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Foreword

All characters in this work are consenting adults, twenty-one years of age or older, engaging in erotic acts with full mutual awareness and prior agreement. This is a work of fiction intended for mature audiences only.








Prelude

I need to talk about Beatrice.


About her confidence, about the ways she helped me discover myself, about the taste of her armpits on a warm Tuscany morning while I knelt on the veranda.
But before I do that, I need to explain how it all happened.

Otherwise, you wouldn’t believe me.


Chapter 1:  The legs of a Goddess

I suppose if I really thought about it, the year abroad to Italy shouldn’t have happened at all.
My finances were shot, my college degree was printed with no real experience behind it, and I had an internship lined up for September. Unfortunately, I also had a girlfriend—a girlfriend who wanted to be my wife.

Natalie was great. Athletic, put together, and completely pristine. She had been a beauty queen every year, a porcelain vision of hairspray and even tan.
In bed, she’d moan like a pornstar. Oh yer sir, yeah, fuck me harder, sir Her round, fake tits static as she rode my cock and begged for my cum.
Which, I won’t lie, I was always happy enough to fill her with.
And she’d always thank me—like a good little girlfriend.

But there was something fake about it.

In four years of dating, I’d never once seen her without makeup. Never once did I see her the week she was on her period. Never once had I seen a single hair on her body below the eyebrows. Ph, and she hated-I mean absolutely haaated- the idea of me eating her out—said it felt too gross.

And once, she even canceled a date because she didn’t have time to update her bikini wax.

So, as beautiful, willing, and obedient as my college girlfriend was, I broke things off, booked a room on a Tuscan farm, and took the next plane to Italy.

I waltzed through the airport with just a backpack and sipped my beer until it was time to board, the whole terminal buzzing with travelers and vacation perfume, cheap cologne, and sunscreen.

Since it was a red-eye, I slept.

But halfway through, while everyone else on the plane rested, I happened to look over and see her.

Beatrice.

I didn’t know her name then, but I already felt a pull toward her.

It’s hard to describe her, but I’ll do my best.

She had this sallow, olive-toned skin that made you want to drink wine off her body. Her hair was the color of midnight and fell across her sun-kissed shoulders in natural curls. Beneath a string tank top, I could see round, supple breasts, her nipples poking through the soft fabric, the cotton damp with sleep-sweat. There was a faint dusting of fine hair across her willowy forearms, catching the overhead lights like filaments of silk.

She was wearing shorts, and I remember being surprised to notice she hadn’t shaved her legs—small prickles of black hair cascaded down her supple thighs like a dark, delicate waterfall. The hair shimmered against her soft skin. I’ll admit I stared. It was just so raw. So real.
She shifted in her sleep with a soft, almost musical sigh, and I saw a faint treasure trail as her top crept up, leading from her dainty tan belly button to the exposed flash of white cotton panty.

The air felt hotter and my tongue felt instantly thick behind my teeth.

She squirmed in her dreams, her thighs brushing together, and faintly, I heard her talking in her sleep.

Just a murmur.

Just a whisper.

“Cum for me, baby.”

I gasped, cock making a tent in my shorts.

Then she opened her eyes. Wiped the residue from her lips. Met my gaze with her warm hazel eyes. She raised one bushy, perfect eyebrow in greeting—her eyes alight with mischief.

I panicked and closed my eyes.

I’m not ashamed to say I dreamt only of her. This stranger. This natural goddess of mischief and nature. What other option did I have?


Chapter 2: Train Ride with a Goddess

I had never experienced anything like the Tuscan sun.

The heat pelted down like rain in a thunderstorm, and the air held a dead weight that had my entire weary body prickling with sweat.

The passport control operator was one of those beautiful redheaded Italian women, with a burst of red that fell in tight ringlets, almost alabaster skin, and that coy, ruinous smile you only find on European women. When she stamped my passport, my mouth went dry just from looking at her.

Outside the terminal was no better. Tan goddesses milled around, sipping cold cans of soda and giggling as the wind whipped at their dangerously short miniskirts that clung to the supple flesh of their slender thighs. Like lionesses, they scanned me, then moved on.

I felt like a piece of meat in a supermarket. I’m not ashamed to say a part of me liked that. Liked it quite a bit, actually.

Exhausted but too poor to waste money on a taxi, I tightened the straps of my heavy pack and set off to huff it to the train station. I was at the end of the sidewalk when I saw her again.

The natural, breathtaking goddess with the body hair and dangerous hazel eyes.

She stepped right in front of me and hailed a taxi.

“Ehi, taxi!” she called out, arm raised.

Her scent hit me immediately. A wondrous, fragrant musk that smacked me in the face—sweat, salt, and something floral. My mouth suddenly watered.

I could see her underarms were bursting with dense black hair, damp and glossy with sweat on this sweltering hot day.

The taxi stopped and she beamed. Inexplicably, she looked at me.

“Ehi, eri sull’aereo, giusto? Vuoi dividere il taxi?”

Those warm hazel eyes made my legs wobble.

I barely managed to stutter, “Sorry, no Italiano. Grazie!”

She seemed amused but shrugged. “Okay, Americano.”

I walked in the sun, passing in and out of the dappled shade cast by crooked, sun-bleached Italian trees. The path to the train station was dry and cracked, lined with weeds and low stone walls, and each step sent a jolt of ache up my calves. My backpack grew heavier with every breath—straps biting into my sweat-slick shoulders, the weight of the heat pressing down as if Tuscany itself were testing me. My shirt clung to my spine, damp and sticky, and I could feel a bead of sweat run slowly down the back of my neck, curling at the collar.

But I couldn’t stop thinking about her.

That woman. That absolute vision.

She had just stepped out into the same brutal heat as me, lifted her arm to hail a taxi, and in doing so, showed me something my old girlfriend had ever dared to show me in public: thick, black, wet armpit hair. It couldn’t have been accidental or forgotten. She had no interest in hiding that natural part of herself, no, this was deliberate. Wild. Feminine in a way I hadn’t realized could exist.

The scent of her still hung in my nostrils, and the memory of her eyes—half amusement, half challenge—haunted me with every dusty footstep. I hadn’t even touched her. She hadn’t touched me. But somehow, her body had already left a mark.

When I finally plodded my way to the station, I bought a one-way ticket from the kiosk—fumbling through the Italian touch screen menus, sweating through my shirt, and trying not to look like a complete idiot. The machine groaned, spit out a paper ticket, and I followed the signs through the station, past crowds of tourists and locals alike, dragging my feet like I was melting into the marble floor.

The train was already boarding. I moved quickly, heart still pounding from the close encounter, pack bouncing against my back. The cars were older, metal ovens baking under the afternoon sun. I stepped aboard, wandered through a few crowded compartments—full of families, business types, and flushed backpackers like myself—until I found one.

One cramped, two person compartment, left with a single free seat.

And there she was.

Beatrice—though I still didn’t know her name—sat with one unshaven leg tucked under the other, a worn Italian paperback in her lap, sunglasses low on her nose. The straps of her tank top had slipped slightly, exposing the rich golden skin of her shoulders, glimmering with the barest sheen of sweat. Her other hand rested casually on the windowsill, fingers tapping to a rhythm only she could hear. Her underarm was faintly visible again, that brush of dark black hair catching my eye, and just the sight of it made my pulse skip.

She looked up as I entered.

There was no surprise on her face, just that same amused, knowing smile.

“Of course,” she said in English, eyes dancing. “Americano.”

I swallowed hard. “Hi,” I managed. “This seat taken?”

She tilted her head, then patted the spot across from her.


Chapter 3: Bare Feet and Close Quarters

The train began to move with a heavy squeal, pulling us out of the station and into a landscape of ochre hills and sun-bleached villas. The compartment was warm and quiet, the hum of the rails a soft lull beneath us.

She didn’t look at me right away—just stretched, slowly, luxuriously, her spine arching like a cat’s. One bare foot she tucked under herself, and the other leg slid out and rested on the edge of my sea. She let it rest there, toes almost brushing my outer thigh.

“You always stare like that?” she said at last, flipping a page in her paperback without looking up.

“Sorry,” I muttered, shifting. “I wasn’t staring.”

“You were,” she said, still not looking. “But I don’t mind. Just wondering if you’re going to say something or keep oogling my me.”

I swallowed. “Okay. Uh… I liked your shirt.”

She smiled without turning her head. “It's a plain shirt, Americano. Do better.”

There was a long moment of silence. I watched the countryside blur past, olive trees and poppies, fields glowing gold in the early afternoon light. She finally glanced at me.

“You from California or something?”

“Chicago.”

“Oh. Same thing,” she said, rolling her eyes. “So are you one of the runaways?”

“Runaways?”

“Runaways,” She said, her trilling Italian accent rising and falling like a mountain river as she scoffed at how stupid I was. “Runaways! The kind of Americano who runs off to Italy after a breakup and doesn’t know what to do with themselves.”

I smirked despite myself. “You get a lot of those?”

“You’d be surprised.”

“I’m just a walking cliche, I guess,” I said with a blush. “What about you? Running away from a break-up.”

She finally faced me, propping her elbow on the window ledge, cheek in her palm. She moved her foot to steady herself, and I could smell the faint aroma of her dainty foot as it pressed nonchalantly against my knee. It was soft and warm, and at that moment,t all I could think about was how much I wanted to kiss it.

But somehow I managed to keep it together.

“Please,” she said, animated delicatle hands flying about. “The boys usually run from me.”

“So, why are you here?”

She shrugged. “I always come home for the summer.”

“This is home?”

She nodded. “A little village. My aunt owns a place outside Montepulciano. While she spends her summers in London, I take over the farm. Feed the pigs. Pretend to read philosophy. Scare off tourists when I’m bored.”

“Are you going to scare me?”

She glanced down at my sneakers and oversized pack, then inexplicably reached out to me. Her palm was soft and damp as she cupped my chin, taking me in her grip. I felt the blood flow to my cheeks and my cock harden in my shorts. The cabin was tight, and the smell of her beauteous, feminine musk was overwhelming. I swallowed, with no idea what she was about to do next.

“I think I’ve already scared you enough, Americano.”

I grinned shakily. “What makes, you so sure?”

She smiled and returned to her paperback. “You tell me.”

Her bare foot shifted slightly on the seat beside me. I couldn’t help looking—dusty sole, perfect toes, high, glorious arches. She caught me, of course.

“Oh, I’m apologise,” she said. “They’ve been in sandals all day. You probably don’t want me resting them right best you?”

I didn’t say anything right away, but the air between us thickened. The scent of her skin filled the compartment—sun-warmed, earthy, a trace of lavender or maybe wild thyme clinging to the sweat beneath her arms. Not perfume. Just her.

“I don’t mind,” I said.

She shrugged and left her foot touching my skin, and stared out the window. “So. Ex-girlfriend?”

I hesitated. “Yeah.”

“She dump you?”

“No, actually, why does everyone think that?” I said, before seeing her expression and continuing. “No, I left.”

She tilted her head, just slightly. “Why?”

I picked at the frayed strap of my backpack just for something to focus on beyond her intense eyes. “She was… nice. Too nice. Too polished. Everything always perfect. But not real, you know?”

Beatrice didn’t answer. Just listened.

"It was like she never wanted me to see the real her — like if I caught even a glimpse of something other than the perfect, porcelain beauty queen persona she’d cultivated, she’d shut me out for good. Keeping that going just felt wrong. It was too…."

“Falsa,” she said softly. “Fake.”

“Yeah.”

Silence again. Then:

“You know,” she said, still gazing out the window, “sometimes Americanos like you think you're escaping something fake by coming here, when really you're just chasing a different kind of fantasy.”

I turned to her. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

She shrugged. “Nothing. Just talking.”

Her tone wasn’t accusing. It was gentle, thoughtful. But something sharp flickered beneath it, and I felt myself bristle anyway.

“I didn’t come here for a fantasy,” I said. “I’m not some kind of idiot.”

“No?” she asked. “You sure about that?”

I stared at her, the way her tank top clung damply to her side, the line of dark hair curling on her forearm, the glisten of sweat along her collarbone. Her foot still rested near me, close enough to touch.

Maybe she was right. But I wasn’t ready to hear it.

I didn’t answer. She didn’t push. The train kept moving.

We didn’t say another word.

Eventually, the town approached—small and sunburnt, with tiled roofs and white gravel roads winding like veins across the hills. When the train stopped, she stood and stretched again, reaching overhead to the luggage rack. Her tank top lifted, revealing a sliver of stomach, a treasure trail of fine dark hair vanishing beneath the elastic of her shorts.

I tried not to stare. Failed completely.

“Good luck, Americano,” she said, hoisting her bag over one shoulder.

I opened my mouth to ask for her name.

Too late. She was already gone.

Outside the station, the air was hotter than before. The road shimmered in the heat. I walked, pack digging into my back, sweat soaking the waistband of my jeans.

The directions to the place I was staying were vague, scribbled down from a badly translated website. But I followed the winding road uphill, past olive groves and crumbling stone fences, the scent of hot earth rising all around me.

I rounded a bend and found a small clearing—a pool of water fed by a thin trickling stream. No one in sight. The sun was starting to drop. I dropped my pack, peeled off my soaked shirt, stripped off the rest. The water was cold and clean, a shock to the skin. I waded in, up to my chest, sighing aloud as the chill soothed my burning limbs. God, I needed this. I was filthy.

Then—footsteps. A laugh.

I turned, startled, just in time to see a flash of red hair and a camera.

Click.

A tall local woman- gorgeous, pale, wild red curls and freckles—stood on the hill grinning, holding her phone like a trophy.

“Cute,” she said in accented English.

“Ah I’m sorry, I’m sorry!” I sputtered, covering myself. “I didn’t think!”

“Don’t worry,” she said, laughing. “I’ll send you any of the postcard royalties!”

I scrambled out of the water, grabbed my clothes with wet hands, and stumbled up the path, still dripping and burning with embarrassment.

By the time I reached the farmhouse, the sun was low and the sky had turned peach and lavender.

It was a long, terracotta building tucked into the hillside, vines creeping over the eaves, the scent of rosemary and smoke in the air. Chickens clucked somewhere behind the barn. A dog barked once, lazily.

I knocked on the heavy wooden door, sweat still damp on my back, hair still wet.

It opened.

And there she was.

The woman from the train.

She leaned against the entryway barefoot, steam trailing behind her like a veil. Her wet hair was wrapped up loosely in a towel, a few dark strands curling free at her temples. Water clung to her collarbone, glinting softly in the light.

She wore a pale blue slip that was thin, soft and barely there. The cups were embroidered with tiny daisies and edged in delicate lace, framing her full sun-kissed breasts like they deserved worship. The fabric clung just enough to hint at the shape of the woman beneath it, brushing the tops of her thighs with each breath.

But as before, my gaze lingered on the dark, natural hair under her arms, soft and untamed. The fine shadow along her calves, her thighs. She didn’t hide any of it. She didn’t need to. It made her look real powerful in the quietest, most unapologetic, most feminine way.

“You made it,” she said.

My mouth went dry. Again.

“You live here?” I gawped, looking at my directions from the host. “You’re Beatrice?”

“I told you. I manage my aunt’s business for the summer, which includes her guest room for the temporary assistants.”

I stared.

She smirked, stepping aside.

“Well, Americano,” she said. “Looks like you’re going to be seeing a lot more of me.”

And she turned, walking barefoot down the hall, hips swaying, the scent of her skin trailing in the air behind her like a promise.

I stepped inside.

God help me.


Chapter 4: A House Tour

Beatrice walked barefoot through the villa, hips swaying lazily, her steps confident and silent on the cool terracotta tiles. I followed a few paces behind, still warm from the sun, my clothes clinging slightly to my back. The house smelled of stone and lemon, with a faint undercurrent of woodsmoke and rosemary drifting in through the open windows. Somewhere in the distance, I could hear a dog barking and the low coo of doves in the barnhouse rafters.

“You’ll help with the olives, peaches, and herbs,” she said, gesturing to a sun-drenched kitchen that looked like it belonged in a painting. “Also with preparing dinner, setting tables, and charming the Americans when they come for their bespoke farm tours. You know, the kind who want to pay three hundred euro a head for a spoonful of tomato jam and the illusion of authenticity.”

I chuckled, but I wasn’t really listening. Or at least, not only to her words.

The wind drifted through the open shutters, playful and persistent. It tugged at the hem of her skirt every few steps. She didn’t seem to notice—or more likely, didn’t care—but each gust pulled the light fabric higher, revealing the curve of her thighs, the fine, dark hair glinting like silk in the golden light, and beneath it, a sliver of white thong, barely covering anything at all. And beneath even that, I could see the dark bloom of her pubic hair, thick and untamed, curling out from between her supple thighs. Even the delicate dark ring of hair around her asshole peeked out around the delicate lace, real and raw in a way that made my head spin.

Beatrice was completely, utterly natural. And devastatingly beautiful.

“Your English is very good,” I noted, mostly for something to say.

“I know,” she said suddenly, glancing over her shoulder, “it’s because I’m doing my doctorate in Dublin. Women’s studies, I’m in my final year.”

“Really?” I asked, trying to collect myself. “That’s… cool. So like, are the fields really green?”

Why was I talking about fields? Jesus.

“Yes, they’re green, outside the city,” Beatrice laughed softly, not unkindly. “I love the department, though. That said, it’s hard to explain to Italian men why I study power structures and gender theory when they still expect me to wax my pussy for them.”

I nearly choked.

She paused beside a tall wooden cabinet filled with old ceramics, her hand running over the edge of a bowl painted with lemons and olive branches. “I left someone behind, actually. A beautiful young man. Too beautiful if I’m being honest. But I don’t believe in staying too attached to men. At least not so far.”

There was no bitterness in her voice—just certainty. As if she had weighed every man she’d ever touched and found them all a bit too easy to let go of.

She turned back toward me and smiled. “I’m glad to be home, though, I just turned thirty, so I’m dying for some proper Italian food to mark the occasion.”

I blinked, caught off guard. “I… just turned twenty-two.”

Her eyes swept over me like she was reading the label on a bottle of wine.

“Aw, you’re a little one,” she said, lips curling. “Don’t worry, I’ll keep you safe, Baby.”

She moved on, and I followed her down a narrow hallway where golden light spilled in through open windows. The walls were lined with antique mirrors in heavy wooden frames, their glass speckled with age, casting flickering shadows across the stone. We stopped at a door carved with vines.

“My room,” she said, pushing it open with her bare foot.

The air changed instantly—warmer, more fragrant, scented with skin and sheets and lavender. Her room was large and lived-in, with high ceilings and thick curtains that caught the last rays of sun. The bed was enormous, draped in linen and framed by a carved headboard that looked like it had known centuries of secrets. Worn books leaned precariously on the nightstand beside a half-empty glass of water, a tube of lipstick, and—

My breath caught.

A suction-cup dildo. To be specific an incredibly thick, pink and at least nine inches long suction cup dildo. It stood proudly, slightly angled on he bedside locker. It was clearly well used.

My face flushed. I couldn’t look away.

She saw me, of course. I was learning all about those dangerous hazel eyes.

“What?” she said with a smirk, crossing her arms under her breasts. “A girl’s gotta make her own fun. Besides, my ex didn’t half mind it either.”

I coughed, trying to look at the floor. “Right.”

“Relax,” she said, brushing past me. “You Americans are so repressed.”

I followed her numbly into the next room, still processing the casual intimacy of her words.

“This is the ensuite,” she said, swinging open a second door. “It connects our rooms. Technically private, but you’ll hear me whenever I’m in there, and I’ll probably hear you.”

Her tone made it clear she wasn’t just talking about plumbing.

The bathroom was chaos in the most honest, unpretentious way—hair ties, brushes, tampons still in their wrappers, bottles of body wash, and a loose comb tangled with strands of long, dark hair. A crumpled towel was tossed over a stool. The mirror was fogged and slightly streaked. It was… real.

My ex had kept her bathroom like a showroom. Everything was sterilized, color-coded. Not a hair or scent out of place. This was the opposite. This was Beatrice.

I turned back to see Beatrice leaning in the doorway, watching me silently.

She raised one eyebrow.

“Still want the room?”

I nodded dumbly.

“Good,” she said. “Then goodnight, Americano. You interrupted my shower earlier so if you don’t mind.”

She walked away, the sound of her bare feet tapping on the tiles until the door locked behind her.

I stood there for a long moment. Then the water turned on.

Steam drifted under the door, curling through the air like a spell. I stepped back as the opaque glass began to fog, but only just.

Through the opaque window on the door I saw her silhouette. She stood with her back to me, head tilted up into the stream, one arm braced against the wall. Her body was soft and strong and entirely hers, outlined in a soft blur of shadows. She moved her hand down her stomach, slowly, then lower, between her thighs. I heard a sound escape her lips.

“Mmm.”

She was touching herself.

“Uh. Uh. Uhhh.”

Her movements were lazy, indulgent—like someone unbothered by urgency. Her other hand reached up and dragged through her hair. She pressed herself back into the water and let out a quiet moan.

I backed away slowly, pulse racing, my whole body on fire.

In my room, I shut the door gently behind me and lay down on the bed, still damp with travel and need. I reached under the sheets and let my hand drift to where it needed to go.

I closed my eyes and mouthed her name.

Beatrice.


Chapter 5: Panties of a Goddess

I awoke to the scent of coffee drifting through the stone corridors, dark and bitter and calling me with its siren song. The bright chatter of birdsong through the open window, Tuscany already sunlit and alive with sound — and to the sharp, aching presence of my cock pressing insistently against the fabric of my boxers, full and hot and demanding in that primal, half-dreamed way that lingers from sleep not yet forgotten.

The sheets were warm and tangled around my legs, and the room around me came into view with the golden wash of morning across its surfaces: the narrow bed with its creaky wood frame and rumpled cotton sheets, the small desk and old chair tucked into the corner beside a sun-bleached mirror, and the low wardrobe with its crooked doors and rusted keyhole, all of it worn but welcoming, softened by time and warmth and the unmistakable intimacy of things used by other hands before mine.

There was a book left on the desk, bound in soft leather, the pages thick and yellowing, almost like a guestbook, though as I opened it and ran my fingers across the pages, I saw it was something else entirely: a kind of catalogue, a soft-spoken archive of photographs and handwritten notes about the many young men who had like me, over the years, stayed in this very room to work on Beatrice’s farm — all of them were in their early twenties, all of them beautiful in that tanned, casual way that only comes from fresh air and lustful glances across sunlit fields, each of them caught smiling with her, arms around her waist or kneeling beside her in the orchard, notes written in messy, affectionate script, lines like “still dreaming of your peaches” and “thanks for letting me taste the wine,” each entry more suggestive than the last, a pattern of seduction woven in black ink and faded Polaroid smiles.

I couldn’t help but wonder how many of them had ended up tangled in her sheets. How many had come here thinking they were just getting a free trip to the Italian countryside, and left ruined, haunted by her laugh, her sweat, her natural musk.

God I needed to get my head out of the gutter. My fantasies were running wild.

My cock throbbed again, and restless and too warm I tiptoed into the small bathroom we shared — the ensuite connecting both our rooms.

And there, draped casually over the side of the porcelain sink, as though they had been discarded without a second thought, were Beatrice’s worn panties.

My mouth watered. They were delicate, frilled, made from a soft white cotton with embroidered eyelet lace that looked almost virginal in its design — sweet little flowers stitched along the seams, a dainty ribbon bow at the front like a gift someone had been dying to unwrap — but the crotch told a different story, the once-white fabric now stained and soaked through with the glossy imprint of her arousal, darkened where her slick want had pooled, a visible, shameful, beautiful mark that made my breath catch and my hand tremble.

I should have walked out.

I should have left them untouched.

But I couldn’t. I didn’t.

With slow, shaking fingers, I picked them up, holding them like something breakable, my pulse a drumbeat in my ears, and I brought them to my face, terrified and desperate, trembling like I had no control at all — and when the damp cotton touched my nose, I nearly collapsed.

The scent was overwhelming, warm and wet and deeply human, thick with her secrets, the deep musk of her arousal made sharper by the faint tang of sweat and the sweetness of something floral underneath, but mostly it was just her, the raw and wild intimacy of a woman who didn’t shave and who didn’t hide — and for a moment, I was nothing but scent and need and ache, dizzy with it, drunk on it.

My cock throbbed painfully, already leaking into my waistband, and I gripped the sink with one hand, the other still clutching her panties. I reached for my turgid cock and began to slide my hand up and down my aching shaft, as my hips bucked forward helplessly, like my body had decided without me — and that was when the door opened.

There was no creak, no warning, just the soft swing of the wooden door and the cooler air that followed, and by the time I turned my head, still half-crouched, still clutching her soaked underwear, I was already cumming — a desperate, twitching release I couldn’t stop, my eyes wide and horrified as the first hot rope of cum spattered across the fogged mirror, streaking through the condensation, leaving an imprint of my embarrassment.

Beatrice stood in the doorway wearing nothing but a towel, her damp hair twisted high, her face unreadable except for the amused lift of one eyebrow as she looked from the mirror to my face to the wet, ruined panties still trembling in my grip.

“Jesus, Americano,” she said finally, voice calm, lilting with sleep and judgment. “It’s a shared bathroom. Cum in the shower like a normal person.”

I opened my mouth, but no sound came out — just a mortified breath and a flicker of humiliation so intense it made my knees go weak.

She stepped into the room with the unbothered grace of someone completely used to being watched, used to being worshipped, and walked past me slowly, deliberately brushing her thigh against my hip as she reached for the panties still crumpled in my hand.

She took them with vague exasperation but I could tell she wasn’t mad. She glanced at the still-wet stain, and gave a little thoughtful noise in the back of her throat — the kind of sound a woman might make when examining a bottle of wine she didn’t remember finishing.

“You silly tourists never change,” she said softly. “First the sniffing, then the jerky-jerky, then the mess. What am I going to do with you?”

She turned to the mirror and studied the streak of cum still glistening there.

“You know,” she added, eyes meeting mine in the reflection, “if you’re going to be this much trouble so early, I might need to lock that thing up. Just until the harvest’s over.”

She smiled then, not cruel, not mocking, but knowing, the smile of a woman who’d seen this before and enjoyed every minute of it.

“You know what? You like my dirty panties so much, you can wear them,” Beatrice laughed, glistening and delighted. “Yeah, that can be your secret uniform.”

With a little giggle she dropped the panties on the floor, walked out, leaving the door open behind her, the scent of her still clinging to the air, the mirror stained, and me, alone and trembling, hard again already.

I didn’t move for a long time.

Until I bent over, picked up her delicate panties, and did as she had asked.

I never expected it to feel so good.


Chapter 6: Olive Oil & Obedience

The sun had been relentless all afternoon, baking the stones beneath our feet and turning the olive press into a kind of open-air sauna, thick with the scent of crushed fruit and warm metal, and the bees buzzed lazily near the vats while Beatrice moved through it all like she was born in the heat, sweat clinging to the hollow of her throat and catching in the lace trim of the outfit she’d chosen—something impossibly feminine and absurdly powerful, a tiny, floral-printed dress with a corset top that hugged her waist so tightly I could see her ribs rise and fall beneath the fabric when she sighed, the lace-edged cups barely containing the weight of her breasts, lifted and offered like they were something sacred.

The skirt was ruched up the sides and short enough to show the backs of her thighs when she bent, the delicate pink of the roses printed across the fabric brushing against her skin like a lover’s mouth.

While she flitted around like a fairy-tale princess, the harder I worked, the more I felt the ache in my back, the pull in my shoulders, the dull throb that settled in my hips from crouching and lifting and trying, constantly, not to stare at her too much, not to make it too obvious, though of course it was always obvious and she never minded, or never said she did.

At some point I groaned, hand on my lower back, and she turned with a flash of white teeth and a roll of her eyes, coming closer, wiping her forehead with the back of her hand and looking me up and down like I was some creature she’d just unearthed from the dirt.

“Oh, poor baby,” she cooed, in that high, amused voice that let me know I was already losing. “It’s tough work for you, isn’t it? My fragile little panty-sniffer isn’t used to working with his hand.”

I opened my mouth to object, but she was already circling me, one hand reaching out to touch my shoulder, squeezing gently, then drifting down my arm, her fingers light but appraising, like she was checking the ripeness of fruit.

“You’re so pretty,” she said, half to herself. “So slender for a boy. I bet you were always delicate. I’m stronger than you, I’m sure about that at least. I could pin you down if I wanted to.”

I swallowed hard.

“Would you like a massage?” she asked, already smiling as if I’d said yes. “You’ll be useless tomorrow otherwise.”

I nodded before I could think.

“Good,” she said. “Strip. All the way.”

I froze.

“All the way?” I repeated, voice thin.

She giggled, that soft, wicked sound. “It’s a massage, don’t you have those in america?”

So I stripped—slowly, awkwardly, the air suddenly cold against my bare skin as I folded my shirt, pushed my shorts off.

“Haha! Good boy you actually wore my dirty little panties,” Beatrice said, stroking my ear. “Don’t they feel so soft.”

I gulped, this was so humiliating. “Yes.”

“Good boy.”

That word loosed something within me. I did not hesitate and pulled down the panties until she tilted her head and raised her brows with that smirk, and then I was naked, standing with my cock half-hard and flushed, praying it wouldn’t rise any further.

She made a show of laying a thick towel across a low table table, smoothing it with her hands, and when I climbed on, face-down, flushed with humiliation, she let out a low hum of pleasure.

“Well aren’t you just the cutest little thing,” she said, running her palms over my back, down the curve of my waist, and lower, “with the sweetest little ass.”

I flinched as her hands cupped each cheek, spreading oil and heat in slow, circular movements.

“Really,” she continued, as if appraising me for sale. “You’ve got a girl’s ass. Round, soft, perfectly spankable. My boyfriend used to have one just like this. Loved it when I smacked him. That pretty little irishman would whimper like a puppy.”

I buried my face in the towel, moaning.

“Have you ever been spanked?” she asked lightly, like she was asking if I took sugar in my coffee.

I shook my head.

“Mmm,” she said. “Well, the summer’s long.”

Her fingers drifted lower, grazing the edge of my hole, and I gasped, hips twitching.

“Has anyone ever touched your asshole?” she asked, her tone teasing but gentle.

“No,” I whispered. “Never.”

Her hands stilled, warm and slick. “That’s a shame,” she said softly. “It’s important, you know. For men. To be opened. To learn what it’s like to be entered. It keeps you in line.”

I moaned into the towel, and then she chuckled.

“But that’s not very appropriate massage talk, is it?” she said. “Turn over. Come on.”

I hesitated again, but she tapped my thigh.

“Your whole body will ache if we don’t do this properly,” she said.

So I turned, flushed and trembling, trying to cover myself with my hands.

“Oh please,” she said, swatting them away. “I’ve seen plenty of cocks.”

She started with my chest, rubbing in slow, firm strokes, her palms dragging over my nipples until they stiffened and I moaned again, then worked down my belly, tracing the lines of my muscles, not speaking for a while as her hands moved deliberately but never rushed, never careless. Beatrice was completely in control.

“You know,” she said eventually, “there’s a girl I study with in Dublin—Eithne. She taught me how to massage. We’d practice on each other for hours, just like this. Skin to skin. Girls are good at learning each other’s bodies.”

Her hands brushed either side of my cock, never touching it directly but never far either, and I suppressed a whimper, already aching again.

“You get hard so easily,” she murmured. “It must have been some time since you’ve gotten laid.”

She paused, hand resting near my hip.

“What did your ex think of your manhood?” she asked, voice casual.

I stared at the ceiling, breath shallow.

“She… she never liked the lights on,” I said. “She never really saw it.”

Beatrice laughed, full and warm. “So I’m the first woman to actually see your cock? That’s wild.”

I covered my face with my forearm.

“I like it,” she said. “It’s not so big you’ll forget to use your mouth, but not so small a woman wouldn’t want it inside her. It’s… cute.”

She leaned in closer, voice a whisper.

“I think I’ll call him Piccolo.”

I groaned.

She stood suddenly, wiped her hands, and clapped once.

“Okay, now it’s your turn.”

“My… turn?”

“To massage me,” she said with a chuckle. “But only my feet. I’m not going to strip for somebody i just met, I’m not a complete pervert.”

She sat down, crossed one long leg over the other, and lifted her bare foot, arch high and elegant. I knelt.

The oil was still warm in the bottle, and I poured a little into my hands, rubbed them together, and began. Her feet were soft, her toes delicate, but the soles were strong, and as I worked the oil into her arches, I caught a shift in her skirt—a glimpse of thick black curls between her thighs, and the unmistakable, dizzying scent of her arousal.

Never had I seen a bush so full and thick and stamped with a woman’s scent before.

It hit me like a cold blast of air on a sweltering day.

She saw my eyes widen. Saw me stare.

And she smiled.

Then she stood, smoothed her dress, and said, “We’re going to the market.”


Chapter 7: Armpits & Affirmation

The next morning the world felt softer, warmer somehow, as if the heat had mellowed and the air had thickened with the scent of ripening fruit and distant woodsmoke, and Beatrice and I ate breakfast beneath the awning on the back terrace where the stone was still cool and the bees moved slow, lazy arcs around the bowls of fig jam and peach slices, the coffee darker than sin and twice as addictive, and her bare foot kept brushing mine beneath the table in that way that couldn’t possibly be accidental, though she acted like it was nothing, like the sun on her shoulder and the sweet bite of citrus on her tongue were more interesting than my flushed face or the twitch in my shorts every time she shifted in her seat and the fabric of her wrap skirt slid up just a little higher on her thigh.

She was wearing a loose white cotton shirt, one of those oversized, lineny things that only looked casual on women like her — impossibly elegant and just rumpled enough to look like it had been tugged off in a moment of passion and slipped back on for breakfast with no bra beneath, her nipples faintly visible in the dappled light, her hair pulled back beneath a dusty rose headscarf that made her look like a forgotten fresco from a chapel somewhere deep in the countryside, a goddess who’d wandered down from the walls and decided to have marmalade and mockery for breakfast.

She caught me staring — of course she did — and stretched her arms above her head with a long, satisfied sigh, exposing the soft, dark tufts beneath her arms, those proud, natural swirls of hair that caught the light like velvet and made something low in my belly throb with shameful, unexplainable need.

“Do you think I’m attractive?” she asked suddenly, her tone feather-light, but I felt the weight of the question land between us like thunder.

I blinked, mouth half full of bread and heat. “Yes,” I managed, too fast. “I mean—yes. You’re… beautiful.”

She smiled without looking at me and picked up her glass of orange juice, took a sip, then shifted slightly, still stretching, her underarms on full display like she didn’t even notice — but I knew she noticed. She always noticed.

“I enjoy watching you squirm,” she said, setting the glass down.

A second later, she tipped the glass, just slightly, and a line of juice trickled down the front of her shirt, catching in the valley between her breasts and soaking into the linen, turning the white fabric transparent over the curve of her stomach and one hard nipple that pressed eagerly forward beneath the wet patch.

“Fottuto idiota,” she mumbled to herself.

She sighed and frowned like it was mildly inconvenient, then lifted the hem of the shirt and peeled it off over her head in one smooth, lazy motion, tossing it over the chair behind her like it didn’t matter at all — and suddenly she was topless in the early light, wearing only that thin wrap skirt and the headscarf, her breasts full and slightly uneven, her nipples dark and flushed from the cool morning breeze, her skin glowing with the golden sheen of someone who lives in the sun, and below her belly button the faintest trail of hair led downward, soft and deliberate, like a road someone had walked a thousand times before.

I couldn’t stop staring.

Not at her breasts, though they were magnificent, not even at the soft curves of her hips — but at the perfect, unshaven hair beneath her arms, the sweat just beginning to form in the crease there, darkening the curls and making me lightheaded with how badly I wanted to press my face against it, to inhale, to feel the weight of her scent settle into my lungs and never leave.

Later, as we worked in the herb garden behind the house — her crouched in the rosemary, bare-chested, unbothered, her skirt hiked up around her thighs — she spoke again, unprompted, like she’d plucked the thought from my head.

“You know,” she said, “most boys stare at my tits. Not my armpits.”

I swallowed hard.

She didn’t look at me when she said it. Just continued plucking sprigs of sage and placing them into her basket.

“But you,” she continued, “keep sneaking little glances under my arms. Do you want to touch it?”

My heart thudded painfully. I didn’t speak. I just nodded, too afraid to make it real with sound.

She stood, brushed dirt from her knees, and sat on a low bench beneath the fig tree, her legs slightly open, the sunlight catching the tops of her breasts and the sheen of oil still glimmering on her shoulders.

“Come here,” she said, patting her lap. “Let’s make a memory.”

I climbed onto her lap slowly, straddling her thigh, my hands shaking slightly as I reached up, as she lifted her arm for me — not dramatically, not with performance, but with simple, quiet grace — and my fingers found the soft tangle of hair there, still damp with sweat, still warm from her work, and I brushed through it with a reverence I didn’t know I possessed.

She watched me closely.

“I don’t shave because I don’t need to,” she said softly. “I own my apartment in Dublin, I co-own this farm with my aunt, I’ve had lovers in five countries and I’m on track to work for the UN. Tell me, caro… why should I shave for the eyes of men?”

I didn’t have an answer as I stroked her armpits, surprised by how soft the hair was and how beauteous the strong musk was as i sat this close to them. How I longed to taste, longed to worship.

She smiled again, slow and sure.

“Men should shave for me,” she said. “If they want to be kept.”

“You’re a goddess,” I breathed, before I could stop myself.

She looked at me for a long moment, then laughed — not mocking, but amused and warm and entirely sure of herself.

“You’re a fun one little pet,” she said, twirling a lock of hair around my finger. “I might just keep you.”

I beamed and she gavea throaty giggle.

“Kill my neck, armpit boy.”

I jumped at the chance, my lips finding the soft dip just below her jaw, the taste of her salt and skin driving me wild, and she whispered that I was a good boy, her good boy, as her fingers slid down my belly and found the hardness pressing urgently through my shorts.

She didn’t stroke it — not quite — but traced the length of it through the fabric, slow and deliberate, until a dark wet patch appeared at the tip and I was panting into her shoulder, half mad with desire.

“You’re leaking for me, my little drippy pet” she murmured. “That’s so sweet.”

But just as I started to lose control, just as I thought she might take mercy on me and let me fall apart, a sharp honk echoed from the front of the house, and Beatrice’s head snapped up, eyes lighting with joy.

“Oh my God,” she said, pushing me gently off her lap and standing. “Julia’s here!”

And just like that, she was gone — topless, barefoot, glowing — running toward the front of the villa like the morning had only just begun, leaving me aching and half-hardened, my fingers still tingling with the ghost of her scent.


Chapter 8: Julia Returns

Julia looked like someone who had never once in her life been embarrassed. Her body was long and graceful and her skin was that perfect pale kind of sun-kissed, like someone had dragged her through a summer only halfway on purpose, and the red of her hair looked impossibly deliberate, even though it was clearly natural, thick and heavy and falling over her shoulder like it was meant to be framed in a mirror or seen through a camera lens. She wore a black crop top that didn’t quite contain the bounce of her breasts, and a pleated white skirt that swung too high on her thighs every time she turned her hips. Her flat stomach flashed with every breath and her bare feet padded through the garden without hesitation or shame, and I felt ridiculous just watching her, standing awkwardly with a sweating pitcher of lemonade in my hand, trying to pretend I wasn’t already hard.

She dropped onto the chair beside Beatrice like it was her family home, leaning back and folding one leg over the other, letting her skirt ride up even further without seeming to notice or care. Beatrice didn’t even look surprised. Just smiled with that soft curve in her lip that meant she’d expected this.

“Did I tell you about the Milanese model?” Julia said, her voice low and amused. “The one we had in Edinburgh for the weekend?”

Beatrice poured her a glass and raised an eyebrow. “You mentioned something about him not being allowed to sleep?”

Julia rolled her eyes fondly and took a sip. “He was divine. Tall, cheekbones you could cut paper on, cock like a hammer. But dumb as a plank, just how I like ‘em. So, naturally, we made him our breakfast toy.”

Beatrice laughed, slow and throaty. “Go on.”

“He arrived Friday morning. By Friday night he was naked and begging. We didn’t let him up until Sunday evening. Took turns sitting on his face, made him edge himself every two hours. There was one point,” she said, looking at me now with an impish smile, “where he was crying into Lise’s thigh while trying to lick me clean.”

My face went bright red. I looked down at the tray and didn’t know where to put my hands.

Julia tilted her head, watching me. “He’s cute,” she said.

Beatrice reached out and touched my lower back, her fingers light but guiding. “He is,” she agreed. “Though he gets shy. And he has trouble asking for what he needs.”

I stood there helplessly, heart pounding. My cock strained against my shorts. Julia noticed, of course.

“Oh, sweetheart,” she said, pouting. “Are you staring at my tits again?”

I looked away. She giggled and leaned forward slightly, resting her elbow on her knee, pushing her chest toward me with absolutely no subtlety. “Very naughty,” she said. “Did you think we wouldn’t notice?”

“And wasn’t it him?” she added, looking over at Beatrice, “who was caught streaking across my pond the other day? I was collecting mint and he just… sprinted past. Glorious little blur. I think he squealed.”

Beatrice made a thoughtful sound. “That sounds like a boy who owes someone an apology.”

I swallowed hard and nodded.

“I’m sorry,” I tried.

“No, no, no,” Beatrice smiled. “Julia is a dear friend. If you’re truly sorry, you’ll worship her feet, won’t you?”

I started to kneel automatically, but her hand on my back pressed firmer and she whispered in my ear, “No, no, little drippy pet. Ask first.?”

I turned toward Julia, face burning. “May I… may I kiss your feet, Miss Julia?”

Julia beamed. “Yes, farm footboy. You may.”

I sank to my knees in front of her, reaching for her foot gently, the sun warming her skin, and I pressed my lips to the top of it, slow and soft, then kissed the delicate arch just beneath her toes. Her foot was warm and smelled faintly of crushed herbs and dust, and I kissed again, a little lower, then down the side, and I heard them giggling above me.

“He’s such a sweet thing,” Julia said. “Look how red he gets.”

Beatrice’s voice floated above me, low and pleased. “He’s learning.”

I kissed each toe slowly, letting my lips linger, then kissed along the ball of her foot, the pad of it soft against my mouth. She wiggled her toes against my nose and laughed.

“He’s getting hard again,” she said. “Just from this?”

“You should see what happens when I let him smell me after a shower,” Beatrice replied.

Julia stretched her arms above her head with a pleased sigh, her crop top rising with the movement, and I saw the soft patch of damp red hair beneath her arm, exposed fully as she leaned back and flexed. My breath caught.

“You like this too, don’t you?” she said. “Want to lick?”

I looked up, eyes wide, and Beatrice ran her hand over my head.

“Ask nicely,” she said.

“Please,” I whispered, throat dry. “Please, Miss Julia. May I… lick your armpits?”

Julia hummed like she was considering it. Then she lifted one arm and smiled.

“Come on then, let’s see if you’re any good.”

I crawled closer, trembling, and pressed my face into the warm, musky curve of her underarm. Her sweat was fresh and sweet and intimate, the hair soft and slightly damp, and I let my tongue trace a slow, careful line through it. She moaned softly.

“That’s it, little one. Slow. Respectful.”

Beatrice was watching closely, her legs crossed, her eyes hungry. “Isn’t he an odd one?”

Julia reached down, slid her fingers under my waistband, and wrapped her hand around my cock. I gasped into her armpit, the scent of her skin flooding my senses.

“You don’t get to cum yet,” she said. “Not until my best friend grants you permission.”

Her hand stroked me slowly, the friction maddening, her grip just tight enough to make my hips twitch.

“You like being Beatrice’s toy?” she asked, voice low. “You like being passed around?”

I nodded into her skin. She kept stroking.

“You’re leaking all over yourself,” she whispered. “That’s okay. You’re just excited.”

I whimpered. Her hand moved faster, her armpit pressed tighter against my face. The smell, the heat, the humiliation — it was too much.

Beatrice’s voice was calm but firm. “You don’t cum without permission. Don’t dissapoint me on this armpit slut.”

I shook my head. I understood. I’d hold it.

“Good boy,” Julia whispered, slowing her strokes just in time. “You’re not ready yet.”

She let go, wiped her fingers on my chest, and laughed.

“I’ll be back soon,” she said, standing up and fixing her skirt. “Don’t you dare cum without me.”

Beatrice laughed. “Addio, coniglietto mio!”

“A presto,” Came Julia’s reply.

I stayed kneeling, breath shallow, thighs trembling, wet from my own need.

Beatrice leaned down, kissed the top of my head, and whispered, “You did very well.”

And I believed her.


Chapter 9: The CEO

By the time the Americans had finally clattered their way out of the barn — still laughing, still fanning themselves with their glossy brochures and wiping sweat from their million-dollar foreheads with silk scarves like they were enduring the last days of Rome and not just an afternoon on a Tuscan olive estate — I was wrecked, my shirt clinging to my back with sweat, my legs aching from standing in the sun, my jaw tight from smiling at every joke, every stray hand grazing my hip or brushing too low across my ass with the kind of clumsy, entitled flirtation rich women mistake for charm, and all of them older, dressed in gauze and linen, dripping in gold and cruelty, giggling about how “adorable” I was while openly speculating about what my body looked like wet. I won’t pretend I didn’t kind of like it.

I’d carried trays, poured drinks, handed out olive oil tasting samples, all while Beatrice floated from guest to guest like she was holding court in a kingdom that existed entirely for her amusement, and I was the showpiece, the token, the soft-eyed, half-naked farm boy who followed orders and smiled too politely to protest when fingers pinched or lingered, my name muttered like a joke with too many vowels.

So when I finally stumbled inside — legs trembling, cock sore from brushing again and again against the inside of my shorts every time Beatrice so much as looked at me from across the barn — I wasn’t ready for what I saw in the shadowed cool of the stone hallway just off the kitchen.

Beatrice was pressed against the wall, one knee hitched up against another woman’s thigh, her head tilted back, hair a mess, mouth open in a moan that sounded like it belonged to someone who had already been kissed for hours — and the woman between her legs was beautiful in a way that made my heart stop.

She was shorter than Beatrice, with flawless, pale skin that practically glowed against the terracotta walls, delicate features sharpened by intelligence, cheekbones like blades, and thick black hair pulled into a sleek bun that looked like it had been twisted by a stylist, not a lover — and her body, god, her body was soft in all the right places, but not delicate, her arms strong, her waist tight, and her breasts — full, round, perfectly perched in a silk camisole that clung to her like sin itself, nipples visible beneath the fabric, and when she pulled back to glance over her shoulder at me, her eyes were dark and slow and assessing.

“This him?” she asked, voice smooth and low, Canadian but with the sharp edges of someone who had lived in too many countries.

Beatrice nodded, her breath catching. “That’s him.”

Beatrice pushed her skirt up without ceremony, revealing her thick bush glistening with arousal, her thighs slick, her scent hitting me across the room like a wave of salt and sugar and sweat — and she looked at me with that same casual authority she always used when she was about to ruin me.

“Give Mommy your mouth, little pussy slave.”

The word didn’t need to be explained. I dropped to my knees before the thought had even fully formed, my whole body trembling, head spinning with heat and awe, and pressed my face between her thighs like it was my home, like there was nowhere else I’d ever belonged.

The first thing was the heat — the unbearable, honey-slick warmth of her, soaking my mouth before I even opened it, her thick, coarse hair curling against my cheeks, brushing my lips as I opened them and lapped slowly along the length of her sex, her scent coating my tongue, raw and wild and unfiltered, musk and olive oil and something distinctly her, something woman and sun and body — and she moaned above me, grounding herself by twisting her fingers into my hair and holding me there as if I were her breath, her anchor.

I buried myself in her, licking deeper, slower, letting my nose rub against her mound, the hair damp and fragrant and overwhelming, the kind of smell that would never wash off, that would live under my nails and haunt my dreams, and just as I felt her begin to pulse against my mouth, just as her grip tightened and her hips started to move with that rhythm that meant she was close, she pulled my head back and turned it with both hands like she was adjusting a statue.

“Now my new friend Hannah,” she said.

I was dizzy when I turned and saw that Hannah had stripped her pants away completely and was sitting on the edge of the counter, one leg cocked up, her pussy smooth and pale and bare as silk, glistening like she’d been touched already, maybe by Beatrice’s fingers, maybe by her own, and I moved toward her like a moth to a flame, still on my knees, and began to kiss her thighs.

She didn’t make a sound. Just watched me work.

I parted her with my tongue and tasted something entirely different — clean, citrus-bright, sharp and soft, no hair, no texture, just the smooth glide of her skin against my lips and the sudden gasp she gave when I flicked the tip of my tongue against her clit, gentle, reverent, like she was made of porcelain and magic.

Beatrice stood above me, stroking my hair as I licked between them, back and forth, thick to smooth, jungle to garden, earthy to clinical, and the contrast only made it worse — or better — the way they moaned in tandem, one rough, one precise, Beatrice calling me her good boy and Hannah whispering things I didn’t understand until I realized they were about me, about my obedience, about how useful I was.

When Hannah finally pulled me off her, she did it with a soft laugh and a firm tug on my chin.

“You’re very well trained,” she said, adjusting her top. “But I have to get back. I’ve got a new campaign to launch in Vancouver, and the models are desperate for me to get home. Call me though Beatrice. Anytime.”

She pressed a demeaning kiss to my slick cheek and handed Beatrice a card — no name, just a number and a logo that looked suspiciously like a collar ringed with laurels.

Then she left, just like that.

Beatrice said nothing.

She just watched me from the countertop, her legs open, her pussy still shining, her bush matted and wild and perfect.

“Lie down,” she said.

I obeyed.

She climbed on top of me like she was taking her place on a throne, her knees pinning my arms, her cunt lowering onto my face with the full weight of her pleasure, and I opened my mouth and welcomed her.

She rode me with no shame, no words, just sound — the wet slap of flesh on flesh, the muffled gasps, the pressure of her thighs against my ears, her hands gripping the headboard, her sweat dripping onto my chest as I licked and licked and licked until she ground herself down and screamed out into the rafters, covering my face with her cum.

And as she collapsed forward and let her body rest against mine, I realized something I hadn’t dared admit before: It wasn’t that I wanted her approval.

It was that I didn’t know how to exist without it.


Chapter 10: Good Morning Italian Mommy

I woke in Beatrice’s bed, warm and dazed, the sheets tangled around my legs, my face buried in the soft, musky heat of her armpit. The scent of her, earthy, unapologetic, womanly, filled my nose, fogged my mind, made my cock stir with need even before my eyes opened. Her arm lay draped over me with lazy certainty, but her hand was anything but idle. It was wrapped around my shaft, slow and firm, claiming me before I could even draw a full breath.

“Mmm... there you are,” she murmured, her voice a soft growl against my hair. “My good boy. Just where you belong.”

She gave a mischievous grin and she stretched with catlike grace, then rolled atop me, straddling my chest with practiced dominance, her thighs spreading, her full, unshaven asshole descending onto my face like a gift I hadn’t earned yet. She smelled like sleep and sweat and heaven. She smirked when I started to lick, slowly, reverently, like prayer. This is exactly where I wanted to be.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “Take your time. Worship your Italian mommy’s ass like she deserves.”

As I tasted her, tongue tracing every crease and curl, she resumed stroking me — long, sensual strokes that made my toes curl and my breath catch in my throat. She owned me in two places at once: my mouth, filled with her heat, and my cock, trembling in her grip. Every motion was deliberate. Every touch reminded me I was hers.

“Such a sweet mouth,” she sighed, grinding down softly against my lips. “You make such pretty noises when you’re rimming my hairy asshole.”

Then she stilled, just for a moment, and her voice changed, playful, dangerous, in control.

“You have ten seconds to cum, baby,” she said. “And I don’t want you to disappoint me.”

My hips jolted. I gasped into her.

“Ten,” she began, her hand moving again.

“You’re my good boy, aren’t you? You want to come for your Italian mommy?”

“Nine.” Her grip tightened.

“You want to serve me, nuzzle in my armpits, and spend every morning between my thighs.”

“Eight.” She stroked harder.

“You were made to worship my pits.”

“Seven.” Her thighs flexed.

“You’re such a good rimming slut.”

“Six.” My legs trembled.

“I’ve never met a boy as eager to please as you.”

“Five.” I was moaning now, tongue frantic, face soaked in sweat.

“You know its better just to do as I say. To be kind, obedient and loyal.”

“Four.”

“You probably dream about my treasure trail.”

“Three.”

“About my unshaven legs.”

“Two.”

“About my glorious wild unshaven pussy. I bet you’ve thought about nothing else since you arrived.”

“One.”

“Cum Picollo,” Beatrice moaned. “Cum for your italian Mommy!”

I exploded in her hand, a helpless mess of heat and need and devotion. She caught my cum in her palm, then smeared it slowly into her bush, rubbing it in like lotion, letting it glisten against her dark curly hair.

“Clean me,” she ordered, and I obeyed without hesitation, licking her clean, savoring the mess of us, trembling with gratitude and surrender.

When I finished, she slid off me and nestled beside me with that languid, dangerous smile I had come to crave more than air. She kissed me, slow, deep, claiming, and then pulled back just enough to speak.

“It’s been an amazing week, tesoro,” she murmured, fingers stroking my chest. “But I’m just getting started. You’ve still got so much to learn.”

Then she reached beneath the pillow and revealed it, a gleaming silver chastity cage cradled in her palm like a secret. I didn’t even speak. I just stared, wide-eyed, aching, reverent.

And in the corner of the room, waiting in plain sight, hung a black leather strap-on like a quiet, inevitable future.































To be continued.....


Like this? Then why not try: Pride and Prejudice + Punishment

An excerpt

Later that night, after chardonnay bottles were emptied and the house quieted, Jane and Elizabeth curled up in Jane’s oversized bed, both of them wearing very little as they bathed in the post-party glow.




Jane, radiant and soft, her golden hair brushed out and flowing over her shoulders, lay on her side with her knees tucked up and her lips parted in a private little smile. She wore a white pair of panties with the word ‘mommy’ emblazoned across the front.




Elizabeth was stretched beside her in black lace lingerie, long legs bare, with a glass of scotch perched on her stomach.




They spoke in whispers. Not from fear of being overheard — but from the weight of the moment.




“He is just what a man should be,” Jane murmured at last, dreamily. “Good-humoured, generous, and so… so open. I never saw anyone so comfortable in their skin.”




Elizabeth smirked, swirling her scotch. “Not to mention that jawline. And those shoulders. Honestly, it’s indecent for someone that soft to be built like a cavalry officer.”




Jane giggled, biting her lower lip. “I was so flattered he asked me to dance again.”




“You shouldn’t be. I expected it. He couldn’t have looked away from you if he’d tried. You were glowing, Jane. Honestly, it’s a miracle the poor man didn’t just fall to his knees right there and beg to eat your pussy.”




Jane flushed and buried her face in the pillow for a second before whispering, “I don’t want him on his knees. Not at first.”




Elizabeth arched an eyebrow.




“I want him happy,” Jane said softly, with that unique serenity only she could deliver. “Obedient, yes. But… sweet. I want him to sit at my feet, head in my lap, and just… breathe. I want to pet his hair and tell him he’s doing so well. I want to make him beg for affection, not punishment.”




Elizabeth’s smirk melted into something warmer.




“I want to hold his cock in my hand,” Jane whispered, voice thickening, “And not let him cum until he’s completely pliant.
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Pride and Prejudice + Punishment: A Kinky Femdom Retelling of Pride & Prejudice (Book 1)


Pride, Prejudice, and Pleasure: A Kinky Femdom Retelling (Book 1)
A secret sorority. A dangerous challenge. A house full of irresistible young femdom women.
The Bennet House isn’t just a sorority — it’s a legacy of power, beauty, and control. Mistress Bennet built it with discipline and elegance, and now, as graduation approaches, she issues her sorority girls one final challenge: find the most eligible man on campus, make him your bitch, and become the new Matriarch.
Sweet, sensual Jane is drawn to the enigmatic Mr. Bingley, enticing him with gentle femdom love and clandestine footjobs at brunch. Bold, brilliant Elizabeth finds herself locked in a battle of wills with the proud and infuriating Mr. Darcy. Meanwhile, the younger Bennet sisters explore their own thrilling games of sadistic control, hardcore pegging, and rampant sissification.
Set in a lush, modern world of secrets and seduction, Pride, Prejudice, and Pleasure is a wickedly playful reimagining of the classic romance — where the women write the rules and love means surrender.
Perfect for fans of assertive heroines, slow-burn tension, and modern power play.


From Best Friend to Keyholder: Day 1: Caught and Locked! (Male Chastity, Femdom, Tease and Denial, Keyholder, Exhibitionism, Humiliation and Role-Reversal)


I thought a week living with my best friend Hannah would be fun.
I didn’t think she’d lock me in chastity on the first night.
Hannah’s always had this glow — gorgeous, confident, untouchable — the kind of woman who could wreck you with a look and pretend nothing happened. I’ve wanted her for years, quietly, carefully. She’s my best friend. I couldn’t risk it.
But when I made one humiliating mistake, she didn’t just notice.
She took control.
Now I’m hers for the week — obedient, denied, aching, and under her rules. Every moment is a power play. Every glance is a test. And every word from her mouth makes me fall deeper under her spell.
She says it’s all just fun. But it isn't long before her neighbour Naoimi walks in on us and gives her the inspiration to take it even further.
Something’s changing between us — something dangerous, messy, and unbearably hot.
And the worst part?
I love it.


Sissy Maid of Honor: Trained to Serve the Bride (sissy, femdom, chastity, humiliation) (Seven Nights of Sissy Book 1)


I thought helping with my best friend’s bachelorette weekend would mean holding purses and pouring drinks. I didn’t expect lace, lipstick, or a new name.
Now I’m Missy—her handpicked Maid of Honor—and she’s determined to make sure I fit the role. That means cute outfits, painted nails, and learning exactly what it takes to serve. And when she tells me I look better in panties than I ever did in boxers… I can’t help but believe her.
Things only get more intense when she introduces me to her friends—and locks me in something that guarantees obedience. With each task, each command, I feel myself slipping deeper into the role she’s created for me. It’s confusing. It’s humiliating. And it’s everything I didn’t know I needed.
Sissy Maid of Honor is a playful, femdom-themed story of feminization, obedience, and control—featuring adult characters exploring power exchange in a consensual setting.
Intended for mature readers only. All characters are 18+ and involved in safe, consensual roleplay.



Sissy Nurse Training: Feminized. Locked. And Loving it!: Sissy University Universe 


Welcome to Femtopia University, where medicine meets submission.
When a promising young med student transfers to Femtopia's elite Med School, he expects cutting-edge science and progressive training. What he finds instead is a pink-and-latex paradise ruled by brilliant, dominant women—doctors, nurses, and mentors with very strict ideas about obedience, hygiene, and what it truly means to serve.
Under the cold, commanding gaze of Doctor Elkie, our shy protagonist is stripped of his past, reshaped into something softer, sweeter, and locked away into something much more....petite. With the help of mischievous nurses Trixie and Missy, he begins a journey of transformation—through beauty treatments, uniform fittings, etiquette lessons, and clinical trials that leave no part of him untouched.
Femtopia’s Sissy Clinic is a wickedly clever, deliciously teasing tale of erotic surrender and identity redefinition. Packed with glorious medical play, training humiliation, and high-gloss seduction, this is the ultimate curriculum for anyone who’s ever dreamed of being thoroughly broken down… and built back up in heels.
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