the top rimmed with plush red leather. Vanessa always loved sitting on my face, enjoying me pleasuring her for what felt like a heavenly age. Still, it wasn’t always comfortable for her or me. This contraption, padded inside and on top, would allow her to sit directly over my face for as long as she liked while I got to my task, bathing in her beautiful body. It even had cuffs on the side so she could lock me in. Not that I’d ever try to escape.

I had hoped she would like it. I could tell instantly that she did. Vanessa’s eyes glinted with that brilliant brightness that told me her imagination was running wild, picturing all the fun she could have with her new toy.

“So kinky Donnie! I’m impressed. We are definitely going to play with this later, but first… would you like to see what I got you?”

“Absolutely.”

“Now, I know it might seem like a lot, but some of these are as much for me to enjoy as you. Plus, you take such good care of me.”

Vanessa seemed just as excited to give the gifts as to receive them. Again, we started off with the less sexual gifts. They are more thoughtful than I had expected and more expensive than I felt comfortable with- fashionable clothes, high-end art supplies, musky aftershave, and a shockingly expensive new camera. Her mom had even sent me some chocolates and new headphones.

“Vanessa… I,” I didn’t want to seem ungrateful, but this was too much.

“No, listen. I know things have been hard for you lately and I want to help. Plus, you’ve seen my house, I can afford to spread the wealth.” What she said could have sounded arrogant, but it came across as factual, even demure. “Now, would you like to see the toys I got for us both? We can call it even if you let me play with them a little…”

The next few gifts were a veritable smorgasbord of sexy, kinky toys, taking the exchange in a whole new direction. Floggers, crops, and canes all made an appearance. She unveiled a cruel-looking spiked pinwheel which she demonstrated by running down my arm, while I unwrapped a dildo that could go in her and me simultaneously. I blushed when I realized that the French Maid outfit I had gotten was intended for me to wear, reminding me of both our gender-swapped Halloween costume and my role as her de facto houseboy. Finally, there was a personalized gift that was both kinky and heartwarming – a collar with the inscription Vanessa’s written across it.

I knew enough about the BDSM scene by now to understand that a collar like this had some meaning as well as some utility.

We spent the next hour playing with our new toys, starting off with me using the new digital SLR camera for an impromptu photoshoot, with Vanessa striking a mixture of sexy, suggestive, and funny poses. I was struck by the amount of trust it showed- I would be taking this camera home with me, but my possession of these pictures didn’t seem to worry her a bit.

It was soon time for Vanessa to take charge. I was already rock hard from capturing every inch of her sexy body, and as she began to tie me up with some sensuous silk rope I started to feel my mind dim and fall toward the void of subspace, as if there was a loss of blood to my head. She spent a long, languid hour teasing and playing with me, taking her time even as I writhed in pain and pleasure.

Vanessa had me describe the sensation of each whip, cane, and flogger as she tried them out on me. The spiked pinwheel made its way over every part of my body, not even sparing my twitching rod. She draped herself across my prone body while she teased my cock and ass with all of our new, robotic little helpers. I was completely and utterly lost in this winter wonderland.

Of course, she wanted to try out the smothering chair, dragging it into the center of the room so she could watch a Christmas movie (well, Die Hard) while my face was trapped underneath her, my body completely at her mercy. I kissed and licked, sucked and worshipped completely at her direction, pleasuring her ass and pussy while she ate snacks and occasionally got up to check on the food roasting in the oven. She would sometimes have me stop, simply enjoying the fact that I was lying there taking in her scent and taste, while occasionally teasing my nipples and cock. She had used me casually like this before, but never for so long or in such comfort. It felt degrading but undeniably amazing to be used as her pliant, mindless sexy toy.

By the time the credits rolled my face was dripping with her. My stomach was rumbling despite all the ass and pussy I had been eating, but luckily the food was ready. Vanessa thanked me again for the presents and sent me off to get changed while she plated up, insisting that I try on the new maid outfit during dinner. I slunk off without argument, my heart full of hope and with the taste of her cum fresh on my tongue.


A Gift, A Suggestion And A Test

Vanessa rarely cooked for me, but that didn’t mean she didn’t have the ability. In fact, she was an excellent cook. She had gone less traditional than her mom’s Thanksgiving spread, with slow-cooked brisket rather than turkey. It was messy, hearty, and delicious, providing much-needed sustenance after my cold trudge through the snow and long afternoon of teasing.

We were dressed unconventionally for Christmas dinner. Vanessa had changed into an evening dress, a long red number with a split up the side. The necklace I had given her sat just above her breasts, twinkling darkly at me. She looked magnificent.

I was dressed in my new French maid costume, complete with a frilly front apron and personalized collar. I must have looked ridiculous, my broad male body forced into the skimpy outfit, but Vanessa seemed to enjoy it. As we started dining I was struck by just how appropriate our dress was- she looked like the lady of the manor while I was her loyal servant.

We had a nice dinner together, almost normal except for the occasional foot on my crotch. This day was going exactly as I had hoped, showing me, and hopefully Vanessa, that we could have a wholesome relationship while indulging in depraved sexual exploration. It could be a win-win.

“Oh, before we have dessert I have another gift for you,” Vanessa declared, clapping her hands together.

“Ah, really?”

“Yup. Well, it’s a gift and a suggestion. I don’t want you to feel like you have to say yes. But…” she smiled at me with that 10000-kilowatt smile, “I think you’re gonna like it.”

I sat there bemused and excited while she rustled around in the bedroom. She had already given me so much that I now had no idea what to expect. I decided to just try to enjoy the sense of anticipation. Vanessa was always two steps ahead of me and I was starting to get used to that.

“Close your eyes,” she sang from the other room. I did as I was told, listening as she made her way back to the table. When I opened them, I was greeted with the sight of two sets of keys. “Surprise!”

I tried to work out what was going on, but Vanessa quickly jumped in and told me.

“No pressure, but I had these spare keys made up for you,” she held up the larger set of keys, which I now recognized as belonging to this apartment. I had used Vanessa’s on several occasions, generally when helping out around the house for her, but I had never had a set of my own.

“So, I- um, does this mean?” my mind reeled at the implication, not wanting to jump to conclusions.

“I know how stressed you’ve been about money and your apartment, so I thought maybe you would like to move in here?” I sat there speechless, dumbstruck, until she continued. “I mean, you already spend so much time here and I love hanging out with you. You wouldn’t have to pay any rent, you could just help out around the house and stuff. Plus, it could be a good trial run, in case we went up in the same place after college.”

It was as if she was trying to convince me, taking my silence as doubt. There was no doubt from me, just shock. I felt like I might be dreaming, like I needed to pinch myself. Was I really becoming Vanessa’s live-in boyfriend? Was there a chance of making this permanent? Were my wildest dreams about to come true?

I could feel tears welling up in my eyes. As well as realizing a long-held fantasy, this was perhaps the kindest thing anyone had ever done for me. Vanessa sensed it too, moving toward me and pressing my face onto her chest to hide my embarrassment.

“I just don’t know what to say.”

“Say yes,” she laughed.

“Yes! Thank you. Thank you so, so much!”

“You’re welcome! Fair warning though,” she put on a mock-serious voice. “I’m going to be working you pretty hard around here, and not just on the chores. I expect that smother box will be getting even more use than you had expected.”

I laughed and then took a moment to collect myself. “What’s the other key for?”

“Ah, this?” Vanessa picked up the much smaller key, dangling it between her thumb and forefinger. “This goes with one last present I have for you.”

She rushed through to the room and came back with a velvet bag. Inside the bag was a curved metal cage. It took me a moment to recognize it, but then it hit me. It was a chastity cage, designed to fit around my cock. Vanessa obviously wanted to keep my manhood under lock and key.

“Now, I just thought this would be something fun to play with. The idea of having control of your cock is so fucking hot for me, especially since you’ll be living here.”

Vanessa didn’t present this as an ultimatum or a quid pro quo. It wasn’t a request that was explicitly linked to our new living arrangements. But then again, she didn’t have to. I had gone along with all of her kinky whims thus far, knowing that it was the main thing I brought to the table sexually. I didn’t have the best body or the biggest cock, but I could be the submissive plaything that she needed. Now, so close to moving in with her, there was no way I would say no. I had to be willing to take our relationship to the next level, whatever that meant.

“OK! Anything for you,” I was done even pretending to have a say. I had given myself over to Vanessa sexually, and I was making peace with it.

“Aww Donnie, you really are the best! Here, why don’t you try it on while I get us some dessert!”

I went into the bathroom to try on my new cage. Luckily, I had already been keeping myself shaved down there at Vanessa’s suggestion, so I wasn’t at much risk of getting my pubes caught in the mechanism. To my surprise, though, I did struggle to fit into it due to the unbidden return of an erection. Apparently, some primal part of me was turned on by the idea of handing over control of my cock to my gorgeous girlfriend. Some cold water soon sorted that, though.

Before heading back out to the table I took a look at myself in the mirror. My cock was caged and I was still dressed in a frilly French maid outfit. I looked pathetic, ridiculous, emasculated. But yet, I couldn’t wipe the grin off my face.

Ice cream and pie were waiting for me when I went back to the table. She clapped with joy when I flashed her my newly caged cock and took the key from me like it was a precious prize. Suddenly, a more serious look crept onto her face.

“Before we seal the deal, there’s one more thing I want to discuss with you.”

“OK, anything.”

“I know we are getting more serious, but I don’t want you getting the wrong idea. I’m still not ready for a conventional relationship. Certainly not for monogamy. I need to know that you’re going to be OK with that,” her voice was calm. Earnest even. “That you won’t get jealous or possessive.”

I didn’t enjoy talking about this, but I knew by now that sharing Vanessa was the only way I could be in her life. Buy the ticket, take the ride.

“I understand, I promise. Really, I’m OK with it. I’ll clear out whenever you need me to.”

God, I sounded desperate and pathetic. But then again, that’s how Vanessa liked me.

“I believe that you think that, but I know how difficult it must be for you. I feel like we need to test the waters before you move in.”

“What do you mean?”

She closed her eyes and gulped, showing rare signs of nerves. “I've thought about it a lot and… and I think you need to watch me get fucked.”

“What?”

“To make sure you can handle me seeing other people. If you can watch me with another person and still be the same sweet subby, my little helper, then I’ll feel more secure.”

A lightbulb went off above my head. “I did watch you, at Halloween, with Julia.”

“That’s different! It was in another city and it was with a woman. That’s different from me getting pounded in our bed, by a man,” she paused for a moment, realizing how graphic she was being. “Sorry.”

I hesitated for a moment. I had already heard her fuck one of our college acquaintances and had been utterly humiliated by Vanessa and Julia at the Halloween party. My cock was locked and I was dressed as her maid. If I moved in I would pretty much be Vanessa’s maid, as well as her sex toy. Perhaps cucking was the logical next step. Still, it felt scary. I knew the experience would be heartrending, even though part of my treacherous psyche yearned to see her with another man.

“Look Donnie, I know this is weird. I know it’s a lot, but sexual compatibility is important to me. The reason you’re so special is because you let me be me. You let me have control and freedom. We’ll always be friends, but if we are going to be more than that then. I need to know you’re committed. OK?”

What else could I say? “OK.”

We went over some ground rules while we ate. Luckily, Vanessa was willing to go fairly far out of her way to spare the worst of my humiliation. She would find a guy on a dating app, setting the age old enough that none of our social circles would have a chance of getting caught up in it. I could wear a mask and we would use fake names. On the other hand, I would have to be present in a “little helper” capacity during the entire tryst, in case Vanessa wanted me to get involved.

As much as she might have portrayed this as a test of my jealousy, it was also clearly designed to test my submissiveness and to put me in my place.

“So, when is this happening?” I asked, not sure whether I wanted to delay it or get it over with.

“No time like the present.”

“Today?” I hadn’t expected that. “On Christmas?”

“Yeah, it’s a bit sacrilegious right?” Vanessa smirked. “But that makes it kind of hot.”

“Will it be easy to find someone?”

“Oh, horniness never takes a holiday.”

She wasn’t wrong there.


Merry Christmas

Vanessa got to it without any delay, jumping on some hookup app that she had while I did the dishes like a good roommate, or maid. When that was done she had me fetch the pedicure tools so that I could take care of her feet while she found a suitable man. Her skin was already silky and soft from the regular pampering I gave her, but I painted her sexy toes with a white polish and then rubbed them with a shea butter moisturizer for good measure.

I’d been well-trained in this kind of task over the last few months, but I also enjoyed it. Partly that was because of my foot fetish, carefully nurtured by Vanessa, although I loved getting to be close to every single part of her body anyway. I also found the process to be relaxing, almost meditative, though. When I was going down on Vanessa I felt a desperate, insistent throbbing throughout my body, a potent mixture of arousal and desire to please. Massaging her allowed me to serve her in a more relaxed way. It was a more physically and psychologically comfortable form of submission.

Of course, the cock cage now meant that even this relatively mundane task was infused with an intense sexual asymmetry. It was impossible for my body not to react to its proximity to this gorgeous goddess, yet every time my cock stirred I felt a twinge of discomfort. It wasn’t painful, exactly, but the presence of the cage as a physical reminder of my various limitations made itself known.

We talked a little throughout this process, Vanessa sharing some of the funnier and more desperate messages she received. She seemed at ease with the whole process, as if this was the most natural arrangement in the world. While her face mostly carried a look of studied amusement, I could occasionally see her bite her lip when she received a photo or a suggestion that she liked. I could feel that familiar fire of jealousy building inside me and fought to extinguish it. It wouldn’t do anyone any good.

Once Vanessa had selected a suitable suitor, and there were many, even on Christmas Day, it was time for her to get ready. I helped her into a new set of lingerie, the fabric a virginal white pearl as if to highlight the sluttiness of what she was about to do. I knelt down to slide a pair of white peep-toe stilettos onto her precious feet while she applied some hot pink lipstick. The key to my chastity cage hung on a necklace around her neck, nestled mockingly just above her pert breasts.

She looked like an angel, despite the devilish things she was about to do with this man. The things she was going to do to me. As I looked up at her, I thought about how much I would love to stand up and kiss her, maybe even throw her on the bed and tear that lingerie off. I could ravish her and make her realize she didn’t need any man but me.

At the same time, I couldn’t help but picture all the ways I had serviced Vanessa in the past and all the ways I could submit to her in the future. She was so strong, so powerful, like a riptide that pulled you away with it. There was something thrilling and freeing about giving in, and part of me relished being pulled deeper.

She seemed to read my expression. At times, I wondered if Vanessa could read my mind.

“What are you thinking about? Tell me.”

“I’m imagining fucking you. Making you feel good. Making me feel good.”

She smiled. “And?”

There was no point in lying to her. There never was. “I’m thinking about how much I love being yours. How right it feels to submit to you.”

“You should do what feels right.”

Was that an invitation? This could be a chance to flip the script, to show her that I could be man enough to take care of all of her needs. If I could be a dom and a sub, an alpha and a beta, then there would be no need for anyone else.

But, on the other hand… what if this was all a test? Vanessa had been clear about what she wanted. No, what she needed. I had seen how many men were interested in her, even today. I couldn’t compete with all that by being just another rutting, thrusting man. She didn’t even want those types of men in her life, not as anything other than occasional studs. No, if I wanted to be her live-in boyfriend then I had to be the kind of man she wanted- a submissive one.

I bent forward at the hips and kowtowed in front of her, placing my lips on her foot in that unmistakable act of submission.

“Good boy, Donnie. Now, let’s discuss the game plan.”

She offered her other foot so I kept kissing, alternating between them as she told me how this would work.

Vanessa patiently explained that she wanted me involved, to see that I was willing to “support, not just accept” her lifestyle. That felt excessive and a little contrived, but I was too far gone to argue now. The extent of my involvement would be up for negotiation when her gentleman caller arrived, but she respected that I didn’t like men. She also insisted on me wearing the cage so that it wouldn’t be about me at all, ensuring that I would remain focused on her needs. I would, however, be rewarded for good behavior.

I could keep the maid's uniform on or wear my normal clothes. I elected for the latter in an effort to maintain a shred of dignity, although I suspected I would be stripped of that as well as my clothing in due course.

We were sitting on the couch, Vanessa’s legs draped over my lap, when the buzzer eventually went. She leaped up, sending me scurrying off to let this lucky fucker in while she threw a silk kimono around her lingerie-clad body. I quickly pulled on the leather hood that she had provided for me, hoping it would take the edge off of my shame.

“Hello,”

“Umm, hello,” his voice sounded deep and confident but betrayed a hint of confusion even though Vanessa had told him I would be here. “I’m looking for Vanessa.”

I sighed deeply, while the microphone was on mute, before sealing my fate. “Come on up.”

The sound of the elevator was like the hissing of a horrible monster, striding toward me through the forest in search of blood. I could feel the blood pounding in my head as well as excitement in the pit of my stomach.

When he strode through the door a few moments later I was pleased that he was relatively normal looking. The man, I still didn’t know his name, was in his mid-forties with a sharp haircut just beginning to show signs of grey. He was well-built and even better dressed but wasn’t a huge hulking alpha male. Any man who got with Vanessa was going to have to be attractive, but I wouldn’t have found this guy intimidating. Well, if it wasn't for the fact that he was about to fuck my girlfriend.

“Hey man, I’m Joe,” he said, seemingly about to stick his hand out before pulling it back, and then extending it again. It felt somehow heartening to know that I wasn’t the only person feeling nervous about this.

“Come on in, Joe,” Vanessa said, making her way into his eyeline before I could respond. She immediately captured his attention, and how could she not? Her kimono was hanging loose around her curvy body, showing off her sexy underwear and plenty of skin.

With admirable speed, he picked his jaw up off the floor. “Nice to meet you Vanessa, Merry Christmas!”

“It certainly is,” she took the bottle of wine he offered and gestured me toward the kitchen while she led him to the couch. I brought them each a glass while she made small talk, returning to get myself one when she invited me to. Vanessa was flirting shamelessly with him when I returned, so I took a seat in the little-used corner chair, staring into my glass.

“So, Joe, I don't want to keep you in suspense. How about we get down to business?”

Vanessa wasn't being subtle, but then again she didn’t need to be. Everyone knew why Joe was here, and it wasn’t for conversation.

“Absolutely,” he growled, running his hand up her leg. He looked over at me and briefly seemed a little less confident. “But, uh, what exactly is the deal here?”

“With him?” Vanessa looked over at me and smiled. “He’s my little helper.”

“So, like, your boyfriend? Husband? Gimp?”

“He’s my submissive.”

“So, he likes to watch?” he sounded incredulous, but not cruel.

“Well, we’ll find out.”

“But this isn’t a threesome, right? I’m not into that,” his words were firm, but I couldn’t help wondering what he would agree to if Vanessa turned all of her powers of persuasion against him.

“It’s not a threesome, he certainly won't touch you. But it’s important to me that he’s close by.”

“I guess that’s fine,” Joe groaned, Vanessa’s hand stroking him through his jeans to sweeten the deal.

“I could get him to lick my pussy, get it all warmed up for you?”

“Nah,” he laughed, “I want to do that myself.”

Vanessa kissed him deeply, making the first move. She pulled him onto her, taking the submissive position with his big body pressed on top but always seeming somehow in control. She was soon grinding lewdly against his body, dry-humping his leg while his hands explored her body. The pornographic moaning was clearly for my benefit and it was already working, with my cock hardening insistently against the metal bars of the cage.

She looked over and smiled, registering my discomfort even as she was in the midst of pleasure. “Get naked, subby.”

“But, babe, I thought-“ Joe tried to interject, but she quickly shushed him.

“Don’t worry, it’s just so he knows his place. It’s you I want.”

That seemed to reassure him. “Yeah, OK. I just don’t want to do anything with him. I don’t mind if he like, sucks your toes or whatever.”

“What a great idea!” She began undoing his trousers. “And while he’s doing that, I can suck your cock.”

She held her leg out straight in front of her, giving me all the instruction I needed without so much as a further look. I stripped naked, save for the cage, and then made my way toward her, kneeling in my familiar spot on the floor. Slipping off her heels, I popped a white-painted toe into my mouth, not looking up at the scene in front of me.

I didn’t need to look to know, though. I focused as hard as I could on worshipping her beautiful feet, swirling my tongue around her toes and licking her sole just the way she liked it, savoring the slight taste of sweat and shoe leather. Still, what they were doing found a way to permeate my senses. The smell of sex already lay heavy in the air, and Vanessa’s curling toes exploring my mouth told me how worked up she was. Worst of all were the sounds- Vanessa gagging and slurping, the older man grunting and groaning.

“Look at me, subby,” I looked up to see her lick lasciviously down the length of his shaft. “I want you to see this.”

I watched as Vanessa sucked and gagged and gulped on his unsurprisingly long and girthy dick. She grabbed his ass and encouraged him to fuck her mouth, submitting her body to him in a way she had never come close to with me. Seeing her plump pink lips wrapped around him sent twin bolts of anger and arousal running through my body, making me shake.

“I want you to gag on my feet the way I gag on his cock. Follow along like a good boy.”

Joe had been doing his best to ignore me, but that drew a small chuckle. Broken, I did the only thing that felt right- I did as I was told.

I licked when she licked, sucked when she sucked, and gagged when she gagged. I became a puppet, following along to her worship of his shaft as best as I could. Her right foot was soon spit-drenched and slick, causing her to switch. My jaw and my heart ached even as my pathetic dick throbbed with desire.

They soon rearranged so that he could give her an eager if inexpert (by my practiced standards) licking, with her panties pushed roughly to the side. She moaned in pleasure as he gave it his best shot but kept her eyes focused on me, her sex-drunk smile threatening to turn into a smirk at any moment. She looked down at the cage and I understood her meaning, starting to tug on it fruitlessly as if I could masturbate without getting hard. The casual cruelty of it astounded and almost impressed me, while it seemed to take her close to the edge.

“I wanna fuck you,” Joe said, a masculine growl in his voice.

“Then let’s go.”

Vanessa stood and made her way to the bed, shedding her underwear as she went. Joe did the same while I followed just behind, knowing that I wouldn’t get to shirk into the background quite yet. That left all three of us nude. Well, almost. My cage, collar, and hood all stayed on, marking out my role in this little game.

He took her in missionary first, with her ankles propped up on his shoulders. A pointed finger from Vanessa told me to take a front-row seat, kneeling by the side of the bed. She had agreed to make him wear a condom, for me, and I was glad to see that she didn’t forget, rolling it onto his shaft with a deliberate slowness.

I focused on her angelic face as he pounded her roughly, with no tenderness or love. That didn’t matter to her though- she was enjoying it. I watched as she bit her lips and her eyes rolled back in her head, trying to ignore the wet slapping sounds that went along with the scene. If I could just pretend that she was masturbating, using this man like a sex toy, then maybe this wouldn’t be too devastating.

“Oh fuck, you’re filling me up sooo good,” Vanessa moaned, spurring him onto new levels of intensity. “I want you to take me from behind.”

Joe pulled out and Vanessa went to drape herself over the bed, but she soon paused with a twinkle in her eye. “Donnie, you lie down first.”

I could see where this was going, but there was no off-ramp at this stage. I placed myself on the bed and she mounted my face, wiping her wet lips down my face once before hinging forward as if we were going to sixty-nine. Of course, a blowjob was out of the question with my cock trapped in its prison, but that didn’t stop her from giving it a single chaste, mocking kiss.

Joe moved in behind Vanessa quickly, his animalistic desire overwhelming any misgivings about my proximity. He slid into her from behind and took hold of her hips, his balls dangling just over my head. I closed my eyes and focused on the positives as he began to thrust. The smell of Vanessa, the softness of her breasts against my skin, the fact that I would be living with her soon as something undeniably more intimate and meaningful than a friend-with-benefits. I tried to ignore the wet sloppy sounds of his cock going in and out, and the sound of him greedily slapping her ass.

It didn’t take long for him to reach the precipice, and of course, I couldn’t blame him. Still, I felt aggrieved on Vanessa’s behalf. She was putting on a good show of moaning and probably was enjoying herself, but even some quick work with her own fingers couldn’t get her to cum before he did. I knew enough from hours of first-hand experience what her orgasm really felt and sounded like.

“Fuuuck, I’m gonna come, baby.”

“Do it, own my pussy,” she said, lewdly dialing up the slutty persona to push him over the edge.

I could feel the power reverberating through the bed as he pounded his orgasm into my perfect, precious goddess with all his might. I was absurdly grateful that she had made him wear a condom, since I could only imagine how big a load he would be shooting inside her if not. Vanessa shook with pleasure, collapsing heavily onto me and smothering me like a warm, weighted blanket while he thrust deeply at ever-increasing intervals.

“That was amazing,” he said, sounding drained as he removed his cock from my temple. “I have to go, but it would be good to see you again.”

“Sure,” she said, lying back with a satisfied sigh and pulling me in for a spoon, as if I was the one who had just railed her.

He got dressed and went to the bathroom while I cuddled Vanessa. When he came back he seemed to notice the cage for the first time. “Huh, I did wonder what the key was for. To each their own. It’s been fun!”

Wow. I was glad that he wasn’t sticking around to hang out, but the perfunctory nature of the hookup still shocked me. Vanessa didn’t seem phased by it though, and it occurred to me that she had probably warned him that it would be a hit-it-and-quit-it arrangement. I felt absurdly grateful if that was what was going on. With my test over and Vanessa’s needs satisfied, we could go back to having our special day.

Of course, her needs hadn’t been truly satisfied. As soon as the door slammed behind Joe, Vanessa pulled me in for a kiss. Her tongue was greedy, insistent, and I soon found myself giving in to her while trying to ignore the foreign taste of another man in her mouth.

“That was fucking hot,” she said, smiling widely at me.

I tried to nod in agreement but could feel tears welling up in my eyes. I tried to push them down, not wanting to break so close to the end of this little game or test, but she was as perceptive as always.

“Aww don’t be sad Donnie, you did so well! It’s OK to feel a bit mixed up, but just know that I’m so proud of you, and so happy that I can trust you,” she stroked my hair sympathetically. “Plus, it was kinda hot for you, right?”

I nodded, more strongly this time. The whole experience had been shameful, sad, infuriating- and also incredibly arousing. Like a true masochist, even the negative emotions were being processed by my psyche and turned into something sexual. I would still much rather have Vanessa all to myself, of course, but I couldn’t deny the submissive thrill that I got from sharing her.

“Good, ‘cause it was a big turn-on for me,” a naughty look appeared on her face. “As enthusiastic and powerful as he was, I’m not quite done yet. Joe was dominant, but you are so thorough. So eager to please. You always take such good care of me.”

Well, compliments will get you anywhere, I suppose. Vanessa lay back in the bed and soon had me exactly where she wanted, unmasked face buried in her sweet pussy. It was pink and tender, the taste of latex and her juices reminding me how freshly fucked it was. I was happy that they had used a condom, and even happier that I was pleasing her in the one way that he couldn’t- with my submission.

She talked to me as I soothed her sore spots with my mouth, telling me how much she enjoyed our dynamic while I ran my tongue gently around every sensitive spot. “Fuck, I needed those deep, hard strokes, but it feels so good to have my little pussy pleaser take care of me after.”

Vanessa adjusted my head and her body as she wanted, trusting me to follow along but occasionally making her desires clear. She was soon coming, grinding herself against my nose while my tongue desperately worshipped her asshole.

“Fuuuuck yes, what a good little cuck,” she moaned, bucking against me.

Cuck. Cuckold. That was the first time she had used the word, and it felt strange to hear it out loud. Still, it was undeniable. Ironically, my status as a cuck was a result of my success as much as a failure. If I had remained a friend, or in the friendzone with benefits, then I might reasonably have been called a simp, but not a cuck. To be cuckolded you have to be in a relationship. A relationship we were now in. A relationship I had wanted.

Yippee. Merry Christmas to me!

As we lay there in the post-orgasmic moment I remembered the vague promise of a reward. I didn’t want to seem desperate, especially if Vanessa was falling asleep, but my body did yearn for attention.

“Let’s get you unlocked,” she said, seeming once again to read my mind. My cock sprang to attention as soon as it was able to, the sudden lack of confinement making me realize just how uncomfortable it had been. The air of freedom felt good, and I was ready to receive any award that Vanessa was willing to give me.

“Do you wanna fuck me, baby?” she asked, eyes wide and coquettish. The way she switched personas at breakneck speed was amazing and was undoubtedly part of her sexual magnetism.

Words felt inadequate, so I simply nodded enthusiastically. She spread her legs and pulled me onto her, positioning the head of my cock just at her warm, wet entrance.

“No condom for you. I know you haven’t fucked anyone else.”

Devastating, truthful, and maddeningly sexy all at once. The promise of intimacy and untold pleasure combined with a withering reminder of my place. That comment was a Vanessa classic.

She made me wait for a moment that felt like a lifetime, looking deep into my eyes while my cock twitched against her. I could so easily have pushed forward, taking her at my own pace, but my body was in thrall to her. Slowly, she pulled me in. I groaned with relief like a man just released from a torture rack, the warmth and intimacy of this moment erasing every bit of humiliation that had come before.

Vanessa pulled my face into the nape of her neck, stroking my hair gently. “You’ve been such a good boy. I want you to make me yours.”

I began to thrust slowly at first, hoping that I could please her the way she deserved. I tried not to think about how much bigger and stronger that other man had been, about whether his thick cock had felt better than mine. I started to pound her harder and deeper, hoping to show Vanessa what I could do. Perhaps I could claim her as my own.

“That feels good baby, but I don’t want you to fuck me like him,” Vanessa whispered in my ear. “I want you to fuck me like you.”

The self-conscious part of me worried that she just wasn’t enjoying it, that I didn’t have the strength or the skill or the equipment to rail her the way she liked. That perhaps I never would. Another part of me, the hopeless romantic, felt glad. She didn’t want me to rail her. She wanted me to make love to her.

I slowed down and focused on stroking slowly and deeply. I felt like our bodies were synchronizing, my groans and her gentle moans merging like harmonious melodies. I kissed her neck the way that she liked and felt her respond. I knew how to please Vanessa, perhaps even in ways that other people couldn’t.

“Talk to me,” she said, reaching her hand down toward her sweet spot. “Tell me why you want me.”

The compliments spilled out of me. Silly and sexual and sublime all at once, I tried to wax poetic even as my body focused only on one primal task. I praised her beauty, kindness, and intellect. I told her how much I loved her touches and her punishments. I thanked her for opening my eyes to a whole new world of sensuality. I pledged that I would always feel privileged to be in her presence, that I would feel lucky just to lick the sweat from her feet. I worshipped her with my words until, suddenly, she came.

Her fingernails bored into my back as Vanessa shuddered with pleasure, but I was glad for the pain. It helped to distract me and keep me from coming myself. She hadn’t told me that I couldn’t, and it would certainly have felt sweet to reach that climax together, but I didn’t want to come inside her, without a condom, without permission.

I was nothing, by this stage, if not a good boy.

I half-expected that orgasm to send her into a wine and food and sex-driven sleepiness, but Vanessa was as insatiable as always. She kissed me with lewd abandon, using her hips to hold me inside her.

“Thank you, Donnie. That was amazing.”

Before I could respond she pulled free and then rolled to the side, flipping me onto my back before quickly impaling herself on my hard shaft.

“It’s time for your reward. Let me take care of you.”

Vanessa began to grind and gyrate on me, riding with effortless expertise. From this angle, I could see her tight beautiful body in all of its glory. She looked gym-honed and sleek like a fitness model, while her tousled blond hair fell about her shoulders like she was a goddess from some Renaissance painting.

She rode me slowly but not gently, contracting her muscles in a way that almost milked me dry right there and then. I tried desperately to hold on, wanting to show her what I could do.

“I love teasing you,” she purred, looking down at me with a smile that was both playful and sadistic. She reached forward and pinched my nipples, the slight pain taking me even closer to the brink. “And torturing you. I’m so glad you’ve agreed to become my full-time plaything.”

Is that what I had agreed to? I suppose it was. Even if that was the case, I still considered myself lucky. Being anything to Vanessa was a blessing.

I knew that I had to reply to her words, but my mind was now barely intact as my body fought to keep control. Without any sense of caution, my thoughts forced themselves out of my mouth.

“I love you, Vanessa.”

“I know,” she answered quickly. She paused for a second an unfamiliar look on her face. “I love you too, Donnie.”

As if on cue, I exploded. Those few simple words push me irrecoverably over the edge, sending my heart soaring and my body into spasms of pleasure. My cock spurted and spurted and spurted, filling her up, perhaps even reclaiming that sacred, desecrated part of her gorgeous body?

Vanessa laughed and groaned and shuddered, encouraging me to use her body and savor this moment. When I finally stopped bucking and shaking, though, another look crept onto her face. It was that sadistic expression that told me I was playing the game by her rules. She slid my cock out of her and began dragging herself up my body until she was straddling my chest.

“Ready to clean up your mess, Donnie?”

I opened my mouth to protest, but an arched eyebrow from Vanessa said it all. Are you really going to draw the line here? This was the woman who had given me a chance, bought me gifts, let me into her family. This was the woman who loved me. I had to give her what she wanted, what she needed, no matter how degrading.

I opened my mouth to signal my agreement. Vanessa slid forward and sat heavily on me, grabbing the headboard to steady herself while positioning her battered and used pussy just over my mouth. She must have been flexing tightly, keeping all the juices inside, but when she relaxed it didn’t take long for that now shamefully familiar liquid to invade my mouth. I had enjoyed filling her up, but it was now time to taste the consequences.

It wasn't enough just to passively accept this humiliation, of course. “Get your tongue deep in their Donnie. Really clean me out.”

I did as I was told, curling my tongue inside her and scooping out the salty seminal fluid. Vanessa groan-laughed, riding me as my degradation fueled her arousal. Amazingly, I could feel my own cock stir even as my face burned with shame. Had my brain always been hardwired to eroticize humiliation, or had Vanessa done this to me?

Vanessa soon came once again, grinding out a wet, sloppy, triumphant orgasm onto my willing face, her delicious juices mixing with the last of my sticky cum. I felt so close to her in that moment that her orgasm, even coming at my expense, felt like my own.

She rolled off to the side after another minute of gentle gyrating, going to the toilet to clean up while I lay there recovering. She came back and told me to go to the bathroom so we could get some sleep, but warned me not to wash my face. “I like knowing that I’ve marked my territory.”

A few minutes later we were lying cozy in bed, her head resting on my chest as we drifted toward a well-needed sleep. “Merry Christmas,” she murmured.

“Merry Christmas.”

“Donnie… when can you move in?”


Book 7 – Hogmanay Humiliation


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.


Book 8 – Femdom Football Forfeit


Big Game Bet

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Rack-attack!”

“Van-Van!”

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, fuck it. I could use a drink.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh yeah?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, wanna bet?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Hmm, I don’t know…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You know me!”

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

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

“Well, that could be fun…”

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m in! You girls are going down.”

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

***

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

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

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

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

“Yeah. Well, one man in particular.”

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

“Could you do that?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Aww, Donnie, you’re the best!”

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

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

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

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

“Wait until you try one of his massages.”

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

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

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


Catharsis

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

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

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

Rachel giggled. “Are you sure?”

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

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

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

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

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

“So, what next?”

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

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

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

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

“Thanks.”

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

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

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

“Like it?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What do you mean?”

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

“Right…?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Of course!”

“Then yeah, let’s go.”

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

“For what?”

“For all men.”

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

“More,” came Vanessa’s commanding voice.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Van, I-, he doesn’t need to-”

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

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

“She smells amazing. Better than roses.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, not at all! My toy is your toy!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I want that,” she said, quietly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ha, now you’re getting it!”

“What’s next?”

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

“Healing?” Rachel sounded intrigued.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Slap.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How did that feel, Rach?”

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

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

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

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

“What do you mean?”

“I’ll show you.”


Call The Plays

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

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

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

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

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

“And these toys help you do that?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Is that a-?”

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

“So cool.”

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

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

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

“It all sounds so simple.”

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

“Broken? Housetrained? Bitchmade?” Rachel offered.

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

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

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

“Right. I’ve heard that before.”

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

“What do you mean?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That sounds fun.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Or not so big, in Donnie’s case!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck, now that was cathartic.”

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

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

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

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

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

“No, really, it’s too much.”

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

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

“Yes…?”

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

“Eugh!”

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

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

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

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

“Are you sure? That’s not too gross?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It could get kinda messy though…”

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

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

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

“Never,” Rachel groaned, seemingly close already.

“You want to try it?”

“I don’t know.”

“Donnie, do it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Even drink my piss?”

“Yes, please, anything.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No argument there!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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