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Chapter 1: Arrival

Emmi blinked, stepping off the plane and into the humid air. She stopped for a moment to savor the feeling of the sun on her skin after the frigid, recycled air of the airport and cabin. She had spent most of the flight bitterly fuming about her increasingly frustrating work life, not an ideal way to spend the start of her holiday. The airline had sat her and her boyfriend apart, so she had little to distract her but her thoughts and an unsatisfying airport book. Her job, working as a non-fiction editor for a large publishing company, was comfortable and occasionally engaging. The one drawback was her colleagues, especially her bosses. They were not mean or demanding. Quite the opposite in fact. They were pleasant and so laid back they were almost horizontal. The problem was that they were overpromoted and underqualified, their incompetence often holding back her work. A mixture of a private school education and male privilege, with the blustering overconfidence that kind of background brings, had helped them get promoted far above their abilities. That same sense of quiet superiority also meant that they frequently expected other people to mop up after them. This week had been particularly hard, with Emmi, as the sole women in the job, performing what amounted to secretarial duties in addition to her own work. She was tired of the double burden and of the lingering resentment it brought out in her. She was tired, in short, of men.

Not all men, of course. But most of them.

She craned her head around on the tarmac, searching for Luca’s distinctive crop of messy hair amid the crowd of passengers. He was easy to find, wandering around in a daze, slightly lost without her. Emmi’s bad mood had pretty much dissipated with the feeling of the foreign heat on her skin, and the sight of her befuddled boyfriend brought a happy feeling of contentment to her heart. He was one of the good ones, caring and supportive. Despite that, it had occurred to her from time to time that he wasn’t entirely unlike the men in her workplace. Kind, intelligent, but fundamentally lost without a woman to look after him. Unflinchingly and unfairly confident that the world would fall into place around him. Still, she loved him for all his faults, and knew that he loved her back.

Emmi sneaked up behind him, wrapping her arms around his waist.

“Let’s go find the bus. We’ve got a hotel to get to, beds to jump on, etc.”

He smiled and took her hand. Baggage reclaim beckoned, after the pain of passport control. Still, it was good to be abroad!

***

Luca loved being on holiday, but he didn’t always love travelling. The sterile airports, the indignity of going through security. The constant waiting. There used to be some novelty to it, but that was long gone. Travelling was now little more than a chore. Still, it was all worth it when he arrived. Southern France in the summer would be a perfect tonic after a long term of teaching, the sweet perfume of Provençal lavender replacing the smell of books and the obnoxious stench of teenagers’ deodorant. Drinking wine in the sun, eating good food. Beaches, beautiful buildings and new experiences. The best part, though, was having time away with Emmi. 

His mind quickly found its way towards sex, a topic that he had been thinking about more and more over the past few weeks. Their busy schedules hadn’t left them much space or energy for fun and games, but the upcoming trip promised plenty of opportunity to make up for lost time. His mind had become a swirling cauldron of half-baked sexual fantasies. During one long morning in bed he had imagined what it would be like have Emmi at his beck and call all day, servicing him submissively to his heart’s content. When they went to a punk concert her short skirt and leather boots had sent his libido roaring off in another direction, the thought of her as a whip-wielding, ball-busting dominatrix now at the forefront of his mind. He didn’t know exactly what he wanted, but he knew he wanted Emmi.

***

Working from home meant they spent a lot of time together, but being on holiday was different. No work or chores or friends to distract them. They were both happier and more relaxed. Holidays also held a kind of infinite promise, especially right at the start. Days were longer and the possibilities were endless. Even if you just ended up drinking in bars and sitting on beaches there was always the potential for excitement and adventure. There was also a lot more time for other kinds of fun.

“I need a shower, I’m sweating up this bus,” Emmi complained.

“I don’t mind,” Luca laughed, leaning in to nuzzle her neck.

“Stop it! Horny moron.”

They sat in comfortable silence for a while, occasionally commenting on the buildings and the cars.

“Have you been practicing your French?” Emmi asked, knowing the answer.

“A bit. Quite a lot, yeah,” she suspected her boyfriend was telling a half-truth. They had both promised to practice French in preparation for the trip, but she was always the more diligent of the two when it came to languages.

“Yeah, but I bet you haven’t kept up with me.”

“I have!”

“That’s not what Duolingo says.”

“I’ve been doing podcasts as well, watching videos,” he protested.

“I bet you haven’t. Cutting corners as usual,” Emmi teased.

“Well, I bet I have.”

“Let’s test it then. We can take a placement test and see who gets does better. Loser buys dinner.”

“You’re on. Let’s make it more interesting than dinner though,” Luca had a bit of a glint in his eye.

“What are you thinking?”

“Loser has to be the winner’s toy for a week. Do whatever they say.”

“Whatever they say?” Emmi raised an eyebrow.

“Well, within reason. Especially in the bedroom.”

“One-track mind, honestly,” she thought about it for a moment. Emmi was pretty sure that she would win, but wasn’t too worried either way. They liked to play games, when they could, and she didn’t mind being on top or bottom. It was a win/win situation, although her competitive streak meant she would be playing for keeps. “OK pervert. Before we start though, give me a hint of what you’ll do if you win.”

‘Hmmm,” Luca tapped his chin thoughtfully. “Dirty stuff. Things that make you feel slutty.”

“Go on,” Emmi nudged him.

“And I’ll make you do more of the work this week. Stop you being such a pillow princess.”

That was a running joke, but one that occasionally hit a nerve.

“Well when I win I’m going to make you regret that,” Emmi shot back. “You’ll be doing a lot for me and getting nothing in return.”

She moved to another seat on the bus, making sure not to let him cheat. His overconfidence in the face of her likely victory rubbed her the wrong way, and she was suddenly a little more determined to make him pay.

“Right, let’s go.”

***

The computerized competition went pretty much as expected. He did fine, she did better. That was always how it went with languages.

“Nerd,” Luca pinched her as he slipped into the seat next to her.
“Loser,” she stuck her tongue out in response. “Careful I don’t make you do something really embarrassing right now.” 

“Forfeit starts tomorrow, how about that?”

“Hmm. As long as you aren’t trying to wriggle out of it?”

“I’m not, I promise.”

“Ok, I will hold you to that though,” Emmi checked the map on her phone. “Come on, I think we’re getting off soon.”

They had splashed out for a nicer hotel than usual, their room being more of a small apartment. It had a terrace that would give them plenty of natural light, and somewhere to drink wine in the evenings. There was a bath, big enough for both of them, and a decent little kitchen. By the time they arrived they hardly had time to appreciate it though, falling into bed exhausted after the long journey. Luca put some familiar TV on, and she fell asleep with her arms wrapped round him.

***

Emmi barely registered his whispers, but understood something about him being back soon. She smiled when Luca kissed her head and fell back to sleep almost immediately. She always slept better in the mornings, and on holiday.

She woke to the smell of coffee and the feeling of someone watching her.

“Morning,” he said gently “Brought you a drink and some pastries.”

Emmi stretched like a cat, opening her eyes slowly. She wasn’t what you would call a morning person.

“Thanks,” she smiled. “Come back to bed.”

“My pleasure, Princess,” Luca laughed slightly as he addressed her.

Ah, Princess. That reminded her of the little bet they had made. Usually she would want to enjoy cuddling up in bed in the morning, but there would be plenty of time for that later. Maybe it was time to have some fun at his expense.

“Nuh-uh,” Emmi tutted, just as she felt his body start to press up against hers. “I almost forgot I had a little servant for this holiday.”

“Mhhmhem,” he replied, starting to respond to her words and her body already.

“Soooo. Get out of the bed!”

“Ehhhhh,” he groaned back, less enthusiastically this time. He pressed against her as if in protest, half joking and half serious.

“Come on! I’m serious. I want to see what you’ve brought your queen for breakfast.”

“Princess,” he corrected, sulkily.

“I’m whatever I want to be. Come on!”

Luca slipped out of bed gracelessly and fetched the little plate of pastries.

“We have a selection of patisserie -” he mangled the word.

“Patisserie!” Emmi corrected. “You really didn’t practice much!”

Luca scowled back.

“A selection of patisserie, café au lait, fromage, and . . . fruit. Fruits. And also some yogurt. I don’t know what that is in French. Probably just “yogurt.’

“Very good! I think I’d like some fruit please.”

Luca brought the plate close, offering her the strawberries and melon slices.

“No, feed me!”

He smiled this time, clearly enjoying how much she was getting into the role. They had done things like this before, but never for long or in very much depth. It was difficult to immerse yourself fully in a fantasy when you were in the same place where you live and work. He slipped a strawberry into her mouth and she moaned with exaggerated pleasure. 

“Beautiful. One problem though. You’re wearing way too many clothes.”

Luca didn’t need it spelled out to him. He placed the plate next to her then quickly removed his shirt and his shorts, standing to attention in front of her.  

“Hmm. And the underwear,” Emmi raised her eyebrow as she popped another piece of fruit into her mouth.

He responded quickly and unceremoniously, tossing them to the side. Emmi thought that she should really have instructed him to put on a bit of a show. That would be guaranteed to bring a cute little blush to his cheeks. Still, there would be plenty of time for that later. For now she just admired the scene, with the warm morning sunlight drifting in through the window. He was standing tall and confident, enjoying the game. He looked good, but maybe a little too proud. It was time to put him to work.

“Rub my feet while I have my breakfast. Slave.”

She threw a spare pillow to him, thinking about his knees on the cold stone floors. Luca smiled at that. She was always caring, even when she was playing cruel. He took her soft, slender feet in his hands, admiring the bright red nail polish. It had been done professionally just before the holiday, although usually he painted her toenails for her. It was a task he enjoyed, even if he still hadn’t perfected it.

Emmi leaned back with a satisfied little moan. She sipped her coffee, enjoying the silence for a moment. Foot rubs were a common occurrence, but she loved knowing that this time it would be driving him especially wild. She didn’t need to look down to know that he would be hard from their game. Luca planted a kiss on her foot, then her ankle, looking for attention.

“Ah no. You’ll kiss when I tell you to kiss,” Emmi tutted at him. “Here, are you hungry?”

She pulled one foot back and placed a plump strawberry in between her toes. Thoroughly impractical, very silly and a little humiliating. She knew he would love this.

The strawberries tasted sweet and ripe. Fruit always tasted better from abroad. The juices left a slight red mark on her toes, with a small droplet running onto her sole.

“Clean.”

He was quick to obey, swirling his tongue around her big toe and then slowly licking up her sole, keeping eye contact the whole time. Luca could do this all day, and Emmi knew it. 

“Maybe I should keep you here all morning. . . start my holiday off with a proper pampering. My feet could use a good bath after that journey yesterday,” He moaned a little in reply, “But you might get hungry if I do that. So maybe I should feed you first?” 

His eyes widened, his jaw starting to go slack even with her big toe in his mouth, as she reached down to start touching herself. The look on his face was more comical than sexy, but Emmi still felt a thrill from the sense of power she had. She laughed, putting her other toe into his mouth and stretching it wide into a ridiculous smile.

“Say cheese!” she said, tossing a little cube of gouda towards his open mouth. Luca groaned at her bad aim and worse joke.

“I think I know something you would rather eat,” she was having fun, reveling in the bad banter. “Come here.”

Luca started kissing up her leg patiently, but she pulled him in towards her without waiting. There was no need to go slow. Emmi crossed one leg over the back of his neck and gripped his head tight for a second, smothering him before letting him pull back and find his rhythm. She placed one hand possessively on the back of his head, wrapping his long hair around her fingers. He knew how she liked to be licked but she took control anyway, grinding a little more than necessary, looking to make her mark on his face. Luca moaned into her, the submissive sounds exciting her as much as the sensation. 

“My own little vibrator,” Emmi purred, wriggling her hips. Luca took the hint, continuing to moan as she squeezed her thighs around his head. Her spare hand found her breast and began to knead it. She allowed herself to fall into a comfortable pattern, enjoying the squeezing and moaning and licking without feeling the need to hold back. Within minutes she felt herself building towards the edge. At home she would often take her time, trying not to rush or be greedy. She would look down into his hungry, pleading eyes as she held herself on the edge, trying to prolong the pleasure. There was no need to worry about that now though. Emmi let herself tip over into orgasm, her body tightening suddenly and then relaxing completely. 

She stroked her boytoy’s head as she came down from her brief, fleeting high. He continued to kiss and lick gently, waiting for a signal to stop or to keep going harder. Emmi stroked his head absentmindedly, enjoying the moment. She took in the room around her. The feeling of warmth in the air, the unfamiliar sounds outside. It was good to be on holiday. 

“I bet you’re feeling pretty worked up,” a grunt of agreement came back from between her legs. “Stand up, maybe I can help you out with that.”

Luca stood, his cock entering Emmi’s eyeline as he got off his knees. She wanted to take him in her mouth, or pounce on him. Part of her wanted to ride him until he begged her to stop. But that wasn’t the game she was going to play.

She leaned forward and ran her fingers over his stomach, hips and legs, feeling him shiver as she lightly dragged her fingernails across his skin. Luca stood silent, keeping his hands behind his back in a show of obedience. She could tell he wanted two opposing things at the same time: to be touched but also teased, to be denied but also pleased. He wanted the pleasure of coming, but knew it would bring him out of the delicious, submissive headspace he was in. The palpable sense of confusion was adorable. He didn’t know what he wanted, but he knew that only she could give it to him.

“What do you want?” she breathed.

“Whatever you want.”

“If you say so,” She grasped him tightly and stroked; one, two, three times, looking up into his eyes. He groaned as she pulled her hand away and laughed, twitching uselessly in the air.

“I want to finish my coffee before it gets cold,” Emmi said sharply, but with a glint in her eye. “You can try and finish yourself off, if you’re that desperate. No hands though.”

She leaned back against the headboard and prodded him with her foot, eliciting a little moan. She wrapped her toes around him but held herself still, inviting him to thrust against her if he wanted. Emmi could see the cogs turning in her puppet’s head. He wanted desperately to come but didn’t know if he wanted it like this. He grasped her feet and rubbed gently, whimpering softly.

“Well make up your mind,” Emmi sighed theatrically and took a sip of her rapidly cooling coffee. “I know it must make you feel pathetic, rubbing your little guy on my sweaty feet, but you lost the bet. So, this is all you get.”

She felt his cock pulsate as she spoke, her words having the intended effect.

“If you’re that desperate to get off you can fuck my feet while I lie here and ignore you. I’ll be thinking about how funny and ridiculous you look. About other ways to tease and torture you this weekend. And then you will be licking my feet clean. I don’t want them all sticky when I’m sightseeing.”

Luca groaned, hesitating. Her words put him off and turned him on in equal measure.

“I’ll do whatever you want Princess. Anything.”

“I know you will. And I might make you regret it,” She pinched and prodded him absentmindedly. “On your knees. You aren’t anywhere near desperate enough yet.”

He groaned with frustration as she removed her feet, falling to his knees.

“You’ll get an orgasm when I say, and only if you’re good. Now, on all fours,” She crossed her feet over his back, using him as an extension of the bed. “I’m going to decide what we do today, and you’re going to be a good footstool and think about how to make me happy.”

“Yes Princess.”


Chapter 2: A Day In The Ruins

Play time didn’t last for long. They had plenty to see out in the city, with neither of them being willing to waste precious daylight. Emmi took a quick shower, while Luca cleaned up the breakfast and unpacked a little.

“You better be rid of that hard-on by the time I’m out of the shower!” she warned, mock-menacingly.

That gave Luca a few moments to collect himself, focusing on tidying up to stop his mind running desperately over the potential and pitfalls of their current arrangement. As much as he would have liked to win the bet (with images of Emmi on her knees stubbornly popping into his head), this was working out pretty well for him. Although they had played around with this kind of stuff before it had never been over this extreme a length of time. He was excited to see what ideas she would come up with, something to move them past the fluffy handcuffs stage of BDSM, but also a little scared. Despite his interest in domination, control and humiliation he wasn’t sure how he would react to the reality, wasn’t sure where his lines really were. Still, she had always been gentle and loving, even when taking control. Even when he gasped out some filthy, degrading fantasy in the heat of the moment. He resolved to enjoy the game and see where it led them. In the meantime, he had to think about something, anything, other than sex.

Emmi ruined those efforts, emerging sleek, wet and naked from the small bathroom.

“I like seeing you cleaning up. Makes a nice change. Makes me wish I had a frilly little maid outfit for you,” that made Luca think about how Emmi looked in the novelty maid costume she had worn for him last month, when the power dynamic had been quite different. “Did you manage to cool yourself down?”

She strode seductively towards him, swinging her hips as she did.

“I had, before you walked back in the room. You look stunning.”

“Hmm. I’m not sure. Also, remember to call me by my proper title,” she took his balls in her hands, weighing them like she was inspecting fruit at the market. His cock was already responding to her touch with renewed vigor. Emmi squeezed lightly, until she elicited a small gasp of pain. “Since you’re so quick with the compliments I’ll let you off lightly. Go take a shower and get ready, I’ll finish unpacking. A cold shower though. We have sightseeing to do, and I don’t want to have to cart around some sex-drunk little slut.”

He shivered when she called him a slut, the word having an unexpected but not unpleasant impact. Luca suspected that keeping him insanely worked up was exactly what she wanted, but decided not to argue.

He closed the door and turned the shower on, thinking about her instructions. He hated, hated, cold showers. Emmi knew it well, maybe testing his boundaries a little. The cold water was unbearable, and despite his best intentions he found himself turning it first to lukewarm and then to warm. He focused on washing quickly, not letting himself get distracted in the shower.

When he came out the bags were nearly unpacked, Emmi’s drive for efficiency shining through. He had the urge to move up behind her and kiss her shoulder, but instead busied himself getting dressed. Just as he was pulling on his underwear he felt her hand on his back.

“Warm skin. I thought I told you to have a cold shower.”

“I had it lukewarm,” he replied, half-lying.

“Hmm.”

She thought for a second, and then delivered a light slap to his face.

“I should drag you back in there and fucking hose you down for your disobedience,” he was taken aback by her attitude, meaner and sterner than he had expected. “Buuuut, we do have things to do, and we’re burning daylight. So, here’s what we’re going to do.”

Emmi suddenly pulled his boxers down and bent him over the nearby desk.

SMACK

“I’m going to spank you.”

SMACK

“Hard”

SMACK

“And you’re going to thank me.”

SMACK

“And if you act out again.”

SMACK

“I promise I’ll come up with something very special for you.”

She held her hand out to his stunned face.

“Now thank me.”

Luca kissed her hand profusely, admiring the imperious look on his lover’s face. The lack of a warmup before the hard slaps had left his ass stinging. He was shocked by her strength and by her decisiveness.

“I’m not going to spend this whole holiday dealing with a man who can’t follow simple instructions. Now apologize.”

She pointed at the floor and he took the message, getting down on his knees. Luca bent forward to kiss her outstretched foot, but she removed it at the last moment.

“Feet are for good boys. Now go get dressed.”

***

They spent the rest of the day walking around the famed Roman ruins, stopping frequently for cold drinks to escape the blistering sun. That was more for Luca’s benefit than Emmi, with him moving from shade to shade while she strived to stay in the light as long as possible. She was always keen to spend as long as possible with the sun on her skin, loving how the heat would bring out little beads of sweat on her neck and shoulders. It wasn’t a feeling she could often enjoy back home.

They both enjoyed the snippets of history that they could pick up from the information signs, although most of the appeal of ruins as old as these was simply basking in the majesty of something so ancient. The city walls were massive and imposing. It was easy to marvel at them, wondering how amazing and intimidating they might have felt 2000 years ago. It provided some respite for Luca, an opportunity to think about something other than sex.

Still, he increasingly found his mind wandering back to the subject. Emmi did nothing explicit to distract him, but he found himself mercilessly teased by her presence and his own imagination. They way she strutted her long legs, the way she wrapped her lips around straws while sipping at a cold drink. He found himself staring at her more and more, obsessing over the feel and taste and smell of her glistening skin. He had the urge to reach out and move the straps of her dress from her shoulders, and kiss along to her neck the way she liked. He wanted to pull her into some side street and make-out with her in the shadows.

They held hands as they walked, talking about the town and their plans for the rest of the week, but every time Luca allowed his hands to wander onto her back or legs Emmi would subtly rebuff him. At home they would usually touch each other quite freely, but although she said nothing it was clear that Emmi was carrying over her dominant attitude from earlier in the day, imposing her control more and more onto their dynamic.

Things came a head as they sat in a secluded park, sharing an ice cream cone. Emmi was taking long, seductive licks and then holding it to Luca for his turn, not passing the cone but feeding him the ice cream instead. A drop of melting cream fell on her feet, white droplets splash lewdly over her red-painted toes. She pretended not to notice, but he was transfixed.

“See something you like?” she smirked at him, catching him staring.

He felt himself blush. Strange, that this could make him feel embarrassed after all the things they had done earlier, especially considering that she knew he had a thing for feet. He felt a sudden need to re-establish some normality in their dynamic, usually typified by mutual rather than one-sided teasing.

“No, I was just amazed by how ugly your sandals were.”

The sandals were a long-running joke between them. They were incredibly comfortable hiking sandals, which was why Emmi loved them. They were also garishly colored and clunky, which is why Luca mocked her about them relentlessly, although always with mutual good humor.

“What?” she replied, surprisingly sharply.

“You know, the big German tourist shoes. You’re too beautiful for them.”

“That’s mean,” Emmi pouted back, “and disrespectful and disobedient. No way for a slave to talk.”

“Sorry, Princess,” Luca smiled back.

“No, you are on your last warning remember. This week I’m more than just your princess. I’m your owner, your domme, your goddess.”

That sent a little shiver through Luca.

“I’m sorry. Really, Goddess.”

“Ok,” she replied after a moment. “I will forgive you. But first, say sorry properly.”

She pointed to her feet.

“What, here? What if someone sees?”

“No-one will see! But anyway, you should have thought about that before you lost the bet. And before you insulted me,” she raised her foot onto the bench where they were sitting, wiggling her toes.

Luca thought for a second. He didn’t like this one bit, and felt genuinely anxious that someone would see. Despite his general self-image as an adventurous sexual libertine, he was more than capable of feeling embarrassed. At the same time, there was a thrill to being pushed a little. He didn’t want to do it, but he wanted her to make him do it.

He looked around furtively and then quickly lowered his head to her feet, enjoying feeling of her smooth skin on his lips. She smirked at him as he raised his head.

“Again. And say sorry this time.”

He repeated the movement, muttering an apology.

“Again! Properly! I’m not just doing this to indulge your little perversion. You should apologize when you’re apologizing. Say sorry for insulting my beautiful shoes.”

Luca sighed, looking around again.

“I’m sorry princess, Goddess, for insulting your beautiful sandals.”

She laughed. “OK, one more thing and then you’ll be forgiven and we can go for dinner. My feet are all sticky. Clean that ice cream off my foot, bitch.”

He groaned, his shame and anxiety pushing back against his horniness.

“Do it quickly. There’s no-one here, but the longer you wait the more chance someone will come,” She could obviously feel his hesitation, and it seemed that she made a conscious choice to break through it. “Do this now and you’ll get a reward later. Tell me no and you’ll be licking the insides of these sandals before bed. Do it.”

He gave in, bending down and quickly licking the remnants of the sweet cream from her feet. He looked up to see her smirking with a cruel confidence that he had never seen before.

“Good boy.” Emmi patted his head. “Let’s go.”

***

If Emmi was distracted during dinner she didn’t show it, sipping wine and talking about her favorite holiday sights so far was a carefree ease. She ordered food and drinks for both of them, steak frites and red wine, a move which came across as confident rather than domineering. She seemed to be growing into her role, without becoming obsessed by it.

The same couldn’t be said of Luca. He was sweating from more than just the heat and struggling to pay attention to his food. The morning’s activities and a long day of teasing had sent him into subspace. The scene at the park had put him back on edge. He kept drifting off into a reverie of sexual servitude. He imagined Emmi as a Greco-Roman goddess, her flowing white dress becoming toga. He wanted to feed her grapes from the vine while she stretched out her long legs on a palanquin, to brush her hair and bathe her in milk and honey. He wanted to lie naked and prostrate under her feet while she gossiped and laughed with her ladies-in-waiting. He wanted to see her looking down cruelly at him, whip in hand to punish him for some mistake. He imagined being the acolyte of a new religion, a lowly servant to female beauty and superiority.

Yet part of him felt the need to reject all that. He was still a man, and still wanted to fuck and thrust and dominate. And Luca knew how much Emmi loved that, loved being manhandled. He worried that this game would make her think differently of him. He wanted, needed her to know he could still make her feel like she was his.

“Do you love me?” He asked, needily.

“Of course,” she smiled back “you know that I do. I’m so glad we’re on holiday together. Games aside, you know I’ll look after my baby.”

That brought out some third desire in him. To be stroked and loved and pampered. To be called a good boy. It was still sexual, but not aggressive. He imagined her again as a goddess, but this time benevolent as well as controlling. He imagined her touching him, stroking him over and over while holding him to her chest, teasing him until he lost his sense of reality and just melted into her. Being called a good boy when it was all over.

He would let her keep taking the lead, wherever they ended up.
“You seem distracted,” Emmi said. “You’re barely keeping up with the conversation. Some place you’d rather be?”
“I’d rather be wherever you want me to be, Goddess.”

She leaned in close. “I’d rather have you under this table, keeping yourself busy while I eat my dessert. But in the interests of staying out of jail, let’s just head back to the apartment.”

“Your wish is my command.”

***

The room was still hot when they arrived back, despite the encroaching twilight. Emmi’s white dress was draped across the floor within seconds, with Luca’s hands busily grasping at the clasp of her bra. She pulled his hands down, placing them on her hips while she kissed him deeply. They stayed like that for a moment, kissing hungrily in the hallway of their apartment. Emmi broke off first, fingers reaching out to undo the buttons of his shirt. She pushed him gently against the wall and bit his neck, feeling him moan in response.

“What do you want?” Luca gasped, hands still fixed on her hips, fingers gently caressing her skin.

“I want you to fuck me,” Emmi pinched his nipples and then ground lewdly against his crotch.

Luca responded immediately, primally, not waiting for any caveats or tricks. He picked her up and moved rapidly towards the low bed, placing Emmi down and moving immediately in between her legs. He felt renewed and reinvigorated as he kissed her roughly, pulling her hands up above her head and placing more of his weight down on her. She responded to this without admonishment, wriggling her hips and moaning as she usually did in this position, seeming to forget her dominant role. He moved to her neck, then down to her clavicle and shoulder, kissing and biting and licking. This was the point where he would usually move down her body, taking his time and making her wait before sliding inside. After the last day, and despite his strong desire to fuck her, he was looking forward to teasing her a little, turning the tables even if only temporarily. He was just starting to move his hand under her back to remove her bra when Emmi suddenly pulled him in close, gripping with her legs round his hips and her hand on his shoulder.

“Just put it in me, I’m ready. I want you to fuck me.” She breathed.

Luca tried to pull back, making room to slide off her lace underwear.

“Just move them to the side and fuck me,” Emmi demanded. “Just fucking do it already.”

Was that desperation or dominance in her voice?

“Do it, slave.”

He moved back a little to wriggle out of his shorts, freeing his cock while she pulled her underwear aside to make room for him. She was already wet, allowing him to slide in easily. He groaned as he entered her, placing his head next to hers and gently kissing her neck. Luca felt at one with her, with himself, with the world.
“I love you,” he moaned.

“I know,” she said gently. Suddenly, her voice turned hard as she dug her nails into his back. “Now, fuck me properly.”

He hitched her legs up over his hips and began to thrust, continuing to pick up pace and force. He was aware but unconcerned about his unattractive grunting and the sweat beginning to form on his back. He knew that she wouldn’t mind the roughness, the inelegance.

The long, slow tease of a day meant that he was approaching the edge within a few minutes. He lifted Emmi’s leg up onto his shoulder and slowed himself down, thrusting deeper but very slowly to help himself maintain control. She smiled, looking into his eyes.

“That’s right. Don’t come yet. In fact, don’t come until I give you permission.”

He groaned in response slowing almost to a standstill.

“But don’t stop either, not until I say,” she ran her hands over his chest and then lightly slapped him with both hands, as if encouraging a slow horse to pick up the pace.

Luca started moving again. Slowly, deliberately, careful to control himself. Following her directions so loyally was dealing small, repeated blows to his sense of masculinity, but coming too soon would be even worse. He prided himself on his self-control and didn’t want to lose that. That would be somehow more embarrassing than anything else Emmi had made him do that day.

Just as he started to fall into a maintainable rhythm she switched positions again, bring one foot behind his head and sticking the other in his face. His lips puckered and his tongue darted out instinctually, seeking out the taste of her skin. Luca had a thing for her feet, and felt no shame about it, but he was keenly aware that despite having her bent in a vulnerable position beneath his much larger body he was still reduced to kissing the lowest part of her.

“Suck them,” her slender toes parted his lips once again, her other foot pulling him forward onto them. “Gag on it, bitch.”

He tried to relax his throat, taking her toes deeper into his mouth, but he couldn’t help a small cough of resistance. How did women do this when they were sucking cock? Emmi’s eyes brightened and widened, somewhere between laughter and awe.

“Pathetic. I need to train your mouth more,” she said, seeming to read his mind.

Pathetic. That word made him feel, well, pathetic. She had teased him before, but the cumulative effect of the teasing and the servitude and the humiliation and even of her winning that bet was starting to get to him. The feeling was not entirely comfortable, but nevertheless it also brought him immediately close to the edge. He stopped suddenly, trying to hold back the tide. Emmi responded by removing her foot, now slick with his saliva, before wiping it once on his face and the squeezing both legs around his neck.

“Do not fucking come. Not yet.” She squeezed tighter, eyes bright like a warning sign. “If you come now, I will make you regret it.”

He couldn’t speak now, even if he wanted to, her strong, long legs pressing tight against his neck. “If you come now, it will be the last time on this holiday. It might even be the end of this little game.”

She gave him enough air to speak. Luca gasped and replied, “I don’t want that, but I don’t think you do either.”

“You’re right. I won the bet, I get the prize. But it doesn’t mean I have to pay any attention to you,” She squeezed tight again. “I could take care of myself and make you stand in the corner. I’ve decided I want to punish you for losing that game, maybe teach you a little lesson about laziness. Either way, you’re going to be teased, frustrated and embarrassed. If you’re a good boy, that can be very, very sexy for you. If you’re a bad boy it will just be… “ She paused, waiting for a moment in mock thoughtfulness as his breath ran out, “…boring. So, are you going to be good?”

Luca nodded, begging with his eyes, and she released him. “Ok, good little boy. Try hard for me, and I promise you will get a reward. Now, one more time, fuck me.”

He started again, slowly building up his rhythm, but was quickly brought to his limit as her fingers found his sensitive nipples. He slowed, but she urged him on again with some firm slaps to his chest. 

“Please, I’m so close.”

“Aw, already baby? Don’t you want to keep fucking me? It’s what you’ve been wanting all day?”

“Please let me finish, Goddess. Or let me take a break. I don’t know. I can’t hold on much longer.”

“Is this all it takes to turn you into a minuteman? A day of teasing?” she laughed. Luca’s stamina had always been something of a point of pride for him, and her words stung at that pride deliciously. “Well, I still need to come. What are you going to do if I let you stop?”

“Anything.”

“Anything?”

“Anything, Goddess.”

“I should make you describe anything. Make you tell me every filthy idea your slutty little brain can come up with. Emmi moved her legs and placed both feet on his hips. She pushed them both firmly, driving him out of her and off the edge of the bed. Luca looked like he was about to cry, staring up at her from the floor with his cock bobbing comically.

“Lick me.”

Luca knelt dutifully in between her legs, planting a kiss before moving on to her clit. Emmi took hold of his head with both hands, directing him firmly.

“Don’t even think about teasing me. I want to cum.”

He could feel how aroused she was and knew just where to focus on to bring her over the edge. He quickly fell into a familiar trance, the scope of his perception narrowed to the movements of her body. His pleasure felt completely tied to hers. Within minutes he felt Emmi’s body tense, her thighs squeezing him as her hands pulled his face in tight. She ground into his face rhythmically, gasping out, “I’m not done yet.”

After a moment she pushed him away, getting on all four on the bed facing away from him. “Fuck me, hard. But no coming, or I promise you will regret it!”

Luca stood and took up his position behind her, sliding inside easily. Sex felt different after she had come. Somehow even more inviting. He began slowly but knew that he would have to follow her direction to fuck her hard. Emmi moaned in response, putting her face on the bedsheets. Regaining some sense of control, Luca took hold of her hips and pushed himself tight against her, forcing her nearly prone. This was often a position he would put her in at home. Pounding her and slapping her ass while a vibrator whirled away on her clit, telling her not to come but making her do it, until she was a senseless mess spread out on the bed. He tried to push that thought out of his mind, focusing on keeping his own self-control.

“Take off my bra,” she gasped between moans, “but don’t stop fucking me.”

He moved to obey, delighted to free her magnificent breasts from her bra. They would usually be out by now, her sensitive nipples always helping her reach orgasm. He used one hand to undo the back of it, keeping the other on her hip, but only succeeded in undoing one catch of the clasp.

“Come on, it’s just a bra,” Emmi laughed, but with a hint of exasperation. Luca moved his other hand to help finish the task, temporarily losing his rhythm. He was clumsy at the best of times but today, addled by sun and merciless teasing, his fine motor skills were even weaker than usual. That had always been a bit of a sore point for him, a hangover from his childhood inability to tie his shoelaces until an embarrassingly advanced age.

“Can’t you undo a bra? For fuck’s sake, you aren’t a teenager anymore, just do it. Here, I’ll do it if you can’t,” she reached behind an undid it in a smooth, one-handed motion. Despite being in the most submissive position imaginable, she managed to effortlessly put him back in his place. For some reason that brought him back to the brink of orgasm.
“Don’t come yet,” Emmi warned, seeming to read his mind and his body. “I want to orgasm like this, on your cock. Do that and I’ll let you finish inside me.”

One of her hands found her nipples, tweaking and squeezing it while the other found her clitoris. Seeing her push herself towards an orgasm provided Luca with sufficient motivation. If he could just hold on for just a few more minutes he would get a valuable prize. He gripped her hips and stared at the ceiling, trying to maintain control over his body, thinking of anything other than the scene in front of him. Her loud, almost theatrical moans punctured his bubble though, while he couldn’t escape the sensations of her body. He wanted nothing more than to come, to take his promised reward early. He fought to hold on. Her threats, which a few days ago would have been unbelievable, stopped him. He paused suddenly, deep inside her, holding himself on the edge of the precipice.

“Keep going. I’m so fucking close,” in other circumstance she would have been begging, but this time she was demanding.

“I can’t. I’m sorry.” He was nearly crying with frustration.

“Ugh, you will be,” she pulled him out of her, turning around and grabbing his balls threateningly. “Lie down on the bed.”

Luca followed her instructions, lying down in the middle of the bed. Emmi straddled him, sitting on his stomach. She looked beautiful, backlit by the setting sun with her long hair falling around her shoulders. “One more chance, boy. I’m setting the pace. If you think you can’t hold on until I finish, you tell me. OK?”
“OK.”
She sat back and enveloped him once more. She moved her body slowly and evenly. Confidently. Luca closed his eyes, breathing deeply and steadily like he was trying to hold some deep yoga stretch. His mind was going blanker and blanker as this went on, his perception narrowing to only the feeling of her and him together.

“Look at me baby. I want to see your face.”

Luca looked up at her smiling face, taking in the full sight above him. She reached both fingers down and stroked his nipples, something that always excited him. She smirked as his eyes widened in pleasure and horror, pleading silently. I won’t be able to stop myself if you do that.

She verbalized his predicament. “What, you’re going to explode already? Can’t handle me playing with your little nipples? Don’t you want to make me come baby?”

He simply whimpered in reply. It was all he could do.

“Fine.” She took her hands away and put them back on her own breasts, kneading them. “But I want you to keep staring at me. Look at your Goddess. Worship her. Pray to her.”

He began babbling praise at her. “You’re so beautiful, and sexy, and smart. Your tits look so good, you feel amazing. I love you . . .” he went on and on “You’re so much better at languages than me.”

She laughed at that. “I am. That’s why you’re beneath me right now. Keep going. If I’m your Goddess, how are you going to worship me?”

“Anything! Anything you want. I’ll pray to you, I’ll kiss the ground you walk on. I’ll be your slave, your pet.”

“You already are.”

“I’ll massage you every day and night. Kiss your body all over. I’ll be your seat, your footstool,” he was in a reverie now, his mind flush with desperate possibilities. The thoughts he was speaking pushed him forward towards orgasm. “Please. Please.”

“Please what?”

“Please let me come.”

“No!” Emmi slapped his chest, “I’m not done yet.”
“Then please stop. I can’t hold on much longer.”
“Hmm,” she stared upwards in coquettish mock-thoughtfulness. “No.”

“Please Goddess. Please Princess.”

“Beg me. Beg me to let you not come. Beg me to take your orgasm away.”
Luca’s mind nearly spluttered out, like a cartoon robot trying to divide by zero. He could no longer keep up with her game. He no longer knew what he wanted. He could only follow orders.
“Please Emmi, please stop. I’ll do anything. I’ll be your slave.”

“You already are.”

“Whenever you want. Whatever you want. I’ll do what you say, go where you want, wear anything you like. Just tell me what you want.”

“I want to come. I want you to hold on for me.”

“I can’t. Please baby. I’ll eat you out until you fall asleep. All night even. I’ll lick every inch of your clean, please just stop. Stop, or let me come.”

“Disgusting little perv,” she laughed, stopping suddenly while pressed deep onto him. “You don’t deserve to come anyway.”

“Anything. Anything you want.”

“I wanted a human dildo, but apparently you can’t do that properly.”

Emmi raised herself up, moving towards his face. He heard one last thing before being smothered under her sex.

“Eat it.”

Luca flicked his tongue out, trying to find her clit, but in truth it was hardly necessary. She was grinding into him, using his face like a vibrator rather than a partner, rubbing herself over his nose and mouth. He could taste the heady mixture of their shared juices as she spread them across his face, as if she was marking her territory. He felt completely owed, like an object. His cock jutted out helplessly, rock hard but now forgotten. No longer needed.

They had done this position before, both finding it more than enjoyable, but this was something new. Usually she was cautious, scared to place too much weight on him, worried about his ability to breath. Now she was using him thoughtlessly, pressing herself onto him for her own pleasure, allowing him to take short breaths only when he tapped on her leg. He was scared, and he liked it. 
Emmi clearly did as well, climaxing twice within five minutes before falling off of him, exhausted. They both lay in the bed for a moment, panting. She placed her head on his chest, nuzzling into him.

“Sorry about that. Are you alright?” she sounded concerned, almost guilty.

“I’m OK.” he replied. “I’m better than that. That was amazing. I love you. Are you OK?”

“Oh, I’m better than OK. I’m a Goddess.”

They both laughed, relaxing at the silliness of the situation.

“If you’re alright then I’m going to keep going. I meant the things I said, and I want to see if you did as well.”

Luca gulped, things about some of the promises he’d made. Still, a bet was a bet. More importantly, he enjoyed being hers. He wanted to worship her.

“Of course. I’m yours.”

“Good. Maybe we need a safe word though. How about streak freeze?”

Luca laughed at the reminder of their original bet and nodded.

“Then go run me a bath, slave. And don’t dare wash your face yet.”


Chapter 3: Relaxation, Rewards And Retribution

Luca was waiting on his knees next to the bath when Emmi entered the room, a little affectation that made her smile. They didn’t have any bubble bath, but he had dimmed the lights and put on some relaxing ambient music, doing his best to set an appropriate mood. She stood in front of him, placing a finger under his chin and angling his face towards hers. Something passed between them, an unspoken communication of expectation. Luca leaned forward, maintaining eye contact as he placed a soft kiss on her pubic mound with reverence, like he was paying homage to an ancient symbol of divine femininity. She raised an eyebrow expectantly and he bowed his head low, placing a firm kiss on the top of each of her feet. Emmi admired the shape of his body, his firm back on display with his ass pushed in the air. The yoga and weightlifting they had done together was certainly paying off.

She felt in that moment how quickly, how fluidly, a dynamic could develop. New rituals and expectations established, new patterns of behavior seeming to emerge spontaneously. Luca clearly loved it, but it must have worried him a little as well. He couldn’t know where this would go next but surely felt pulled along by the uncertain currents. Emmi felt the same pull, the same sense of unpredictability. But she didn’t feel worried at all. She felt exhilarated.

Emmi dismissed him so she could read a book on her own and relax for a few minutes. It was a short break from the pressure of deciding what to do with her boytoy every moment, an opportunity to come down from her high and come up with some new ideas. Being in control was sexy, but difficult. Empowering, but tiring. With great power comes great responsibility.

***

Meanwhile Luca sat in the next room, unsure how to amuse himself. His cock was crying out desperately for attention but that was probably the last thing he needed. Instead, he decided to just lie back in the bed and take stock. He tried to orientate his feelings about their game, the holiday, their relationship. This was fun, but was it all getting out of hand? Would they just snap back to normal after the holiday was over?

His efforts to work things out were constantly swimming against the tide of his imagination, his mind’s eye refusing to do anything but conjure up pictures of Emmi in the bath. Her sleek body and luscious hair shining in the low light. Her long legs hanging over the edge of the bath. She was in there plotting to draw him further into her game. The thought turned him on more than any flash of skin could or whispered promise could.

Luca was rescued from his reverie by Emmi’s voice calling out in an affected, lady of the manor accent. “Come here boy, I need you to perform my ablutions!”

He was soon out to work scrubbing her body and lathering her hair while Emmi gave infrequent but firm direction. She even had him shave her legs, a new and nerve-wracking experience for him. He pulled it off admirably, having been warned in no uncertain terms about the consequences of any cuts on her legs, although she took on the task of trimming her public hair herself. Some things were too precious to be left to someone else. That would be a task for the future, she teased. When he was fully trained.

Luca hadn’t expected his fantasy of serving as a body slave to an imperious goddess to come to fruition so quickly, but he reveled in it nonetheless. He felt a profound peace come over him as he washed and pampered his mistress, happy to focus entirely on her as they both fell deeper into relaxation. Despite his misgivings at the consequences of this game he felt more himself than he had in a long time.

The comfortable silence was broken by Emmi’s voice. “Your turn baby. Get in.”
She directed him into the bath, lying in between her legs. It was a claw-footed beauty of a tub, positioned right in the middle of the room. Far more spacious than what they had back home, it was a nice opportunity to share a moment in the warm water. Emmi placed Luca’s head gently in between her breasts, stroking his long messy hair. The stayed like that for long minutes, their breathing synchronizing as they both fell into a half sleep. It had been a long day.

***

Despite the desire to fall asleep with his body against hers, Emmi couldn’t resist seeing how far she could push him. Luca stirred from his comfortable nap as her fingers found his chest, moving in broad circles before settling on his nipples. She wrapped her legs around his torso, toes finding his stiffening cock.

“Just for a little minute baby,” Luca moaned in response. “You’ve been such a good boy. You get a little treat. But no coming, OK?”

They stayed like that for a moment, bodies entwined. She kept her feet completely still, the only movement coming from her gently rubbing and pulling his nipples. Emmi could feel a deep, slow pulsating coming from his cock, falling into line with the rhythmic movement of her fingers. She wondered if she could make him come like this avoiding, all direct stimulation. Would it even feel good for him if that happened? The question sparked a cruel desire in her to see him spurt like that, frustrated and humiliated as he’s pushed over the edge not by thrusting and sucking and fucking but by a single fingertip. By a single breath, or even a whispered command. She had read about ruined orgasms but hadn’t experimented with them yet. If ever there was a week to see how weak she could make him, this was it. A wave of pleasure came over her at the thought. Plans, possibly fanciful, were beginning to form. She was going to need one more orgasm tonight.
Before that though, she wanted Luca to get clean. “I’m getting out now, but I want you to lie back and relax.”

For the next 5 minutes Emmi silently and thoroughly pampered her toy, washing his hair and scrubbing his body. It was nice to share a quiet moment, and to make him feel valued and adored again after her multiple mindfucks. Not many words passed between them, aside from a few sweet, murmured nothings.

“Now, there’s one more thing to do before we go to bed,” Emmi declared as she finished rinsing his hair. “I want you to shave for me.”

“Shave what?”

“Your pubes, your ass. Your face can wait until tomorrow. Just do it as well as you can. Oh, and be careful with my cock.”

He had expected her to leave him in privacy for it, but she stayed in the bathroom with him, smiling wryly through the whole undignified process. It was an unspoken reinforcement of their current relationship, with her supervising him and inspecting his body like a piece of property. Luca couldn’t help but admire her instincts. Whenever he dominated her he had to plan it out, setting the scene and deciding how best to elicit the bittersweet feeling of sexual shame from her. Her turns on top had always been more free-form, but never this effortless. She had taken to this like a natural.

When he was done Emmi insisted on rubbing coconut oil onto his freshly shaved skin, the tenderness of the moment being mitigated by her telling him sternly that she didn’t want him playing with his little friend when she wasn’t looking. When she was done she wrapped him up in a fluffy towel and walked towards the door.

“You have 5 minutes to dry yourself, go to the toilet and brush your teeth, then I want you straight to bed. Any longer and I’ll assume you’re touching yourself. If I think you’ve been doing that, I’ll make you sleep on the floor. This week, your body belongs to me. If you have a problem with that, well . . . you should have been less lazy!”

With that Emmi shimmied into the bedroom, blowing her befuddled boyfriend a last kiss before she went.

***

The low whine of the electric toothbrush gave way to the sound of another vibration coming from the bedroom. Luca crossed the threshold to see Emmi spread out across the bed, the small vibrator that they typically brought on holiday working between her legs. Her eyes were closed and her brow was furrowed, expression moving constantly between frustration and pleasure.

“Beautiful,” he whispered, “so fucking sexy.”

She smiled at first, just for a second, before frowning slightly. “This isn’t for you. I’m not putting on a show. I’m making sure I’m satisfied. Do I need to make you go and sit in another room until I’m done?”

“No, Goddess.”

“Good. Since you’ve been good you can kneel at the end of the bed, but no touching me and no touching yourself. Got it?”

“Got it.”

Luca took his place kneeling at the edge of the bed, watching Emmi’s body writhe. She was using a smaller and less power vibrator than the ones they had back home, and after coming several times already she was having to be patient. He wanted nothing more than to smother her with kisses and caresses, doing anything to help her get off. He hardened as he imagined her climaxing once again onto his eager face.

“What can I do goddess? I’ll do anything.”

“Shh,” She slapped him lightly with her foot.

“Please, I just want to help you -”

“Shut. Up.” Emmi groaned. “Are you trying to rush me? Are you tired of the little show I’ve been kind enough to give you?”

“No, I just want to help.”

“Eugh. Watching privileges lost. Move your face right to my foot.”

Luca obliged, shifting his body so he could lean close to her right foot.

“Closer, so your nose is touching the center of my foot. Focus on my sole.”

He leaned in closer, smelling the spiced orange body soap they had used in the bath. She pushed her foot into his face, angling her toes so they covered his eyes. Humiliation and frustration rose quickly to the surface of his mind but couldn’t puncture the oppressive later of arousal he was feeling.

“This is what you get to see now, since you couldn’t keep quiet. I was nice enough to let you watch but you had to make my pleasure all about you,” That struck a chord with Luca. He liked to think he was focused on her pleasure, not just during this game but all of the time. But was there a selfishness in their sex life that he didn’t quite comprehend? He was struggling to know what was fantasy and what was reality. Did this roleplay mask some true feelings?

“This is what lazy fucking men deserve. This is where you belong, underneath a strong woman,” she continued, talking herself towards orgasm. “You’re lucky to even get this. You would be privileged just to lick my feet. Tell me.”

“It would be a privil-”

“Beg me,” She interrupted.

“Please let me lick your feet, Goddess.”

“No!” she laughed, her giggles turning to groans as she reached towards a crescendo. Luca fought to keep himself still, letting her have this moment to herself, despite her foot pushing more insistently than ever into his face as her legs tensed and buckled.

The insistent whine of the vibrator gave out suddenly, a moment of silence broken by a cry of maddened frustration from Emmi, half-groan and half-scream. She punched the bed with both fists, pleasure turning to anger in a heartbeat. The vibrator, and older toy of theirs, had finally given up at the least opportune of moments. Luca knew how much Emmi hated to be left on the edge, especially when it wasn’t on her terms. Despite all the teasing and denial he had gone through, he hated the idea of her going to bed unsatisfied, her last moment of triumph taken away from her. Risking her wrath he decided to fix the situation as best as he could.

He grabbed both her wrists for just a moment, long enough to still her, and then dived in between her legs. His mouth quickly found her sweet spot, taking over from the vibrator as smoothly as he could. Within moments she had settled back into her rhythm. Luca moaned deeply into her, moving his hands up to find her nipples. Emmi bucked into his face, moaning half-formed exclamations and curses and she came. He continued licking as she came down, exploring and soothing the rest of her while he savored her taste.

“Hmmmmm,” she purred like a satisfied cat. “That was nice. Come and lie here baby.”

Luca moved up next to her on the bed, proud of how well he knew her body. She sat next to him, staring into his eyes with one hand caressing his face and the other caressing his balls.

“That felt great. I’m proud of you baby. But you’ve put me in a bit of a difficult position. On the one hand, you disobeyed my orders,” Her grip tightened around his balls, reasserting control. “And on top of that, you packed us a toy that barely works. Sloppy.”

She stared into his widening eyes as she squeezed and palpated. “On the other hand, it was nice to see you show some initiative. You were decisive, and you did save the moment.”

Luca nodded. “Anything for you. I just want to make you happy.”

“I know, I know,” she cooed, stroking his face. “So here’s what we are going to do. Tomorrow we will go to the toy store, and I’ll pick us out some things for you to buy. And just now, I’ll give you a little reward. Sound good?”
“Yes Princess.”

Emmi picked up the coconut oil from the bed and rubbed it into her hands before slathering it onto his newly shaved prick. He moaned, eyes rolling back in his head as she slowly, slowly stroked him.

“I can be a nice, benevolent Goddess, as long as you’re good. Do you like your reward?”

Luca moaned in affirmation as she picked up the pace. She knew just what to do to him, and he was already approaching the edge.

“Good. You saved me from a very frustrating moment there. I would have been left right on the brink of orgasm, wishing for release but completely unable to find it,” She could feel his body tighten as he reached the brink. “But you know what that feels like, don’t you?”

Emmi suddenly released him, laughing as his cock twitched and flailed. She quickly straddled him, pre-empting any instinctual attempt to finish the job himself by pinning his arms down and smothering his face with her breasts.

“Remember, you have to ask permission before you come. If you had let yourself go there then you’d be back in my bad books. Thank me for looking out for you.”

“Thank you,” he mumbled into her chest.

“Yes. Say thank you for your reward.”

“Thank you.”

“Say thank you, Goddess, for denying you.”
“Thank you, Goddess, for denying me,” with every affirmation the feelings became truer. He really was thankful for her cruelty, her control.

“Good boy. Do you want some more?” he nodded as best as he could. She leaned back and placed the coconut oil in his hands. “Rub this into my tits, I need moisturized before bed.”

He rubbed and massaged her breasts as commanded, Emmi matching the pace of his hands with her own. He went slower and slower, knowing it was his best chance of prolonging the pleasure. Within a few minutes though, he was begging her for release.

“Not yet baby, not yet,” she removed her hands and gently caressed his thighs and hips. “While you take a moment to cool down I want you to praise me.  Put your hands underneath your body and tell me what you love about my body.”

Luca’s mouth began unloading every compliment he could think of, adoring with his words the shape and feel and taste and smell of each and every body part. He reached for as much literary grandeur as he could but could tell from her condescending smile that he was blabbering like a madman. The blood had rushed from his head and he could barely remember his name, much less construct a poetic turn of phrase. Suddenly she took his cock in her hand once more and lowered her slick breasts to meet it, rubbing the head around as she slowly stroked it. They felt like soft, heavenly pillows. He was instantly and embarrassingly on the edge, his once impressive stamina destroyed by a day of relentless teasing.

“I bet you’d love to fuck these tits right now, wouldn’t you? To slide your cock in between them?” Emmi pushed her breasts together, catching him in between them. “The thing is, I think they might be too big for you.”

Luca let out a pitiful moan of protest and Emmi’s eyes brightened in response. The truth was he was more than adequately sized but the emasculation, and his response to it, excited them both.

“Please let me come. Pleeease,” he begged, not naive enough to expect release.

“OK, since you asked so nicely boy,” Emmi’s words unleashed him as he felt his orgasm reach a point of no return. Surprise and delight filled him, along with a profound and pathetic sense of gratitude. However, at that very moment of near-realized satisfaction she released him, the absence of sensation hitting like a ton of bricks, his hips moving desperately in search of some contact. A moment later the soft feeling of her hands and breasts was replaced by and firm and insistent squeezing of his balls. His body froze, caught halfway between pleasure and nothingness. He had gone over the edge of the cliff but was somehow unable to either fly or fall, suspended in the tense air.

“Please. Anything. I’m yours, I’ll do anything,” he sounded like a man lost in the desert, begging for water.

Emmi simply smiled, running her index finger down his shaft. Once, twice. On the third time he began to convulse, balls tightening as he started to squirt over his own stomach and chest. He heard Emmi laugh, but his mind was taken up entirely by utterly overwhelming frustration, bordering on horror. He was coming, at least physically, but had no real sensation of orgasm. The lack of stimulation removed the usual feeling of satisfying release, replacing it with a confusing feeling of emptiness.

Emmi kept rubbing his balls, forcing more and more out of him until he felt empty. She had moved her feet to catch the last of the sticky liquid, wiggling her toes as it dripped out of him but pointedly refusing to touch his still twitching and desperate member. She scooped up the still warm liquid from his torso, draping her legs across him and rubbing it lewdly onto her feet.

“I forgot my special foot moisturizer, but you can pick some of that up for me tomorrow.”

Luca groaned in response, mind utterly destroyed. His false orgasm had done nothing to calm his mind, providing none of the post-coital satisfaction he had hoped for. He remained completely and utterly befuddled. She had taken his orgasm, his dignity and possibly his sanity all in equally brutal manner.

“I hope you enjoyed your reward. Now, just think of how nice I could be if you manage to go a whole day without offending or disobeying me.”

Her broken boytoy nodded, having no other reply to give.

“I love you baby. You’ve done well.”

Luca smiled. He had needed to hear that. “I love you too. So much.”

“I know. Now, let’s go to sleep, we’ve got a big day tomorrow. I’m going to let you fall asleep here in my arms, but I have to warn you. You either go to sleep without wriggling or I’ll make you lick my feet until morning. Sweet dreams.”

With that, she pulled him in tight to her chest and wrapped her arms around him. He squeezed her in return, holding on like a shipwrecked man. In a sea of exhilarating uncertainty, he knew that he could always hold onto her.


Next In The Discovering Femdom on Holiday Series

Teasing and Pleasing: Discovering Humiliation and Punishment

A friendly bet on their sun-drenched holiday has led to a sexy forfeit, with Emmi having plenty of fun teasing and controlling her boyfriend Luca. Now, a trip to an adult store will lead them to meet new people, try new toys and explore new kinks.

Can Emmi ride this wave of sexual exploration without going too far?

Can Luca stand her relentless, public teasing and kinky punishments?

Can their relationship stand the heat?

Book 2 of the Discovering Femdom on Holiday series contains body worship, public teasing and gentle femdom. Later books will see our couple experiment with chastity, straps and CFNM, leading to the development of a female-led relationship. Each book can be enjoyed as a standalone story, or read in order.


Also By Mara Renaud

The Kink and The City series

Idealism meets eroticism as an ambitious and independent young journalist finds herself writing a column about her first-hand experience with kink and sex in the big city.

I always wanted to be a serious writer, but when my magazine is taken over by a hip media conglomerate, the only thing they publish is salacious stories about sex and sleaze. Well, if that’s what they want, that’s what I’ll give them!

The best kind of writing comes from personal experience, so with my open-minded boyfriend Nick by my side I decide to throw myself into a series of new and exciting experiences. I'm going to make Carrie Bradshaw look like a prude!

This is an ongoing series about a sex and culture writer experiencing all the big city has to offer her, alongside her open-minded partner. These standalone stories will explore BDSM, femdom, swinging, and public play.

Available on Amazon at https://a.co/d/emcOihF


Be Hers: From Friendzone to Footboy on Valentine's Day

For most people Valentine’s Day means chocolates and flowers. For some it means foot worship and female domination…

When Don’s gorgeous new friend Vanessa muses about being swept off her feet in some grand romantic gesture, he sees an opportunity to escape the friend zone once and for all. Valentine’s Day is coming up, the perfect time to woo this stunning blonde college girl. But it doesn’t all go exactly to plan.

Vanessa might not have room in her life for a partner, but she does have space for a “little helper” – someone to clean her house, rub her feet and… maybe more. Donnie is quickly drawn under her spell, spending Valentine’s Day at her bratty beck and call. As his tasks become more humiliating and her attitude more dominant, he sees his hope of becoming her boyfriend slipping away. Instead, he finds himself firmly underneath her, closer than he had ever thought possible but as a boyfriend or equal. He soon finds out that Vanessa isn’t as innocent or wholesome as she looks, but by then it is far too late.

Watch as a young man makes a move on a woman way out of his league, only to end up willingly ruined at her feet.

Available on Amazon at https://a.co/d/itOChnP


The Cougars In Control Bundle

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

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

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

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