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Winter Wonderland

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

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

“Get inside and get those clothes off!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Merry Christmas, you naughty little elf!”

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

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

“Let’s see what you got me first!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Absolutely.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


A Gift, A Suggestion And A Test

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

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

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

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

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

“Ah, really?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I just don’t know what to say.”

“Say yes,” she laughed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“OK, anything.”

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

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

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

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

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

“What do you mean?”

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

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

What else could I say? “OK.”

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

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

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

“No time like the present.”

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

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

“Will it be easy to find someone?”

“Oh, horniness never takes a holiday.”

She wasn’t wrong there.


Merry Christmas

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What are you thinking about? Tell me.”

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

She smiled. “And?”

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

“You should do what feels right.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hello,”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“He’s my submissive.”

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

“Well, we’ll find out.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Then let’s go.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuuuck, I’m gonna come, baby.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Yippee. Merry Christmas to me!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thank you, Donnie. That was amazing.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I love you, Vanessa.”

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

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

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

“Ready to clean up your mess, Donnie?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Merry Christmas.”

“Donnie… when can you move in?”
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