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Book 1- Be Hers


Shooting My Shot

13th of February

I took a deep breath before hitting the button on the intercom, adjusting the chocolates and oversized greeting card in my arms. My hands were shaking and my heart was beating through my chest as I went over my plan in my head. It felt like a long shot, a hail Mary throw in the final quarter, a desperate shake of the dice, an all-in bluff on a weak hand. But when you see an opportunity to win the heart of a woman like Vanessa, you go for it.

“Come on up.”

Her voice was sweet as sugar even through the apartment intercom, showing that bright and bubbly personality that had so completely stunned me. I cracked the door open with my hip and made my way towards the elevator.

We had met in our small college’s filmmaking club a few months previously, hitting it off over our shared love of cheesy action movies. She was a transfer student from out of state but had quickly won everyone over with her playful confidence and open, friendly manner. She was everyone’s friend, from the nerdy freshman AV guys to the usually standoffish am-dram crew. Her stunning, all-American looks didn’t hurt, with her long blonde hair, fashionable clothes, and gym-honed body making her extremely popular with the boys. Still, she was approachable and down-to-earth despite everything. That’s what made me think I had a shot.

“God, men have no sense of romance anymore,” Vanessa had loudly complained while a few of us caught up over coffee in between classes. “It’s all Netflix-and-Chill babe, Drinks-at-the-Bar babe. No charm, no drama.”

“You’re looking for a Prince Charming?” one of our friends asked with a grin. “Not many of those around here!”

“I just want a bit of effort, a gesture!” she said, blowing a long strand of hair out of her face and smiling sweetly. “That shouldn’t be too much to ask.”

The conversation moved on quickly, but it had given me an idea. Vanessa was stunning and probably out of my league, but I was a cute enough guy and she seemed to enjoy my company. A grand gesture might be enough to get her to give me a chance, at least for a date or two. And since Valentine’s Day was coming up, I had a perfect opportunity.

The journey up to her penthouse apartment seemed to take forever as my nerves threatened to get the better of me. We had originally agreed to meet up for a chilled-out movie night, but I had decided to shoot my shot, bringing some cheesy Valentine’s gifts in the hope that it would be the kind of romantic gesture that she was looking for. And if not, I could play it off as some ironic, awkward joke. It had seemed like a good plan when I was hatching it, but now my anxiety was getting the better of me.

What if I offended her, coming onto her the first time she had invited me to her house? What if I ruined our friendship, and made everything awkward in our shared circles? What if it worked, but I couldn’t entertain her on our date? Or worse, what if I couldn’t satisfy her in bed? She didn’t seem like the kind to fuck on the first date, but she did have an easy sexual confidence that I found as intimidating as it was alluring.

What if, what if, what if? Well, it was too late to turn back now.

The elevator doors dinged open and time froze as we took each other in. Vanessa looked like a picture-perfect portrait of casual college beauty, as welcomingly wholesome as she was sexy. She was dressed for a cozy February night in, not for a romantic encounter. Her white ankle socks gave way to long legs that led up to a pair of skimpy athletic shorts, showing off plenty of her soft, blemish-free skin. She wore a shapeless oversized hoodie with our college’s name blazoned across the front, long sleeves pulled almost entirely over her hands. It was a choice that could have drowned her, but somehow the curves of her shapely body still made themselves known. Her blonde hair fell in a gentle curl, framing her beautiful face.

However, that face did not wear its usual angelic smile. Instead, Vanessa stared back at me with a look of shock tinged with something like… pity?

“Oh, Donnie,” she said, cocking her head to the side, “what’s all this?”

I shuffled awkwardly towards her with my arms full of what now felt like meager baubles, feeling like I was already in damage limitation mode,

“I remember you saying that no one did big romantic gestures anymore, so I just thought that, um,“ I tried desperately to keep on track, so just ended up blurting out my final line without any of the jokes or cheesy lines I had planned. “Maybe we could hang out sometime? Because I really like you.”

“Oh, but this isn’t what I meant!” she sounded genuinely sorry, making me feel like some kind of lost puppy. “I mean, we are already hanging out, and obviously I like you or we wouldn’t be hanging out at my apartment.”

That gave me a shot of hope. She liked me. So, did that mean that she like liked me?

“You better come in.”

I found myself in a large apartment, with full-length corner windows giving the open plan kitchen/living room a stunning view over the neighborhood. The furnishings were minimalist but classy and stylish. It was hard to believe that Vanessa could afford to live here alone, although I was sure she had mentioned that she didn’t have a flatmate.

“This place is amazing! And you stay here alone?”

“Thanks,” she said, dodging the implied question about how she could afford all this as a student. “Listen, this is very sweet, but I didn’t mean that I was looking for anything romantic– “

“No, it’s OK,” I broke in, cutting her off in an attempt to head off too much damage and embarrassment. “It was just, like, a jokey thing.”

“A joke?” she said, coking one eyebrow. I couldn’t tell is she was offended or just doubtful.

“Well, not a joke exactly, just a– “

“Donnie, it’s alright. Don’t worry. I think this is all very sweet, and you’re a great guy. It’s just, I don’t exactly have time for dating at the moment. Between classes, sports, and film club. I just don’t see how a boyfriend would fit in. Plus, you’re such a good friend as it is.”

“Yeah, I get it,” I was deflated but not completely defeated. What she said made sense, even if it wasn’t what I wanted to hear. I knew I should just leave it there, but somehow my nerves translated into an uncharacteristic pushiness as my brain lost control of my mouth. “But maybe we could become more than friends, you know? It wouldn’t need to be a serious thing.”

“You aren’t just looking for a fuckbuddy, are you? You know I’m not that kind of girl. At all.”

“No, of course not!” I scrambled. Stupid, stupid! “I just meant that we could keep it casual, on your terms, and see where things go. But it’s totally OK, either way!”

Her big eyes looked into mine for a long moment, seeming to search for something that I couldn’t quite identify.

“You know, there is something we could try.”

“Really?” I was as intrigued as I was hopeful, my mind racing in a million different directions. I tried not to sound too desperate, but the voice inside my brain was screaming anything.

“Yeah. I’ve been thinking, I could kind of use, like, a little helper.”

“A little helper?”

“Someone to hang out with, but who could also help me out since I’m so busy and stressed.”

“Help you out how?”

“Oh, you know, help me unwind. Brush my hair, cook me dinner,” she fluttered her eyelashes and gave the barest hint of a grin, “maybe rub my feet.”

I was pulled in two strongly opposing directions. On the one hand, I didn’t want to give up on a relationship of equals, either as her boyfriend or as a friend. What she was suggesting sounded like at best a simp and at worst a servant, making me less of a leading man and more of a sidekick. On the other hand, this was likely my best shot and only shot with Vanessa. What if this was a test, or a game she liked to play? On top of that, she might not know it but rubbing her feet wasn’t much of a chore for me, given the depth of my lust for her.

“OK, sounds good! I’d always be happy to help!”

“Yay!” she said, suddenly as bouncy and bubbly as I had ever seen her. She skipped over to a low chaise longue positioned in front of a gigantic TV, stretching out on it to take up the whole space. “We can hang out tonight and call it your trial shift. Now, let’s see those presents!”


Playing Her Game

I presented my gifts to Vanessa while she lounged on the sofa like an empress receiving tribute, and after thanking me sweetly I was dismissed to go prepare a tray of snacks while she set up the movie. Her kitchen was well stocked and excellently equipped if a little disorganized, and after a few minutes I was able to find the grapes and chips that she had told me to bring over. In the meantime, she had loaded up From Dusk Till Dawn, a favorite of mine and the source of more than a few of my teenage sexual fantasies. It wasn’t all that a surprising choice, since we had bonded over our love for B-movies and had discussed having a kind of anti-Valentine’s cinema night. Still, I was interested that she had picked something so sexual and so full of women dominating men.

Although there was room for us to both sit on the couch, she instead directed me to a pile of cushions on the floor while she stretched out in comfort. Her hand found my head and she started to stroke and play with my hair as the movie began. Her touch was amazing after the jarring mindfuck that had met me at the door, soothing and calming me, and I soon felt like I was about to begin purring like a cat.

“I’ve got a cute idea,” Vanessa mused, her fingers dancing across the back of my neck.

“Hmm?” I replied, pulling myself out of my reverie.

“You could feed me some grapes.”

“Feed you?”

“Yeah, stand up and bring the bunch to my mouth! I just wanna feel like a princess, you know?”

Who could deny her that? She certainly looked like a princess, deserving of such fawning treatment. I stood awkwardly at the side and brought the grapes to her mouth while she giggled, biting them off one at a time. Her sweet laugh and the sight of the fruit sitting in-between her plump red lips made the small smart of humiliation and self-doubt worth it. After a few minutes she had me back sitting at her on the floor, encouraging me to have some snacks myself.

The first, fairly creepy foot fetish scene in a movie full of them passed with only an awkward laugh between us. The second, famous scene with Salma Hayek’s sexy dance (and tequila toe-sucking dénouement) was a challenge to watch, with me trying to avoid any visible signs of arousal while Vanessa seemed uncharacteristically awkward. The third scene, with the vampire-stripper-dominatrix threatening to make George Clooney her slave and footstool, seemed to do something else. Vanessa’s awkwardness was starting to look more like arousal as she blushed slightly and shimmied in her seat. I also noticed that she had kicked off her ankle socks, her bare feet now wiggling at the end of the couch just behind my head.

Is she just awkward and grossed out? I wondered, or is she into this?

The latter thought was a little scary, but more than a little arousing.

“Could you rub my feet, Donnie?” her voice was quiet and undemanding, “Since you’re already down there?”

“Of course,” I said, perhaps a little too eagerly. She swung her feet into my lap with an appreciative yay, seeming more like a smitten girlfriend than a domme. I just couldn’t get a read on the situation, with her attitude shifting in subtle, mind-boggling ways.

I decided to push my habit of perennial overthinking away, focusing instead on the dainty feet that had just landed perilously in my lap. They were small, soft, and clean, freshly moisturized after a shower as I could tell from the sheen on Vanessa’s legs. Her fingernails were painted white but her toes were bare, which made sense since it was hardly sandal weather in February. Although I loved a cute pedicure her feet looked perfect and natural, and felt at home in my hands as I started to stroke and caress them.

I was faced with two challenges as I got to my task. The first was that I didn’t know what I was doing. Vanessa didn’t seem to mind, leaning back with a relaxed sigh as I kneaded her soles and squeezed each of her toes in turn, but I was painfully aware that I had no real skill or experience to draw on. Secondly, my body was responding unmistakably to the situation – the movie, the feeling of her feet, my proximity to her. While I tried to angle my crotch away from her my position meant that the growing bulge in my pants was difficult to hide. That wasn’t helped when she whipped off her sweatshirt, leaving her clad only in her very short shorts and a crop top that showed off her taut, tan skin.

“What’s that?” she said, as my fears came true. She prodded the tent with her toes, giggling a little as she did so. I felt a cyclone of shame engulf me but at the same time a feeling of perverse pride. Vanessa had just touched my dick!

“Ehm, nothing.”

“Aww, do you have a bit of a thing for feet Donnie?”

I looked down in embarrassment but she used one foot to guide my face back towards hers. Staring into her knowing eyes I felt any resistance melt away, any notion of lying to her dissipating. I didn’t particularly have a foot fetish, exactly, but I certainly liked her feet. I liked every part of her. Giving the simple answer, I nodded in confession.

“Aw, don’t worry, I don’t mind! In fact, it kind of suits me! Between track and dance and volleyball my feet are super tired most of the time, so I could use someone to help me take care of them. Would you like to do that? To help me?”

“Sure, of course,” I couldn’t deny it. I wanted to help her more than anything in the world.

“Good boy!” she said. I was aware on some level that she was talking to me like a dog, but so what? If I had a tail, it would be wagging.

“Do you think I should paint my toenails?”

“It’s up to you, they look nice either way,” I said, naturally deferential.

“I know it’s up to me, silly, but I’m asking you!”

“I mean, ehm, I like painted nails.”

“Cool! I’ve been meaning to get a pedicure for ages but haven’t gotten around to it yet. I don’t suppose that’s a secret skill of yours?” she laughed when I shook my head. “Didn’t think so. Maybe one day, though. I’ll paint them myself, but I’ll need a little favor from you, OK?”

“OK.”

She leaped off the couch and skipped to her bedroom, her ass shaking enticingly as she did. When she returned a moment later I realized I was still on my knees, waiting for her to come back like some servant. That feeling would only deepen with her next request.

“So, you can help me out by being my footstool.”

“Your footstool?” I asked, a little aghast. I was all for games, but jumping to that felt a little dehumanizing.

“Yeah, is that OK? It’s just, I don’t want to get any paint on my couch and I don’t have anything else to use.”

That didn’t really ring true. Surely she had a towel or something like that? Still, I hardly felt like arguing with her. I had, after all, agreed to help already. Plus, she was fluttering her long eyelashes in a way that made it difficult to formulate a refusal.

“Ehm, OK. What about my shirt though?” I had worn my best, tailored shirt tonight, hoping some high-class clothing would help me sweep her off her feet. Instead, it looked like I was going to be under them.

“Oooh, good point!” a naughty, alluring grin crossed her face. “You could take it off? That way I can see the goods?”

That helped seal the deal for me. While taking my shirt off in front of her made me feel vulnerable it was also one step closer to a normal, sexual relationship. Plus, while I might not have been a collegiate athlete, I did have a pretty respectable body.

Within minutes I was shirtless on all fours, watching the last few scenes of the movie while Vanessa sat on the couch with her feet propped up on my back. I could feel my chances of normality slipping through my fingers with each moment that she used me like that, my cheerful objectification surely ruining any chance at a relationship of equals. At the same time, I was falling further and further into some submissive reverie by the minute, enjoying the weight on my back and the feeling of her soft skin on mine. Enjoying being useful to her.

The movie ended and so did my shift as her human footstool. I turned around on my knees and looked up at her, realizing just how pathetically smitten I was. She wasn’t just an absurdly pretty, sweet, and funny college girl. In that moment, she looked like a queen, a goddess even. She deserved my adoration and if it was even partly reciprocated, I would be glad to give it.

“Blow, they need to dry,” she pointed down at her feet flat on the floor, nails painted white to match her fingers, the color offsetting her deep tan. I didn’t bother hesitating this time. I had little dignity left to lose and much to gain by simply giving in to her whims. I bent forward and placed my lips tantalizingly close to her toes, blowing air gently through my pursed lips. We stayed like that for several minutes, with Vanessa at one point scrolling through her phone while I bowed prostrate on the floor.

“How do they look?” she said, placing her phone down to the side.

“Great!”

“Good enough to kiss?”

A long moment of silence passed between us. This night had already gone in directions I could never have guessed, but this felt like a line.

“Come on, it’ll be fun.”

I leaned forward and planted a chaste kiss on the top of her foot, enjoying the soft texture of her skin.

“Mhhm, more,” she says, the sound of satisfaction almost sexual.

That spurred me on. I covered the tops of her feet in kisses, careful not to slobber disrespectfully. When she raised a toe I slipped it into my mouth without waiting for further command, enjoying the little gasp of pleasure she lets out. When she presented the sole of her foot I kissed that, allowing my tongue to dart out and caress her. I felt at that moment like I had found my place.

“God, that feels so nice, so relaxing. Even better than a foot rub. I would love to let you do this all night.”

I imagined that for a moment. Her lying in bed, drifting off to sleep while I lie at the end of her bed like a loyal pet, nuzzling and licking her toes. God, what’s wrong with me? I should want, do want, to be doing other things in her bed. Licking her pussy, fucking her. Making her come in my passionate embrace.

“Unfortunately though, I’ve got a busy day tomorrow. We’re going to have to call it a night.”

I let out a pathetic little noise of disappointment but got up and prepared to leave, “Thank you, for a lovely night.”

“No, thank you,” she said, stroking my face and smiling. For a moment, it all felt very normal. “Would you like to hang out tomorrow?”

“Yes!” I say, aware that I sound desperate but not particularly caring. Tomorrow was Valentine’s Day. That had to mean something, right?

“Excellent. I’m really busy tomorrow during the day, I have a track meet and then a tutorial. Hopefully I’ll have time after that, although I have a bunch of chores to get through as well.”

“Anything I can help with?” I ask. “Since I’m your little helper.”

“Sure, if you don’t mind!” without waiting for further confirmation she went to her kitchen drawer and fished out a spare set of keys. “I’ll text you a list of things I have to do. It’s just a couple of household tasks really, shouldn’t take more than an hour or two. That way, when I get back we’ll have more time to hang!”

I said my goodbyes and made my way out the door, Vanessa sending me off with an electrifying kiss on the cheek. I wrestled with a potent potpourri of emotions, my mind swirling with danger and possibility. This night had not gone to plan, and there was something about her attitude that told me she was always going to be the one in control. If I wasn’t careful I was going to end up completely under her thumb, hopelessly besotted with no hope of a normal relationship. On the other hand, she had left me her keys and told me to let myself in. That meant she trusted me. Perhaps this is all just a game, or a test. I might be in with a shot after all!

And anyway, her being a little kinky certainly wasn’t the worst thing in the world! I was more than happy to play her little games.


Worshipping My Goddess

14th of February

I opened the door to reveal the scene of the previous night’s delightful degradation, the apartment bathed in the bright and welcoming afternoon sun. I was laden down with grocery bags, Vanessa having sent me a shopping list earlier in the day, as well as a bouquet of flowers. One trip to the grocery store for dinner and snacks, another to the drug store for some cosmetics, lotions, and oils. I could have been annoyed about her transparently taking advantage of my goodwill and infatuation, but the kisses at the end of last night’s test and the idea of using those lotions on her gorgeous body blunted any potential ill will.

I had spent the whole night awake in a kind of sexual fever, unable to find relief no matter what I tried. My mind was filled with images of Vanessa and memories of our strange, halting game. Her sitting proud above me, me bowing my head down in front of her. The feeling of her lips on my cheek, her feet on my back. Even more deliciously torturous were the unbidden fantasies, the thrilling possibilities presented by the following day. Would I get to kiss her properly? To pleasure her more directly? To fuck her?

I didn’t have expectations, only hopes. Those hopes kept me company as I worked through my list of “helpful household favors”, which I was at least clearheaded enough to recognize as chores. I put away the shopping, cleaned the kitchen, and prepared a large salad for later. I noticed that Vanessa had left several dirty cups and dishes around, clearly not bothering to clean up since she knew I would be there to do it later. Along the same lines, I noticed clothes strewn across the floor, including her underwear, obviously just left there for me to collect when I was doing the laundry. That would be my next task.

She had asked me to put on a load of laundry for her, which would require me to go into her room and collect the hamper full of clothes before putting them in the machine. She specified that her underwear needed to be separated out for handwashing at a later point, but that I only needed to wash one load of ordinary clothes. Going into her room when she wasn’t there felt strangely intimate, almost taboo, as did picking through her underwear.

I picked her discarded socks up from the couch, finding a black lacy thong on the floor just next to it. The feeling of the lace in my hand and the thought of its proximity to her intimate areas was enough to cause a renewed stir of arousal inside me. Jesus, was I getting jealous of a piece of fabric?

As I crossed the threshold of her room I felt an illicit thrill, like I was entering a sacred chamber uninvited. But I was invited, I reminded myself, because she likes and trusts me. I went to her bathroom to collect the overflowing hamper of clothes, but on my way I noticed something strange in the corner of the room. Piled up were what looked like a selection of packages, wrapped or gift-bagged in various sizes. It wouldn’t have looked out of place under a Christmas tree, except today wasn’t Christmas. It was Valentine’s Day.

What was all this about? I didn’t know Vanessa well. In fact, no one here did. While she was popular in her various clubs and societies, she had only transferred to our small college town last semester. Did she have some secret boyfriend I didn’t know about?

I pushed the notion out of my head, unwilling to deal with the implications. Instead, I busied myself in my task, taking the dirty clothes to the small utility room to fill the machine. As I separated her fancy bras and underwear from the sportswear and everyday clothes I found myself getting hornier and hornier. I thought about her round ass in these tight gym shorts as she worked out, about her touching herself in these frilly panties. Before I realized what I was doing I found myself holding a pair of her used underwear to my face, taking a deep breath that seemed to send a jolt through my body.

What’s wrong with you? I snapped out of it almost immediately, realizing how out of line that was. I was worked up, frustrated and crazed with horny anticipation, but there was no need for that kind of pervy bullshit. Putting that shameful diversion to the side, I finished loading the machine and made my way back to the kitchen.

“Hey, hey, I’m home!” came her cry when she entered a few minutes later. Vanessa’s voice sent me swooning all over again, and I found myself bounding to the door to meet her. She dropped her bag to the floor and gave me a hug, her body as warm and soft as a bed at the end of a long day. She thanked me for all my help, heaping welcome praise on me for my kindness and selflessness.

“You’re amazing Donnie, you don’t know how happy it makes me to come home to a lovely clean house after a busy day!” she peeled off her sweatshirt to reveal that she was still wearing her gym clothes underneath, presumably not having had time to change yet. “God, I’m so tired!”

“No worries, anytime,” I replied, as if I didn’t have chores, hobbies, and studies of my own.

“I’ve not even had time to shower yet. I bet I stink,” she raised her arm, inviting me to take a sniff. When I pulled back she grabbed my head and pulled me close. “Don’t be a killjoy! Tell me, do I smell sweaty?”

“A little,” I pull back, laughing it off to hide the fact that I kind of liked the game. Liked how she smelled, musky but feminine, and liked how she took charge of me.

She giggled and asked me for a glass of water while she made her way to the couch, launching into a recounting of her day. A hard but successful athletics meet followed by a long and boring seminar. It felt nice just to hear her talk about her day, intimate in its banality and ease. I sat down next to her on the sofa and she immediately propped her legs up over mine as she took the glass of ice cold water.

“Could you help me with my shoes? I’m shattered.”

I could see where this was going, Vanessa clearly being happy to pick up where we left off last night. I undid the laces and slid off her sneakers, dropping them to the floor and chancing a stroke of her legs under her tracksuit. I took her socked feet on my hand, feeling warmth and just a hint of moisture.

“Donnie,” she said, her voice trailing up in the telltale sign of a request that couldn’t be refused. “Could you please kiss them again? Like last night? It was just so relaxing, and I could really use that now!”

I hesitated for a moment, but what could I say, what could I do? I slid a finger under her sports socks and removed them one by one. She raised her foot to my mouth and allowed me to start smothering them in gentle kisses.

“They must be sweaty,” she said, declaring the fact rather than apologizing. “But that’s why it’s sexy.”

That second statement came from her in a low and quiet voice, an unmistakable tinge of genuine arousal in her voice. That filled me with perverse pride. I was able to please this beautiful goddess, even if it was through unconventional methods.

We went on like that for several minutes until she finished her drink and excused herself to go to the bathroom. I sat on the couch, trying to arrange myself in such a way as to cover my erection. I’d been horny for so long now that I was surprised I had any blood left in my brain.

Vanessa stopped to smell the flowers I had brought her, arranged nicely in an empty vase that I had found in her kitchen.

“These are lovely, thank you! You’re the best!”

My heart swelled and I grinned, pleased to have pleased her.

“No problem, just a little present,” I could feel a risky question bubbling up, but couldn’t stop the curious part of my brain and needy part of my personality from pouring out. “I noticed you have quite a few gifts in your room.”

“Oh yeah, those have been arriving over the last few days. It’s a bit weird really, they are from some old admirers.”

“Admirers?”

“Yeah. Old friends, some ex-boyfriends, guys from my old college. Just a couple of people who have a bit of a thing for me, I guess.”

“They aren’t bothering you, are they?” I asked, suddenly feeling protective. Were these guys stalking her?

“No, no, it’s all harmless really. A little silly, but nothing to worry about. Trust me.”

“If you’re sure,” I said.

There was a moment of awkward silence as we both seemed to figure out where that conversation left us. I hoped I hadn’t come across as jealous or possessive. I mean, I had brought her some presents, could I really blame her if some other guys felt the same?

“Thanks so much for everything Donnie,” she said, breaking the tension. “It’s amazing to come home and be able to just hang out with you. You even did my laundry.”

“I did!”

“I hope you didn’t sniff my panties, you naughty, naughty boy!” she wagged her finger, mock stern.

Her obviously jokey tone should have made it easy to play off. All I needed to do was fire back with some quip, or even just laugh along. Instead, my face betrayed me, a red blush of shame coming to my cheeks. She picked up on it instantly.

“No, what? Come on, you didn’t!”

“No, of course I didn’t,” I scrambled, but by then it was too late. She had seen straight through me. The denials choked up in my throat as I looked into her knowing eyes. Why did I have to be such a fucking pervert? Why did I have to fuck this all up? I felt, and must have looked, like I was about to cry.

“Oh Donnie, it’s OK,” she said, suddenly reassuring. “I mean, it’s not really OK, it’s a bit weird and invasive, but I understand.”

I simply stared back at her, amazed at her mercy, waiting for her to go on.

“We all have our little kinks, I know I do. And I know how worked up you must be after last night.”

I felt myself nodding weakly, feeling like a dam of emotion and arousal was about to break inside me. She was like some kind of saint. A sexy, sexy saint.

“I know we aren’t going out, so full sex is off the cards, but you’ve helped me so much today. I do intend to let you, ehm, relieve yourself. I’ll even help you out. I know you have needs.”

My heart and my cock jumped at that. Was she suggesting what I thought she was? She said sex was off the table, but had I managed luck my way into something approaching sex with her? Already?

“Of course, you’ll need to take care of me first.”

***

Vanessa’s needs were clearly sexual, but not only sexual. First, she had me prepare the rest of dinner, some chicken in a white wine sauce to go with the salad. Then, after a pleasant meal with wine and music, she decided it was time to open the presents from her other admirers. I pushed down any feelings of jealousy, telling myself I had no right to be possessive. On top of that, I didn’t have any need to be jealous. I was the one in Vanessa’s house, spending time with her on Valentine’s Day. Those other men had lost. I was winning.

She took a seat on the couch and played around on her phone while I did the dishes and then went through to her room to gather up the packages. I piled them up next to her and she clapped her hands in excitement, adorable and sincere enough to blast away any glimmers of resentment I might have been feeling.

“My shoulders are killing me! Could you give them a little rub?”

I stood behind her and began inexpertly kneading her shoulder while she picked up the first box. She seemed to appreciate the massage despite my lack of experience, while I was simply enjoying the feeling of being close to her. She sighed and sank into the cushions, seeming to be completely at ease being waited on like this, like it wasn’t her first time.

The first gift was a pair of expensive-looking black high heels, which she instructed me to place on her feet. Again, I reminded myself that while someone else had sent them it was me getting to enjoy how they looked at the end of her long legs. Besides, she had unceremoniously discarded the greeting card that came with the gift, seeming to have no interest or romantic inclination towards whoever sent it.

The second gift was an assortment of chocolates, fancy truffles in a bow-tied box. She bit into the first one and let out an almost orgasmic moan of pleasure, a noise that set my heart racing. I continued rubbing her in silence as she ate another three of the delicious chocolates. On her first bite of the next chocolate she suddenly let out an exclamation of disgust.

“Eugh, coconut! I hate coconut. Here, you have it.”

She offered up the remainder of the chocolate truffle straight to my face, and without a moment’s hesitation I leaned my head over and took it in my mouth without stopping my massage. I’m literally eating out of her hand, I thought. I’m something between a dog and a trashcan.

“Good boy,” she said quietly, confirming my shameful thoughts but sending a wave of submissive satisfaction through me.

The next gift was exciting for both of us. She unfurled a lacy red set of lingerie, smiling as she felt the sensual material between her fingers. I could feel my cock stirring as I pictured her sexy body clad in the sensuous bra and panties, and hoped against hope that I would get to see that one day.

That day came sooner than I thought. Instantly, in fact.

“How about a little fashion show? Since you’ve been so good to me today?”

“Fashion show?”

“Yeah! I can try this skimpy little number on, and you can tell me how it looks. Sound good?”

“Sounds amazing!” I replied, not even bothering to hide my enthusiasm.

“Great! The thing is, I would feel a bit vulnerable doing that while you’re still fully clothed. You wouldn’t want me to feel vulnerable, would you?”

“No, of course not.”

“Awesome. So, I’ll go get changed in the room and you can get undressed and wait for me out here.”

“Sure,” I was excited and apprehensive. This was a step closer to sex with Vanessa, and I always knew that would require me to get naked. Still, I was a little self-conscious. I had a decent body, but next to her I felt ugly and unworthy. More than that, I didn’t want her to be disappointed by the frankly average size of my dick.

I stripped down with shaking hands while I waited for her to come back, heart beating with anticipation. I didn’t know if she wanted me fully naked, so compromised my keeping on my best pair of boxer shorts. I was ready far before her, so folded up my clothes and paced a little while waiting, trying not to get ahead of myself by imagining what might come next. Just enjoy the ride, I told myself.

“OK, sit down and close your eyes!” came her voice from the bedroom. I followed her instructions, sitting and waiting with bated breath as I listened to the click of her footsteps. “Open them!”

She was a vision in red lace, looking like a cross between an angel and a centerfold. She had kept her heels on, combining with the high-cut panties to make her toned legs look impossibly long. Her breasts were pert and inviting in the well-fitted bra, and she had put on some red lipstick to complete the look. As she spun and posed like a giggling fashion model I felt a sudden urge to give myself to her in every way. To place my wallet in her hands and my heart at her feet. To grovel in supplication and pledge myself to her happiness. To kiss her ass and polish her shoes and do anything else to show my heartfelt devotion.

I understood now why she seemed so determined to dominate and use me. It wasn’t just a kink, it was a calling.

“Well, what do you think?” I started back dumbstruck for a moment until she suddenly lifted a leg and placed her high heel on my engorged cock. “Don’t worry, I can tell you like it.”

“You look like a goddess,” I whispered, the sincerity of my servile devotion overcoming any need to seem suave or in control.

“Aw, you’re sweet,” she said, taking the compliment like it was one she was used to receiving. “But you are also a bit naughty. I told you to get undressed. I meant all the way.”

“Sorry, I wasn’t sure if-

“That’s OK baby, stand up.”

Vanessa swapped positions with me, taking a seat with one leg crossed over the other while I stood in front of her, the tent in my underwear lewdly pointing toward her. This was it.

“Take them off for me,” she still looked angelic, but also less wholesome. A hungry, predatory look had come into her eyes. I slowly rolled down my waistband, trying to look confident. My cock sprung free of its confine, instantly and fully erect as I awaited her judgment.

“Oh my God, adorable!”, she said. “Soooo cute.”

Cute, adorable. Not exactly insults, but also not what you are hoping to hear the first time a woman sees you naked. I felt a wave of nerves and disappointment begin to form, until she reached out and touched me.

I might have hoped for a stroke, caress, lick, or kiss to grace my cock. Instead, I got a light slap. Vanessa giggled as my appendage wiggled back to center with each small touch, treating it more like some executive desk toy than a sexual organ. Still, the feeling of her fingers on my most sensitive areas sent jolts though me, and I felt like I might come already. I hadn’t had any problems with stamina in my admittedly limited sexual history, but the day of teasing and anticipation had taken its toll.

“You must be pretty desperate to come,” she observed, reading my mind and my body. I nodded in response, too on edge to speak. “I know you have needs, but today mine come first. Agreed?”

“Agreed,” I gasped. What else could I have said? At that moment I would have agreed to anything just to make her smile, never mind to achieve sexual satisfaction.

“Good boy. Lie down with your head here,” she pointed at her feet. I positioned myself with my head directly underneath her and my feet pointing toward the TV. “I want you to put on a little show for me. Touch your cute cock, but do not come until I say so.”

I didn’t know what little game she was playing, but I knew that I wanted and needed to follow her rules. I started to slowly, slowly stroke myself while I looked up, seeing the red sole of her black high heel hover over my face. After a moment of enjoying my performance, she removed the heel from her foot before hovering the sole an inch above my nose.

“Sniff,” she said. I responded immediately, the aroma of her hard day’s exercise filling me with pleasure rather than disgust. If this was her kink then it was mine now as well, such was my devotion to this beauty.

Vanessa moved her foot up and away from me slightly, forcing me to crane my neck as my nose followed her instinctually. Suddenly she pressed down, her divine sole making contact with my face as she pushed my head back onto the floor with a giggle. I heard her kick off the other shoe seconds before the other foot landed down on my face, pinning my head to the floor while I played with my cock.

“I fucking love this,” she murmured to herself. I wasn’t sure if she meant the sight of me, the power trip of my debasement, or the attention I was paying her feet. Probably all three. “Kiss.”

I obeyed, puckering up my lips to kiss the ball of her foot. I heard a gentle rustle of fabric and a soft moan of pleasure, sparking a delicious and frustrating realization. Vanessa was touching herself along with me.

I lost track of time, but for the next however long I allowed her to use me however she pleased. She pinched and kneaded my face with her toes, at times grinding and squeezing as she sacrificed my comfort for her pleasure. She directed me to move from kissing to licking, my tongue tasting the heat and effort of the day as I cleaned and soothed her tired feet.

“Suck them,” she gasped, clearly in the throes of pleasure. I took each toe in my mouth, sucking gently before swirling around them with my tongue. She purred appreciatively, and I could hear the maddening sound of her fingers working on her clit. Without asking or giving forewarning Vanessa angled her foot down so that her toes were pushing into my open mouth, like a ballerina en pointe. She worked the toes down until all five digits fit snugly in my mouth, making me gag and splutter slightly as I struggled, despite my abject humiliation, to continue licking in a way that might please her. The sound of my struggle only seemed to spur her on, her lewd moans of pleasure filling my ears.

Throughout this disgracing of my face I continued to touch myself, occasionally taking a break to stop myself from coming. These little breaks became more and more frequent as I found myself balanced on the precipice, my hungry cock twitching in the wind in between sessions of entertaining self-abuse. Eventually, Vanessa took note of my difficulties.

“I’m loving the show, but you need a break,” she said, as if I had been doing her a favor like mowing the lawn. “I’ll let you eat my pussy if you like.”

Let me. She knew exactly what the power dynamic here was. I might have been her “little helper”, but it was her who was doing me a favor, deigning to let me worship at her altar. It was humiliating, but she was exactly correct.

“Please, yes,” I gasped as she removed her perfect feet from my face. There was no point in pretending that I wouldn’t have sold my soul to taste her.

“I don’t want you to rush, OK?” she said, peeling off her red thong. “Remember, this is all about helping me relax, so go slow until I tell you.”

“Uh-huh,” I replied, my mind a blank piece of paper. I was far too captivated by the vision of her gorgeous pussy to form any coherent thought beyond blind obedience. I had read before about pilgrims going into a stupefied reverie, a kind of dumbfounded religious ecstasy, when they finally reached the object of their spiritual desire. That is how I felt in that moment, finally seeing my Holy Grail.

“Well, don’t just look at it, Donnie,” she giggled, “eat it.”

She guided my head in-between her legs, my lips quickly finding hers. She was wet already from her own attentions and from my debasement at her feet, allowing me to savor the taste of her. I planted one reverent kiss and then, following her instructions, I began to lick her ever so gently.

“Mhhhm, good boy,” Vanessa stroked my head encouragingly. I fell into an enjoyable rhythm, the outside world falling away as my senses narrowed and focused in on her body.

My attention was only pulled away when I heard her turn on the TV. After a moment of her scrolling I heard the unmistakable sound of pornography fill the room.

“Shush, keep going,” she said, sensing my discomfort and surprise. I kept licking as what sounded like lesbian lovemaking was joined by Vanessa’s moaning. “God, this is so much better than my vibrator.”

That statement confirmed the dynamic and stamped it into my brain. I wasn’t having oral sex with her. Rather, my mouth was her newest sex toy, and I was a human masturbatory aid. I lost track of time as she used me in this way, her occasional verbal instructions augmented with physical guidance as she prodded my head and pulled my hair like a rider controlling a horse. As her chosen video reached its climax so did she, the pitch of her voice, the tension in her body, and the wetness of her pussy all telling me she was close. Suddenly, her legs went tight and she pulled my face in even closer, bucking to a powerful orgasm as my tongue worked her clit.

I kept licking diligently, taking her silence and gentle stroking of my head as a sign that she wanted my increasingly tired tongue to soothe her. It felt for a while like she might fall asleep, and I wondered whether she would expect me to keep going like this until she said stop.

“Good boy, Donnie” she murmured in a post-coital fog. “Almost time for your reward.”

I was suddenly filled with nervous anticipation. What was she about to give me? Would she touch me? Suck my dick? I couldn’t predict her next move. I could never have predicted that my being caught out perving on her panties would result in a sexual reward from a woman so out of my league. Despite the humiliation she had put me through, I was getting very, very lucky.

“Lie down on the couch,” Vanessa directed, arranging me so I was lying lengthwise along the padded cushions. She took off her bra and tossed it to the side, revealing her perky breasts and pink nipples. However, my sight was taken from me before I had much of a chance to admire her body as Vanessa quickly straddled my face, the gorgeous globes of her ass smothering me entirely. She wiggled and shifted, repositioning until my face was completely trapped. Her thighs clamped down on either side of my head while her soaking pussy covered my mouth, leaving my eyes blind and my nose firmly ensconced between her cheeks, nuzzling her hole.

I enjoyed the musky, womanly smell of Vanessa’s body almost as much as the taste of her cum, although I was keenly aware that she still hadn’t showered after her day of hard exercise. Apparently, it wasn’t enough for me to have become her personal foot cleaner. I was now going to have my face used as her ass wipe as well.

“You can use one hand to touch yourself and the other one to tap if you need air,” she said, as if it was the most natural arrangement in the world. I followed her instructions, beginning to slowly stroke myself. I wasn’t sure if her command not to come yet was still in place but decided to take my time anyway. As degrading as this was, I didn’t want it to end.

Vanessa gave occasional instructions, telling me to lick, kiss, or suck as she shifted around on my face. For the most part, though, she simply sat on me like a queen on a throne, sometimes grinding on me for her own pleasure or amusement. Time seemed to fall away as I fell deep into a submissive state, until suddenly my reverie was broken by the sound of her phone vibrating.

“Hey girl! How’s it going?”

Vanessa has chosen to answer the cell phone, apparently content to have a conversation with one of her girlfriends, perhaps even one of our shared social circle, while I was trapped beneath her glorious ass. I let out a little involuntary moan of surprise, perhaps subconsciously trying to remind her that there was a person rather than an object underneath her, but she simply responded by driving her weight down and tensing her ass. The result was that my nose was clamped firmly between her cheeks with my ears being enveloped by her thighs, restricting both my breathing and my hearing. I could only catch snippets of the one-sided conversation above me.

“I’m good, just chilling! What? How can you tell? Yeah, you know it… don’t, it’s not like that! Yeah, uh huh I have another one, don’t you worry.”

Another one? It was difficult to be sure, but I had a strange feeling that some of this conversation was about me. Or, at least, it was about Vanessa’s plaything. This whole crazy experience was new to me, but had she done something like this before? Or was I being hopelessly self-aware and paranoid?

The restricted oxygen and sexual fog prevented any further analysis on that front. My intellectual faculties took a back seat as my perceptions narrowed to a few key elements– the smell and taste of Vanessa, the feeling of her weight on me, and the desperate pumping of my hand on my cock.

“Yeah, yeah, that sounds good… Let’s hang tomorrow, I’ll give you all the juicy details. Byeeee!”

I sensed her throw the phone to the side, which she followed up by increasing her grinding motions. I could tell she was going to squeeze out another orgasm on my willing face, clearly not satiated by my previous efforts.

“I’m enjoying the show Donnie, but as a favor I’m going to help finish you off. Would you like that?”

I tried to moan an affirmation and was met with a laugh, possibly at the vibrations my efforts caused or at the debasing position I had found myself in.

“Tongue out Donnie, lick if you want me to make you come.”

I did as she said, pushing my exhausted tongue out to lap at her wet cunt with renewed vigor. She shuffled forward and slapped my hand out of the way, taking control from me. The feeling of her warm palm and agile fingers wrapping around my cock sent a shiver through me, and I could quickly feel myself approaching the edge. At the same time, her repositioning meant that my tongue was now making contact with her ass rather than her pussy. I wondered if this was some deliberate tactic, an effort to condition me into further submission, to emphasize that my orgasm could only be achieved when worshipping the filthiest part of her body. I was beyond caring though, and when the command came to clean my sweaty asshole with your mouth, I obeyed. I pushed my tongue against her puckered hole and swirled it around just as I felt the uncontrollable rush of orgasm move through my body. I felt ecstatic as I reached the edge of that precipice, preparing to explode in the hand of my muse, my goddess, until suddenly-

Nothing. No, worse than nothing. A total and utter lack of stimulation, just at the moment when it was most needed. It was the feeling of the rug being pulled from under you. The feeling of panic between falling and hitting the ground. Frustration, shame, and a sudden absence of pleasure that felt almost like pain.

Vanessa had removed her hand just at the moment of no return, cruelly ruining my orgasm. I could feel cum dribbling from the end of my cock as it twitched, desperately seeking some kind of friction, but felt none of the satisfaction or release that I had expected.

Vanessa let out a cruel and mocking laugh that told me she knew exactly what she was doing. That was only confirmed by her next statement.

“That’s punishment for sniffing my underwear, you little pervert. Now- Don’t. Stop. Licking.”

I obeyed despite everything, my tongue working hard to please while her fingers went to work giving her clit to pleasure that they had denied my cock. She came within moments, clearly pushed over the edge by my denial and my pathetic writhing, giving out a shuddering moan as she ground out a second orgasm on my face.

After the peak had passed she propped herself up, hovering a few inches above my face. I wondered if she was about to unleash further indignity on my face, the possibility of her squirting on me seeming both disgusting and exciting. Perhaps thinking better than pushing me that far, or simply hoping to avoid staining her couch, Vanessa instead got off me and walked unsteadily to the bathroom to clean up. I simply lay there in our juices, wired with frustration but too lost in submissive exhaustion to move.

“Thank you,” she said when she returned, handing me some wet wipes to clean myself up. “You took your punishment well and you were a great little helper. I feel very relaxed.”

I felt an intense mixture of emotions. Frustration that I had been denied, humiliation at the way I had been used. Shame at my own perverted behavior and relief at how easily she had let me off. Adoration and gratitude that this gorgeous angel even let me near here, never mind allowing me such intimacy and trust. Pride that I had helped to satisfy her. More than anything, I felt a submissive desire to please.

“Thank you, and sorry,” I said, looking up at her in barely disguised awe. “Is there anything else I can do? Another foot rub, or-“

She interrupted before I could debase myself any further, “Oh, that sounds lovely Donnie, and I appreciate how eager you are, but I better get to bed soon.”

I gave a forlorn nod and started to get up, looking for my clothes. I felt utterly used but didn’t want to offend her by outstaying my welcome.

“Wait, actually there is something you can do! I’ll be back in a minute; you keep getting dressed.”

I did as she said, forcing my predictably still erect cock into my jeans and buttoning my shirt. Vanessa moved about in the other rooms out of sight, before calling out and telling me to shut my eyes.

“Ready?” she asked, standing in front of me.

“Ready.”

“Open your eyes!”

I opened my eyes to see Vanessa dressed in a silk robe, holding a bag full of underwear in her arms. God knows how she had more dirty underwear for me, but apparently she did. She plucked out a pair of panties from the bag and held it up to my shocked face, giggling as she pushed them under my nose.

“This is my Valentine’s gift to you, since you liked them so much! And in return you can handwash them and bring them over on Monday?”

“Monday?” I said, mind reeling with shame and excitement, disgrace and possibility.

“Yeah, you can come over on Monday night. I’ll need a bit of relaxation after I hit the gym. OK, bestie?”

“OK.”

As I walked home frustrated in the cold I realized that I had no idea what I was getting myself in for, but that I wouldn’t change it for the world.


Book 2 – Dependence Day


Party Hard

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Like, twelve.”

“And how many hotdogs did you have?”

“Like, five, maybe six?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Vanessa, I-“

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

“Ehm, home? Is everything OK?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I couldn’t argue with that.


High and Lows

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

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

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

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

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

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

“OMG, you’d do that for me?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes. Just, like, not too hard.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, it hurt.”

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

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

“Let’s fuck.”

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re so fucking hot, T.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Um, sure?”

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

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


***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Rebuked but Rewarded

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m fine, yeah.”

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

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

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

“I’m sorry, I just meant-“

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Did you use a condom?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sounds good!”

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

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


Book 3 – Dance To Her Beat


Ecstasy

I pulled up at Vanessa’s house on a bright Friday morning, my small car laden with camping equipment and booze. We were going to a music festival and, despite my better judgment, I thought this might be the weekend when we took our relationship to the next level. My hope was that we would soon be going from friends who fooled around to an actual couple.

Over the past couple of months we had settled into a mutually beneficial if decidedly one-sided arrangement. We were friends with benefits, although Vanessa got decidedly more benefits than me. We hung out, watched movies, grabbed coffee, and even fooled around, although I found myself giving far more often than receiving in that regard. I was always the designated driver, I carried the shopping, and I helped clean her house when she was busy with college and track meets. And of course, she always came first. The one thing she didn’t let me do was pay for too much stuff, insisting on her independence.

I didn’t mind, of course. I was a giving, generous kind of guy. More than that, Vanessa was an absolute goddess- stunning, funny, and smart. I felt lucky just to be around her. The one sticking point was sex. Not our “sex life”, such as it was. I was more than happy to service her in any way she liked and was more than content with whatever attention she let me have. The issue was that she was still seeing other guys.

I couldn’t really blame her for this. Since I had first made my move on her around Valentine’s Day she had been very clear with me that she wasn’t interested in monogamy. I was her “little helper”, something more than a fuckbuddy but not someone she was exclusive with. She didn’t seem to mind the idea of me having other girlfriends either, even encouraging it at times, but that just wasn't something I had the headspace for. I was far too besotted with Vanessa.

I knew jealousy and possessiveness would get me nowhere with this fiery and self-assured woman, and she knew I wouldn’t walk away over this either. That had been made very clear after the 4th of July party, when her sleeping with our hot classmate hadn’t stopped me crawling back into her bed in the morning. Instead, I had resolved to simply bide my time, displaying my worth to her as a friend and lover, hoping that she would see the value in spending her life with me.

Does that sound naïve? Overly optimistic? Pathetic, even?

Yes, I’m well aware. But if you saw Vanessa, you would understand.

She skipped out her building in full festival boho chic, a small backpack slung over her shoulder, and my heart skipped a beat the way it always did when I saw her. Her blonde hair was fixed into a long braid while she was dressed in a white flowy crop top and hot pants that showed off plenty of her tanned and tight body. I knew from some pictures she had sent that her evening outfit would be even more revealing, all bare skin and bright latex to fit in with the rave crowd. She had opted to wear what looked like a sparklingly new pair of rain boots, prepared for the small possibility of bad weather despite the sunny forecasts. She looked cute, carefree, and ready to party.

“Heeeey Donnie!” Vanessa skipped over to me and pulled me into a big hug. When she greeted me with this kind of girlish enthusiasm it was impossible not to feel like we were a real, proper couple. “All set? I’m so excited!”

“I’m buzzing,” I said, hugging her back and subtly taking in the smell of her hair. Truth be told the electronic music at this festival was more her scene than mine but I was delighted to be accompanying her, particularly since none of our other friends were up for it. We got in the car and got going, chatting while I drove and Vanessa relaxed with her feet up on the dashboard.

We made good time on the quiet roads, arriving at the festival before the worst of the traffic. We chatted about our plans for our final year of college, gossiped about friends, and debated cheerfully about music. It felt for all the world like we were some ordinary couple.

We got our wristbands as we drove into the campsite, the security guard blatantly checking Vanessa out as he handed them to us. I couldn’t blame him, of course, and felt a burst of pride about the fact that I was here with her. I would like to think I was too good of a feminist to take pride in showing up with a gorgeous girl on my arm, but we all have our pride.

We managed to get our tent, booze, and bags from the car park to the camping area in one trip, with me taking the bulk of the heavy equipment. Vanessa helped me set up the tent, a large and comfortable model that I had bought especially for the occasion after lying that I already had one, before relaxing with a beer while I put on the finishing touches.

“Thanks for coming to this with me Donnie, I really appreciate it!” she said, looking relaxed and happy in the glittering sunshine. “Still, it’s a pity we’re missing our usual Friday night hang. Between training yesterday and these boots I could really use one of your amazing foot rubs.”

We had fallen into a common routine where I would go over to Vanessa’s for a “movie night” almost every Friday. In practice, it was basically a pamper party combined with a booty call for her. I would provide her with shoulder and foot massages while we hung out, inevitably progressing to me licking her to a gentle, satisfying orgasm. On most occasions, it would end there with me getting her another drink and her stroking my head while she bathed in the post-orgasm glow. Occasionally she would deign to give me a handjob or even suck me off, giving me a buzz of sexual and emotional satisfaction that would blot out any misgivings I had about our clearly one-sided relationship.

Those beautiful moments were always a double-edged sword though. The times when she gave me pleasure were also the times when her more dominant side came out. I didn’t mind indulging her kinks by kissing her feet while she stroked me or begging to come while she teased me on the edge, but Vanessa had also decided to start using these times to mention other men she had been with. She was generally sensitive to my infatuation with her, keeping her own dating life mostly quiet while subtly encouraging me to branch out as well, but she seemed to enjoy waiting until she held my decidedly average cock in her hand to tell me about some big-dicked stud she had met last week. I worried that she was almost conditioning me not to mind about her other lovers by having me associate her varied sex life with my own satisfaction, the same way the sight of her bare feet seemed to send me into a grateful and submissive reverie.

The one time I had tried to protest she had shushed me like a misbehaving dog and had shoved her worn panties in my mouth. I took the hint. There was a price to being Vanessa’s special friend, her lover,  her “little helper.” She was a kinky, dominant goddess and I would be happy to indulge her in that until she realized how good it would be to be with me full-time.

“I could rub your feet now if you like?” I knew when as I said it that it was needy and undignified to jump at her hint so eagerly but I had long accepted that my best chance of making Vanessa mine was to make her as happy as possible. Plus, I had been struggling to keep my eyes off her cute little feet with their electric blue toenails when we were in the car.

“Are you sure? I mean, that would be amazing. Oh Donnie, you’re the best!”

She scooted her camping chair close to me, took off her boots, and propped her feet in my lap while my heart swelled with pride. I started rubbing her socked feet but after a few moments she indicated with a wordless gesture that I should take them off. I marveled at how soft her skin was and how perfectly proportioned her toes were.

Vanessa closed her eyes and sipped her beer while I worked. Her ignoring me while I was doing something to bring her pleasure sometimes made me feel insignificant, like a serf toiling at the feet of his queen, but truth me told I had even started to get a submissive little buzz of that. Anyway, the small moans of satisfaction that she gave would have made any humiliation worthwhile.

“What a well-trained boyfriend,” came a comment from a woman picking her way through the tents with a beer and a cigarette in her hand.

“Fuck yeah. My man hardly ever eats me out, never mind rubbing my feet like that,” said her friend. “You keep a hold of him!”

Vanessa laughed and waved to them, making my heart fill with pride. I kept rubbing with a big smile on my face, even when a passing guy coughed the words simp and whipped loud enough for me to hear. Vanessa hadn’t bothered to correct those women about me being her boyfriend and their comments had only served to underscore the value that I was trying to demonstrate to her. Maybe my plan, to treat her like a princess until she realized how good we were together, was going to work.

The music had already started, so it was soon time to head into the arena. Vanessa thanked me with a kiss on the cheek and had me fetch her sandals. As we made our way to the main stage in the evening sun Vanessa slipped her hand into mine and chatted with an infectious enthusiasm. Within half an hour I had her up on my shoulders so she could get a good view, her creamy thighs wrapped around my ears from a different angle than usual.

We spent the next few hours cycling between the three main stages and the bar, stopping to share some overpriced fries when we got hungry from all the dancing. Maybe it wasn't my kind of music, but I was having the best time. The weather was gorgeous and I was dancing with the love of my life.

After the sun went down it was time for a trip back to the tent to drink some of the booze we had brought with us and unwind for a while. Vanessa insisted that I come into the tent to help her get changed into her nighttime outfit, a skimpy latex bra and hotpants with straps crisscrossing her taunt body. It was a get-up that made her look like some kind of rave dominatrix. My “help” consisted of a makeout session, with a tipsily horny Vanessa stripping down to her thong before kissing me hard. I responded hungrily, delighted at my unexpected sexual success. She was soon rubbing my desperate cock through my trousers while she pressed herself lewdly against me. I was dripping precum and could feel myself moving inexorably towards a humiliating, deal-breaking orgasm, but my body didn’t want her to stop. Just when I was about to reach the point of no return she relented, pulling back and looking at me with a mischievous smile.

“Just something to think about when you’re dirty dancing with me. Now come on, let’s get back out there.”

***

We collapsed back into our tent after five hours of dancing to raucous, upbeat electronic music in the middle of packed crowds. I felt absolutely exhausted from the dancing and the sweltering heat of all those drunk young bodies around us, although the super-fit Vanessa still seemed raring to go. We hadn’t been able to keep our hands off each other, giggling and flirting like new lovers as we danced, and I felt confident that I was about to get lucky.

My suspicions were confirmed as soon as the tent door was closed behind us, with Vanessa leaping on me like a tigress. We kissed while I tried to psych myself up for what I thought was about to happen. I was going to enjoy fucking her, with her teasing and hot, kinky outfit building me up into a frenzy, but I also knew that I had to use my tired body to please her. This was my big opportunity.

Vanessa pushed me onto the floor and kneeled back, telling me to get naked. She watched me intently while I fumbled with my clothes with a mischievous look on her face. Once I was naked and vulnerable it was time for her to unveil her beautiful body to me, a sight that never failed to astound me no matter how many times I was blessed. It took her a moment, but she managed to peel off her skin-tight top, revealing her impossibly perky and gorgeous breasts. She guided my mouth to them and let me kiss and suck for a heavenly moment, before having me help her with her latex shorts, stuck to her legs after hours of sweaty dancing. She looked perfect, and not for the first time I thanked all the gods that Vanessa was in my life.

I assumed Vanessa would want me to start by licking her, the way I did almost every Friday night. To my surprise, she kissed me and rolled backward, pulling me on top of her. My twitching cock was at her entrance and I could feel how wet she was already.

“Fuck me. I need cock.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. I slipped inside her, marveling at how someone else’s body could produce such magical feelings. This wasn’t the first time I had fucked Vanessa, but it was the first time that it hadn’t come after some humiliating prelude. This last time had been a complex and bittersweet dish to swallow, my emotions conflicted between shame, pride, and outright lust. This time was going to be sweet and simple.

I resisted the urge to fuck her furiously, making sure to keep a good, even rhythm. I knew from overhearing her encounter with Tyler that she liked it hard, but I also knew that a bit of build-up would be necessary. I wanted to show her a good time and show her that I could fuck. I also wanted this to be romantic. Well, as romantic as fucking in a sweaty tent in a filthy crowded campsite at a music festival could be.

Vanessa lay back with her eyes shut, seemingly enjoying my efforts. Soon she decided to take charge though, telling me in no uncertain terms to start fucking her with vigor. I put all my energy into it, determined to make her feel as good as she was making me feel. I didn’t have the biggest cock in the world but it was respectable, I thought, and absolutely rock hard. From the way Vanessa moaned and bit her lip it seemed like I was doing a good job. One hand found her breast, pinching the nipple between her fingers, while another made its way down to her clit.

This is it, I thought, I’m going to make Vanessa come. I’m going to make her mine.

“Whoohooo, someone is getting lucky!” yelled a drunk voice outside the tent.

“Nice!”

I was suddenly aware of the fact that we were in a tent, surrounded by other tents and wandering music fans. In my haste to give Vanessa the kind of seeing to that would make her see how much she meant to me, I had completely ignored the almost public nature of our lovemaking.

I looked down to see what Vanessa thought of this, but she didn’t seem to care. In fact, she looked up at me with a naughty smile and a glint in her eye, like she was enjoying the attention. Who cares if people can hear us? You’re making love to the hottest woman in the world.

“Kiss my feet but don’t stop fucking me,” Vanessa said, her voice somehow somewhere between begging and commanding. “Do that thing where you bite me.”

I knew exactly what she meant. Over the course of our Friday movie nights I had perfected the art of pampering Vanessa’s feet. Actually, that wasn’t true. The reality was that she had carefully trained me to worship her feet exactly how she liked it, a task that brought me both pleasure and shame in equal measure. Her favorite activity was when I gave her a full foot massage using both my hands and mouth. Vanessa would lounge back like a cruel empress, watching the movie and eating snacks while I licked and rubbed and kissed, occasionally giving me directions on what precisely to do next. The showstopper technique, her absolute favorite, was when I would use my teeth to gently nibble on the balls and heels of her feet, an action which placed me somewhere in between the most perverse masseur in the world and a human ped-egg. Not exactly boyfriend material.

Still, it was worth it to hear the reaction it got from her. Rather than simply ignoring me, Vanessa would always begin moaning almost orgasmically when I did this, the pressure that my teeth could provide apparently hitting exactly the right spot. Since her pleasure was my pleasure, I was happy to oblige.

Still, that was on a Friday night at Vanessa’s apartment when she had recently showered. Even when I had served her like this straight after the gym it was just a case of enjoying the taste and smell of her pheromones, straight out of her workout clothes. Now, after a full night of dancing in a muddy field, this was an especially filthy task.

My thoughts of resistance were, as was always the case when Vanessa spoke, short-lived.

“Please Donnie, it’ll make me come.”

What could I do? Vanessa rolled her hips back and swung her athletic legs over my shoulders before positioning her feet in front of my face. I began kissing and then licking while I fucked her, praying that I could multitask well enough to make this work. Vanessa began moaning deeply, clearly taking great pleasure from my work. I didn’t mind the taste of her body, and even the occasional bit of dirt was something I would gladly accept to make her happy.

As she came closer to the edge I realized that this was one thing I could give her that few other men could. Yes, other men might have bigger muscles and bigger cocks, but I was selfless and open-minded enough to indulge her kinky desires. Not many men could say that, and that’s why I was here in this beautiful moment right now.

“Fuck yes Donnie, keep going. Keep going. Yes!”

I squeezed the ball of her right foot in between my teeth as she hooked her left foot behind my head to prevent any escape, although it was the furthest thing from my mind. I sucked and licked and thrust and pounded as her muscles tensed and contracted. There was a glorious, never-ending moment of silence as she came, her mouth making a silent O while her wide eyes stared at me with need and lust and what I was sure was love. I held her as she came down from that high, rocking gently inside her so as not to overstimulate her.

After a moment Vanessa brought her legs, which must by now be cramping up, down to my sides before rolling me over like a well-practiced wrestler. My hardness was still, somehow, inside her as she straddled me, twitching and pulsating with hungry need.

“Did you come?” she whispered sleepily, looking down at me with a dopey, sex-drunk smile.

“No, not yet,” I amazed even myself. It wasn’t that it hadn’t felt good. Indeed, it had been the best sex of my life. And it wasn’t that I was some kind of sexual stallion. I had just been so focused on pleasuring her that my own orgasm had taken a backseat, a testament to my devotion to her.

“Do you know what would be hot?” Vanessa reached back and began undoing the long braid in her hair, bit by bit. It was a strange thing to do at that moment, but also strangely sensual.

“What?” I said. My mind was filled with a million ideas, all vague and nebulous. I knew that Vanessa would likely come up with something different from me, but all I wanted was to finish inside her, feeling that closeness.

“It would be so hot if you waited to come. Imagine how good it will feel tomorrow, after a full day of dancing and teasing. It would be so worth it, and make me sooo happy.”

“Yeah?” I said, my misgiving creeping into my voice.

“Yeah. I mean, if you really need to finish then you can, but I am super sleepy.” She finally undid her braid, letting her blonde locks expand behind her in waves. She looked like some Renaissance painting, Aphrodite made flesh. “You could like, jerk off here or whatever.”

“Tomorrow?” I was determined not to ruin this moment, despite what my body was screaming. Was I really going to say no to this woman I had worked so hard to please? Was I really going to jerk off like some little creep when I had just made love to an angel?

“Tomorrow, I promise. It’ll be fun,” Vanessa kissed me on the cheek and then pulled me close. Before I knew it I was on the ground with her spooning me from behind. “You’re the best Donnie.”

Despite the frustration coursing through my body I was happy, maybe happier than I had been in my whole life. We had spent a perfect day together and I had managed to absolutely rock Vanessa’s world, leaving her satisfied with her naked body pressed comfortably against mine. Tomorrow would, I hoped, be more of the same.

And tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow.


Dizzying High, Sickening Crash

I woke up after a surprisingly peaceful sleep to see that it was almost midday. It should have been impossible to get that good a sleep inside a thin canvas tent, surrounded by raucous ravers partying all hours of the night, especially when my body was so desperate for release. Every time I tried to toss and turn in the night Vanessa simply held me close, the feeling of her body soothing me until I fell into a deep and restful sleep.  She was still out cold, her blond hair and beatific expression making her look like a slumbering angel.

I decided to go out and get us some breakfast. Well, lunch. I got dressed quietly and made my way outside, receiving knowing looks from a few of the neighboring groups as well a well done and a hell yeah, brother from some frat bros who didn’t know exactly what had happened last night but did know that I’d had sex with the goddess in my tent. A confirmation, not that I needed it, that I had done nothing to be ashamed of. Quite the opposite.

When I returned Vanessa was awake, dressed in a short white dress that made her look like the virginal sacrifice, somewhere between Midsomer and Cochella. She smiled at my offering of coffee and croissant with a slightly flirtatious look in her eye.

“Did you sleep well?” she asked.

“Very well. It was a lovely cuddle.”

“I’m glad, we have a big day ahead of us,” she leaned in conspiratorially. “I liked the idea of you sleeping next to me with blue balls and a raging hard-on. When I woke up I touched myself, just thinking of how worked up I was going to get you today.”

I almost spat my coffee out but tried to play it cool. I hadn’t been entirely convinced by her plan to make me wait, viewing it as another one of her kinky games, but if it meant another full day of hot makeout sessions then I was in.

That was exactly what it meant- that, and so much more. We spent the daytime drinking beers in the sunshine, taking in the bands, horsing around on fairground rides like lovestruck teenagers at Coney Island, and making new friends wherever we went. It was a glorious day, perfect in almost every way and made even better by the fact that Vanessa couldn’t keep her hands off me.

She would press her tight little body against mine in the bar queue, kissing my neck and whispering dirty suggestions in my ear. She ground up against me every time we danced, insisting that I keep my hands on her waist or her butt. She would French kiss me constantly, as if she had just invented it, using the cover of the crowds to surreptitiously grab my butt or my aching cock through my shorts. Best of all, she would run her fingers through my hair with a tender possessiveness, making me feel like a beloved pet. I adored it and adored Vanessa.

Nighttime brought another outfit change, this time a short leather skirt paired with a mesh top that left nothing to the imagination. By that time I was practically salivating at the sight of her, far too horny to even be jealous. All the other ravers were dressed like that, so I had to see it as par for the course. It was the only option with Vanessa anyway- I knew better than to make her feel judged or controlled. 

Vanessa wanted to go to the large, dark, tent that played hard EDM, so that’s what we did. It was the last night of the festival and she wanted that hardcore, dance-all-night rave atmosphere. It seemed like lots of other people had the same idea, the tent already packed full of hot young bodies. She led me in by the hand and we were soon grinding on the dancefloor.

We were lost in the ecstasy, the beat seeming to spur Vanessa on to new heights of sensuality. She was kissing me constantly, running her hands over me and pushing her body against mine. Soon the various couples and groups in the crowd started to blend into one, merging until we were all dancing together. Soon Vanessa’s hands were starting to find other bodies, pulling them close and dancing with them. She would wordlessly invite men to place their hands on her hips and grind sensuously against other, similarly uninhibited women. Every time my jealousy threatened to get the better of me she would silence me with a deep kiss, seeming to say this is all part of it.

It was strange but undeniably hot. Slutty raver girls and hot shirtless men surrounded us like we were in the eye of a sexy storm. It felt like the whole room was connected but with us as the center point.  Vanessa was flirting with everyone but she always came back to me. I understood why she loved this. It was freeing, sensual, and life-affirming. Plus, if I was as beautiful as her I would be happy basking in the attention.

We made our way outside after what felt like hours, needing some water and air. I went to the bathroom while Vanessa bummed a cigarette from a gorgeous couple. By the time I got back she was in full Vivacious Vanessa mode, charming and flirting with both of them. The man was intimidatingly handsome, with dark skin and a tight body, while his companion was a hot alt-girl with dyed purple hair and a nose ring. I was surprised that she didn’t look put out by Vanessa’s obvious flirting, but if anything she seemed to welcome it.

“Heeey, meet Donnie!” Vanessa smiled widely when I got back, looking genuinely delighted to see me. “This is Maria and Brad.”

Brad greeted me with a warm smile and firm handshake while Maria came in for a hug.

“We were just talking about polyamory and shit. They have a similar arrangement to us!”

Polyamory, is that what we were doing? I didn’t think so. It seemed a lot more like I was Vanessa’s de facto boyfriend and she got to sleep with whoever she wanted, but maybe having a name for it would make it all easier to understand.

“Yeah, we’re fuck buddies with benefits, anyway,” Maria said, her eyes bright and knowing. Her description did seem more accurate, although it didn’t quite capture our own power dynamic.

“That’s cool,” I said, trying to be smooth and unaffected despite the fact that I could clearly see where this was going.

Vanessa leaned in close, pressing her body against mine and running her fingers through my hair in a way that made me feel instantly calm and pliable, like I was suddenly under hypnosis. “I was telling Maria what a generous, giving lover you are. The open-mindedness, the oral, the foot rubs.”

“She’s a very lucky lady,” Maria’s eyes flirted with me.

“You’re both lucky,” Brad agreed, looking Vanessa up and down.

As we followed them back into the tent Vanessa leaned in and whispered to me. “Come on, let’s go fuck them.”

“Together?”

“Separately. Come on. We’re young, hot, and kinky. It’ll be so much fun, and make me sooo happy.”

This wasn’t what I had wanted from tonight. I had hoped we would go back to our tent and that Vanessa would give me the pleasure she had promised, that sweet release after a weekend of perfect teasing. Still, what else could I say? Jealousy would get me absolutely nowhere. Nowhere good, at least. I knew that by now. This was the situation we were in, and I had to allow myself to be swept along by the currents of her indomitable desire.

Plus, Maria was gorgeous. Perhaps this is just what I needed to regain some parity with Vanessa. Maybe get over my pining and start living that hot, slutty college lifestyle. Stop being a simp and start being a stud.

We danced together as a group, Vanessa spreading her attention equally between the three of us while we shared drinks and hits from Maria’s vape. I wondered whether I would feel better about sharing Vanessa in a fourway rather than going our separate ways. It would be hot as hell to see her and Maria together, of course, and I would still be involved. On the other hand, I found Brad intimidating despite his easygoing demeanor and decided that I would rather not see Vanessa with another man. It had been hard enough to overhear it in the past.

The atmosphere in the tent was now even more brazenly sexual as the music took the revelers to fresh highs. Many of the women had stripped down to the least possible clothing, with some forgoing tops entirely in favor of nipple covers, body paint, or brazenly bare chests. Girls were kissing girls, boys were kissing boys, and dirty dancing was happening everywhere between couples and throuples and more. I had seen movies that depicted raves like this but had never experienced it myself. It was exhilarating and terrifying.

An hour later we found ourselves walking back across the arena towards our tents, my mind and memory foggy from all the excitement. Maria took my hand in hers as we chatted while Vanessa and Brad laughed and flirted just ahead of us. My love, my obsession, turned and blew me a kiss before dragging him off in the direction of her tent while Maria led to toward hers. This was really happening.

***

We made out for about ten minutes, Maria tasting like her sweet vape and vodka. I tried to imagine what it would feel like to fuck this gorgeous girl, to taste her and feel her wrap her lips around my cock. It shouldn’t have been difficult to get in the mood given how worked up I had been all day, but images of Vanessa kept intruding. It was her I was meant to be with right now, not this stranger. Instead, the love of my life was rolling around in my tent with some random stud while I was stuck here, trying and failing to enjoy something that should have been paradise.

Maria made a move for my cock, starting to fumble with my shorts. I realized in a flash of clarity that I couldn’t go through with this. I felt ridiculous, pathetic, a shadow of a proper man, but I just knew I couldn’t do it. I loved Vanessa, and only Vanessa.

I should have come up with a better reason, but my addled mind couldn’t construct one. Instead, this all came pouring out in a deluge of unavoidable truth. I spared her some of the more embarrassing sexual details but also told her things about my feelings toward Vanessa that I had never spoken allowed. She listened with surprising sympathy, letting me purge it all. Suddenly it all seemed so real. I loved Vanessa with all my heart and believed she loved me back, but our relationship might be destined to be forever lopsided. Whether she was monogamous or not I had to be true to her and to myself.

Maria stroked my shoulder reassuringly as I spoke, telling me how sweet I was, and a new emotion suddenly reared its head. I felt guilty. Guilty for subjecting her to this whining, guilty for tacitly casting aspirations toward her and Brad’s lifestyle, and guilty for building up her hope for some hot sex and then replacing it with… whatever this was. I, somehow, had the temerity to give this absolute goddess blue lady balls.

“I’m so sorry.”

“Hey, don’t worry about it. You can wait here until,” she looked suddenly awkward, “you know, until they are done.”

“Thanks,” I said. It would be awkward but better than walking around the campsite in a daze. “I feel bad for, like, letting you down.”

“Honestly, don’t worry about it. I don’t want you to do something you don’t want to do.”

“You’re so gorgeous. I could go down on you, if you like? I just don’t think I can fuck.”

She smiled, kindness with a hint of condescension in her expression. “No thanks, I don’t need sad sympathy head. No offense. Anyway, Brad usually has energy for a second round, so I won’t have to wait too long.”

I tried not to view that as a dig at my own masculinity and just smiled back weakly. A woman like Maria must have guys throwing themselves at her, so I really couldn’t blame her for passing up my half-hearted offer.

“Your friend did say something about you being great at foot rubs. I would take a little massage while we smoke a little? Nothing more relaxing!”

So that’s how it ended up? Purely through my own inability to resist my one-sided infatuation with Vanessa, I had managed to find myself relegated from sexual partner to foot rubber. I could have had it all- sex with Vanessa, sex with this gorgeous goth-rave goddess, and maybe even a threesome in my future. Any red-blooded male would jump at the chance. Instead, my emotions had gotten the better of me and now I would be massaging some tired and sweaty feet while Vanessa got pounded back in the tent I had paid for.

But what could I do? I smiled and patted my lap, indicating to Maria that she should lean back and get comfortable. She gave a cute laugh as I took off her trainers, followed by a low moan of appreciation as I squeezed her socked feet in my hands. Her feet were damp from the dancing and when I took off the socks with her permission I could instantly tell that they were sweaty, but I didn’t mind. I wasn’t averse to a pretty girl’s feet, and while she wasn't Vanessa, Maria certainly was pretty.

I was pleased with the positive feedback provided by her little moans as I kneaded, stroked, and rubbed. Truth be told I had no idea if I really was good at giving foot rubs. Vanessa certainly seemed to enjoy them, but I knew that might be more about her dominant position over me than my physical prowess. Plus, she mostly seemed to be into the specific techniques she had trained me to use, the kind that mostly involved my mouth.

That was something, I thought. I might be rubbing her feet instead of fucking her, but at least I’m not sucking her toes.

“Thank you, this feels great. Brad never rubs my feet for long.”

I smiled and we smoked in silence for a little while, enjoying the calm after hours of heavy bass beats.

“So, are you like one of those foot guys?”

Her voice was non-judgmental and there wasn’t much point in denying it now, but nevertheless I felt my face redden with embarrassment. “Kind of, yeah.”

“Let me guess, you’re basically into whatever Vanessa is into?”

“That’s about right,” I lowered my gaze to her bright pink toenails.

“Man, she’s lucky to have you. I hope it works out. Like, if it makes you both happy, then why not?”

Vanessa did make me happy. Being around her, being friends with her, serving her. It all made me happy. The parts of it that were hard, the jealousy, the shame, were things I increasingly saw as failures of my own.

Maria’s phone pinged, a text from Brad saying he was on his way back. A tense few seconds later I got one from Vanessa, a winking emoji and the word cuddle?

I said my goodbyes to Maria and she gave me a long, friendly hug, one laden with sympathy and a little bit of pity. I made it back to our tent with some difficulty in the dark, using my phone light to avoid the guy ropes and thanking myself for camping near a large, recognizable gazebo.

Vanessa smiled at me when I poked my head into the tent, looking genuinely delighted to see me. She had the blanket pulled up to her chin, her long hair tousled and flowing in the dim glow of the camping light. As wholesome as the scene looked, the tent unmistakably reeked of sex.

“Did you have fun babe?” she asked me, the cheeky little nickname promoting a smile despite everything.

“Yeah, it was, um, good.”

“Good?”

“Yeah.”

“Remember Donnie, I can always tell when you’re lying. That’s how I caught you with my panties, wasn’t it?”

It was indeed. My inability to lie to Vanessa was what had gotten me into the amazing, agonizing mess. Her reminding me of that shameful moment of weakness and subsequent dizzying high put me straight into a submissive headspace, perhaps on purpose. God, she should really be a psychologist or a detective.

“It was nice, but we didn’t really do anything, just made out a bit. I, um, couldn’t.”

“Couldn’t?” she looked sympathetic rather than mocking. “That's OK, it happens to lots of guys, especially when you’re fucked up.”

“It wasn’t that,” it was time to be completely honest, because what was there to lose? “I just couldn’t bring myself to do it. Maria was gorgeous but, she wasn’t you. Vanessa, I only want you.”

There was a moment of agonizing silence before she replied. “Oh, Donnie, you’re so sweet.”

She motioned for me to come and hug her so I did, burying my head in her chest so she couldn’t see the tears starting to form in my eyes. She stroked my hair for a moment, choosing her next words carefully.

“I wanted you to branch out a bit, because I can’t promise not to. I like you Donnie, I really, really like you. You give me things no other man can, and I don’t want this to end. But monogamy just really isn’t for me. Can you handle that?”

I nodded, allowing my body to answer on instinct.

“Are you sure? Because you can save yourself for me if you like, and you can keep being my little helper, but I will be seeing other people.”

“I can handle it. I just want to be with you. I just want to make you happy.”

“Well, in that case,” she kissed my head gently, “I don’t mind keeping you all to myself.”

Vanessa put one finger under my chin and angled my face toward hers, kissing the tears from my eyes before pressing her lips to mine. She rolled on top of me and suddenly we were making out, her naked body on my clothed one.

“You know, it’s kind of hot,” Vanessa said, rubbing my cock through my shorts, “the idea that you’re all mine, but you have to share me.”

Part of me wanted to deny that, but her touching my rapidly stiffening cock while she said it made it true. There was something inexplicably sexy about the idea of me being her chaste little fucktoy while she got to be her uninhibited self. I realized that now this was out in the open, there would be no going back. I had won her affection and might even win her heart, but her body would never be mine the way I had hoped. Not the way that my body was hers.

“You’ve been such a good, patient boy. Get naked.”

I scrambled out of my clothes and lay back, pathetically grateful that she had remembered my needs after her own encounter with Brad. She gripped my arching prick in one hand and placed the other on my cheek, looking me deep in the eyes.

“You need to promise that you aren’t going to become a jealous, possessive asshole.”

“I promise.”

“I mean it,” she was serious. Not mean or intimidating, but serious. “If you do then I’ll be mad. Best case scenario is I make you regret it, worse case is that I’m out of your life forever.”

I didn’t really know what she meant by “regret it.” She was a kinky girl who clearly had an interest in BDSM, but it didn’t sound like she was talking about fluffy handcuffs and spanking. I knew that with my heart in her hands Vanessa could hurt me in ways that went far beyond the physical. Whatever she was suggesting, I knew I didn’t want her mad at me. Not in the future, and not when I was so close to some desperately needed physical affection.

“I understand. I won’t get jealous, I promise. And if I do, you can put me right back in my place.”

Where did that phrase come from? Christ, I sounded desperate. Still, it seemed to make her happy.

“Good boy. Time for your reward.”

She bent over and enveloped me in her mouth. It was incredibly warm and wet, almost making my body melt with pleasure. She looked me straight in the eye as she easily took my whole dick down to the base. Vanessa was deepthroating me, and after two days of constant teasing, it felt like heaven.

I wanted to hold on for as long as I could, hoping to prolong the pleasure. My body had other ideas though. The lustful little moans she was making reverberated through my twitching cock, and when she flicked the tip of the tongue against the sensitive underside I knew it was almost over. She took hold of my balls as I came, squeezing them as if trying to milk me dry.

It worked. I exploded in her mouth and didn’t stop, more and more spurts coming as waves of orgasmic pleasure rolled through my body. I loved that Vanessa could make me feel like this and knew I would do anything for the chance of feeling it again.

She looked me in the eye with a wanton smile and a mouth full of my cum, somehow both slutty and angelic. She leaned over my prone and exhausted body, popping open my mouth with her finger. My sex-drunk mind realized what was happening entirely too late.

Vanessa spit-kissed me, putting her mouth to mine and allowing my load to drop onto my tongue and down my throat. It was salty and disgusting, the entire act undeniably humiliating, but underneath the shame and revulsion it sparked something like excitement in the submissive part of my being that Vanessa had so carefully cultivated. I swallowed and she kept kissing me, her tongue dancing around in my mouth greedily.

“Sorry, I didn’t have anywhere in here to spit.”

She took me in her arms as we drifted off to sleep, locking me in a warm, protective embrace. Despite the whirlwind weekend I found myself calming quickly, the post-orgasm sleepiness combined with physical exhaustion.

“It was so hot that you waited for me,” she murmured sleepily in my ear. “I love the idea of controlling when you come. And I love that you are going to be all mine.”

Part of me wondered wearily what I had gotten myself into but another part, the part that would win, agreed with her. This weekend had brought some lows but it had also brought dizzying highs and blinding clarity. I might be going to sleep with a bitter taste in my mouth, but I was more sure than ever that my future was with Vanessa.


The Aftermath

We arrived back at Vanessa’s apartment in a state of happy exhaustion. Taking down the tent had been a grim travesty in the cold light of day, but after that unpleasant task we had at least spent the journey home in a happy, if hungover, mood. Vanessa had queued up songs and napped while I had focused on the road, basking in the glow of a strange but successful weekend.

We planned on ordering some takeout and curling up with a movie marathon, some dumb action films to help us turn our brains off. Vanessa stripped off as soon as we were in the apartment, declaring loudly that she couldn’t wait to clean the grime of two days’ worth or camping and dancing off of her. That was a sentiment I could get behind. Suddenly, though, she got a naughty glint in her eye.

“I’ve got a fun idea. How about a little game?”

“A game?”

“Yeah. We’ll order takeout and see if you can make me come with your mouth before it arrives. If it does, you can pick the movie.”

My God, she was insatiable. As much as I never wanted to turn down the opportunity to worship that beautiful body, I was exhausted. Plus, as she had just mentioned herself, we hadn’t showered in days.

When I put those points to her she just pouted and pointed out that I had dirtier things than her pussy in my mouth. She had a point there. As usual, I had no way of saying no to Vanessa.

I ordered Chinese from her favorite place while Vanessa reposed on the bed, waiting for my needy mouth. She had placed a pillow on the floor to signal that she wanted me on my hands and knees. I took up my appointed position and she scooted forward to the edge of the bed, presenting herself to me. Not for the first time, I marveled at how gorgeous she was down there. I couldn’t believe I had almost tried to turn down the opportunity to worship at this shrine.

Vanessa might be a goddess in my eyes, but she was still human. Two days of non-stop dancing and drinking had taken their toll. I was also painfully aware that I was eating her out the day after another man had fucked her, with no idea of whether he had even used a condom. Still, I knew better than to ask or protest. I had gone through to much this weekend to sour the mood now.

As I licked her out the taste of her wetness began to override the taste of sweat, allowing me to believe in a reality in which I was Vanessa’s generous lover rather than her servile, cum-eating pussy cleaner. Of course, both realities were true in their own way, but it was up to me which one to focus on.

I used all my tricks on Vanessa, licking her, sucking gently on her clit, moaning on it to send vibrations running through her. She would usually direct me when I was doing this, instructing me on how best to make her come, but for now she seemed content to just lay back and enjoy it. She let out soft, sleepy moans of pleasure every now and again, more like she was receiving a massage than oral sex, while lazily stroking my head.

“I want you to eat my ass, OK?”

It was phrased as a question but I knew it as a statement. A command. Before I had a chance to respond she had hooked her legs back and rolled her hips, presenting me with pink puckered hole. Utterly defeated, I put my mouth to work. I licked and probed gently at first, but was soon tongue-fucking her vigorously while she played with her clit. Whether it was the physical sensation or the power-rush, having me worship her asshole seemed to be doing it for Vanessa.

She came suddenly while I licked her ass with my nose buried in her perfect pussy, not bothering to hold back and leaving my face soaked. I basked the feeling of success- it might have been filthy, but I had still made her come.

“I guess this means I won our little game.”

“Yeah, you did. But I want you to keep licking until the food arrives.”

My cock twitched at the imperious way she had decided to keep using me. I felt owned, used, and objectified in the best possible way, delighted to be in Vanessa’s possession even if she was using me as a cumrag. She draped her legs over my shoulders and scrolled on her phone while I gently licked her wet cunt, savoring the taste of her juices. When the intercom beeped she sent me scurrying off to answer the door with a pulsating erection and a face covered in her dry cum.

I plated up the food and we ate in comfortable silence while we watched The Warriors, a favorite of mine that I knew Vanessa would enjoy. She had thrown on a kimono but sat with it open, completely comfortable with her own nakedness around me

“That was lovely Donnie, thank you. For the weekend, for the sex. For everything.”

My heart swelled. “Anytime. Anytime.”

“But you aren’t going to be coming tonight, OK?”

“Umm, OK?”

“I want to see how worked up you’ll be by next Friday.”

“Uh-”

“Just think about how hot it will be. I’ll be touching myself each and every day, making myself come while I think about you denying yourself for me. It’ll make next Friday extra special.”

The passion in her voice was persuasive, but I couldn’t pretend to be thrilled about what she seemed to be suggesting.

“So, you want me to, um, not like-”

“You can touch yourself as much as you like. In fact, I’ll let you take my underwear and socks home with you. But I want you to stop before you come. Can you do that for me? Please?”

As always, I was powerless to say no. Instead, I merely nodded.

“Good boy, Donnie. You’re the best,” she leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. “Of course you could always cheat, it’s just on the honor system. But remember, I can always tell when you’re lying!”

With that tacit agreement, my fate was sealed. I would now find it even more impossible not to fantasize about Vanessa, seeing her around but being unable to find release, knowing that she would be getting off to my sweet suffering. It would be heaven, hell, and purgatory all at once. Next Friday, whatever she had planned, would indeed be special.

After the movie it was finally time for our shower. Vanessa led me through to the bathroom by the hand, getting under the hot water first before giving me a turn. She had me wash her, scrubbing her entire body from head to toe before washing her hair twice and applying conditioner. My mind and body were utterly exhausted, but what little energy I had left was directed toward my still hard and aching cock.

Once I had finished it was my turn. Vanessa washed me with a thorough patience, her touch both possessive and protective. I felt grateful for her loving attention. When her soapy hands briefly explored my cock and balls I was struck with a realization of how difficult the next week was going to be, with her merest touch making me feel like I was going to explode.

We dried each other and went to bed. Vanessa asked for a quick back massage and I was happy to oblige, despite my deep and abiding need for sleep. I straddled her naked body and rubbed her back to the best of my ability. She seemed unbothered by the insistent hardness of my cock against her bare skin while I had to fight with every fiber of my being not to start grinding lewdly against her. She directed me to her feet with one whispered word, and I followed loyally, kneading her soles while she lay face down.

Soon, the sound of her deep and even breathing told me that Vanessa was asleep. I kept rubbing gently for a few minutes, afraid to wake her up. Once I was sure she was asleep I crawled into bed next to her, happy that this is how the weekend had ended.

It had been a wild time, full of dizzying heights and crushing lows. I had tasted success but swallowed a lot to get there. After our conversation about monogamy, it seemed that Vanessa was one step closer to viewing me as her boyfriend but yet further than ever from making it exclusive on her end. Now I had not only given her a declaration of my own dedication to her but given her control over my orgasms as well as carte blanche to fuck whoever she liked. Our relationship was undoubtedly one-sided but yet here I was. In her bed and somehow happy.


Book 4 – Tricky Treats


Couple’s Costume

I listened to Vanessa singing in the shower, feeling like the luckiest man in the world. We had just arrived in Eastchester, the small city nearest our even smaller college town, for a Halloween party with one of Vanessa’s friends. Well, she said more of a friend of a friend, but I didn’t care. The important thing is that I was attending it with her, as her date.

I was excited to spend the night with her and especially excited to see what costume she had picked out for herself, knowing it would be sexy and provocative. Technically, I would be finding out what costume she had picked out for us, since I had agreed to let her pick out my costume as well.

We would be having a couple’s costume. Like a couple. Vanessa might still be shying away from monogamy, but at least she was finally treating me like a proper boyfriend. I was ecstatic.

I sat lounging on the bed in my underwear, enjoying the comforts of our Airn BnB after a long drive, waiting for Vanessa to finally grace me with her presence. She had told me to go for a shower while she phoned her sister to firm up Thanksgiving plans, encouraging me to get myself clean before taking her own turn. I was a little disappointed that she hadn’t wanted me to join her in the shower, since I loved my regular task of soaping her up and cleaning her hair. I was even a little bit sad that she had spared me one of the kinkier tasks that she often gave me as her “little helper” – worshipping her tired and sweaty body with my tongue. She generally loved to make me kiss and lick her feet after a running meet or a long journey, relaxing and occasionally blessing me with her gorgeous giggle. Still, I couldn’t complain about the fact that she had been so sweet to me today, treating me more and more like a partner and less like a full-time submissive sex toy.

Plus, I felt fairly certain that tonight would take a sexy turn soon enough.

When she came out of the shower, I got another reminder of why she was worth the wait—why she was worth the shame, humiliation, and suppressed jealousy that I had felt at points during our brief relationship. No matter what lows I had felt, they were all worth the high that I got when I saw her.

She came out of the shower dripping wet, looking like some vision of Aphrodite. Her long blond hair was wet and shiny, giving her that Baywatch look, while the droplets of water ran down her soft skin, tracing lines that I wanted to follow with my tongue. From the inviting nape of her neck down to her pastel-pink toenails, I just wanted to kiss and caress every perfect inch of her.

Vanessa let me stare for a moment, eying up the growing bulge in my underwear, before fixing me with the all-American cover girl smile. “Wanna help moisturize me?”

Did I ever! I took one of the fluffy towels that had been thoughtfully provided and started drying her off, taking my time to get in all her nooks and crannies. Vanessa had explained the importance of properly drying off after a shower for skincare, patiently helping me to become more useful to her, and I put that knowledge into action now. When that was done I fetched her expensive shea butter body lotion, a recent gift from me to her, and began the laborious but lovely process of rubbing it into her skin. She sat down on the bed to dry her hair while I paid extra attention to her long legs, since I knew she had been for a big run this morning, rubbing them until they were silky smooth.

“So, what are our costumes for tonight?” I asked, when the noise of the hair dryer finally died down.

“Oh, I’ll get them out of the suitcase and show you! Close your eyes.”

The pure, wholesome excitement in her voice told me that this would be something fun. I closed my eyes and imagined what it might be. Would it be something funny, cute, scary, or sexy?

I opened them a few minutes later to see two outfits laid out on the bed. It seemed like she had gone for Footballer and Cheerleader, with a Letterman jacket and tight football shorts on one side of the bed while the other had a crop top, short skirt, and long socks. The idea of seeing her in a skimpy outfit and cute little pop-socks certainly did something to me, but there was also something not quite right about the picture.

“Very cool! The jacket looks a bit small for me though?”

“No, silly,” she laughed. “I’m going as the jock, you’re going as the cheerleader!”

I paused for a moment. I didn’t want to be po-faced and wasn’t the kind of guy to get disgusted by the idea of looking a little feminine. It was Halloween after all, and silly costumes were part of the fun. Still, turning up to a party with people I didn’t know dressed in something that revealing was a big step.

“I don’t know, it’s a bit-”

“Oh, come onnnnn,” she groaned, slapping my arm gently. “I didn’t think you were that insecure.”

“I’m not, it’s just-“

“Plus, you know how much I hate all that misogynistic, alpha-male ego bullshit.”

She had me there. Vanessa had always been clear about what she wanted. Not a doormat, exactly, but she certainly didn’t have time for any possessive, meatheaded masculinity.

Oh, who was I kidding? I was a doormat.

“Plus, you’ll look so fucking sexy in it.”

That sealed the deal. I thanked her for getting the outfits and kissed her on the cheek, hoping these “friends of friends” would keep it lighthearted when I rocked up in this. Vanessa helped me into the outfit, at least letting me keep my boxer shorts on rather than insisting on the tight white panties she had brought, before grabbing herself a beer from the mini-fridge. She cracked it open and took a big gulp, clearly getting ready to party. God, I loved this woman.

“We have a bit of time before the party, so…” she sat on the edge of the bed and parted her legs, pointing to the floor. “How about I give you something sweet to eat? It is Halloween, after all.”

God, I really loved this woman.


Is It That Obvious?

The taxi took us to a leafy suburb, a far cry from the kind of place I was expecting. Not that Vanessa would have friends in a frat house or anything like that. Still, this place looked pretty swanky.

She hadn’t been to this place before either, explaining that the party was hosted by a “friend of a friend.” She tactfully refused to tell me anything more detailed, or even who the friend who was a friend of the host was, but I didn’t bother to push it. As was often the case with Vanessa, I was simply along for the ride.

I felt incredibly self-conscious in the cab right over. Despite having my skimpy costume covered up under my coat, Vanessa had insisted on applying slutty looking makeup. The driver didn’t bat an eyelid. It was Halloween after all. Still, it was hard to feel comfortable.

My anxiety only increased as we made our way to the front door of the detached house, the sound of music and party hubbub confirming that this was the right place. Still, the feeling of Vanessa’s hand on my butt kept me moving forward. My costume seemed to be doing more than just amusing her, it was making her flirtily frisky, and that was a powerful motivation for me.

We were welcomed into the party by a tall man dressed in a Roman toga, who quickly pressed some beers into our hands and directed us to stick our coats in a side room. Vanessa thanked him and then took me by the hand, circling us through the party while cheesy music played. I tried to look casual and confident, despite the fact that I was now among a completely new group of people, dressed as a slutty cheerleader.

She led the conversations, complimenting outfits and clinking cans with various people. Everyone seemed impressed with our shared costume without being judgmental. I received a few wry smiles and even what I thought might be admiring glances, while Vanessa attracted the usual mixture of jealousy and lust. I noticed that she was introducing herself as Vee rather than Vanessa. Some people replied with their names, but some gave nicknames or online handles.

Even more interesting were the costumes. Sexy outfits were par for the course at Halloween, especially for women, but I couldn’t help but notice that many costumes had some element of kink to them. There was a lot more leather than you would normally see at a party like this, with some women opting for what looked like full-on dominatrix get-ups. There was a lot of skin on show and plenty of cross-dressing, while I saw both men and women being led around on chains. It made our costume look tame in comparison, even with the clear role reversal.

My mind raced with possibilities as I took all this in, many of them very stimulating. Still, my anxiety threatened to get the better of me. I had to know what kind of party we were at.

“So, this seems like an interesting crowd,” I observed as we freshened up our drinks. “How exactly do you know them?”

“Oh, OK, you got me,” she looked nervous, for once. “I got invited by some people I know from an online forum.”

“What kind of forum?”

“Well, I’m a little bit kinky,” she seemed to regain her sense of confidence, smiling and brushing my arm. “As you well know. It’s a BDSM group.”

I felt a potpourri of emotions- excitement, nerves, and arousal. “So, is this like, a sex party?”

“Eugh, no, don’t get any ideas! Anyway, do you think I’d take you to an orgy without your consent? I’m not a fucking sex trafficker.”

Her tone was lighthearted, but she did make a good point

“So, what kind of party is it?”

“It’s just a normal Halloween costume party, but with some people from the kink scene. I just got talking to some people online and someone said there was a good crowd coming. Seemed like a nice way of getting away from the usual college parties,” Vanessa took my hand and softened her tone. “I should have told you, I guess. I am sorry. I just felt a bit nervous about meeting new people and even about sharing that side of myself with you, even with all the stuff we’ve done together. But I knew you’d be open-minded enough to enjoy this. You know, I am really grateful that you’ve been letting me open up and explore that side of myself.”

She always knew the right thing to say. That mixture of vulnerability and apology, combined with the vote of confidence in me, meant that I would have followed her anywhere. Her words made me feel heroic even when the things she did made me feel pathetic. I kissed her head and hugged her, telling her with a comical flourish that I was honored to accompany her to whatever kind of party she wanted.

Her smile, her laugh, and the way she pressed her head against my chest made everything worth it. Still, I couldn’t help but wonder what kind of discussions she was having on those message boards. Had she spoken about how she dommed me, even about how she had cucked me? Would these people recognize me from her posts? Or perhaps she had shared secret desires that even I didn’t know about, or future plans for me?

Well, that was her business. I decided to push those thoughts aside and focus on enjoying the party.

Despite everyone here being bonded by shared sexual interests the party remained relatively tame. Not in a bad way, though. It was classy and relaxed, with people drinking and dancing without some of the more juvenile hijinks that you would tend to see at college parties. Despite the edge of sexuality provided by the outfits and costumes, and despite my own preposterous and potentially humiliating costume, I felt more and more at ease. That was helped by Vanessa treating me like a partner, a boyfriend, rather than a simp.

Of course, that wasn’t to say that she wasn’t her usual flirty self. Still, she was true to her word about not letting any men get too close, saving her most cheeky jokes and sensual dance moves for women. One woman, in particular, seemed to hold Vanessa’s attention.

And no wonder. The woman in question was tall and striking with plenty of light caramel skin on show. She had come dressed as Salma Hayek’s vampire-stripper-dominatrix character from the movie From Dusk Till Dawn, whose famous toe-sucking dance scene had been an instigating moment for our own strange and kinky relationship. To my embarrassment, Vanessa told her as much.

“Panadamonica Santana!” she said, standing a little too close to the gorgeous Latina.

“That’s right, although I also go by Julia.”

“You know, Donnie and I really bonded over that movie.”

“Oh, really?” she arched an eyebrow. “I can guess which scene.”

“Of course!” Vanessa laughed and brushed her arm, unambiguously flirting.

“He seems like the type. I’m guessing he’s the submissive, right?”

My face burned red as I tried to come up with some repartee, but Vanessa got there first.

“Is it that obvious?”

“It is. I mean, you’re the team captain and he’s your cheerleader right?” She looked me up and down with wry disdain but stared at Vanessa with something like hunger. “Plus, I bet you have guys falling at your feet all the time.”

“The lucky ones get to!”

“Of course. But have you ever had the pleasure of submitting?”

“Not often, not for men,” she looked pointedly at me and smiled, then back to Julia. “But maybe for the right… person.”

They continued this flirtation throughout the night while I tried not to get jealous or hard. Seeing them bounce off of each other was undeniably hot, and was much preferable to seeing Vanessa flirting with another man. I knew she was bisexual, but this was the first time I had really seen it in action. My caveman brain couldn’t help but imagine the possibilities. With Julia in that outfit there were long-held fantasies coming tantalizingly into view. Still, she clearly had little interest in me, and something about her rubbed me the wrong way.

We were all dancing together when the next steps became clear. Well, they were dirty dancing with each other and I was nearby.

“We could go back to the place we’ve rented,” Vanessa said, just loud enough for me to hear.

“So, you guys are like, together?” Julia said. “Because to be honest, I don’t really swing that way.”

“We are. He has to stay with me. Has to be involved, really.”

She was speaking for me again, but I didn’t mind. As strange as all this was, it felt like she was somehow in my corner, even when she was clearly trying to fuck someone else.

“Hmm,” she seemed to think about it while looking Vanessa up and down, unashamedly weighing up the pros and cons based on lust. “OK. You’re gorgeous and I’m all dressed up, so why not? But I’m not touching his little prick. And I’m pretty fucking kinky, so I hope he can handle that. In fact, I hope you can both handle that.”

Vanessa smiled that wide, glowing smile and then turned to me, looking for belated confirmation. “How about it, Donnie?”

“I, um-,”

“In fact, I need to pee. Come with me.”

She grabbed my hand and led me to the bathroom, looking both ways before dragging me inside.

“Are you up for this?” she asked as she hiked down her shorts and sat.

“Sure, I mean, I think so,” I tried to project confidence, but couldn’t help but show Vanessa my true face.

“Don’t think, be sure,” she finished peeing and stood up, wiping herself before moving close to me. “I want to fuck this woman. No, actually, I want her to fuck me. And because you’re such a darling, I want to include you. I want to know that you can be included, without getting all weird about it. While being a good boy. Can you do that?”

She was face to face with me now, her ruby-red lips next to mine. I nodded, as breathless as I always was when she put me on the spot.

“Good boy. Just do as I say,” she wiped her hands on my crop top then slapped me playfully on the face, before giving me a deep, possessive kiss. “Just like you always do.”


Sweet Treat

I did my best to play it cool on the way back to the apartment, even as Julia and Vanessa flirted brazenly in the back of the cab. This is a dream come true, a fantasy most guys would kill for, I told myself, even as nervousness threatened to bubble up uncontrollably. I could barely handle Vanessa, and now I had two women to please and possibly disappoint, one of whom seemed to barely tolerate me. The driver helped remind me of how lucky I was, though, with his inability to keep his eyes off the show in the backseat genuinely causing concern.

I punched in the code while the girls kept up their whispered flirtation, feeling like a third wheel even as we all squeezed into the small elevator. Julia kissed Vanessa deeply as soon as the doors shut, but at least my sort-of girlfriend reached out a hand to touch my arm as she returned our new friend’s attention. That was something.

The girls went straight to the couch while I was dispatched to the fridge for some beers. When I came back, their legs were entangled as Julia stroked Vanessa’s long blonde hair.

“It’s so thick and pretty.”

“You’re not so bad either,” Vanessa smiled, seeming to appreciate the compliment a lot more when it came from a woman. “Donnie, could you be a dear and help me take off my shoes?”

Putting the beers on a side table, I got into a familiar position on the floor in front of her. I was under no illusions that this was going to lead to normal sex for me, whatever that was, and knew that I was hardly going to be the star of the show. Still, while I didn’t mind playing the submissive with Vanessa, I prayed that she would let me keep some of my dignity. I undid her sneakers and slipped them off, freeing her white socked feet.

“Ooh, can he get mine while he’s down there?” Julia asked, addressing Vanessa rather than me. My girlfriend, my obsession, just nodded and gestured without looking.

I removed Julia’s sandals, careful not to even stroke her feet since I hadn’t been asked to. Still, I couldn’t help but admire them. The toes were long and slender, painted a costume-accurate black, while the arches were high and graceful. Just like in the movie, they were toes made for sucking on.

The girls began making out properly, hands exploring bodies while tongues explored mouths. I simply sat back and watched, ignored but utterly captivated. Vanessa was my singular obsession while Julia looked exactly like my long-held celluloid fantasy. I could not in a million years have imagined that my life would come to this, leaving me feeling blessed, devastated, and completely overwhelmed.

The sense of unreality became even sharper when Julia got up and began dancing, reenacting that famous dance scene from From Dusk Till Dawn. She pushed me out of the way and I sat to the side, watching as she shook her body in a sensuous impression of Salma Hayek on stage in the vampire strip club. It gave me a chance to fully drink in the sight of her, with her long and well-muscled legs leading into a high-waisted thong that emphasized her hourglass figure. Vanessa looked similarly enthralled, salivating with an open lust that I had never witnessed before.

She only had a small plastic snake and lacked the required bottle of tequila but, nevertheless, Julia ended her little dance with the dénouement from the movie. Stepping onto the couch, she lifted her foot up to Vanessa’s mouth and placed her toe on her lips. Without breaking eye contact, my somewhat-girlfriend parted her lips to receive it, swirling the caramel digit around in her mouth before widening to take the entire foot. It was a submissive, degrading act that I had performed on Vanessa many times, but never something I had imagined seeing her do. She was so strong and in control, sometimes even sadistic, but right now she was staring up at this other woman with the wide, worshipful eyes of a submissive.

The scene only lasted for a moment, although it will be burned into my mind forever. Julia stepped off the couch a little shakily, looking down at Vanessa with hungry eyes. I could practically smell the pheromones in the air, as strong and insistent as the erection in my shorts. The Latina goddess looked down at me, a wry smile creeping onto her face. I was suddenly aware of how I must look, still dressed as a cheerleader complete with mascara, eyeliner, and ruby-red lipstick. A pitiful mess sitting on the floor beneath them.

“Do you like to get kinky?” Julia asked Vanessa her stern and sensuous voice seeming to embody the character she was dressed as.

“Yes.”

“With him?”

“Fuck yeah,” she replied breathily.

“Show me.”

Vanessa gestured for me to come and kneel before her. I did as she asked, with shamefully little internal resistance. As hard as it was for someone else to see how much she owned me, I knew that I would never back out. Not from a situation this hot. Not when it made her happy.

Then, to my surprise, she asked me for permission.

“Are you OK with this?”

“Yes,” I answered instantly.

“That’s my good boy.”

She slapped me quickly but with minimal follow-through, a stinging blow. I tried not to flinch but could already feel tears welling up in my eyes. Vanessa stroked my face lovingly, before hitting me with another, and another, and another.

“My god, that’s fucking hot,” Julia purred, voice dripping with lust. “Can I have a shot? I’ve always wanted to slap a man around.”

Vanessa nodded, but still looked to me for permission, permission I was never going to refuse. Julia sat down next to her and I positioned myself right in the firing line.

The first slap was light. Despite her attitude toward me, she clearly didn’t want to cause serious damage. The second and third were barely harder. I was starting to think that perhaps her bark was worse than her bite, that she lacked Vanessa’s inclination toward physical sadism, when she suddenly punctuated a slap by leaning forward and unleashing a gob of saliva directly at my face.

She laughed while Vanessa and I sat in stunned silence, the spit dripping down my face. My eyes had been wet before but now the floodgates threatened to open, and for some reason all I could think about was how stupid I would look with mascara smeared all over me.

“Is that OK, Donnie?” Vanessa’s voice demonstrated genuine, heartbreakingly sweet concern for my feelings.

I nodded, fighting back tears. I didn’t know where my redline was, Vanessa having crossed so many of them herself, but I knew this wasn’t it.

“You guys have a safe word, no? We can just use that instead of asking all the time?”

Vanessa nodded, deep in thought. We had agreed on a safeword, although we had rarely used it. “What’s your safeword, Donnie.”

“Red. Amber for slow down.”

“Good boy.”

“Good boy,” even Julia agreed, reaching out to pat my head with condescending encouragement.

For the next few minutes they took turns debasing me, treating me like a punchbag and a human spittoon. They slapped my face and punched my chest, spitting beer into my mouth and shoving their feet roughly into my face. It was utterly degrading, of course it was, but it was undeniably hot. My cock strained in my shorts, hidden by my miniskirt and utterly ignored by these two gorgeous goddesses.

“He looks amazing, I want to take a picture,” Julia said, laughing at my no doubt hilarious face.

“No, come on. That’s too far,” Vanessa said, giggling but with a firm tone in her voice.

“I have a little Polaroid camera in my bag. You can take the picture away, or him. Consider it a memento!”

“What do you think, Donnie?”

I was defeated. I simply nodded, caught in the tide of their domination like a piece of driftwood in a storm. Vanessa placed a socked foot on my face and said say cheese while Julia snapped the photo. It made for quite the picture, with my lipstick lightly smeared, my eyeliner running, and my face slick with spit. I still have it to this day.

The girls had me strip off, demanding a full Magic Mike routine but settling for some weak gyrating, before telling me to get on all fours in front of them. They used me as a human footstool, the sounds of their kissing and the weight of their legs on my back reminding me that this night was about the ladies and that I was some lower order of priority. I was simply an object to them.

It almost hurt that neither girl hadn’t even bothered to comment on my naked body or my hard dick, either positively or negatively, instead focusing all their attention on each other. The girl I wanted to be all mine, but who I now knew I would have to share, was completely wrapped up in another woman. I couldn’t even see what was going on, stripped of even that voyeuristic pleasure, but I could tell from Vanessa’s moans that her new lover’s hands had moved on to some sensitive area, groping those perfect pert breasts or perhaps slipping into her shorts.

“Does he eat your pussy properly?” Julia asked, breaking off from the slopping kissing.

“I’ve got him pretty well trained.”

“Fuck, you’re fun,” Julia laughed. “How about I show him how I do it, maybe teach him some new tricks?”

Vanessa kicked me away and stripped out of her costume, dropping her shorts and crop top to the side and throwing her now slightly sweaty socks at me. She lay down on the couch and spread her legs, revealing her pink pussy for a moment before Julia took up position. The dominant lesbian Latina beckoned me forward, apparently serious about giving me an impromptu lesson in cunnilingus. At least I was finally included, somewhat, a bit.

“So, I’ve heard that a lot of men just start slavering on it, licking like an ice cream cone. But as any woman will tell you, eating pussy requires a bit of subtlety,” she gave a few gentle licks and kisses to Vanessa’s sensitive spot, drawing a lewd moan of pleasure. “It’s a privilege to even be near such a beautiful flower, so you should treat it gently. With respect.”

Julia spent the next few minutes talking me through every aspect of cunnilingus, taking a surprisingly patient if slightly patronizing tone. It was halfway between a lecture and a porno, and while I couldn’t avoid feeling some resentment I also felt blessed. Seeing Vanessa being brought to the brink of orgasm by this sexy, skilled woman, still dressed as my teenage fantasy, was hot beyond belief.

Vanessa, to my utter surprise, actually asked to come, a request that was instantly granted. Her legs tightened and then twitched and then relaxed as she found sweet release. It was a breathtaking sight, although I knew that it wouldn’t be her last orgasm of the night, or the strongest. She enjoyed going for multiples, each one more intense than the last.

“Did you learn something, Donnie?”

I nodded, stunned into silence.

“Then say thank you.”

“Thank you, Julia.”

“Would you like to practice what you’ve learned?”

I nodded enthusiastically, fully aware of how pathetically eager I must have looked. I was desperate, though, to taste that sweet pussy.

“Good. The thing is, this sexy lady needs a little break and I don’t let men anywhere near me, so…” she sat back on the couch and raised her feet toward me, wiggling her toes, “you can practice on my feet.”

Vanessa giggled and then fell onto Julia, nuzzling and kissing her neck, clearly keen to start making out again. I was beyond resistance at this point.

I lifted both her feet in my hands and began worshipping, following Julia’s occasional instruction to lick here or kiss there. She had me push the soles together and dart my tongue in and out like I was eating ass and had me suck on the ball like it was a clit. I licked between the toes, drawing mocking questions about how it tasted. Her feet were sweaty from a night of dancing but that wasn’t a problem for me. Months of servicing Vanessa had turned me into a full-blown fetishist, and while Julia tasted different to my usual obsession I would be lying if I said I didn’t savor the taste of her body.

Julia soon tired of my efforts and kicked me away, before pulling Vanessa over her knee. My girlfriend gasped and laughed as her new lover delivered a light spank to her rear.

“Sometimes even a dominant woman wants to be taken control of. By the right person, of course,” Jula explained, her hands caressing Vanessa’s smooth skin.

I sat and watched while the rough Latina spanked my girlfriend, captivated by the sight of tanned hands striking that pale, juicy butt as it jiggled. It was disorientating to see Vanessa being this submissive, after months of her dominating me. She turned to look at me, eyes unfocused in that pleasure-drunk way as her ass started to turn a pinky-red shade. She gasped as Julia’s fingers slid inside her, fucking her dripping wet cunt to a rapid orgasm.

“Come kiss your girlfriend’s ouchie better.”

I did as I was told, smothering Vanessa’s red ass with kisses. I could feel the heat radiating from her marked skin and her hungry cunt. Suddenly, I felt wet fingers on my face.

“Taste her.”

I sucked Julia’s long, agile fingers, while Vanessa squirmed around on her lap, lewdly seeking more friction. I felt utterly humiliated by my treatment and by Julia’s clear sexual superiority to me, but somehow it did sting less than knowing that Vanessa fucked other guys. Perhaps it was because I was involved, however tangentially, or maybe it was just that my masculinity was less wounded. Either way, I couldn’t deny my bittersweet enjoyment.

“It’s time for me to get some attention,” Julia declared. She rearranged us like pieces in an art gallery, having Vanessa lie down flat on the couch while I was sent to the end. “And Donnie, you’ve been promoted to pussy-pleaser.”

That was music to my ears. I was absolutely desperate to taste Vanessa, to worship her and perhaps show how much pleasure I was capable of giving her. First, though, I had to watch as Julia undressed, finally stripping out of her skimpy costume. Her tanned body was curvier than Vanessa’s, less gym-honed but naturally magnificent. Large, heavy breasts fell free of her intricate bra, while she had the grabbable hips and juicy ass of a swimsuit model. A strip of well-groomed black hair sat above her pussy, but she was otherwise as smooth as the revealing outfit required. If she hadn’t been a lesbian I was sure she would have run a harem of willing men. As it was, she seemed to have no problem seducing girls. Even girls with boyfriends.

Julia faced me and lowered herself onto Vanessa, stopping just out of reach of her tongue. My usually dominant girlfriend made a mewing, pleading noise, craning her neck in a desperate attempt to taste Julia. The laughing Latina moved just out of reach, teasing and building anticipation before slamming down on Vanessa’s angelic, delicate face, smothering her under her big ass. She squirmed a little, getting herself comfortable on her new throne while the unmistakable sound of sloppy cunnilingus began.

“I’m going to fuck your girlfriend’s face and you can try to get her to come, OK?”

I didn’t even answer, but simply dove into my task. I tried to take on board some of the pointers Julia had given me, although I didn’t want to let that throw me off my game too much. She might have her own equipment and an overwhelming amount of confidence, but I had been pleasuring Vanessa for much longer.

I couldn’t help but look up from my task occasionally to see Julia, towering above me like a goddess while she writhed around in pleasure. She was using Vanessa roughly, pulling at her nipples and slapping her breasts. I felt a rush of protectiveness, but it was clear that Vanessa was relishing this treatment. Julia soon switched focus to her own pleasure. She gently caressed her own large nipples while furiously rubbing her clit until she came, grinding her orgasm into the face of my angel.

“That’s 1-0 to Vanessa,” Julia gasped, letting Vanessa come up for air before continuing her grinding. “You should try licking her ass. Here, I’ll help you.”

She reached forward and hooked Vanessa’s legs back, exposing her pretty pink hole to me. I had licked her ass plenty of times before, but never like this. Usually, she sat on my face. This time, she was completely open and exposed, allowing me far greater access to that sensitive, taboo area. And, of course, this time we weren’t alone.

I savored the taste of her ass and the smell of her pussy, my nose almost penetrating her as I swirled my tongue around her hole. I teased the edges before extending fully, trying to fuck her with my mouth. My effort drew a long, sultry moan, filling my heart with pride.

“Fuck that’s hot,” even Julia had to admit. “I want some of that.”

She pulled her cheeks apart and readjusted, making Vanessa lick ass just as I was worshipping hers. It felt almost like sacrilege, to know that the woman who owned me so completely was now gladly performing this degrading act on another woman. There were fires of rage, shame, and jealousy burning within me, held back by the cool waters of submission. If Vanessa wanted to submit, she could submit. My job was simply to please her.

Clearly the sensation wasn’t enough for the woman who had so easily taken control of us both. She wanted the rush of mind-fucking me as well.

“Your girlfriend’s tongue feels so fucking good, licking my big sweaty ass. I bet she prefers the taste of this to your dick, if she ever even sucks it.”

My face burned with embarrassment. She was cruel, but surely correct.

“Let me help you out”, Julia said, leaning forward so she could reach Vanessa’s cunt. She started rubbing her clit furiously while I ate ass with renewed vigor. The duel stimulation soon brought Vanessa to a messy, earth-shattering orgasm. She screamed into Julia’s ass and exploded in my face, squirting warm cum out in several powerful bursts. I kept licking as she shook and trembled and twitched, keeping my tongue firmly buried in her musky crevice as her juices settled on my face.

“Fuck that looks good. I want a bit of that. You. Go get the vibrator from my handbag.”

What kind of sex-crazed temptress takes a vibrator to a house party? Still, I didn’t interrogate it too much, instead simply fetching the small wand from Julia’s bag as instructed.

She squatted over Vanessa’s face and put the vibrator to her clit. The powerful whirling noise told me that she hadn’t bothered to hold back, turning the power up from the start. “Open wide, I want your little boyfriend to see you swallow my cum.”

Vanessa opened her mouth, squirming and grabbing her own breasts, lost in a reverie. It was disorientating to see her so submissive, so out of control. It didn’t take long for Julia to unleash all over that gorgeous, vulnerable face. I had never seen such a powerful, wet orgasm, and if I didn’t know better I would have thought she was just pissing all over my goddess’s face. Vanessa wouldn’t allow that, though. Would she?

She swallowed greedily before craning her head up to lap at Julia’s juices. Still, her face was slick with excess cum, dripping and depraved. I had never seen her look so slutty, or so beautiful.

Julia looked physically spent, her legs trembling and eyes wild. Still, her desire to inflict humiliation on men in general, or perhaps me specifically, remained strong.

“Come and give your girlfriend a kiss. Clean up the mess I made.”

Vanessa beckoned me closer and I followed, as always. She kissed me deeply, her mouth tasting like beer and sex. There was no respite even after we broke off the kiss. Julia immediately placed her hand on the back of my head and directed me to lick, cleaning her juices from my girlfriend’s face and neck. They tasted less sweet than Vanessa’s, like bitter defeat. Still, my cock pulsated as I drank in the depraved thrill of humiliation.

The girls rearranged themselves to sit on the couch again, cuddling like a couple settling in for a night of Netflix. I sat on the floor, not having the words to speak.

“You should thank me, for showing you how to please a woman,” Julia sighed, energy sapped but desire for domination ever-present.

“Thank you, Julia.”

“He has been a good boy, though,” Vanessa said, her voice heavy with exhaustion.

“Good enough to come?”

“Yeah, I think he deserves that.”

“Hmm, OK. As long as he doesn’t get any of that sticky shit on me,” Julia was already busy playing with Vanessa’s long hair, staring at the woman she had just utterly dominated. Me, and my pleasure, was a distant second thought.

“What do you say, Donnie? Would you like to blow your load?”

My soul told me to say no, to simply accept that tonight was for their pleasure and avoid the risk of any further degradation. Asking permission to orgasm was already emasculating enough, but I had no doubt that they would do something to embarrass me further.

My body, on the other hand, screamed with urgent need. I nodded, trying to maintain what dignity I could.

“Say please.”

“Please.”

“No, actually, say pwease,” Julia interjected.

“Pwease let me come,” I said, putting on the girlish voice that I knew they wanted.

They giggled, and Vanessa pointed to beautiful feet with the pink-painted toenails. “You can jack off on my feet.”

I took my cock in my hand and started stroking, face red with embarrassment. This was nothing Vanessa hadn’t seen before, but it was still a stark reminder of the power dynamic between us to be on my knees jerkin’ it after going to the ends of the earth for her pleasure. Having an additional woman there, a gorgeous lesbian goddess with undisguised contempt for me, only made the whole thing more shameful. And yet, somehow, more arousing.

The excitement of the scenario meant that I was soon at the edge, but I tried to hold on to prolong my pleasure. I should at least try to get something out of this for me.

For the next few minutes, the girls kissed slowly and sensuously, largely ignoring me until Julia commented on how long I was taking. I realized that there was the possibility that Vanessa, probably at Julia’s suggestion, might remove my permission to come. I decided that it was now or never. In the end, it was Julia who pushed me over the brink.

“Hey Donnie! Trick or treat… smell my feet!”

She put her sole up to my face and pressed it to my mouth, pinching my nose between her toes. I came instantly, emptying my aching balls all over Vanessa’s delicate little feet. She brought them close to help me hit them, making sure to catch all the cum on her toes. Both the women laughed as I grunted, rope after sticky rope shooting out of me. I hadn’t even recovered my sense of balance before Vanessa delivered the coup de grace.

“Trick or treat, trick or treat, give me something good to eat. That’s the rhyme, right?” she pointed down at her slender, pink toes, now absolutely drenched in my cum. “There’s your treat, Donnie.”

I stared at her, wide-eyed with shock. To make me do this would be degrading, but to make me do it in front of another woman was downright dastardly. For her part, Julia was silent with shock, seemingly amazed by Vanessa’s cruelty and control. The student had become the teacher.

“Come on Donnie, don’t make me make you do it,” her sense of submissiveness was apparently gone. She was back in full domme-mode. “Do you expect me to go to sleep with sticky, disgusting feet? Are you really going to embarrass me in front of our new friend? Do you really want a spanking?”

It wasn’t a spanking that I was worried about, of course. As always, the unspoken threat that undergirded our relationship was there. If I didn’t do what she wanted she could easily find someone who would. At the end of the day, I knew I would endure anything to make her happy.

I bent forward, kowtowing like I was begging some insane empress from a fantasy novel to spare my life, and began to lick at the salty semen. I had, at her instigation, tasted my own cum before. Always mixed with her juices though, and never quite like this. It wasn’t a taste I relished.

Vanessa seemed content for me to take my time, with her enjoying the sensation and Julia enjoying the show, but I soon realized that it would be better for me to get it over with. I started to slurp and lick more quickly, cursing the size of my load. Julia placed a foot on the back of my head to encourage me and provide yet another reminder of my role in this little threesome.

It was a threesome, technically. With two drop-dead gorgeous babes. Something so many men fantasized about, but not like this. Well, perhaps some fantasized about this.

I finished my “treat” and went to the bathroom, looking at my face with dismay. I looked and felt like I had just come off the set of some gangbang porn video, my lipstick ruined and mascara running, face slick with cum and saliva. I could hear Julia in the other room, suggesting some kind of use for me as a “toilet boy”, but Vanessa gently shut that suggestion down. Although it might be a kind of Stockholm syndrome, I felt absurdly grateful that there was a limit to the humiliations she would put me through. Perhaps, though, that was simply one line she wanted to cross on her own time.

I had expected Julia to get a taxi home, but to my surprise she was going to sleep here. She wanted me relegated to the couch but Vanessa thought that was unfair and insisted that I join them in the bed. As a compromise I would sleep at the bottom of the bed, curled up by their feet like a loyal dog. How appropriate.

The girls slept naked, curled up against one another while I had been told to put on my underwear, to make sure I didn’t leak against Julia in the night. They settled in with their feet pressed against me for warmth while I tried to quell the torrent of emotions in my mind. Tonight had been a dream come true and a living nightmare. Vanessa had put me through the ringer, but she had also stood up for me. She wanted me included in her sex life more and more, even when they involved other people. In a strange, comforting way, I felt like we were closer than ever. I might be her pathetic, submissive, foot-licking, ass-eating, cum slurping, cuckolded boyfriend- but I was her boyfriend.
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Step into a world of sun, sand, and sexual adventure as a loving couple use a foreign vacation to experiment with new kinks.
Young couple Emmi and Luca think that a holiday in the south of France is just what they need to escape from their stressful jobs. Soon, a friendly bet with a kinky forfeit reveals much more about themselves and their relationship than they had ever expected. Emmi soon has Luca on his knees, worshipping her like the sensual goddess she always wanted to be.

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

Will Luca accept his new place at her feet?

Can their relationship stand the heat?

Each book in this series can be enjoyed as a standalone novelette or in order as a complete story. Each story introduces new kinks, moving from teasing and body worship through to light humiliation, chastity, and pegging. While the action is hot and heavy femdom, it focuses on a loving couple and has a romantic HEA.
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The Cougars In Control Bundle

A sexy air hostess rediscovers her sexual power when she takes a nervous pilot under her wing. An art teacher tries out her ideas about edging and orgasm control on her willing model. A cocky masseuse has his fun with his sex clients, bites off more than he can chew when his boss's wife hires him for a special job.

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

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

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