
        
            
                
            
        

    
The clock strikes the midnight hour. For once, Daniel’s resting in his bed, head propped up on a mountain of pillows. Not concerned about the ongoings of the household. Though, he can’t get any real sleep - at best he dozes off, wakes up and rolls over to see its fifteen minutes later.

Something’s missing.

Daniel smiles when the light breeze hits him. “Is it still fun for you if I know you’re coming?” He puts his arms behind his head and stretches out, spreading his legs so Mimi has a space to jump between.

She steps onto the bed, takes her seat with a giggle.

“It’s always fun for me, Danny.” Back to the nude and boots, she snuggles up beside him. One nailed hand dips through crevice between his back at the pile of pillows.

It’s been a while. Mimi comes by three times a week like clockwork. Sneaks into his window and into bed with him, snakes her hands around his waist and whispers sweet words to him.

Then drives her cock knee deep into him until he’s wracked and collapsing onto the bed with exhaustion.

His brother and him have worked things out - in the most pleasing way possible. One day Mimi’ll find out about that and abuse it. Tie him up again and let Brandon take him in way he's only dreamed of up until now.

For now, Daniel omits that information from their relationship. The soul is willing, but the flesh can only take so much.

Her finger draws a warm line down his nose, to his lips. Daniel kisses her finger. The amused lit of her voice drawing a spark of heat in the pit of his stomach.

Mimi grins ear to ear and tells him what she wants and he gives it to her; no more kissing or cuddling, none of that nonsense. 
 

He yanks his pants down to his lower thighs and rolls over. Mimi pulls him back to position, belly down on the bed, ass in the air with her swelling cock between his cheeks.

Daniel groans at the dragging feeling of cock and metal against his entrance. Mimi’s boots - latex, he realizes - squeeze his thighs tight while she thrusts against him without entering.

Daniel holds back his pleas as best he can. The most he can do is make sure the more desperate and embarrassing ones die in the back of his throat.

To this day, he's disturbed by how desperate Mimi can make him. The way she can play every nerve like a fiddle, get him to spread his own cheeks and take cock like he trained for it. 
 

Back when they first met, he was tight and almost unwilling, but too curious and turned on to say no. It was his first time, a rough rut against the bed sheets while Mimi used him for all he was worth.

Now, his body shook in need at the thought of Mimi’s piercing laden cock pushing into his ass. Imaging her hips grinding into his until he couldn’t take it anymore got him through the rare nights she wasn’t here.

“Please.” He sighed, body going lax against the bed. Mimi didn’t move. Her cock thrust between his cheeks. A slow, mesmerizing rhythm that he couldn’t quite shake himself free of loving. Not rough like when they started, but why would she need to be when he was putty in her hands? 
 

Mimi’s hands curled through Daniel’s messy bed hair. The head of her cock pressed against his entrance, insistent at first. Then, pushing with enough force to get through the unlubed entrance.

Daniel made a keen, thin noise of mixed feeling. His entire body tensed up enough to make it clear he wasn't fucked free of tightness. There was still that part of them that would break if she pushed hard enough.

Which was good. That’s why Mimi still came around to fuck him open. Mimi groaned, pulling her waist back enough to free herself from Daniel’s ass. The feel of her slipping out drew another hot line through Daniel's stomach.

Mimi held him in place again to rut herself back in, deeper this time.

Daniel’s legs stretched out, hands twitching. Over the course of her slow thrusts the pain subsided, his body remembering how to submit. Then Mimi began working her way in, her cock making longer, more torturous strokes until her hips were flush against his.

“Fuck me, Mimi.” Daniel said, breath leaving him in a deep huff. Weeks ago he would’ve never begged so desperately. Surrender was becoming second nature.
 

Why wouldn’t it be, when the pleasure Mimi gave him was so brilliant and managed to constantly make him scream for it?

His fingers splayed on the bed. Mimi’s hips went in a slow, circular motion that dragged Daniel to desire, but never pushed him off that cliff. 
 

“Please Mimi,” Daniel breathed, “Fuck me like I’m your bitch, please.”
 

And Mimi laughed, which confused Daniel. 
 

She pulled his upper body up until he was pressed entirely against her. He slotted between her booted legs, fitting between them like he was built for it. Mimi, on top of him, knees bent, fucking him with the shifting of her hips. 
 

“You’re not my bitch, you’re something I fuck. A useless little set of holes for me to use when I need to wreck something. I fucked you rough to get you wet and needy. Look at this. I can almost slide right into you. No lube. Nothing.” 
 

Mimi’s breasts pressing insistent against his back, pushed out all other forms of thought. All he knew is that he wanted to be Mimi’s - he wanted her to use him and only him. Why even bother keeping up the charade like that wasn’t the end game for him? He wanted her.

“I wanna be yours.” What little breath he had remaining left his body in a huff.

“Oh really?” Mimi’s fingers rushed to replace it, shoved themselves into his mouth, intrusive and pushing out whatever remained of his active thoughts. “I don’t think so, I think you’re still some mouthy slut I fuck for fun. You’re not mine.”
 

“Please-”
 

“Hm, you want it?”

“Y-yes.” Daniel’s entire body shook, starting at his thighs and spreading outward. The thought of it, of Mimi taking total control of him again, of using him up again…

“Alright then.” Mimi’s cock pulled out slow enough that he could feel the stretch, desperate to pull her back inside. His cock ached painfully in front of him, untouched and too hard to ignore.

Mimi went from being on her knees to reclining back onto the bed. Her own legs spread so Daniel could sit on top of her instead. Daniel’s mouth dropped open seeing Mimi’s hardened cock waiting for him.

“Come on, ride me. Show me you can be my bitch.”

He took full grip of the bed frame and used it to help balance himself on Mimi’s cock. It was so much different than lying there and waiting to be fucked. Now he had to hold himself up as he descended onto Mimi’s cock.

First the head, pushing past the already stretched open entrance. Daniel’s hands clenched and unclenched on the headboard. His mouth dropped open.

The control forced him to be present and being present changed everything. Made the penetration that much sharper, that much clearer and upfront in his mind.

He couldn’t ignore how much it felt like inside him or how much more there was to possibly go. At last, the head was in and his head felt waterlogged.

He groaned, let go of the headboard and dropped back, held up only by his hands on the bedspread. Moans now sliding out of his mouth like the action was second nature, because Mimi could make sure it was. 
 

Mimi’s full palm slapped against his ass. Hard enough to make him almost falter, catching himself with his shaking arms. That would leave a mark, a bruise minimum.“Who told you to stop?” She growled, hands coming up to his waist and forcing him back down with a rough thrust, base to tip.
 

Daniel yelled, body stretched thin. His cock was leaking cum onto the bedspread. He couldn’t take much more of this. Strange. No matter how much he and Mimi fucked, he never found himself withstanding more than usual.

Daniel was stretched a bit longer, a bit further when his stepbrother had been inside him. Could remember him like it was yesterday; he spent the whole time panting like he was one of his one night lays. But aside from that he’d always been putty in Mimi’s hands.

He still was, his cock strained as it bobbed in front of him, untouched and still dripping hard. He kept going, driving his hips down to meet her hardly moving ones, ass bobbing up and down on a woman’s cock.

Daniel licked his lips, the first wave of pleasure went through the whole of his body. He could hardly breathe, took in one - then two - shaky breaths before he finally came. Mimi’s name came out of his mouth in a desperate shout. 
 

“Keep going.” She growled low in the back of her throat. Daniel open his mouth to rebuke her, then her bright red nails pressed insistent to either side of his waist. No denying it. Daniel gasped, moved again and took swallow breaths as he eased himself back into rhythm. 
 

The tingle of over-sensitivity crept into his limbs and his head rolled down. It ran through his cock, up his toes, onto his tongue. A completely overwhelming sensation of his body screaming ‘enough’. Daniel grit his teeth, hands balling to fists against the bedsheets. Knuckles, ghost white.

“Mm, that’s right. Keep going.” The weight on the bed shifted as Mimi’s head tilted back, her hips moving as she came. Daniel wished he was facing her, to see her that column of neck revealed, her eyes rolling back in bliss.

Everything seemed to melt into something else. The horrible, consuming, beautiful sensation of ‘too much’ melted. Gave way to hazy, unsatisfying pleasure that stuck to the bottom of his feet and belly. Mimi’s soft moans eventually became quiet coos as he realized, faintly, that she was pushing back to the bed, belly down.
 

“Hey, sweetie.” Mimi rolled her fingers over his face. Her fingers caught the beads of sweat before she flicked them away. Daniel’s mouth opened and closed on many words that died before he spoke them.
 

Mimi giggled.

“What a cute new little bitch I have.” Mimi said, pulling his head back by his hair. She pressed her pinkie finger to his cheek, Daniel yanked away on instinct - why was her finger so hot? She pulled him back just as fiercely. “You asked for this.” 
 

The searing heat made thin lines on his skin, trekked a path he couldn’t follow. His sex addled brain couldn’t absorb everything that was happening at once. First an orgasm, then another, and now a pact? Too much…
 

When Mimi was done she dropped him back to the bed where he fell asleep on impact.

A feet days passed and Daniel found himself coming home. Walking home, alone, was arduous, but Daniel learned to love it more and more in the past two months. Between Mimi, Brandon and work itself it was nice to capture some time to be alone.

Sure, Brandon had a car that would make the trip far easier and fast but Mimi left his hips bruised enough as it was. He didn’t need to be hopping in the back of Brandon’s car.

And speak of the devil. He turned the corner and there Mimi was, standing a block away from his house. Donning the stereotypical plaid skirt, white shirt with red tie and long socked boots ‘school girl’ look. A carrying bag knocking against her lower thigh. She spotted him almost at once and gave him a toothy grin.

“Hiya, Danny.” She said, sweet as candy.

Daniel returned her smile as best he could, nervously stepping past her. Her steps followed his to the end of the block where he paused.

“So, uh…how can I help you?” He asked, scratching his side.

“You’re taking me to go say hi to your parents, silly.” She laughed. “Wouldn’t do for me to make you officially mine and not at least say hi to your family.”

A blow to the head, that. When had things between them gotten so serious?

One day he had his face pressed into the bed with his ass wiggling in the air and now here he is, about to introduce his parents to his succubus…girlfriend? Romance partner? Fuck buddy? Friend from school, maybe?

Mimi’s face soured. The message got through loud and clear, ‘Worry about it when they get there’. Daniel kept walking, thoughts whirling now that he finally had a girlfriend to call his own.

When he was younger, long before he met Mimi, Brandon was a straight up douche-bag. He still was, but the difference was that now he had a car and wasn’t around. He would stay home, hyped up on soda and video games. When he wasn’t swearing at the screen he would constantly laugh at Daniel and tell him to keep dreaming about having a cute girlfriend.

But now? Brandon couldn’t deny Mimi was hot. Daniel beat him in that regard, at least.

They walked up to the house together, Daniel got out his key and opened up the door to the living room. The television near the door was already playing wrestling, though the couch that faced it - and by extension, had its back to the kitchen - was empty.

“Nice place.” Mimi said, rubbing her hands together. Daniel noticed the gleam in her eye that practically screamed that she was thinking of fucking him on that couch.

Scratch that.

She’s going to fuck him on that couch. That’s a new personal mission of hers. ‘

“Who just came in?”

A said voice from the kitchen.

Daniel considered the idea earlier but his body went rigid. Mimi never came over when his parents were around. He looked at her, but all she did was mouth the words, ‘act natural’, before turning around and pretending to be surprised.

“Oh, hello.” Mimi waved.

“H-hey Mom.” Daniel sputtered out. How the hell did Mimi expect him to do this with any level of finesse?

“Hey honey.” Louise said with more than a touch of apprehension. “Good to see you.” Louise was giving Mimi more than a little side eye before asking. “Who’s your friend?”

“Hi, I’m Miriam.” She extended her hand, showed off her pearly whites in a smile that didn’t look threatening. Daniel didn’t think she could physically not look sexually frightening. It was a good look on her. “I’m sorry if I’m imposing, I kind of pushed Daniel into inviting me over to help me study?” She said with a nervous laugh.

“Louise.” Louise seemed to buy it, pulling a face of displeasure but nothing beyond that. “I wish you’d have called me in advance honey, I’d have made you and your friend some snacks.”

Daniel resisted the urge to say he was a grown man with a job and fumbled his way through a muttered apology.

“Well, I’m making meatloaf with spicy barbecue sauce for dinner, you’re welcome to stay if you’d like Miriam.”

“Oh, Louise, I couldn’t make myself a burden.”

“Aw sweetie! Its no trouble. Make yourself at home.” Louise smiled, eyes flashing to Daniel. Must be that sort of faint pride when a parent’s actually proud of a kid. Daniel bit the inside of his lip to avoid calling out Mimi’s bullshit—wait, was Mimi’s full name Miriam?!

Louise turned without another word and busied herself in the kitchen. Had to hand it to her, Miriam couldn’t have played that one better then he could.

“Oh yes, Miriam. Let’s study advanced trigonometry together.” Mimi’s face twisted into an awful grimace. She pulled off her fake carrying bag and opened it up to reveal — she did indeed have trigonometry books.

“Don’t get smart with me.” She spat. She threw a cursory glance over the side of the couch - probably to make sure Louise wasn’t coming and then looked at Daniel. There was that venomous dagger of a smirk again.

“Let me explain to you very clearly what you’re going to do.” Mimi said, quietly. “We’re going to slide the table close. Close enough that I can make it look like we’re doing work while I keep watch for Louise. You’re going to deep throat my cock without a word, you’re not allowed to swallow it until I give you the fucking word. Is that understood?”

“I can’t-” Daniel cut himself off to check on Louise himself; she was busy shaping the meatloaf, from the looks of things. “She’s,” Daniel gestured to the kitchen again.

Mimi chuckled, turned up the volume of the wrestling to loud - but not too suspicious, Daniel thought.

“You can handle it.” She said.

Mimi set her back and pack up like they were actually doing work, even tossed a pencil under the couch. Whether that was on purpose or by accident, Daniel didn’t care. His heart was pounding in his ears, hands shaking enough for him to want to will them to calm down but not being able to.

Louise was right there. At any moment she could whirl around and spot them and all hell would break loose and he’d have to explain why he was sucking a hot girl’s cock while watching wrestling.

At the same time, he could say no.

He could.

Mimi sat on a small pile of couch pillows. The entire scene was already laid out; they were just two working students of college, studying together.

Daniel positioned himself just so. Seated on the edge of the couch, intentionally sinking further down before leaning over in his seat then outright abandoning the concept and slipping into the tiny space between the table and the couch. It was an awkward angle, but Mimi didn’t seem to care and as long as that was true, he didn’t find a reason to object.

One of these days, he needs to deny Mimi something.

Mimi hiked her skirt up enough to show her hardening cock, she stroked herself lightly. On the screen a man was putting another man in a pin and the crowds were losing their mind. Daniel wondered if now was the time to make small talk; did Mimi even like wrestling?

She patted him on the shoulder and Daniel got to work.

He descended on her dick with a practiced mouth. First he took her slow, down to the hilt. Then looked straight up at her as he came back up, enough to tease the idea that her cock might fall from his mouth. Mimi bit her lower lip every time. This time was no exception. Daniel loved that.

Daniel slipped his tongue underneath her cock, descended. Drew a line of spit and heat down her shaft and let her cock rest on her face. Mimi’s hand clenched and unclenched on her knee, “Fuck.” She whispered.

Damn good. 

Daniel moaned, as quiet as he could get away with, made his eyes roll back, feigned bliss. Mimi lost her damn patience and grabbed him by his hair, pulled his head back enough. Daniel dropped his mouth open wide; his brain short circuiting from how quick the heat flooded back down to his own ignored dick.

Mimi grabbed his head and throatfucked him.

A thick line of saliva and precome attached Mimi’s cock to Daniel’s mouth. Was there anyway they could lie, tell his mom he forgot a book at school and Mimi can drag him back to a back alley, fuck him until he forgets how to walk?

Mimi’s mouth formed words that Daniel could read, ‘fuck yes’ and ‘damn’, that were barely held back. Her eyes rolled back into her head. Daniel’s toes curled in his shoes - he should’ve taken those off, fuck - he couldn’t breathe, but Mimi looked like she was in heaven.

“You guys okay?” Louise’s footsteps were storming their way.

Mimi yanked down her skirt and wiped the cum off her leg. Daniel wiped at his face, his eyes still tearing and the taste of pre cum lingering in his mouth. By the time Louise was around the couch corner there was no obvious sign they were doing oral. Even Mimi’s dick failed to be glaringly obvious.

“Y-yeah, hi.” Daniel’s breath came out in a huff. Louise seemed vaguely perplexed, but if it was anything besides partial confusion, she didn’t let it show. Louise went back into the kitchen. After all, Mimi was a good girl and who could possibly - at this angle with the table in the way - be having oral sex with a woman?

Except Mimi wasn’t entirely a woman, and she made that fact very clear when she pulled Daniel’s head back down on her cock. Daniel swallowed to avoid gagging, prayed the sounds of combat and overly loud rock n’ roll would cover up the noise.

Daniel had a feeling that maybe they forgot to hide something, but he ignored it and let Mimi take control. It wasn’t like he was able to think straight anyway.

Daniel took it at slow as Mimi would allow him and prayed his mother wouldn’t hear whatever deplorable sounds his mouth was making…

Mimi used his head again, this time holding him down longer and longer. Until he couldn’t breathe. Until he couldn’t vocalize that he couldn’t breathe. Until he could see black spots appear in his vision and would pull back, dizzy and out of it. Then Mimi would pull him back in, whispering ‘whore’, ‘slut’, ‘take it’, quietly. Over and over again. Until he didn’t think he could take anymore.

Then Mimi’s hips shaked and she thrust into his mouth. Daniel let out a ridiculous coughing gag as Mimi unleashed her load in the back of his throat. Louise—!

Louise’s footsteps- Mimi came down his throat, thrusts slowing to a pace that was almost hypnotic. Daniel pushed himself up and to the side of the couch. He could feel the heat of Mimi’s release on his tongue, threatening to slip down his throat.

It was a challenge to hold it there. Though Daniel wasn’t sure it was because he was on the verge of swallowing it, but because he’d gotten so used to just swallowing on instinct.

And Mimi said he wasn’t her bitch.

Daniel clamped a hand over his mouth, Mimi discreetly pushed up a pillow for him to hold. He held it over his stomach just as Louise came round the bend of the couch.

“Daniel, are you okay?” Louise said, half bent over the side of the couch.

Mimi feigned concern, rubbing his shoulder. “He hasn’t been feeling well since he got here, why I’m here - saw him spazzing out a couple blocks away from the school.”

“Alright…” Louise scratched her head, confused by the whole situation. “Well, we don’t want you getting sick too. I’ll take it from here.”

“Alright, hey Danny you okay with me heading home?”

Mimi rubbed his shoulder, but that wasn’t the word was it? Daniel looked up at her and nodded, hoping his desperation would get across. Mimi smiled and got up, patting him on the shoulder.

“Okay, I’ll see you tomorrow, try to keep hydrated. Try and get down some good fluids now okay?”

That…that was probably the signals. Daniel leaned his head back and swallowed, feigning like he was trying to hold back sick. Louise winced away, disgusted and concerned. Daniel hoped the pillow was hiding his waist, he felt warmth pooling into his stomach.

Mimi’s slippery wet cum heading down his throat, with his own saliva, swallowing it in front of his mouth. Every part of him was panicking that this wouldn’t work.

He lowered his head, pulled his hand from his mouth to show stands of thin, white liquid. Even some dripping down his chin.

“Ew.” Louise groaned and got up, running to the kitchen for paper towels.

Mimi locked eyes with him, licked her lips and whispered quietly. “Slut.”

He swore he came undone.

Daniel spent the rest of the day quietly pretending to be getting over sickness. Wished he didn’t, the smell of meatloaf was making his stomach want to kill him. Either way, he rested upstairs, a low boil in the pit of his belly from both hunger and…hunger.

He hadn’t yet washed his teeth, Mimi’s taste was still lingering on his tongue when the moonlight hit his window pane. Mimi stood there, hands cupped in front of her. Daniel sat up in bed, making sure to be quiet so Louise didn’t hear.

“That was risky of you.”

“Yes, but if you want to become my bitch there are things you’re going to have to be willing to do for me.”

Wait, so that was just part of her little initiation or something?

“I’m going to do more things to do in public, Daniel. I’m going to make sure everyone knows your mine.” Mimi revealed what she was holding; a red and black collar that could fit a human. That could fit him.

Daniel’s breath went shaky.

“Please?”

“Soon, Daniel.” She promised, turning away. “Soon.”

And with a beam of moonlight, she was gone.
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