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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 so that they were sitting 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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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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