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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 t-shirt 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 become a 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, slowing 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 directed 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 we were 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 though 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 sport, 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. Her 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 to. 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.


Chapter 4: Treading Water


Emmi woke slowly, the soft and unfamiliar birdsong outside serving as a gentle alarm clock. Her mind quickly filled with images of the previous day’s activities, bringing a smile to her face and a tingling sensation to her body. She remembered the satisfaction she felt with Luca on his knees in front of her. How fun it had been to shake his usual tongue-in-cheek self-confidence, by turns both endearing and infuriating, by making him kiss her feet in a public park. The pathetic, desperate expression on his face when she pushed him off the bed would be burned into her memory forever, as would the servile look in his eyes when she came on his willing face. In less than a day she had turned her brash, beautiful boyfriend into a mind-fucked submissive slut. It was a satisfying and unexpected start to the holiday.

Of course, the perfect afterglow couldn’t last forever. Emmi was prone to overthinking things, especially when it came to other people’s emotions. The minds of other people were fundamentally unknowable, and she often filled that knowledge vacuum with her own fears and anxieties. Was she taking her frustrations out on Luca? Was she at risk of taking a game and turning it into a crisis?

Would she know when she was going too far?

She smothered those thoughts, determined not to let them build up an unstoppable momentum. She deserved a little fun, needed her time in the sun. After all, why shouldn’t a woman get what she wants? What’s wrong with taking your just reward? Luca himself had often enough told her to be more assertive, ironically pushing her not to be pushed around. He could hardly complain now. Plus, Emmi was quite sure, despite his performative but ultimately mild resistance, that nothing she was doing to him was unwanted. She had loved hearing his cries of frustration as she ruined his orgasm last night, watching him brought close to tears as she stole away his sensation and satisfaction at the very last moment. But hadn’t it been him who had mentioned reading an article about edging and denial a few months ago? He had always been kinky, if not always submissive, and so would hardly be upset with her growing more into her dominant side. 

Emmi pulled his still sleeping body towards her, wrapping his arms around her and pushing her ass back onto his crotch. He groaned slightly, and she felt his cock start to stir as she ground against it. She wore thin satin panties but he had slept naked, as he generally did at home, providing no barrier or protection from the intoxicating heat of her body. Emmi considered using him for release once again, forcing his head down between her legs before they had even said a word to each other. The decadence of that idea excited her. She decided to wait though. They had a full holiday to play this game, and a little anticipation wouldn’t hurt her. Too much of a good thing could be a bad thing after all. Still, she had time to remind him of his place.

“Good morning baby,” she sang, pushing back against him especially hard.

“Morning princess,” Luca groggily moaned in reply. Emmi felt a satisfied tingle run through her when she heard the honorific. She was a princess, and a Goddess, and whatever else she wanted to be. She was going to make sure she felt like it.

“Do you remember how many kisses you said you give me every day?” this was a long-running joke, with Luca insisting that he kissed her at least a hundred times a day, and Emmi pointing out that it was a patently ridiculous boast.

“Absolutely. At least a hundred. Probably more, on average,” his tone was sardonic, but his attitude was as stubborn as always.

Emmi laughed, “OK, then you shouldn't have any trouble giving me a hundred kisses before we get up.”

He groaned in reply, “My mouth is so dry though.”

Emmi took a big sip of water from a bottle on her side of the bed before grasping the back of his head in her hand. Luca opened his mouth instinctively, responding to the direction in her eyes, and she slowly and deliberately transferred the water from her mouth to his. It was an act of sudden, unplanned possessiveness. Emmi smiled as he responded by swallowing submissively. She kissed him hard, shoving her tongue deep into his mouth. She broke it off and stared into his shocked eyes.

“Do it. Now. Start with my neck and then work your way down. Kiss every inch of me, and then we can go do some sightseeing. Do a good job and I’ll even buy you breakfast. Understood?”

He didn’t reply, but simply leaned in to caress her neck with his mouth. Emmi smiled, gears turning in her head.

***

After a light lunch, coffee, and focaccia, they took a bus to a nearby river for a swim. This spot had been part of the appeal of coming to Provence, with an ancient Roman aqueduct overlooking a broad, winding river. There were few visitors there during the week, giving the place a timeless and romantic feeling. History and nature combined for a perfect day out.

Emmi had long been anticipating plunging into the water, a desire only heightened by a bus journey in the sweltering heat. She loved swimming, feeling graceful and completely at home in the water. As soon as she reached the water’s edge she shimmed out of her long dress, revealing the blue one-piece swimming costume underneath. It was relatively modest, truth be told, more suited for their local swimming pool than a beach holiday. Still, she felt Luca’s hungry eyes on her as she strutted, with a little extra wiggle, into the shallow water. She knew he would be thinking about burying his face in her big, swaying ass.

“Come on in, the water’s beautiful.”

Luca followed her, a little more hesitant. He enjoyed swimming when it was on his own terms, ideally in a temperature-controlled pool where he could easily see the bottom and reach the sides, but didn’t have Emmi’s natural ability or sense of comfort in the water. Still, the cool river felt lovely in the midday heat.

They swam out, enjoying the feeling of weightlessness. The stress of their usual lives couldn’t have felt further away. The imposing aqueduct above them was a powerful reminder that they were not at home, in a city, or in an office. It helped transport them somewhere magical. As they floated in the water holding hands Emmi had one lovely thought - there’s nowhere else I’d rather be.

“Are you having fun?” Luca asked.

“Of course! Just look at this place.”

“I know, it’s beautiful. We have to do this more often.”

“I’d love that,” Emmi smiled at him, feeling a surge of warmth and protectiveness. “Do you promise you’re enjoying all of this? Even our little game?”

“I am,” Luca paused for a moment. “I mean, I feel half-mad with frustration, and I can’t say I feel totally comfortable with everything, but I am enjoying it. I like when you make me do things that I don’t want to do. I think... I think I like that you can make me feel like this.”

“Good,” Emmi swam up to him, graceful as a mermaid in the water. “Because I think I want to make you fully mad with frustration. I’ve seen that desperate look in your eyes, and I want more of it. I want you to forget your name.”

Luca gulped, his mouth suddenly dry. He’d never known her to be this assertive. Emmi reached down to stroke him through his swimming shorts, causing him to nearly lose control of his legs.

“I want to push you to your limits. I want to make you blush. I want to make you scared, and then look after you and tell you everything will be alright. Can you take it though? Do you want it?”

Luca nodded, focusing on treading water.

“Perfect,” Emmi leaned in and kissed him tenderly on the cheek. “I know I won the bet, and by rights I have you as my little bitch all holiday. But it is important that you’re having fun.”

“I am,” he replied. “It’s confusing, but it’s amazing. I appreciate you checking in, but you don’t need to worry about me. Really.”

“OK, great. You remember our safe word right? And you will use it, if I go too far?

“I will. I promise?”

“Parfait!”

“Isn’t that a type of cake?”

“It also means perfect. You’d know that if you’d practiced harder! Now, let’s head back to shore. I want to go see this aqueduct up close, then I want you to rub cream into me so I can sunbathe,” Emmi leaned in to whisper seductively in his ear, although there was nobody nearby to hear them. “It’ll be quite a big job, since topless sunbathing is allowed here. So, here’s another little game for us to play. If you can avoid getting hard while you're rubbing cream on me, I’ll definitely let you come later. However and wherever you want. But if I see you pitching a tent in your shorts then you’ll be taking me on a little shopping trip.”

With that Emmi started swimming back to shore, feeling secure in their game and confident that she was about to win yet another sexual skirmish.

***

They had found somewhere to sunbathe that was largely out of anyone else’s eyeline, allowing Emmi to make full use of the position by having Luca give her a mini massage. She directed him to focus on her ass, making sure to get underneath the edges of the swimsuit to avoid any sunburn. She had him move on to her long legs, imperiously demanding that he spend an inordinately long time rubbing her calves and feet. Then it was time for the coup-de-grace. Emmi rolled down the top of her swimsuit, exposing her breasts for him to ogle and rub. She felt more comfortable with her top off than she had expected, loving the feeling of the warm sun on her skin and the sense of freedom that came with it. She decided to do this more often, to see if the freckles that covered her arms and shoulder would start making their way down to her chest.

By that time Luca had already lost their new bet, unable to prevent his body’s natural reaction while he was rubbing lotion into Emmi on the secluded riverside. She made sure to comment on his predicament, prodding him both physically and verbally. “You could have been covering me with another kind of cream if you’d been able to control yourself, you naughty boy.”

She mentally congratulated herself for coming up with this game, which was highly practical since her pale, freckled skin was so prone to sunburn while also being extremely amusing. It was thrilling to win again and again, using his sexual desire against him to repeatedly put her boyfriend in his place. Seeing him embarrassed and defeated was a turn-on for her, and a massive boost to her confidence. Every time she felt that sense of victory it sparked new and intriguing ideas. Emmi thought about that while she sunbathed by the riverside, letting plans and ideas percolate in her mind.

For the next few hours they rested and read their books, plunging back into the water several more times to cool off., before eventually taking a walk across the Roman aqueduct perched above the river to marvel at the architectural achievement. They had met while studying history at university and loved getting to see the grandeur of the ancient world up close. Emmi took Luca’s hand in hers as they walked and looked out onto the winding river, water shining in the summer sun.

“Come on, let’s head back. We need to shower and change for dinner. Plus, we’ve got a little shopping trip to fit in.”

***

Emmi had the first shower at the apartment and then sent Luca in after her, rebuffing his suggestion that he join her to help her wash. She told him that she didn’t want them getting distracted and spending all evening in the apartment, which was true, but she also wanted time to do some quick research on her phone while he washed. There was some planning to do.

Emmi was sitting on the balcony making a shopping list when her boytoy came out of the bathroom, wearing just his underwear. He stared at her hungrily and lewdly flicked his tongue out while flashing pleading, puppy dog eyes. The message was clear - I want to eat your pussy.

She rolled her eyes theatrically and mouthed a single word to him through the glass.

“Crawl.”

She mimed the action to him and flashed her eyes, but he shook his head, pointing to the outside. Emmi opened the glass screen door.

“The balcony is too high, no one can see you. Now, if you have something to ask me you can crawl out here and do it properly. Alternatively, just get dressed to go out. Your choice.”

Luca sighed and got down on his knees, crawling onto the balcony while Emmi seated herself on the low wicker couch as if it were a golden throne. He knelt on the dusty tile floor, eyes fixed on her feet. She placed her red-painted toes under his chin and angled his face up towards hers, staring down at him with a commanding sneer. “Well?”

“Please can I go down on you? I want to make you feel good.”

“Hmm. Keep asking.”

“I just want to please you and make you feel good. I would love to taste you again before we go out and I don’t need anything in return. I promise.”

God, Emmi thought, he’s either playing along well or else he is really getting into this. If she had realized that it would be this easy, this fun, she would have done this long before.

“’I want, I want.’ This isn’t about what you want,” Emmi sighed, standing up before taking his head and placing it under her skirt, revealing her lack of underwear. “Don’t talk, don’t beg. Just listen, and look.”

She gripped his hair tighter, pulling him in. “This pussy isn’t yours to enjoy, not this holiday. Not until I say. I’m not your plaything, I’m your boss. You’ll lick me when I say, and do whatever else I say. If I want you to go down on me first thing in the morning, last thing at night, or while I’m eating lunch, I will. If I decide not to let you see me naked for the rest of the holiday, then that’s what will happen. And don’t even think about asking me to touch your cock. I’ll decide if, and when, you get any kind of attention. Now, kiss it once and say Yes Goddess to show me you understand.”

He kissed her once, on her mound, and repeated his new manta.

“Good boy. Now, go get dressed.”


Chapter 5: The Shopping Trip

Emmi had told Luca not to bother asking where she was taking them, although he had probably guessed the general purpose of the trip already. Their vibrator had broken at the least opportune possible moment last night, and she was keen to replace it at the very least. She had managed to find one sex shop in town, which gave her the perfect opportunity to replace their broken toy while messing with Luca’s head. They had a decent collection of “marital aids” at home, but it could do with some additions. There was no time or place like the present since they had lots of room in their return suitcase. She also had some ideas and plans in her head that might crystallize once she had the opportunity to explore a shop in person.

Emmi’s confidence had been built up over the last few days, and she was still riding the high of flatly denying him in their apartment. Still, when the dark facade of the Passage du Désir came into view she couldn’t help but feel slightly intimated. They had bought all their own sex toys online, and despite their various adventures in kink they had always kept their sex life deeply private. She paused a little, considering the potential for embarrassment and judgment inside.

“Come on,” Luca said, encouragingly. “I’m excited to see what your shopping trip involves. Let’s do this!”

Emmi smiled. He could read her emotions like no one else.

“You might regret saying that!” She slapped his butt, playfully. “You first!”

Luca walked towards the door, but she stopped him just before the threshold. She loved that he was willing to put himself out there for her, but she wanted to keep her sense of control.

“I’ll lead the way. You walk behind me, and don’t speak until spoken to. Alright?”

He nodded.

“In fact, keep your eyes down, glued to the floor,” Emmi wiggled her toes in her sandals, emphasizing her point. “That’s where your place is for now, beneath me. Now, you address me as Goddess while we are in there. And if anyone talks to you, you can call her ma’am. You should show respect to the fairer sex. Got it?”

“Yes Goddess,” Luca replied, a little trepidation creeping into his voice. He had been putting a brave face on it for both their benefits, hiding any nervousness about this potentially embarrassing shopping trip. Now, Emmi’s increasingly assured feminine dominance was throwing him off his stride.

The inside of the shop was brighter and more open than the dingy sex dungeon Emmi had feared, although there were still plenty of kinky and borderline frightening implements on the walls. She noted the chains, whips, and sharp implements in a far corner, although most of the shop was taken up by toys that ranged from inviting to comical. Vibrators, wands, and plugs that she knew what to do with, ridiculously outsized dildos that she could barely believe anyone would actually use. One wall held a collection of outfits covering all the classics. Nurse, policewoman, French maid. She considered whether such a costume would add anything to their current holiday, but for the moment she felt more comfortable in her own clothes than any preposterous fantasy getup. And as for her boytoy, she preferred him naked. Something to consider for when they got home, though.

Emmi took hold of the bottom of Luca’s long linen shirt, using it as a makeshift leash as she walked around the quiet shop. There were no other customers, and no workers that she could see, but the place was definitely open for business. She reminded herself that the shop’s website had declared it as “kink-friendly” with a tagline assuring potential customers that they “had seen it all before”, so she should have no problem subtly asserting her dominance. She decided to start with a toy that she knew they would enjoy, admiring a few different types of vibrators before settling on a medium-sized wand. She handed it back to her servant to carry, before moving on to the wide world of choice in the other aisles.

“Bonjour,” a voice, sultry and friendly, sounded out from behind the counter. Emmi hhadn’t noticed the woman coming out of the backroom, and she suddenly let go of Luca’s shirt. ”Puis-je vous aider?”

“Non, merci,” Emmi replied, instinctively.

The woman smiled, taking in their fair skin and holiday clothes. She came out from behind the counter and walked towards them, showing an attitude that was at once confident and welcoming. She wore dress-down jeans but a corset top which, while still appropriate enough for everyday wear, spoke to a certain experience with the darker side of sex. Her next words confirmed it.

“Are you sure?” she said in English. “I could find you a nice collar and leash, better for leading him around.”

Emmi blushed and looked back at Luca, pleased to see that he was keeping his eyes down demurely.

“No need to be embarrassed. I wouldn’t own this kind of shop if I was going to be judgmental about that sort of thing.”

The woman’s English was near perfect, although heavily accented, giving her an air of worldly experience. She was older than the couple, perhaps in her early 40s, with a statuesque and curvy body. Emmi was put instantly at ease by her welcoming tone and friendly face. She also found her strangely alluring.

“A collar could be nice, yes.”

“Excellent. Anything else?”

“Maybe a plug of some kind?” they had experimented a little with anal play in the past, but she still felt the need for verbal assent from Luca. “Would you like that pet?”

“Yes, Goddess,” Luca replied. Emmi saw the adorable blush on the cheeks deepen as the store’s owner laughed.

“C’est bon. She has you well trained.”

“Yes ma’am.”

Now it was Emmi’s turn to giggle.

“I prefer maitresse, but I appreciate your manners. If only all men were this well trained.”

“Yes, maitresse.”

“Good boy.”

Emmi explained the lost bet that led them into this dynamic to the woman, who introduced herself as Marie, while she showed her around the shop. They fell into an easy rapport as they discussed collars, floggers, plugs and other implements great and small. Luca kept his eyes down and his mouth shut, as instructed.

They picked out a thick leather collar with the word “slut” on the front, which came with a sturdy leash, as well as some basic wrist and ankle restraints. Marie successfully sold Emmi on a fairly expensive app-control butt plug, explaining that it would open up a world of teasing possibilities. A recent pay rise for both of them had bolstered their joint holiday fund, and it was worth the extra money just to see Luca’s eyes widen at their conversation.

“You seem like you have some experience with this stuff yourself,” Emmi said. “It’s all fairly new to me.”

“Well, I’m always happy to give recommendations! You seem like you have everything under control though. My main advice is to make sure you both have fun,” she paused for a moment. “but of course make sure that you are always having more fun than him!”

Emmi laughed. “Oh, I plan to. Is there anything else you think I need?”

“That depends on what you plan to do. There are a million different ways to cause pain, and pleasure.”

Emmi felt a little apprehensive talking about this, even with a friendly stranger in another country who she would likely never see again.

“We aren’t so much into pain,” She looked at Luca and he shook his head in agreement. “I like to give pleasure and then, well...”

“Then take it away?”

“Exactly.”

“My interests are very similar. It’s quite exciting to have someone here who is into more than whips and chains! I can show you my favorite tools if you like?”

Emmi nodded and they were led round to the counter. Marie took out a few small cages in various styles and sizes. Some were plastic and pink, some see-through, some burnished steel, some had open metal bars like a tiny prison. Some had padlocks and one even had some kind of electronic lock. They were all terrifying and intriguing.

“Are you familiar with these?” the couple nodded. They had seen them on sex shop websites before, laughed about them even, but had never used them. “I adore these. I keep all my boys' cocks in these.”

“Boys? Plural?” Emmi asked, shocked and intrigued.

“I have three,” she opened a drawer under the counter and produced three small keys with soumis 1, soumis 2 and soumis 3 written on their keychain labels. “You seem like a cute couple, but that just isn’t for me. I’ve tried monogamy, but now I prefer to keep men at arm’s length. And in their place. These gadgets help.”

“One is enough for me,” Emmi laughed, shaking her head.

“I would tend to agree, I don’t know if I could ever have three men in my house, but I have a good thing going at the moment. Each cleans the house and cooks me dinner once a week. The other nights I can be alone, or call them round if I want some attention, which they are always eager to give,” she leaned in conspiratorially. “I even had one visit me during my lunch break today for a little bit of fun.”

“That certainly seems like a good arrangement, for you anyway!”

“Well, they get plenty out of it as well. They all crave giving up control for one thing. Also, the orgasms, when they get them, are mind-blowing.”

“How often do they get to, you know…”

“That depends. I have a different system for each of them. One of them earns points for doing things that are useful. 5 points for cooking me dinner, 5 points for giving me an orgasm, 90 points for attending a massage or pedicure course for me. But we have used the system to improve his life as well. 5 points for going to the gym, 50 points when he meets his weight loss goal each month. Minus 5 points if I find out he was hungover. He benefits from the structure.”

“And how many points does he need each time?”

“100 gets him unlocked, but he might need to save up rather a lot more depending on how he wants to orgasm.”

“Wow,” Emmi shook her head disbelievingly. “And the others?”

“Number 2 enjoys little games of chance. We play cards, roll dice, things like that. Some rewards, some punishments, but always in my favor. He enjoys the possibility of winning, and adores his rewards when he gets them, but really he enjoys being the loser.” She looked Luca up and down. “Maybe like this one here?”

“Number 3 likes not to know what’s coming,” she continued. “Sometimes I unlock him, tease him for a minute, and then put him right back in. Other times I will milk him over and over until he’s begging me to stop. I punish him often, sometimes for rules I’ve just made up. He likes me to be cruel, and capricious. Since he never knows what I will do, he is always eager to please.”

Emmi shivered at the image of total control. “I can certainly see the appeal. But isn’t it a lot of responsibility for you? So much to manage and think about.”

“True, sometimes it is a lot of effort. But we always have a responsibility to the people we love. And I do love each of them, in my own way.”

Emmi smiled at that surprisingly sweet sentiment. She often felt the weight of that responsibility herself.

“Anyway, it is all worth it for me. Men think with their cocks, and when you have them in one of these all they are thinking of is you,” her voice took on an almost evangelizing quality, passionate and persuasive. “The rush of having a man begging on his knees while you hold the key to his pleasure. The sight of his trapped manhood flapping uselessly while you sit on his face. Him pleading for the honor of simply touching you. I’ve had men begging me to take away their orgasm just for the opportunity to kiss my ass. It’s a thrill like no other. It’s intoxicating.”

Emmi looked at Luca, his face hard to read. “It’s tempting, but I just don’t know. There are so many practicalities. Will it hurt? What if we lose the key? It’s a lot to think about.”

“It’s not for everyone,” Marie admitted. “We are open tomorrow, if you are still here. You can take some time to think about it.”

Emmi nodded, glad she wasn’t being given the hard sell.

“Come on, I have one more thing I want to show you.”

Maria led them to a wall with various harnesses, many with a plastic phallus attached to the front.

“Strap-ons are my newest obsession. I know they might look a little silly, but the feeling you get when you put them on is quite something. It makes you realize why men act so cocky!” she laughed at her own joke, the excitement of sharing her passion making her a little giddy. “The role reversal gives this some extra jouissance. I’m training my Number 3 boy to orgasm just from getting pounded with this, which should be possible since I’m keeping him well-locked and teased at the moment. But just the feeling of dominating a man when you are wearing one of these is enough to justify getting one. Here, do you want to try one on?”

Emmi felt in a blur as the gentle but domineering woman swiftly pulled a harness off the wall, directing her to step into it before tightening it around her waist. She got the impression that despite how polite she was being this was a woman who was very accustomed to getting her own way.

“Comfortable?”

“Yes, thank you,” the harness came with a medium-sized plastic cock attached. It wasn’t huge, or particularly realistic looking, but it did give her an incredible rush of power. She swung the cock back and forth, giggling. Marie leaned in close and whispered.

“You should put him on his knees. Experience the feeling of submission. Then you’ll know why this is worth buying.”

“What, here?” Emmi was surprised. She had intended to make him feel a little embarrassed, but that seemed like it was going too far.

“Why not? He can clearly stand a little bit of embarrassment, or he wouldn’t have gone along with any of this so far.”

Emmi looked Luca up and down. They had known each other for 10 years. If he wanted to communicate a firm no, even without the safe word, he would. But he didn’t.

“One last piece of advice. You shouldn’t push him too far. But, mon amie, you do need to push him.”

In the moment it sounded like good advice from someone who clearly knew what they were doing. She didn’t know if she should trust this unknown woman with such a delicate, exhilarating moment in their relationship, but she felt like she could. Anyway, who better than some stranger in a foreign country to see this? No real connections, no consequences. A moment of mad experimentation lost in the liminal space of a holiday, a time that always lived half in fantasy and half in reality. She looked at Luca, who had been silent throughout all this. He had a safe word. He could use it.

“Get down,” he paused for a moment, but she knew she had to press him. “Now.”

The rush Emmi felt as he took his place beneath her was everything her new mentor had described and more. She felt powerful and sexy, and somehow more feminine than ever despite the appendage hanging from her hips. She wanted to thrust and fuck and dominate, to trample someone underfoot and laugh. Stepping forward, she let the strap hit him lightly in the face. She expected his eyes to look sullen or angry, but although there was a hint of stubborn resistance there that she desperately wanted to stamp out, the main emotions she saw were lust and resignation.

“Kiss it.”

Luca moved his mouth to the strap-on, placing a small kiss on the tip. Emmi responded by grasping his hair and forcing the toy into his mouth, first shallow and then deeper, the way he did when she was on her knees for him. So, this is what is feels like, she thought, to have an eager mouth around your cock. It was nothing like the intense physical experience of receiving actual oral sex, but something altogether different. A power dynamic laid bare, with one person on their knees and the other standing dominant and victorious above them. Luca looked up at her with watering, pleading eyes as she reached the back of his throat. The thrill of role reversal and the taboo nature of the scene combined to bring Emmi somehow close to an electric feeling of orgasm despite the lack of real stimulation.

Luca gagged and Marie laughed, breaking the spell suddenly. Emmi felt suddenly embarrassed and worried.

“Are you OK?” she said, only just stopping herself from saying sorry.

“I am. Goddess,” he smiled weakly but unmistakably, putting her mind at ease.

“Oh, I do love to see a young couple exploring new things with each other!” Marie gushed. “You’ve brightened my day.”

All three of them laughed, breaking any lingering sense of tension.

“Still, it looks like his throat needs plenty of training. His gagging got spit on your pretty toes!” Marie pointed to wear some drops of saliva had fallen off the strap-on and onto Emmi’s sandalled feet.

“You’re right. Clean it up loser, with your tongue.”

Emmi was surprised at his lack of resistance as Luca leaned in on all fours, lapping gently at her feet while both women laughed. Emmi placed her other foot on the back of his head, forcing him to remain prostrate in front of her, putting out her arm to steady herself on Marie.

“I love you two! Let me give you a few extra attachments for the harness and some lube for free. I think you are going to need it.”

“Thank you, you’ve been amazing! OK, you can go pay the nice lady. And remember your manners while you do.” Emmi removed her sandal from his head, allowing him to come back onto his knees.

“Yes, Goddess and thank you maitresse.”

“I will box this all up for you and meet you at the counter,” Marie began helping Emmi out of the harness. “I’ll give you my business card as well. I’d love to get an email about how you get on!”

Emmi promised to keep in touch, not knowing yet whether she really would. This might all start to feel much stranger, and more real, when they left the shop. The spell could easily be broken at any point. She stroked Luca’s hair and kissed him tenderly on the cheek before sending him off to pay while she browsed a little more. She needed a moment to collect herself after what just happened, and to plan her next steps.

***

“That was...”

“Intense,” Emmi finished his thought for him, the way they so often both did. They were walking away from the shop, planning to go to a quiet bistro they had spotted a few streets down. Luca carried a nondescript black bag with their new collection of toys in it. Marie had given them both a big hug before they left, making them promise to come back if they needed anything at all.

“Yeah. Intense.”

“Are you good though? I know we didn’t really discuss the idea of anyone else seeing any of that.”

“I’m good. I think if you’d asked me in advance I wouldn’t have said yes,” He paused for a moment. “But honestly, it was hot.”

“You liked it?”

“Some of it, yeah.”

“What did you like?”

“You, mainly.”

“Charmer,” Emmi prodded him in the ribs. “It’ll take more than that to get a reward. Maybe I need to tie you up and get the information out of you.”

“Ha, I’m sure you will. I mean it though, I loved seeing you so confident and demanding. The activity is less important than the attitude. Right now, I’d do anything for you.”

“Even lock up your cock and give me the key?”

“Maybe. I mean, it looks sore and I think I would hate it, but I also kind of like when you make me do things I don’t want to.” he looked sheepish and adorable, trying to explain the psychology behind his desires. “As long as it’s only my cock that you would own.”

Emmi enjoyed the slight pang of jealousy in his voice as he thought back to Marie and her mini-harem. She cuddled into him, feeling a wave of protectiveness and warmth that mixed with the arousal coming from the idea of owning his manhood completely. “Only you baby. Forever and ever.”

They had reached the end of the street and could see the little bistro up ahead. He had earned a nice quiet meal, and part of her wanted to just put their game aside for a couple of hours. But the part of her that wanted to keep the momentum going was stronger. She felt the truth of what Marie had said back in the shop. If she wanted to push him she couldn’t let up.

“I want you to go ahead and get us a table. Then I want you to go to the toilet with this bag. Take some lube, and put our new toy inside you, turned on. Marie said it would already be charged, but I need to go back and get her to help me set up the app.”

Luca groaned, realizing he was in for a difficult few hours.

“No complaining! You’ve been so good today, but I want to play with my new toy a little. Are you going to keep being a good boy for me?”

He nodded, looking like he was about to melt from her condescending praise. She was still trying to find her persona, oscillating between gentle, loving dominance and outright humiliation. He seemed to find the shifts of tone pleasantly jarring, keeping him on his toes.

“Good. I’ll get you in there.”

With that, Emmi turned on her heels and headed back towards the shop.

***

Marie welcomed her with a wide, friendly grin. “Back again so soon?”

Emmi smiled sheepishly. “I was wanting to get your help setting up the app for the remote vibrator.”

“Of course, I’m happy to help and very happy to see you getting some use out of the toys already! Is that all you need though? I’m sure you could have worked out how to set up an app. After all, there are instructions in the box!”

“Well, there was something else.”

“Yes?” Marie arched an eye knowingly, like a Bond girl or femme fatale.

“The chastity thing. The cock cages. Should I do it?”

Emmi wasn’t quite sure what she wanted out of this conversation, but something about the cages had stuck with her. They were intriguing, repellent, and amusing all at once. She felt the draw to know more.

“Are you asking for advice, encouragement, or permission?” Marie took Emmi’s mobile phone from her hands and started downloading the vibrator app to her phone. “If you want to try it, you should try it. You only live once, as they say!”

“I guess I’m just a little confused. I mean, I understand that him giving up control like that is sexy. But isn’t it a little extreme?”

“Maybe. But if it’s too extreme for you then why did you come back to ask about it?” Emmi paused, ruminating on that, before Marie continued. “It isn’t like it’s permanent, or even something you need to do for a long time. You can just lock him up for a few hours before playtime, so he’s in the right head space. It can be a way to make sure he’s giving you attention without expecting you to get him off. It’s certainly unusual, but it’s really no more extreme than a bit of teasing.”

Marie handed the phone back to Emmi. “All done. It will connect once it is in range, as long as the toy is turned on.”

“I suppose if it’s just for a bit of teasing then maybe we don’t need one. Although he would look cute and helpless in one of them.”

“Well, exactly! On the other hand, I know some couples who feel like chastity really adds something to their relationship. Saved their relationship, even. Men focus on their cocks and so they focus on themselves, but if you control their orgasms and their erections then all they will think about is you. It can turn doing the chores into a sexy game and turn your nightly foot rubs into a divine ritual,” Marie was proselytizing again. “Relationships and bonds are built on symbols. What better symbol than this?”

She pointed to the cages and keys, still sitting out on the counter. Emmi found herself pulled along by her logic and by the possibilities, but unable to fully shake her worries.

“I don’t want to use sex against him though, not all the time. I don’t want to change him, or take away control,” Emmi knew as she was speaking that this wasn’t entirely true. She was using sex to control him right now, and she loved it. “I mean, outside of these little games. Isn’t it wrong?”

Marie shrugged theatrically, suddenly seeming every inch the stereotypical Frenchwoman. “Maybe he could use a little loving direction? Many men could, and he clearly doesn’t mind you giving you a bit of control. You have a safe word I presume?”

Emmi nodded.

“So he could end this whenever he likes, but he hasn’t. It’s obvious that he wants to worship you, you can see it in his eyes, the way he looks at you. But he is still a man, with all their selfish desires. If you take control of his manhood he will only worship you more, the way he knows he wants.”

Marie took Emmi’s hand and looked into her eyes.

“You are a goddess. You deserve a devoted servant who can think of nothing but you. Don’t you want that?”

Emmi bit her lip and nodded. “I do like his dick though. I like getting fucked.”

Marie laughed, “Well it isn’t going anywhere! You can have him use his mouth one night then unlock him for a ride the next. Trust me, he’ll be very grateful. He’ll try to last forever and fuck you like a stallion, which is perfect, and if he fails then it will be hilarious. A win-win.”

The shop’s owner thought for a moment, taking on the appearance of a wide sensi, but in a corset rather than a flowing robe. She knew that sexual dynamics were complex, fragile things, and she could see that Emmi was struggling not with the extremity of the activities but with a sense of enormity. “It’s not like it’s something I would ever do, but if you decide you want to switch it up then you can simply put the cage back in the cupboard and coax his dominant side back out. Remember, it’s about what you want. What you both want.”

“OK,” Emmi said, suddenly sounding sure. “I don’t know how I’ll use it, but it can’t hurt to have one.”

Marie smiled, turning back to her collection and going into saleswoman mode. She had spread the gospel and filled the cash till. All in a day’s work!


Chapter 6: Dinner And A Show

Luca finished his meal and shifted uncomfortably in his seat. The meal had been delicious, sea bass and garlicky roast vegetables, but he had been constantly aware of the dull and insistent sensation in his ass. The generous application of lubricant in the toilet ensured that it was not painful and the feeling itself was generally pleasurable, but he couldn’t feel relaxed knowing that he was in a public restaurant with a butt plug inserted. He was no prude, far from it, but this was still something he had never expected to do.

Emmi was taking her time finishing her food. She seemed completely at peace and unhurried, enjoying a nice meal and pleasant conversation without any sexual overtones. It was almost obnoxious in its unassuming way, as if she was rubbing it in his face: I get to be a normal upstanding member of society and you have to sit there with something in your ass like a depraved little slut. The enforced normality of the situation introduced another layer of confusion, spinning his dizzy, sex-addled mind on its axis once again. He decided to go on the verbal offensive.

“So, what did you buy when you went back to the shop?”

“What do you mean?” Emmi asked, innocently.

“Come on. I know you didn’t go back just to ask about an app. What did you buy? Is it in your handbag?” Luca smiled, enjoying needling her, even knowing it might earn him a rebuke. It put him, temporarily at least, on a more even footing.

“You should never ask a woman what’s in her handbag,” Emmi took her phone out and put it on the table. “As it happens, Marie did help me get that app downloaded. Is the toy turned on like I told you?”

“Really?” Luca knew something like this was coming, but still felt the need to push back. Emmi finished the last bite of her meal and then simply stared at him, expectantly. “Yes, I did.”

A waitress appeared at the table, putting the breaks on the runaway momentum of Emmi’s question. “Anything else to drink? Maybe a dessert?”

“I’d love a Bloody Mary while I think about the dessert,” Emmi answered quickly before Luca had a chance to collect himself. “And just a water for him, he’s been bad today.”

The waitress looked confused by the last comment, not surprising given that it was her second language. Then she looked down and saw the matte black bag from the sex store, without a logo but perhaps not so anonymous when sitting in a restaurant just down the street. Luca could swear he saw her give a barely perceptible smile to Emmi.

“C’est bon.”

“You know,” Luca started, knowing already that this wouldn’t end well for him. “I’ve read that you shouldn’t really involve strangers in your kink if they haven’t consented, even just as an audience. I mean, I’ve got a safe word, they don’t.”

“Such a know-it-all, even in your current predicament,” Emmi shook her head and tapped a few buttons on her phone. “No one else is going to know what’s going on here, as long as you can control yourself.”

Luca felt a low, soft vibration emanating from the plug. “OK, I’m sorry. Can’t this wait until we go back to the apartment?”

“Can’t this wait until we go back to the apartment, Goddess,” she corrected.

“Can’t this wait until we go back to the apartment, Goddess.”

“No,” Emmi laughed, using the dial on her phone to increase the intensity slowly but steadily. Within minutes Luca was gripping the table, fighting desperately against his body. There was music in the bistro and they were seated far from anyone else, but he still looked around desperately, searching for signs of confusion or recognition from the other patrons. Suddenly, the vibrations went back to their lowest possible setting.

“Here are your drinks. Would you like any dessert?”

“Hmm, maybe after this drink. Merci,” Emmi said, breezily.

As soon as the waitress was gone the vibrations returned, pulsating rather than constant. Emmi licked the salt on the rim of the glass and then took the straw into her mouth, keeping eye contact with Luca constantly. Not an original move, but very effective.

“Please, Goddess. We can do this more at home.”

“We can do whatever I like, wherever I like,” Emmi corrected him.

She was right. They were both playing fully within the rules of the game, and they both knew that he had no intention of flipping the board and walking away. He smiled at her despite his predicament, and she smiled back.

“Imagine if you had won our little bet. Or even just hadn’t made it,” Emmi continued, reminding him that he had brought this on himself. “Think about all the things you could have me do. I could have been sucking your cock every morning. You could have been bending me over on that balcony every night, filling my pussy instead of licking it. If you’d played your cards right it could have been me gripping the edge of that tablecloth, trying not to come in public.”

Luca merely groaned in response. Emmi ran her fingers over the phone, sending strong vibrations through his body.

“Instead, I’m sitting here with all the power. Maybe I’ll make you come right here, maybe I’ll give you nothing all week. Maybe I’ll take you home and let you fill me right now. So, do you want dessert baby?”

“What?” Luca tried to speak normally, holding his moaning in. The sudden change in the direction of the conversation had thrown him. Food was the furthest thing from his mind. “No, no dessert. Let’s just go back.”

“I don’t know. I kind of fancy something creamy,” Emmi was toying with him, and clearly enjoying it.

“Let’s go baby. Please,” He was desperate, genuinely desperate for it to stop, and he knew he could make it happen. All he had to do was use the safe word, and the torture would be over. But he felt like she was pushing him, testing him, and he didn’t want to let her win. Not again.

Plus, as much as he wanted the vibrations in his ass to stop, he didn’t want this all to end.

“Ask nicely.”

“Can we please go back to the apartment Goddess. Please. I’ll do anything.”

“I’ll do anything. So unimaginative,” Emmi smirked at him. “Here, I’ll help. Ask to eat my pussy and give you nothing in return.”

Luca admired it. She was always one step ahead of him, drawing him further into his own humiliation. “Please let me eat your pussy, and give me nothing in return.”

“Hmm, I don’t know if you want it enough,” She drummed her fingers theatrically on the table. “Listen, someone will be back to take our dessert order in a couple of minutes, and I’m not turning this vibrator down again. So, either you convince me, or get ready to have the most uncomfortable dining experience of your life.”

“Please Goddess, please let me eat your pussy,” She raised an eyebrow, encouraging him to continue. “Let me go down on you and don’t let me come. Please allow me to lick your glorious, gorgeous cunt and then deny me. I’ll worship every inch of your beautiful body and then go for a cold shower. Anything you want. Just please turn this thing off.”

“That’s better, you’ve convinced me.”

She turned the toy off, suddenly. Luca breathed a sigh of relief, but also felt a contradictory rush of disappointment at the lack of stimulation. In some other context that toy would feel amazing.

“I’m going to turn the toy off for exactly ten minutes, then it’s going back on.”

“But the apartment is a fifteen-minute walk away!”

“I know. So you better hurry up and get the bill!”

***

Twenty minutes later found them on the balcony, Luca on his knees in front of Emmi begging for a taste like a starving man, just as he had been before their shopping trip. This time though, there was a collar around his neck and a leash in her hand. She wasn’t going to tell him no.

Five minutes after that his face was buried in between Emmi’s legs as she lounged on the sofa. He was completely naked, the plug vibrating gently in his ass while his hard cock leaked onto the floor. Emmi laughed as she came, grinding her wetness into his face. He kept lapping gently as she came down from her high.

Ten minutes later Emmi stood with her arms folded on the edge of the balcony, a glass of wine in one hand, a cigarette, and the handle of his leash in the other. She took a drag and pushed her hips back while jerking the leash up, pulling Luca’s face into her ass. She felt his nose nuzzle her while his tongue probed her slit once again. They were high up, too high up for anyone else to see them. She would barely care if they did though. I’m the queen, she thought. I’m a fucking Goddess. And there’s nowhere I’d rather be.

Luca broke away to grasp his breath, “I fucking love this. I want this holiday to go on forever.”

“Me too. Me too,” she loved how in sync their minds still seemed to be.

“Do you want me to lick your ass?”

“Rephrase,” Emmi said.

“Please may I lick your ass, Goddess.”

“No, let’s save that for tomorrow, it can be your reward if you’re good,” Emmi felt a delicious rush of power at that statement. She had taken something that should be a punishment or a shameful secret and turned it into a reward. The possibilities felt endless.

“Go and get dressed slut, no plug. I want you to be comfortable. I’m taking you out for a drink.”


Chapter 7: No Pain, No Gain

Luca woke up with the depressingly familiar feeling of a hangover.

Dry mouth? Check.

Sore head? Check.

General feeling of confusion? Check.

Fear, regret, and embarrassment?

Not quite. Luca couldn’t remember all of last night but he was sure that Emmi and him had gone to bed happy. He remembered dancing in a raucous bar, smoking cigarettes outside with newly made friends, and falling into bed for a big cuddle at the end of the night. And really, that was all that mattered. A big drink of water and some painkillers would get rid of his headache, but he would be happy as long as they had both had a good night. As long as Emmi was happy.

That thought reminded him of their game. Or perhaps now it was more than a game. It was a new dynamic, at least for now. His cock stirred as he remembered the taste of her pussy. His face reddened as he remembered the intensity of the vibrations in the restaurant. Horniness fought against genuine unease as he thought about getting on his knees and gagging on Emmi’s fake cock right there in a sex shop. In front of someone else. A stranger.

Horniness won. Luca rolled over and snuggled into Emmi.

“Good morning,” She pushed back against him. “How are you feeling?”

“A little fragile. But I’ve felt worse.”

“Poor baby. Is there anything I could do to make you feel better?”

Luca ground against her, his dick taking over from his brain, “I can think of something that usually makes me feel better.”

Emmi turned around, laughing and gripping his cock in her hand, “Oh really. Well, if it’s for medical reasons maybe I should consider it.”

Luca moaned in affirmation, looking into her eyes. Emmi pushed him onto his back and kissed him deeply, although he could feel her hand searching for something on the bedside table. He hoped it was lube she was looking for, but was shocked to hear the click of handcuffs. Before he realized what was happening his right hand was cuffed to the sturdy wooden bed frame.

“Your mouth smells like booze and cigarettes. I thought I told you I didn’t want you smoking, and I didn’t want you getting hungover on our holiday?” Emmi’s voice was firm, holding somewhere between anger and disappointment. It had a sultry edge to it as well though. The emotion felt genuine, but there was a touch of strict teacher roleplay in her voice as well.

“But you bought the drinks! You were smoking! You bought the drinks!”

“Do as I say, not as I do!” Emmi slapped him lightly and then smiled. “I feel fine. I might even go to the gym downstairs.”

“Bullshit.”

“Careful slave boy, remember who you’re speaking to. Say sorry.”

Luca stared back at her with sullen eyes.

“Say sorry, if you want any chance of coming this holiday.”

“Sorry.”

Emmi stood up on the bed, towering over him. She placed one foot above him, just out of reach. “Say sorry properly.”

Luca leaned up, head suddenly pounding, and placed a kiss on the bottom of her foot. “Sorry Goddess.”

“OK!” Emmi responded perkily, anger suddenly dissipated as she pushed his head back onto the pillow. She hopped off the bed and started getting dressed, putting on tight cycling shorts and a sports bra. “I’m going to leave you to rest here and think about what you’ve done while I go get some exercise done. I want to work up a sweat.”

“Are you going to leave me like this?” Luca asked.

“Sure, why not? I won’t be too long,” Emmi took his phone and placed it next to him. “If there’s an emergency you can phone me on this. I don’t want you watching, or reading, anything naughty though. Can I trust you?”

“Yes, Goddess,” He sounded resigned, knowing she had once again got him right where she wanted him. “I am really thirsty though. Can you leave me some water?”

“Sure babe,” Emmi took a bottle of cold water from the fridge. It looked like a shining, beautiful prize to Luca in that moment, with droplets forming on the cold surface of the bottle. He licked his lips in anticipation of the cool liquid.

Emmi opened the bottle and took a long swig, letting out a noise of sweet satisfaction. Rather than pass him the bottle she leaned over him, parting his lips with her fingers. Luca opened with mouth eagerly, but before he had time to process what was happening she had spit directly into his mouth. Hot humiliation filled him as he swallowed her saliva, the sound of her laughter filling his ears. Emmi shoved the cold bottle between his legs, causing him to squirm as it instantly blunted his erection.

“If you want to touch yourself you can. But only if you are thinking of me, and all the ways you can serve me. And no coming, of course!”

Luca groaned and nodded. Emmi started towards the door but turned back suddenly. She rummaged in the pile of discarded clothes in the corner, picking out yesterday’s used panties. She pulled the red lace over his head, fixing them so they became a makeshift blindfold. He could easily shake them off, but he knew she wanted them left on even without her saying.

“Something to remember me by darling.”

Luca heard the door shut as her sweet scent filled his nose and enveloped his mind.

***

Emmi deviated from her usual habit of listening to music while she went through her workout routine, focusing instead on what to do with her willing captive upstairs. She found it strangely meditative, focusing on her breathing while she performed her sets of squats, deadlifts, and presses. Her options for what do to next with Luca were spread out in her mind, like overlapping and equally inviting paths. Under other circumstances she might have found the pressure and responsibility too much, the endless options overwhelming. Today though, she felt confident. Whatever she did would be fun for her, and he would be blessed simply to have her attention. The question now was. simply, what did she want to happen next?

Luca certainly needed some loving attention today, a reward for playing along so gamely. Despite her stern words in the room, he had been a perfect gentleman last night, sociable and attentive. She wanted to drive him wild with pleasure, to hear him gasp and moan as she caressed his hard cock and full balls.

On the other hand, Emmi felt that she had to keep the momentum going if she wanted to see where this new dynamic could take them. After a few wines in the bar he had started getting cocky and confident again, almost like he hadn’t been begging to eat her ass on the dirty floor of a balcony just a few hours earlier. That reminded her far too much of the men at her office, blessed as they were with the certainty that everything would work out for them in the end, that the world would bend to their will. In the end Luca had fallen asleep as soon as they got back to bed, exhausted in her arms. It was sweet, a lovely wholesome cuddle, but she had grown accustomed already to his servile begging and she didn’t like how much he seemed to have adjusted his expectations. And although she could hardly blame him for what he did when he was asleep, she hadn’t appreciated the way his hands seemed to find themselves drawn towards his own crotch as he readjusted position in the mornings, or onto her breasts and buttocks. Emmi thought about Marie’s advice, about loving but firm leadership. She resolved to go home and nip this in the bud. To keep him properly in his place by providing both a carrot and a stick.

Emmi moved onto the treadmill and started to form her plan. She loved being worshipped like a goddess, loved the feeling of his lips and tongue on her skin. Luca seemed to like it just as much, his greedy mouth working tirelessly to please whatever part of her body she deigned to give him. It had always been like this, right from the start of their relationship. His oral fixation and predilection for her feet meant that he was constantly ready to put his mouth to work for her pleasure. She wanted to see how far she could push that, now. As the sweat dripped off her body in the humid gym Emmi fantasized about seeing how dedicated he was, how dedicated she could make him. Could she make him so addicted to her body, her taste, her scent, that he would endure any sweet humiliation for her? Was he there already?

Of course, with the amount of teasing Luca had endured she expected that he would greedily and gleefully worship every inch of her body. It had gone beyond the confines of the game now, his desire to please coming from a newfound and genuine submission to her feminine power. He would get more teasing, that was for sure. But Emmi wanted more. She wanted to make him come, to see and feel and hear the moment of orgasm. More than that, she wanted to see him pushed over the edge, unable to control himself. Emmi wanted it for her pleasure, not his. The very thought of it made her wet.

If that's what she wanted, then that is what she would do. Still though, Emmi also understood the biological and psychological realities. Ruining his orgasm two nights ago had allowed him to ejaculate without full release, avoiding the post-coital comedown with its sulkiness and sleepiness that men tended to suffer from. Giving him a proper orgasm would restart the clock on the teasing and perhaps even ruin her good work so far. While there was far more than simple biology at play, she didn’t want to risk breaking the spell of his submission. She would need to ensure that he understood his orgasms belonged to her and her alone. She would need to work quickly to reassert her ownership and control.

Her plan came together in a brilliant flash. While she had originally planned to give him a humiliating punishment, she realized in the moment that it could be so much more. It was an opportunity to bring him even further under her control, to make him even more devoted to her pleasure. A pleasure that she had come to realize she needed and deserved. She felt a rush of power as she thought about lazily teasing him, about having the power to blow his mind with just the flick of a wrist. At any moment she could give or take away a sensation he desired, or replace it with pain and embarrassment. More than that, she could use the combined power of her words and her body to turn those feelings around on each other, to twist him in knots and make him feel that pain is pleasure. To make him desire denial, to make her sweet boy genuinely beg for humiliation. The interplay between these competing desires was endlessly complex, but Emmi was starting to feel at home. It was all giving her a special kind of power over him, and she loved it. Although she had never trained a boy like this, of course, she could instinctually see the path forward.

Emmi loved Luca as a boyfriend and knew that she always would, but in that moment she also wanted to mold him into something else. It may just be part of a game, perhaps just some temporary fancy, but the enthusiasm with which he had been worshipping her told her that for now at least she could play with his mind the way she had been playing with his body. That she could try new roles for them both, experimenting with the nature of their relationship. That he would love it, and love her for it, even when she made him do things he should hate.

She was going to make him beg her to take him even deeper into submission. She was going to use all the tools at her disposal to make him into the perfect little sub.

***

Luca had started greedily drinking the water as soon as Emmi left the room, although he was careful not to consume too much too quickly since he couldn’t get up to use the bathroom. He tried to sleep, suspecting that she wouldn’t be long. After all, this was just a game, part of her teasing. Wasn’t it?

Sleep eluded him, the feel of her underwear on his face ensuring that he could not clear his mind. He idly wondered what she would do when she returned to the room. Would he finally get the release he craved? He hoped so, picturing his sweat-slicked girlfriend fresh from the gym crawling up his naked body, rubbing his hard dick against her breasts until he exploded. Sucking his cock on their sun-drenched balcony, letting him fuck her with reckless abandon. Luca’s left hand unthinkingly found his returning erection, gently teasing it as he thought about all the ways she could please him with her hands, mouth, and body.

He wasn’t really so naive though. Emmi had made it clear already this morning that she was still very much on top. In control. She would be taking her own pleasure first, that was for sure, making him work for any reward so was generous enough to dish out. Luca breathed in deeply as he thought about tasting her sweet body once again. He would enjoy serving her like that, doing whatever he had to do to earn her favor. But would it be enough?

Emmi had obviously come to enjoy keeping him on the edge, using his body’s desires to control him far more than the rules of any silly bet could. Luca became aware of just how frustrated he was. Sexually, of course, his body desperate to feel the sweet rush of orgasm. But far more powerful was his sense of psychological frustration, as his mind worked to separate out the competing feelings and motivations in his mind.

He was frustrated with how quickly he had lost control, his sense of confidence and masculinity being inevitably undermined by their recent activities. He had consented enthusiastically and enjoyed himself thoroughly, but you can’t swallow someone's spit or have them control your orgasms without feeling a change in your sense of self. Emmi had made him do things he had never thought he would, not in front of another person anyway, even if she was an open-minded stranger. He didn’t feel entirely comfortable with where this might all be going. He thought about how Marie had described her slave boys, giving up their entire sex lives to her whims. Each to their own, but it wasn’t a future he had ever envisioned for himself.

A competing thought wrestled with that discomfort though, the jarring juxtaposition of desires heightening each other - he did love this, and he did want more. Not only did he want more, but he wanted it on her terms. To be led to uncomfortable places, to be pushed beyond his boundaries. Luca wanted Emmi to own him, to keep owning him, and wasn’t sure if he would want it to end when they landed back home. He wanted to remain devoted to her pleasure and controlled by her punishments, but it went beyond sex. He craved the electric feeling he got when she ordered his meal for him, or when she had clicked her fingers at him last night whenever she wanted a cigarette. He pictured himself serving her, not here but back in their familiar home. Emmi using his back as a footstool, his face as a throne. He was more aroused, more conflicted and more confused than ever, images of his sexual servitude appearing more plausible than they ever had before. He could no longer separate desire from disgust or fantasy from fact, but his body could not lie. It wanted this.

“Glad to see you’re all ready for me,” Emmi was breathing heavily, clearly not long after finishing her workout. Luca hadn’t heard the key in the door, causing him to feel a sudden rush of embarrassment at being caught with his hand on his cock like a horny teenager. “Don’t worry, I did permit you after all. What were you thinking about?”

“You, Goddess.” Luca answered truthfully.

“What about me?”

“About how much I want to worship your gorgeous body.”

“Are you sure you weren’t just thinking about how much you want to come?”

“No Goddess. I mean, I would love that, I would love to. But it’s up to you,” Luca decided to play this straight, telling her what she wanted to hear. Slipping easily into his appointed role.

“Good answer,” Emmi danced her fingers over his inner thighs and hips, sending shiver through his body. Luca’s eyes were still covered, but he could make out the shape of her leaning over him, beautiful and intimidating. “If you want to come you are going to have to earn it, especially since you were naughty enough to get drunk last night.”

“Yes Goddess. I’ll do anything.”

“I know,” she found his nipples and squeezed them gently. “You’ve been very willing to please me so far, but now I want to test your commitment. A good slave has to be ready to worship his goddess, no matter what the time or situation.”

“Mhhhm,” Luca moaned half in agreement, half in wordless and frustrated pleasure.

“The gym was so hot, and now I am very, very sweaty and tired. I want your tongue to soothe my aching body. Now, if you prefer I can go for a shower first, but it might affect your chances of getting the orgasm you so clearly crave.”

Luca may have had an oral fixation, but he was used to Emmi’s clean and fresh body. He was far from squeamish about these things, but the thought of being used as a glorified sweat towel sent another hot flush of humiliation running through his body. Nevertheless, he knew what he had to do.

“Use me as you wish Goddess.”

He felt her hot breath on him and smelled the sweet, pleasant smell of her as she leaned in to remove his makeshift blindfold.

“Good boy,” she stared deep into his eyes. “I’m going to train you to clean my body, however and whenever I want. I want you addicted to me and only me. Take your punishments, take your training, and get your reward.”

Luca’s mind reeled at the implication. He had spent many nights happily rubbing her tired feet, but this seemed to be something entirely more. All the talk of training and addiction had a sense of permanence to it, something that went beyond their usual play and something that would last far beyond this holiday. He felt that his fantasy, dream and nightmare that it was, was coming true.

Emmi tied his free hand to the bed with another restraint, leaving both arms stretched out above his head. She did the same to each leg, leaving him spread eagle and feeling distinctly vulnerable. She ran her hands over his body, smiling as her ministrations brought the desired, inevitable response from his body. Luca shook and moaned gently as Emmi explored him. She kissed his lips, gently at first but then hard and possessively, shoving her tongue into his mouth. She licked his face lewdly, as if marking her territory.

“Your face, your mouth, your lips, your tongue. All mine.”

Making her point physically, Emmi leaned across them and rested her armpit on his face. “Sniff, but don’t lick. Can you smell how hard I worked at the gym?”

He could, and moaned in affirmation as her hand found his cock and began gently stroking.

“That’s it. While you were lying here hungover I was working out. While you were tied to the bed, I was fresh as a daisy. That’s why I’m the goddess, and you’re the lazy little slave who needs to be trained.

“Yes Goddess,” her words were filling his mind as her pheromones filled his nose.

“Trained to worship. Trained to serve me with your mouth,” Emmi began rocking a little, grinding his face into the soft, warm crevice of her armpit. Luca felt delicious humiliation course through him as he was objectified, turned into little more than a rag for her. At the same time, the feeling of her gentle hand on his cock drove him deeper into erotic bliss, indelibly connecting her scent and her power to his pleasure. He felt himself falling into a trance when suddenly she stopped, removing her hand and sending him into desperate spasms.

“You’ll have more of that in a moment, if you’re good. But this isn’t all about you. I need you to clean me properly,” Emmi paused for a heartbeat. “Lick.”

Luca stuck his tongue out, tasting her skin and her sweat. The flavor was both pleasant and unpleasant, musky and slightly salty. He licked hesitantly at first, but with more enthusiasm as her hands began to tease him again. He felt keenly aware of how degrading this was, how pathetic he must have looked. But that awareness dimmed as he fell deeper under her spell, his mind retreating from analysis to pure sensation, narrowing to focus on the core physical sensations. Taste, smell and touch.

Emmi encouraged him, murmuring good boy and that’s it while she stroked him. There was a place for punishment, cruel laughter and humiliation, but right now her control was coming from giving him something he wanted. Creating a Pavlovian relationship between her body, in all of its natural feminine glory, and his pleasure. She switched position, giving him access to the other side of her body.

“Good boy. Such a slutty little sweat cleaner. Loyal little body slave,” Emmi kept up a constant stream of encouragement. He did not need any further inducement, willingly taking on his debasing and delicious task, but her words did serve to further draw him under her spell. He wanted to be her good boy. He needed it.

“That’s enough now baby. Do you want some water?” Luca nodded, and she poured some gently into his mouth. “You did a good job. Are you ready for the next stage in your training?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“Good boy. I’m going to put the plug back in, OK baby? But if you are too sore from yesterday I can leave it out.”

“I’m OK. You can do what you like with me Goddess,” Luca was disarmed by the changes in tone, with how Emmi switched between hard and gentle dominance. When she was strict with him he felt overpowered, knowing his resistance would be broken down harshly. When she was gently leading him where she wanted him to go he simply felt like he couldn’t say no. Either way, he knew he was going to let her get what she wanted.

“That’s the right answer,” Emmi moved off the bed briefly, grabbing the lube and the plug from the bedside table and positioning herself in between his legs. “I plan on playing with my new strap-on soon, and I intend to make you take all off it. So it’s to your benefit that we train you up to it a bit. Now, arch your back.”

Luca gasped as she used her lube-covered finger to tease him, the liquid feeling cold inside him. That sensation was replaced by a warm and filling feeling as Emmi pushed the plug into him once again. She leaned in a placed a single, soft kiss on the tip of his cock, making eye contact and smiling. He was harder than he could ever have imagined.

“This is about punishing you and training you, but that doesn’t mean that that you should get all the attention, does it slave?”

“No, Goddess.”

“So, while you get used to having your slutty little ass stretched, I’m going to use your face to make sure you remember who it is you’re being trained to serve,” Emmi sat on his chest, placing her feet on either side of Luca’s face. She undid the laces of her sports shoes, slipping them off and placing them disrespectfully on his pillow. She shimmed out of her tight cycling shorts and then quickly rolled up to straddle his neck. She smiled, looking into his eyes and stroking his hair. “Would you like to eat my pussy?”

“Oh my God, yes,” Luca did not need to feign enthusiasm. Focusing on her would give him a welcome distraction from his own feeling of maddening arousal.

“Even though I’ve just been to the gym? Just been for a long run in this heat?”

“Yes. I love everything about you, about your body.”

“Really? Smell me and tell me that again.” Emmi grabbed his head and pulled it in tight towards her thin, nylon panties. He sniffed and shuddered, in delight rather than disgust.

“You smell amazing, I want to taste you so badly Goddess.”

“That’s fucking disgusting,” Emmi slapped him lightly. “But it is the right answer. You need to be ready to worship every part of me, at any time, in any condition and in any way I want. So, I’m going to use your face and let you prove to me how ready you are to be my perfect little slave. Stay hard for me and I’ll let you lick me afterwards. I’ll probably let you come as well. But for now, just breathe deep and enjoy the ride.”

With that she slid forward onto his face, placing her nylon-clad crotch onto his mouth and grinding forward on his nose. The rocking motion allowed him enough time to take little half breaths, but nothing more, as he felt her wetness on his mouth. Luca resisted the temptation to stick out his tongue and taste her, focusing on his breathing instead. With each inhale he fell deeper into a trance, his mind dimming as his head filled with her intoxicating womanly scent. He moaned into her with each rock of her hips, finding a shared pace.

“Mhhm I love that feeling,” Emmi moaned, her voice strangely distant above him. “When you moan like that it feels like a vibrator. Do you like that? Being used as my little sex toy?”

Luca could only moan more in reply.

“That gives me an idea,” She stopped suddenly, spinning on one knee and reaching into the bedside drawer. While Luca filled his lungs with air Emmi rooted around for a moment before emerging with another of Marie’s little toys, a small vibrator bullet. Without giving Luca a chance to work out what was going on, Emmi turned to face his feet before straddling him again. “Deep breath now.”

Luca managed a half inhale before her bottom landed on his face, smothering him in darkness as her voluptuous cheeks covered his eyes. Emmi adjusted for a moment before finding a comfortable spot that allowed her hands access to her clit. That just so happened to be the position in which Luca’s nose was nuzzled directly in between her cheeks, teasing her ass. Emmi turned on the vibrator and placed it in her underwear, finding her sweet spot. She started grinding against, this time pushing back against his nose with her ass.

Emmi had never much liked the idea of receiving anal, but she seemed to be thoroughly enjoying the sensation of his desperate breathing against her asshole. Along with the vibrator and the warmth of his mouth against her labia it was providing an overwhelmingly decadent sensation, without her even taking her underwear off. She clenched and ground against him, using his face like an inanimate sex object. Time disappeared for them until suddenly Emmi shook out a shuddering orgasm.

She leaned back fully onto him as she came, and for a moment Luca feared he might not be able to breathe before she was finished. His first breath of air brought relief mixed with a pathetic kind of pride, as if he had just managed to get her off. No, he reminded himself, she just used your face to get off.

Emmi stood up after a quick recovery, removing her sports bra and now sodden panties. Seeing her gorgeous body revealed to him, the long legs ending in her shapely ass, sent Luca into a renewed reverie. “Please let me taste you, Goddess.”

“Taste me? Mhhh, OK!” Emmi took her well-used panties and shoved them roughly into his mouth. “If you want to taste me you can suck on them for now, while we do the next stage of your training. I am pleased to see you’re still hard though, so all on track for your reward!”

She was right, the cruel torment visited on his face had only further aroused him, and the evidence was plain to see. Emmi slapped his cock, causing it to bob around lewdly, “Have you always been this much of a slut for sweaty asses?”

Luca moaned through his gag and shook his head vigorously, drawing a giggle from Emmi, “No? So, I’ve managed to remold your mind with a few days of teasing? That’s interesting. I wonder what else I could make you love.”

She lay down beside her tied-up toy, spitting in her hand and stroking his cock while placing her socked feet over his face. Emmi had always been indulgent towards Luca’s predilection for her feet. It benefited her of course, with regular foot massages and the occasional pedicure, but she had never fully understood it. Now, Luca could see her go into analytical mode, like a scientist with a perfect test subject.

“Now, I know you already liked my feet, but do you still like them like this?” Emmi pushed her feet into his face hard, pinching his nose between her socks. Luca shook and moaned in affirmation, breathing in deeply, “Interesting. Have you always wanted to sniff my sweaty feet?”

He made an indistinct, non-committal noise, the kind that signified maybe or I don’t know.

“I suspect you always wanted something like this, but a bit of teasing and frustration has simply allowed you to admit it to yourself. Allowed you to show your true self,” Emmi was thinking out loud now. “Although in a way it’s even hotter if I’ve managed to condition you, to push you into wanting my body in dirtier and dirtier ways. If a little bit of cock-teasing has taken your enjoyment of my nice, soft feet and turned it into some perverted desire for filth and humiliation. You know these are the same socks I wore on the journey here?”

Luca groaned, long and deep. He was starting to lose track of what she wanted and what he wanted. He had never felt hornier and had never felt like less of a man. Was he really this much of a pervert? Was Emmi really becoming a goddess to him? Would she ever be able to look at him the same after this? His mind raced with questions, but his ability to answer them was obliterated by his burning desire for her.

***

Luca’s breath became more and more ragged, his body beginning to shake constantly as her words drove him deeper into submission. Emmi could feel his orgasm coming quickly.

“Either way, it's fucking pathetic.” She removed her hands just before he reached the edge, leaving him thrusting up helplessly. Tears of frustration were beginning to form in his eyes, drawing contradictory feelings from Emmi. She wanted to comfort him and make him feel better, but the sight of his desperation also made her wet and hungry for more. She knew she had the power to have it both ways.

She removed her sports socks and began dabbing at his face with them, using them as a makeshift handkerchief. It was at once tender and mocking, and an act of gentle comfort that nevertheless rubbed her domination directly in his face. “Shh it’s OK baby. I know it’s difficult, but you’ve nearly made it up to me. You’ve nearly earned your reward. Do you want to keep going?”

Luca nodded, and she removed her balled-up panties from his mouth. “I love you Goddess, every inch of you.”

“That’s right. I love you to baby, and I know you love me. But I’m going to train you to love me just the way I want, in whatever way I want, whenever I want,” Emmi began stroking the sensitive underside of his cock with one finger, slowly and rhythmically. “Now, I want you to clean my feet, but I want you to take your time and follow my instructions. Don’t just slobber on them like an eager slut.”

For the next several minutes Emmi directed her boyfriend, test subject and slave to clean every inch of her hot and tired feet. Long, slow licks along the soles and kisses all along her high arches, followed by gentle nibbles on her heels. She adjusted her teasing to follow along, alternating between hard and soft, strokes and squeezes, treating his cock like a joystick or a remote control. She often felt ticklish and sometimes even self-conscious when he played with her feet at home but being in control eliminated that completely. Emmi felt sexy and adored.

“Maybe I’m going to make you do this every time I get home from the gym. Every time we go for a hike,” Emmi shuddered, imagining the possibilities. “What better way to serve a Goddess than to clean the lowest part of her body, right slave? Now, don’t forget to lick in-between the toes.”

Luca went about his task eagerly, moaning in affirmation thoughtlessly even as she hinted at deeper and more permanent submission. He was surely aware of how extreme and degrading her suggestions were, Emmi thought, but he was too lost in submission and arousal to consider how seriously to take them. He was simply caught up in the moment.

“If it takes teasing and denial to keep you like this then I suppose I’ll need to make sure you aren’t touching yourself when I’m out. I wouldn’t want you to waste all my good work. Plus, I’m not sure I could trust you around my dirty underwear now.”

“You can trust me,” Luca replied between licks.

“Maybe. Or maybe I need to take Marie’s solution on board,” Emmi replied, squeezing his cock hard. “Maybe I should lock your cock up when I don’t need it.”

Luca stopped licking for a moment and craned his neck up to look at her. For the first time in a while it looked like he might show to real, genuine resistance to an idea. Emmi decided to push through it. If he wanted to use his safe word he could. She took a sock and shoved it into his mouth, then picked up her shoe and placed the inside of it directly over his nose. “Sniff and listen.”

He did as he was told, and Emmi returned her hand to his twitching cock as a reward, “If you want to give yourself to me you need to give all of yourself to me. I know it’s a big step, but you know I’ll look after you. And we both know this is the best sex we’ve had in a long time.”

Luca was breathing deeply as she stroked him every so slowly. She lowered and softened her voice, drawing him into an almost meditative state. “You’ll get to worship my body every day. Rub me and feel me and lick me and taste me. You’ll get to experience pleasure and frustration like never before. You’ll get the joy of belonging to me, of giving yourself to me.”

“OK,” Luca grunted through the sock-gag in his mouth, nodding almost sleepily.

“No, not OK,” Emmi softly admonished. “I don’t want you to give in, I want you to give yourself to me. I want you to beg me to lock you up.”

Luca paused, looking unsure. They didn’t have a cage yet, so he probably hoped that this was just a hypothetical discussion.

“Don’t worry. I’ll make you beg baby,” She placed one foot on the shoe, holding it directly onto his face, while one hand stroked him harder and the other began to push at the butt plug. Her hand moved quicker and quicker as did his breathing, driving him towards orgasm within seconds. “You’ll be ready to beg.”

As he reached the edge Emmi removed her hand from his cock, quickly slapping and then grabbing his balls. His cock stood hard and stiff for 5, 10, 15 long seconds before a few spurts shot out of it. Luca choked back what sounded like a sob as the torture of another ruined orgasm drove him toward the brink. Emmi laughed again, face entranced by the sight of his steel-tight body.

“Poor baby. Let’s count that as your punishment, and your training,” she removed the shoe from his face and the sock from his mouth, looking into his wild blue eyes. “We can stop now, or we can continue for your reward.”

“What’s the reward?”

“It’s whatever I decide, of course! But since you’ve been so good. I’ll tell you. I’m going to let you come. A proper, non-ruined orgasm. I promise. I’ll even throw in a blowjob, since I nearly made you cry.”

“My reward then please, Goddess. And...” He looked adorably sheepish. “Thank you for my training.”

What a charmer, Emmi thought.

“You should be thanking me. Soon you’ll be the best little foot-licker in all the land,” with that she bent and took him in her mouth, enveloping him completely. He tasted different, the result of his ruined orgasm being quite distinct from the full thing. She sucked gently and then applied pressure with her tongue, before pulling out and licking the tip. She found her phone and set the butt plug to a low vibrate, layering sensation upon sensation.

Emmi spent several minutes gently, skillfully worshipping his cock. Luca relaxed into it, his hangover long gone, as he was finally allowed to experience pleasure unadulterated by humiliation. He simply lay back and soaked in the feeling, his face unthinking and content.

After several long, luxurious minutes Emmi removed him from her mouth, taking his dick in her hand, “Are you ready to come for me?”

“Yes Goddess, thank you.”

“Good boy. Now remember, you’re mine.”

“Yes.”

“Your cock is mine. Your pleasure is mine.”

“Yes.”

“Forever.”

“YES.”

“Now come.”

***

The floor seemed to drop out of Luca’s stomach as he experienced a thrill of pure exhilaration like he was coming off the peak of a roller-coaster. His muscles tensed and relaxed, his heartbeat seeming to stop for a moment. His vision was filled with blank, white calmness, like untouched snow. It was pure ecstasy.

Within a few short seconds though, the peak of the feeling had passed. He was acutely aware of the warm, sticky liquid that had shot up his stomach and chest. His arms and legs were suddenly uncomfortable in their restraints. He felt the unfamiliar discomfort of the vibrator still whirring away in his ass. Of a sudden, almost disappointing emptiness inside him. Not just physically, as his aching balls found release, but emotionally. Le petite mort. That was at least one French phrase he remembered and understood. But worst of all, Emmi wasn’t slowing down!

Far from stopping at the point of no return as she had before, her hand kept pumping his oversensitive cock. Luca started squirming against his restraints, trying to let her know to stop, but that just seemed to make her go faster and faster. She laughed, gripping the base of the shaft with one hand and then rest the palm of the other over the tip, rubbing the top like she was polishing a particularly difficult ornament. The sensation was maddening, a sort of overwhelming and frustrating tickling sensation. It was genuinely painful, far from the post-coital cuddling he was used to.

“Please stop Goddess.”

“I said you could come,” Emmi smiled wickedly, “I never said I would stop.”

Luca pulled fiercely, and for a moment Emmi worried that he might break the restraints, or the bedframe. She adjusted herself so that her feet rested on his shoulders, helping to keep him pinned back on the mattress. “Ask nicely and I might stop.”

“Please Goddess, please Goddess, please Goddess,” Luca began to blabber and beg, repeating himself over and over as his mind struggled to form words. He craned his face towards her foot, hoping a kiss of supplication might win her over, but she remained just out of reach.

“Think, slave boy. Concentrate.”

Luca took a deep breath, trying to blot out the feelings in order to focus on his words.

“Please stop touching my cock Goddess, it hurts.”

“Oh? But you wanted me to touch you. You wanted me to make you come?”

“Yes, Goddess, but now I would like you to please stop.”

“That’s rather demanding don’t you think? Not very appreciative of my efforts and my generosity,” Emmi’s voice was calm but her hands were still working furiously.

“You’re right Goddess, I’m so sorry. Thank you so much for my reward, I enjoyed it so much. I would love if you stopped now though, and let me serve you,” Luca realized that she wanted him to offer himself to her. She had given him plenty of attention, and it could now be her turn once again.

“Now there’s an idea. What can you offer me?”

“Anything! I’ll do anything. I’ll worship your body, I’ll give you the best orgasm ever, I’ll -”

Emmi slapped his balls and turned up the power on the toy in his ass, before returning to his over-sensitized glans. “You’ll do that anyway. What else can you offer me?”

Luca groaned, wracking his brains, before sputtering out a weak “Anything.”

“I’ll help you out here, since you don’t seem to be getting the hang of negotiating. I’m going to keep going like this until you come twice more or until I get bored, which will probably take a very long time when you look this cute and helpless. If you want me to stop, then you need to agree to wear something for me. Something that might make you a little more appreciative.”

Of course, Luca thought, the chastity cage.

“I’ll let you put me in one of those cages Goddess, if that’s what you want. Please just stop.”

“Are you sure? You seemed pretty hesitant before?” Emmi slowed down but maintained her pressure. “And you still don’t seem that enthusiastic.”

“Yes, please Goddess, please stop and lock my cock. I want you to own me.”

“Why do you want me to? Other than to end your current predicament. Convince me”

Luca felt like he was in court, arguing for his own execution. He had read a little about chastity before and had heard Marie’s explanations. He could do this.

“Because I love when you dominate me, when you take control. I want to give myself over to you even more. Because sex is better when you’re in charge!”

“Hmm, maybe. But it seems like me taking on a lot of work. Even more responsibility. You say you’re submitting, but aren’t you just being a typical man, expecting a woman to take care of your cock?”

Luca was increasingly tied in knots. He didn’t know what to say, what she wanted him to say. Worse, he didn’t know which parts of it he believed, and which parts he was just saying.

“It’s not like that! I’ll be more focused on you, I’ll be a better submissive. I’ll be ready for sex whenever you like, and you can ignore me when you want. You can train me to be your perfect toy,” Luca took a deep breath, trying to think of the least selfish thing he could say. “You can have the sex life you deserve.”

“Now that is tempting. But what if I keep you locked for days, weeks? I mean, a slave is for life, not just for holiday. This couldn’t be just limited to our bet, you know.”

“Whatever you want Goddess,” in the moment Luca both meant it and didn’t. He felt like it was a fantasy, a bit of roleplay, but also knew better than to underestimate her after the last few days. “I want you to own me.”

“OK!” Emmi suddenly removed her hand and sprung up, planting a big kiss on his face. She removed the butt plug carefully and lay next to her boy, stroking his face gently.

The post-orgasm torture was over, and Luca felt a wave of gratitude wash over him. He wasn’t sure what would come next in their game, but he felt blessed to have survived this portion. The feeling, however, was short-lived.

“It just so happens I have a cage right here, so we can get started just now!” Emmi went to the corner and fished something out of her handbag. The metal bars of the cock cage seemed to glimmer intimidatingly in the light. “No time like the present!”

Luca was speechless. He hadn’t expected her to drop the idea, but at least thought they would wait until they got home, or perhaps pay another visit to Marie’s shop. He remembered her quick visit back to the Passage du Désir while he was in the restaurant last night. Was his mind so sex-addled that he couldn’t put two and two together?

Emmi went about her task quickly, not giving Luca any opportunity to complain. She used a cold, wet towel to wash him and get rid of his lingering erection before snapping on the cage. It felt heavy, cold and odd, although the true sensation wouldn’t be apparent until he could stand up. The cage had an internal locking mechanism, opened by a small key. She put one in the bedside drawer for safekeeping and placed an identical one on a necklace, leaving is hanging suggestively between her beautiful breasts.

Luca offered no resistance, his mind and body far too exhausted by the morning’s activities. He couldn’t help but admire her newfound abilities of psychological manipulation. How she had teased and twisted him into begging for this. How she had used pleasure with pain, punishment with reward, to swiftly expand his limits. When he had dominated her during previous play sessions it was with force, power, and brutal overstimulation, but she had found a completely new and far more interesting approach. Despite his misgivings about the cage, particularly about how long this would be a feature of their seemingly ever-extending game, he was excited to see where Emmi would take him next.

He was also starting to realize that she had been one step ahead of him this entire time. Not only leading him to beg for his own penile imprisonment but also buying the cage and quickly distracting him in the restaurant. Had she known where this was all going even before that? Had she known what she wanted before they even got to the sex shop? Was her instruction to have him shave days ago for appearances or because she had already considered the practicalities of him wearing a cage? He couldn’t be sure, but Luca started to suspect she was more than one step ahead of him. How far had she planned ahead of this, he wondered. The thought frightened and excited him.

Emmi rubbed and tugged on the cage gently, biting her lip as if deep in thought. She massaged his balls, seemingly lost in a momentary reverie as she admired her work. “So fucking hot,” she murmured to herself.

“What now Goddess,” Luca said after a few long moments, wiggling his hands and toes to remind her that he was still very much restrained. That seemed to break her out of her trance.

“I’ll untie you soon. But first, I just need a little more from you.”

With that Emmi placed his pillow under his head and fetched her wand before once again taking her place on her favorite throne: his face. Facing his feet, she again placed her wet cunt over his mouth without ceremony, commanding him to lick. They had used this position frequently in the past, but she had always been worried about being too rough, too heavy on his face. This time she had no such misgivings, driving his head back into the pillow and riding him mercilessly.

Robbed of his erection and suffering from his long and painful teasing, Luca expected to find this final task more of a chore than usual. To his surprise, he found himself falling enthusiastically into a pattern of licks and kisses, taking his cues from her body and her arousal rather than his own. He savored the taste of her juices on his lips as she clenched her butt tight, trapping his nose and periodically cutting off his air. He pushed his tongue deep into her, trying to penetrate her as deeply as he could even while he struggled to breathe.

Emmi leaned forward, giving him a temporary respite, “Remember last night, when you got down on your knees and begged to lick my ass? Well, I’ve decided to grant your request. Lick.”

He opened his mouth to respond but before he could speak Emmi had firmly planted her asshole over his mouth. Luca responded with long licks, drawing instant moans of pleasure from his Goddess. He heard the magic wand start-up and knew it wouldn’t be long until she came. “Fuck me with your tongue,” came the command from above, and he did, any feelings of humiliation being overwhelmed by his singular focus on her pleasure.

“You can’t believe how fucking hot this is for me,” Emmi spoke confidently, talking herself towards an orgasm. “Looking down at your locked cock, so helpless and vulnerable. Feeling the key on my chest, knowing you’ll do anything to please me. To think, this all started with your silly little bet. Well, it’s about more than just a bet now, baby. I didn’t just win this, I deserve this. I am a fucking Goddess.”

With that, she came. It was a shuddering orgasm, fast and long. Luca responded by craning his neck forward, fighting to keep his tongue on her hole. Emmi turned up the wand and pushed back against him, pushing for another orgasm as his tongue entered her. Screaming now, she squatted up an inch and squirted directly onto his face.

Luca felt like he was at the bottom of a raging waterfall for just a second as Emmi’s juices shot into his open mouth. He had no choice but to swallow as she drenched his face and the pillow, his mind reeling from the sudden and unexpected downpour. She tasted both bitter and sweet, the perfect flavor for their holiday so far.

Emmi leaned forward, putting her weight on his chest and she recovered. Luca felt completely and utterly used, causing a pang of unease as he recalled all the times he had ejaculated on Emmi’s face. His face and hair were soaked, his mouth tasted of sweat and cum and his cock was completely under her control. Still, he felt strangely at peace, as if he was in his natural place.

“Thank you, Goddess,” he murmured, not quite sure what he was thanking her for. “I love you.”

Emmi laughed in response. “You’re welcome baby and I love you too. Now let’s get you untied.”

She quickly undid his restraints, allowing a release of built-up tension in his extremities. He wasn’t sure how long he had been tied for, but in hindsight it was probably too long. Luca went to the bathroom to clean up, and when he came back saw that Emmi had made the bed, placing the sodden pillow on his side, “You can sleep on this pillow tonight, so you can smell me while you sleep.”

“Thank you, Goddess,” Luca replied, seeing that her orgasms had not blunted her new drive for domination. “How long will we do this for?” he said, gesturing down to his penis in its metal prison.

“Hmm. New rule. If you want to ask about that then you should do so from your knees.”

Luca got down on his knees and repeated his question. It felt different doing it from the ground. He didn’t know whether to look up at her imperious face or down at her beautiful feet.

“You’ll wear the cage until I say so. As for the game… it will go on for the rest of the holiday, as per the bet,” she paused for a few seconds, smirking and prodding his cage with her toes. “And then for as long as I like, since that’s what you just agreed.”

Luca didn’t know how serious she was, and he knew that whatever happened on holiday couldn't happen forever. That was just the nature of holidays. Still, as he looked up at Emmi, her beautiful body framed in the sunlight drifting in through the window, he knew that he didn’t want this to end any time soon.

“Yes, Goddess.”


Chapter 8: The Art Of Dominance

Emmi was enjoying her holiday. She was enjoying the feeling of the warm French sun on her bare skin and the smell of sea-salt on the wind. She was enjoying the continental breakfast on her hotel balcony, the buttery pastries and fresh fruit feeling deliciously decadent in her mouth. Most of all, she was enjoying the feeling of Luca lying under her feet, his lips softly kissing her toes while his hands caressed her calves.

Another plump strawberry exploded in her mouth as she uncrossed and recrossed her legs, dangling her other foot above his face. Luca lay flat on the floor, as directed by his long-term girlfriend and holiday mistress, naked except for the metal cage around his cock. Emmi smiled, looking down at the physical symbol of her newly discovered dominance. It had all started a few days ago with a silly bet - whoever performed best on a French test would have the other one as their servant for the whole holiday. It was a fun game, something they were both comfortable with given their previously dalliances with light BDSM in the bedroom. Quickly though, Emmi found herself exercising new levels of control over her sexy boyfriend. Teasing and denying him, using the threat of punishment and the promise of orgasm, had swiftly brought her usually dominant boyfriend to heel. A visit to a sex shop and a long conversation with the persuasive owner had led them to experiment with chastity play.  Luca seemed to like it, even when he resisted. More than that, he seemed to need it, craving the excitement of pushing past boundaries and discovering new pleasures while still blushing adorably at her threats of humiliation.

Emmi had realized that she needed this too. At first, she had thought that she simply needed a break from home and work. From drudgery, rain, and frustration. But this vacation was giving them more than that. It was a holiday from a world where she had to play by other people’s rules. Especially men’s rules. Here, she got to live a fantasy where she was served like a princess and worshipped like a goddess. It was a holiday of art, beaches and beautiful food but also of orgasms all day and massages on command. Of course, all holidays come to an end, she thought ruefully. But did this one really have to?

She put that thought out of her head and buried herself back in her reading, slipping her big toe between Luca’s lips as a wordless command. After too many hectic holidays they had decided to start dedicating at least half a day in the middle of their trip to doing nothing. A little holiday from their holiday.  No art galleries, no castles, not even a trip to the beach if it wasn’t right on their doorstep. Instead, it would be a bit of time dedicated to sitting in the sun, perhaps reading a book over a long brunch. Emmi had decided to spend her time reading and researching about male chastity. She had started with some blogs and guides, and thought she had a decent handle on the psychology of it now. Orgasm denial would prevent refractory periods and any attendant drop in arousal, with the never-ending sense of build-up helping ensure a hormonal balance that drove the man towards attentive submissiveness. The cock cage served to reinforce this, a constant reminder of their power dynamic that would prevent any kind of cheating from the man. Physical control to go along with the psychological. The man would benefit from enjoying sexual activities not focused purely on his prick, experiencing new types of pleasure while also taking more and more enjoyment from pleasing his lover. And of course, any man so inclined would also get a masochistic thrill from handing over the ultimate control. 

Control the cock, control the man. Simple enough. Emmi wasn’t sure about the pop-psychology, but it certainly seemed to be working so far. Since locking it on the previous morning Luca had been extra attentive, behaving like the perfect gentleman on their afternoon hike and at dinner. Emmi had made a point not to bring up his predicament too often, simply observing his reactions. He occasionally looked a little uncomfortable, but mostly just followed her around like an eager puppy, taking heed of her warning not to complain or pester her for release unnecessarily. She had rewarded him in the evening by taking off the cage, washing him thoroughly in the bath. He wasn’t given the chance to orgasm but did get to remain out of his cage while he licked her to a lazy climax before bed. That spared him the pain of a caged erection, and he had accepted her command to relock himself graciously. That almost disappointed Emmi, since she so very much enjoyed his pathetic begging and would have welcomed an opportunity to further tease and punish him. On the other hand, she was impressed at how well he was adapting to this evolution of their little bet. She was also surprised at how much she enjoyed feeling the cold cage pressed against her as he spooned her. She had his strong arms wrapped around her, but had his manhood encased in a steel prison.

It was this symbolism that she most enjoyed. The jutting, thrusting cockiness of a man controlled by a woman, who now held the key to his cock on a small key attached to a thin chain wrapped around her dainty neck. Luca had always been supportive, but he still had a hint of that male bravado. That tendency to charge on without thinking about the consequences. She loved it in him, but sometimes it spilled over into the sort of inattentive self-importance that she felt from other men. She didn’t want to change him, but she couldn’t deny that it felt good to have a man underneath her. Although she didn’t want to mix politics with play, it felt like a victory for her not just as a lover but as a woman.

Emmi thought about Marie, the sex shop owner with three male slaves/lovers. How many more women were into this? Emmi didn’t know but suspected that many would relish the opportunity to play with a pliant boytoy, if they were lucky enough to get a taste. Certainly, more women deserved to be treated like a princess every once in a while. And what about men? Was there a secret submissiveness inside every man, just waiting to be uncovered?

Maybe, but maybe not. I guess that makes me one of the lucky ones, Emmi thought, smiling down at her boyfriend lying beneath her in a satisfied reverie.

“Are you hungry darling?”

Luca nodded. “Yes, a little.”

“Ok, sit up then,” Emmi prepared him a plate of pastries and fruit. She toyed with the idea of making him eat it from the plate on the floor or even from her feet, enjoying the fact that he would certainly obey. He had been good though, and she wanted to save some ideas back for another time. Instead, she found a compromise, directing him to eat normally but while sitting on the floor in front of her rather than at the table. This allowed her to idly prod his trapped cock and heavy, full balls with her foot while she read.

Emmi’s research had led her to some blogs focused on orgasm control techniques and regimes. One approach involved using card or dice games to give the man some opportunities for release, while another involved a vigorous points system where acts of service would eventually lead to a reward. Emmi mused about these different options, considering which would be more effective and perhaps more importantly what would be more fun. It was an enjoyable thought experiment, but she knew not to get too ahead of herself. This game would last for the rest of the holiday, but after that all bets were off.

“Ok,” Emmi pressed down lightly on Luca’s groin as he finished his breakfast. “Let’s get ready to go to the museum.”

Luca nodded and, much to Emmi’s delight, lowered his mouth unbidden to her foot for a final reverent kiss.

Now this is how to have a holiday in style, she thought.

***

The blast of cool air as they entered the museum was a welcome salve to Luca, who was struggling in the heat. Art galleries and museums were always reliable sources of air conditioning. The walk there had been pleasant enough, particularly considering the unavoidable awareness of the metal cage between his legs. While it wasn’t painful, he doubted he would ever get used to the sensation.

Emmi, on the other hand, looked like she was experiencing the height of comfort. She wore a simple, sexy sundress that hung enticingly off her body, stopping halfway up her thigh. Luca could see that she had forgone her bra, her nipples just visible through the thin fabric. He decided not to dwell on that, not wanting the slight discomfort of an attempted erection.

“Let’s skip the pottery and boring stuff, head straight for the paintings,” Emmi said. The museum was big enough that it would take them a full day to see everything.

They meandered towards Renaissance paintings on the second floor, occasionally reading and discussing some of the more interesting artifacts that they passed. The museum was almost completely empty, aside from some rather bored-looking staff sitting or pacing in each section. Luca set off an alarm when he leaned in a little too closely to point out the detail on a small Grecian shield, drawing the ire of a nearby staff member who pointed at a line on the floor. Emmi giggled at Luca’s embarrassment as he mouthed a quiet désolé.

They soon came to a room full of statues, mostly Greek and Roman. Besides the busts of austere-looking emperors there were several full-body marble depictions, resplendent in their detail. With broad shoulders and taut muscles, the gleaming heroes of the ancient world looked like the very figures of virtue and vigor. However, they differed in some important way from the modern image of a virile man - the penises were all unusually, even comically, small.

Luca laughed and snapped a picture as Emmi posed next to one, making the universal sign for a small dick with her thumb and forefinger.

“What’s going on here?” Emmi asked, “Do you think they ran out of marble?”

“Believe it or not, the ancient Greeks preferred small cocks.”

“Really? Where did you read that, the International Journal of Tiny-Dicked Historians?”

Luca laughed again but couldn’t resist going into teacher mode, “No really. They thought it was a sign of virtue. Male sexuality was all about self-control, and small cocks were a sign of that. Being too large meant you were sex-obsessed, not governed by higher reason. Like a barbarian or an animal.”

“A likely story! I don’t suppose women got much of a say in this.”

“I doubt it, back then. Women were seen as uncontrolled as well. Overly excitable and overly sexual, while men were serious and self-controlled. Kind of the opposite from nowadays.”

While Luca was more into ancient history than Emmi, he suspected she already knew all this. Still, she liked hearing him talk about these things and always played along. He was enjoying his little discourse as well, feeling on firmer footing when he was talking about one of his passions than when he was being mercilessly teased.

“So, people were always OK with these naked statues? Even the prudes? Even the Victorians?”

“Not really. That’s where the whole fig leaf thing comes from. They used to have the genitals covered up with marble fig leaves. Better than them vandalizing the statues permanently, since they were easy enough to remove more recently.”

“Hmm,” she regarded the statue thoughtfully, “tell me, clever boy, did any of these warriors and philosophers ever have their dicks locked in a cage by their girlfriends?”

Luca spluttered, suddenly taken off guard, and then smiled. “I don’t suppose they did.”

Emmi stepped in close and whispered in his ear, “I guess that makes you the biggest bitch in history then.”

Luca shuddered and tightened as her fingers danced across his stomach. Just as he felt that she was about to make a quick grab for his crotch they were interrupted by a museum attendant turning the corner into their part of the gallery. She quickly took his hand and started walking, moving from the room full of statues to the portrait gallery.

“There was a whole art trope in the late medieval period dedicated to powerful women controlling men,” Luca was aware he was at risk of droning on, but Emmi always said she loved to hear him talk about his interests. It made her feel calm and happy, seeing him share his passions.

“Tell me more.”

“It was called the Power of Women, I think. There’s a word for it in German.”

“Weibermacht?”

“Yeah, I think so. You’ve heard of it?”ww

“Just an educated guess,” Emmi smiled. She had studied German in university, and still spoke it fairly well.

“I’m pretty sure that’s what it was. It was generally artistic depictions of women from classical mythology or biblical stories defeating or ensnaring men in some way. Often it was pretty violent, like Tomyris slaying Cyrus or Judith beheading Holofernes.”

“Grim.”

“It is. Some were a bit more whimsical though. Phyllis riding Aristotle around like a donkey and whipping him is a good one.”

“Nice. Is there any evidence for it though?”

“I don’t think so. It was a later story, meant to show that even the smartest guy in history could be led astray by a seductive woman. Pretty misogynistic really. “

“It is. Kind of funny though, and kind of hot.”

“I was always partial to the story of Hercules and Omphale. He had to spend a year as a servant to a princess as a punishment for killing someone. The big masculine hero being made to dress up as a woman and serve a foreign princess has a lot of comic potential.”

“You seem to know a lot about this. Are you sure you don’t like it for more than just the art and the comedy?”

Luca felt himself blush a little. “Maybe. I was quite into mythology when I was young, but I always liked those kinds of stories.”

“What kind? The kind with strong women?”

“Yes,” Luca wasn’t lying, he had always found the idea of a strong man being controlled by an even stronger woman intriguing.

“Fascinating. Now I see how easily you slipped into calling me Goddess. I almost feel like I should punish you for hiding how much of a pervert you were from me.”

Her tone was lightly mocking, but it still caused Luca to look down sheepishly. He had always considered himself sexually open, but this holiday was unveiling a level of latent submissiveness that he had hidden even from himself.

“I’m only joking baby,” Emmi took his hand reassuringly. “I love it, and I love you.”

They spent another half an hour or so wandering the museum, laughing and joking as they assessed the art. Eventually, they found themselves back near the high, domed entrance, ready to re-enter the afternoon sun.

“I’m feeling kind of sore,” Emmi mentioned casually while they took a short break in the small café attached to the site. “Should we try and book a massage somewhere?”

“I could give you one back at the hotel.”

“Oh, thank you baby, that’s so nice of you to offer!” Emmi leaned over and planted a big, wet smooch on his face. “I want to get you a treat though, so I can pay for us to get a professional couples massage somewhere!”

They had been for plenty of couples’ massages before, so there was nothing particularly strange about her suggestion. Still, Luca couldn’t shake the feeling that she was up to something. “It’s probably going to be pretty hard to find somewhere at this short notice.”

“I already found somewhere silly! The hotel had a leaflet for a place that does walk-in couples’ massages. Full body and everything!”

“The thing is,” Luca was running out of reasons to say no, “I’m a bit worried about the, ehm, you know…”

An affected look of realization crossed Emmi’s face, “Oh, you are worried that they might see our little toy?”

Luca nodded.

“Hmm. Well, I want a massage so I’m going to get one. I suppose it’s up to you. Would you like for us to both go for a couple’s massage and risk someone seeing your little predicament or would you like to give me a massage back at the hotel?”

“Hotel, please. Goddess.”

“Hmm. But you understand that I won’t be unlocking you right? Are you sure you’ll be able to stand having your hands all over my body, unable to fuck me? Unable to even get hard?”

Luca saw what she was doing, dangling two equally enticing yet equally terrifying treats in front of him, making him choose the flavor of his own humiliation.

“Let’s do the hotel,” Luca said, resigned. “I’m happy to suffer for your pleasure.”

“Good boy. A Herculean task, but I’m sure you’ll survive. Let’s go!”


Chapter 9: A Happy Ending For Someone

Luca looked down at Emmi’s body stretched out on the bed with a sense of lust and trepidation. She was face down and naked, except for a towel over her backside. She had insisted that he wait in the bathroom while she got naked, acting as if he was a hired masseuse and she was a paying customer. They had even stopped on the way home to buy some coconut massage oil, so that he could do the job properly. They often did this for each other at home, but it felt different now. Partly, that was because of the power dynamic and the roleplay element that Emmi had introduced. He felt like a servant rather than a boyfriend. But perhaps the bigger issue was that he knew this was going to drive him mad with frustration, trapping his stiffening sexuality within the metal cage.

“You may begin,” his client, owner, and Goddess said.

Luca warmed some oil in between his hands and began rubbing her feet, digging his fingers into her upturned arches. He had always given her frequent foot rubs, enjoying the high arches and long dainty toes, but he was becoming even more familiar with their shape and feel during this holiday. He knew Emmi had always appreciated the attention, but now she seemed to get a deeper rush from having him literally at her feet.

His ministrations quickly elicited moans of appreciation, which he basked in briefly before moving on to the calves. They did feel tight and sore, so he made sure to apply as much pressure as he could. Focusing on his technique helped to distract him from the unfamiliar feeling of stymied physical arousal in his shorts, encouraging him to work diligently as he moved up her legs. Emmi was responding with a series of deep, satisfied sighs. Luca loved the feedback, feeling needy and eager to please even though he knew this was all part of her cruel game.

“Take off your shorts please,” Emmi said suddenly. “I can feel them rubbing against me and it’s irritating my skin.”

Luca paused for a moment, thinking. He had no reason not to, but he knew that getting naked so close to her would only make it harder for him in his cage. “I’m not sure that’s appropriate ma’am, this is a reputable massage parlor.”

Emmi laughed at his attempt to turn her little roleplay against her, and then turned stern.

“I’m not paying you to tell me what’s appropriate. Get naked.”

You aren’t paying me at all, Luca thought, but he wasn’t about to ruin her little bit of improv.

“Yes ma’am.”

He slipped out of his clothes and applied more lotion, straddling her legs and moving on to rub her lower back. His body being pressed against her amped up the sensuality, removing any opportunity for him to disassociate or resist his growing desire to spread her legs and fuck her. His cock had grown as much as it could, beginning to push painfully against the cage. Luca felt himself beginning to grind slightly against her lubricated body as he worked on her. The towel was still just covering her ass, but he was desperately picturing how it would feel to rub his freed cock against her backside before pushing his way in between her legs and fucking her vigorously. Perhaps if he asked nicely-

“Let’s readjust so you can get my upper back,” Emmi interrupted his train of thought and directed him to get off of her. She repositioned herself so that she was lying with her head at the end of the bed, so that he could stand on the floor and lean over her, removing the need or opportunity for him to press his body against hers.

The angle did provide a good position for him to work her stiff and tight upper back, and he momentarily lost himself in the repetitive pleasure of his task. Luca admired her pale, clear skin which had thus far remained miraculously free of sunburn. It hadn’t tanned much either, but cute new freckles had begun to appear lower down her back and higher up her legs than usual in response to the sunshine. It suited her.

Another feature of this position was that it left his caged cock dangling just above Emmi’s head. Although she initially ignored this, it wasn’t long until she worked it into her roleplay.

“I like this cage, is this to make the women you work with feel at ease.”

“Yes Ma’am.”

“Excellent. I think maybe all men should wear these. Then we can be comfortable being naked whenever we like.” Emmi shimmied the towel from her midsection, revealing the two enticing mounds underneath. Luca wanted desperately to bury with face in between them.

“Yes Ma’am, you are right.”

“I know I am. Let’s do my front now.”

Emmi rolled over, revealing her body to him. It looked breathtaking, dappled with freckles and sunlight. Luca took in the feminine curve of her wide hips framing the pubic mound with its lightly trimmed hair. He warmed more oil and began rubbing it into her breasts. He loved how soft they were, having spent many hours nestling into them in bed or on the couch. He also loved how sensitive they were, finding himself unable to resist pinching her hard nipples as he massaged her. It drew a gasp of pleasure rather than censure.

Luca had often focused on her sensitive breasts and nipples during sex, especially when he was taking charge. Licking and pinching them was a sure way to make her come, while she seemed to get off on both the pain and the humiliation of having them roughly grabbed and slapped when the mood was right. For now, he just mixed in some light brushes and touches alongside the rubbing. When he saw her hand move down between her legs he felt almost in control again, knowing he could drive her towards some loss of self-control.

Just as he was starting to enjoy the vision of Emmi touching herself, Luca felt an unexpected warm sensation on his swollen and sensitive balls. She flicked and licked with her tongue, occasionally taking them into her mouth and sucking lightly. Luca should have felt in complete control, literally standing over his prone partner with her body spread out for him to ogle and tease, but the sight of his cock dangling uselessly with the flesh pushing against the bars of the cage kept him firmly in his place. She wasn’t pleasuring him, she was teasing him.

Luca attempted to maintain his composure but Emmi seemed determined to push him. With a slight move of the head she took his caged cock between her lips, the cold metal being enveloped by her warm mouth. He leaned forward, putting her weight on her as she sucked and licked. Emmi gave great blowjobs, but all this facsimile served to do was highlight what he was missing. Just as he was about to start pleading with her he felt a slap on his buttocks, signaling him to stand up.

“Just a little taste,” Emmi said. “Now, I want you to get my legs, and then watch while I give you a little lesson.”

She readjusted herself once again so that her legs were at the bottom of the bed. Luca worked diligently, beginning with the front of her creamy thighs and working his way down while Emmi continued to play with herself. His desire was reaching a critical level but was unable to find physical expression, his body threatening to drag his mind over the precipice into insanity. He focused intensely on his task, trying to block out the beautiful, enticing, maddening sight of her self-pleasure.

Emmi had other ideas though. “Look at me. Sit on the floor, look at me, and listen.”

Luca did as he was told, kneeling on the floor and looking directly at her pussy. She had one hand just above her clitoris, pulling the skin taught so her finger could better access the sweet spot. He stroked and kneaded her feet, wishing he could give his cock similar attention. She moaned, seeming to appreciate the initiative.

“Good boy. I want you to look carefully at my pussy. Look at how sexy it is. Look at how wet and aroused I’ve got myself. You could be fucking it right now, but you can’t. And why is that?”

“Because you own my cock.”

“Kiss my foot and tell me.”

Luca kissed, the taste of coconut oil on his lips. “Because you own my cock.”

“Good boy. Why do I own your cock?”

“Because I lost the bet,” kiss.

“And?”

“Because I’m your bitch,” kiss.

“And?”

“Because I fucking love it,” Luca kissed and licked her sole like a madman, overcome by her intoxicating confidence. Emmi laughed as he did so, carefree and cruel.

“I want you to give me a happy ending. Is that a service you can give me?”

“Yes Ma’am,” Luca replied. Something about the language made him feel strange, submissive, and slightly ashamed despite the fact that he had brought her to orgasm hundreds of times over the years they had known each other.

Emmi seemed to read his mind. “Good, I’d expect nothing else from my little whore.”

She spent the next several minutes instructing him on how exactly she wanted to be touched. It was nothing he didn’t know, having become intimately familiar with her body, but Luca knew she was doing it mostly to heighten his expectation and desire to please. She wanted him to feel like a grateful student pleasuring his experienced mistress, not a confident stud making his partner scream.

When Emmi eventually directed him to start his ministrations her orgasm came quickly. He curled one finger inside her tight pussy, lightly and rhythmically pressing her G-spot while his other hand teased and rubbed her clit. She closed her eyes and moaned as her muscles tensed and her legs spasmed, momentarily losing sight of her game and persona as the waves of please washed over her. She gestured wordlessly for Luca to lie on her, and he placed his head on her shoulder with a satisfied sigh. He wanted desperately to take his own pleasure, of course. To rub and grind and fuck until he could find release. But in that moment he felt content to lie in her arms, stroking her hair and allowing her to come down from her high. Her breathing was shallow and regular, and for a moment he thought she had fallen asleep.

“That was lovely. Now put your plug in and the blindfold on while I go for a shower. I’m not done with you yet.”


Chapter 10: Strap-In And Strap-On

The hot water felt glorious on her well-worked muscles, but despite the attention she had just received, Emmi still wanted more. More touching, more licking. She wanted it deeper and dirtier. She wanted control and she wanted to come, again. She wanted to be greedy and demanding, and she knew she could get her way.

Emmi exited the bathroom with a clear plan. She was going to use her new toy to take Luca in an entirely new manner. The butt plug had prepared him for her, and his, first shot of a strap-on. This was something that had been in her head for a while, since seeing it referenced in a couple of movies and TV shows. It’s something that must have at least crossed a lot of women’s minds. Strapping on a fake cock and going to town on a man: it’s the logical endpoint of any role reversal.

Seeing the way Luca looked on the bed only deepened her determination to make him hers. He had done as he was told, working the plug into his shaved ass and slipping on a blindfold, leaving him adorably vulnerable. He had even gone further, predicting her next move and taking up a position on all fours in the middle of the large bed. The vision of his exposed balls and imprisoned cock hanging down between his strong muscled legs awoke something in Emmi, a protectiveness mixed with lust, a desire to nurture his fragility mixed with the contradictory drive to dominate and own him. The way he shook with anticipation when she ran her fingers across his ribs only stoked that fire inside her.

The sight of the strap-on dildo itself knocked her off course when she took it out of the drawer. She wanted desperately to slip it on and use it, but the long phallus also gave her another idea. She had enjoyed Luca’s fingers inside her and planned to make amble use of his tongue over the next few days, but Emmi also enjoyed a nice hard fuck as much as the next gal. His cock was out of action during this little game, and she wasn’t ready to let him out just yet, but that didn’t mean she had to go without.

“Stand up,” she commanded, finding him quick to respond. “You can take the blindfold off now.”

Luca was clearly surprised to see the strap in Emmi’s hands rather than on her hips. She directed him to slip it on, helping him step into it and secure it around his waist so that it sat just above his cage. Pushing him back onto the bed, Emmi took up a familiar position in between his legs, taking the long phallus in one hand and squeezing slightly. It was cold and plastic, nothing like the real thing but pleasing enough. She peered up at him as she flicked out her tongue, teasing the tip before taking it in her mouth. Luca groaned, not in pleasure but in frustration. It must have felt like having a phantom limb, seeing his girlfriend lick and then swallow the cock between his legs without ever being able to feel it. Emmi shivered in excitement, glorying in the mindfuck she was delivering with her mouth.

He might be feeling nothing in the way of sensation, but that didn’t mean Emmi couldn’t find a way to titillate him. She bobbed and gagged and drooled on the stiff rubber, putting on a show while moving one hand under to stroke and tickle his balls. Making eye contact the whole time allowed her to take in the shifting expressions on Luca’s face, constantly dancing between lust and exasperation. A minute or so was enough, with Emmi reminding herself that this game was all about her. She put her hand on his chest and pushed him back until he was flat on the bed, ersatz erection standing proud.

“I need a good fuck, and your little predicament shouldn’t be my problem,” Emmi slipped onto the dildo easily, her saliva and juices providing amble lubrication.

Luca stared back up with sullen yet lustful eyes, but knew his lines by now, “Yes Goddess.”

“Shh, don’t speak,” Emmi placed her hand across his mouth to emphasize her point, “Just grind your hips like a good boy and keep looking at me.”

She kept her eyes on her boyfriend as she rode him, drinking in the cocktail of confused emotions in his eyes as she tried out numerous positions and angles. First kneeling while they both rocked their hips and then squatting so she could bounce on him, feeling the rubber cock go unbelievably deep until her thighs nearly gave out. She moved her legs through various permutations but always with her on top, always looking into his deep blue eyes. After a few moments Emmi put her weight back down on Luca’s hips and placed her hands on the bed, allowing his hips to do the hard work. She could see the exertion from the sweat on his brow and the frustration from the look on his face. He almost looked like he could cry, and with a hint of shame and a rush of power Emmi realized that the possibility excited her. His submission was delicious, and she told him so, pouring forth about how much she loved her new position.

“I love your cock baby, but I love you like this. So big, so hard, never tired and never coming,” she leaned back and stretched out her legs, her feet coming to rest imperiously on his red and blushing face while one hand furiously worked at her clit. The new angle was perfection, stimulating her in a way she had never experienced before. She felt an orgasm building and could tell this one would be wet and messy. “This is what I deserve. This is where you belong.”

With that she came, squirting hot liquid across Luca’s stomach and chest. Emmi half-groaned and half-screamed but didn’t stop rocking on him or touching herself until her orgasm had fully abated. She flexed and pressed both feet firmly on his face and felt him kiss them instinctively, like it was a task he was born to do.

“Good boy. Good toy.”

Emmi felt exhausted, emptied. She wanted to lie down and place her head on her boyfriend’s broad chest, dozing off in post-coital bliss. She had a plan though, and had to see it through.

She slipped the harness off Luca and fastened it around her own waist with a little difficulty. She thought she saw the hint of a smile on her boy toy’s face as she struggled with the adjustments and decided to put him back in his place. She sat back on the bed and directed him to a kneeling position in between her legs. With her hand on the back of Luca’s head she guided his lips to the tip of the dildo, finding his mouth willing.

“Let’s see if my little whore can suck cock,” Emmi purred. “Clean my juices off of it and thank me.”

“Thnk Yu,” Luca gargled as Emmi pushed his head down further, tickling the back of his throat.

“Good, now put on a show.”

Luca obliged, licking and sucking at the wet dildo like he was in a cheap porno. He had been in this position before when he was going down on her, but this time it looked and felt so much more wanton and depraved. She had also been in that position herself and loved it, even though it had always made her feel absolutely filthy. Looking into her boyfriend’s eyes she could tell he felt the same, shame and lust wrestling for supremacy inside him.

“I love seeing you suck my cock, you little slut. Now, I’m feeling generous. Since your dick is all locked up, I’m going to fuck your tight little ass for you. Wiggle your butt if you’d like that.”

Luca shook his body lasciviously if incompetently, attempting to nod his head with the tip of the cock still in his mouth.

“Good slut. But first, to show me how much you want it, I need you to take this entire thing in your throat. OK?”

Before he had a chance to signal his answer Emmi had already started to push his head down, curling her fingers into his hair and thrusting her hips up to meet him. She felt an electric rush of excitement as he choked quickly, the usually disgusting sound of gagging transformed into sweet music to her ears. She had already face-fucked him in the sex shop, but this felt different. He was naked and caged at her feet, covered in his sweat and her cum, while she sat tall and powerful above him like some ancient empress.

“Come on, you can do better than that! Relax your throat and think about all the times I’ve gagged on your cock. How many times you’ve fucked my mouth. It’s good to taste your own medicine sometimes,” Emmi pulled him deeper, seeing tears forming in his eyes as spit bubbled around his mouth. “God, you’re just lucky this thing doesn’t let me come in your mouth.”

With that she pushed on his head and thrust her hips once more, watching the strap-on disappear down his throat. He held it there a moment before spluttering and pulling back.

“Too much?” Emmi asked, suddenly concerned.

Luca took a moment to collect himself and then shook his head vigorously. “It was hot.”

Emmi felt her heart flutter. As powerful and even temporarily cruel as she felt, reassurance that she was on the right path always felt good.

“Good boy. Now take out that plug and come sit on my cock. You’ve earned it.”

Emmi applied a generous amount of lube to the dildo while Luca prepared himself, then lay back on the bed and watched as he hesitantly straddled her. She thought that this would be a good position to start with, since him being on top would allow him to control the depth and angle while they both got used to the strap-on. As much as she hated giving up even an ounce of control at this moment, she knew that it was good to start gently.

“Ehugh,” Luca lowered himself onto the dildo with a wince and a grunt, leaning back tentatively in a mirror image of Emmi’s previous position on top. He was far less confident riding on top than she was, having never had anything bigger than a butt plug or longer than a finger inside him. Each hesitant roll of his hips brought him deeper down, closer and closer to the base. Emmi placed a hand on each of his hips, driving him to move a little harder each time. Some gentle encouragement was needed amongst all the teasing and humiliation.

“Come on baby, you can do it. Take it all for me.”

Emmi cooed and stroked, petted and cajoled, until eventually Luca found some level of comfort. He looked both ridiculous and sublime. The metal cage flapped about comically as he started to bounce, but the sight of his large masculine body writhing on her fake cock was also powerfully erotic. So was the looked of pained pleasure on his face, as he wrestled with his conflicting emotions and the contrasting sensations. For several minutes she simply sat back and enjoyed the show.

“I think my legs are starting to cramp, can we switch positions Goddess?”

“Aww, is riding cock not as easy as it looks baby? OK, get off and bend over, let me show you how to fuck.”

Luca took a position on all fours on the bed while Emmi applied more lube, first to the rubber shaft and then to his ass. He pushed back and arched his back wantonly. She realized, despite his looks of embarrassment and furtive attempts to regain some sense of masculine control, just how much he was relishing this. Not just the teasing and control, but also the humiliation of being treated like a whore. The realization brought out something aggressive and primal in her.

Her hands gripped his hips and pulled him back onto the pole, working it in carefully at first before beginning to thrust faster and faster. Emmi felt a rush of power and endorphins, understanding suddenly the male urge to grunt and rut and fuck with as much force and aggression as they could muster. The fake appendage didn’t give her the intense sensations that a man must feel, but the sight of her partner’s supplicant body and the lustful sounds of his grunts as she fucked him sent a rush of heat to her cunt. She wanted to pound him into the bed and into submission, forcing him to take every inch of her and then making him beg for more.

Emmi found herself squatting on both feet in an effort to produce more power. She could maintain that for only a few minutes on the unsteady bed, returning to a half-kneeling position and slapping his ass hard. She pulled his face up by the hair, drawing a cry but not protest, before deciding no, I want your face down on the fucking mattress. She pushed his head down, forcing it onto the sheets and muffling his groans. Overtaken by a desire to assert her dominance in every way she stretched out one leg, managing to plant the sole of her foot directly on the back of his head. She slowed her thrusts to maintain her balance and took in the visual tableau: her strong, masculine boyfriend broken and drooling on the bed, under her foot with her cock in his ass.

“Your cock is mine, your ass is mine. You are mine!”

With each thrust she raked her fingers down his sides and back, not looking to hurt him but wanting to make her mark. She wished she had a pen so she could write her name on his skin. Emmi’s bitch, Emmi’s toy, Emmi’s hole. Suddenly she stopped, seeing a few of the faint scratch marks turn to angry red. She had lost herself and gone too hard, cutting where she had only meant to scratch. She stopped thrusting but stayed inside him, afraid to pull out too quickly.

“Oh my God, I’m so sorry baby! Are you OK?” Emmi felt suddenly panicked. She really hadn’t meant to hurt him, hadn’t meant to go too far.

“What do you mean? I’m good, it feels weird, but good.”

“Your back, you’re bleeding!” Emmi felt suddenly taken out of her persona.

“Am I?” Luca groaned. He genuinely seemed not to have noticed, too distracted by the intensity of her fucking. “It’s fine, really, I don’t care.”

Emmi breathed a sigh of relief, but still felt suddenly protective. She pulled out of him slowly and gently, and was pleased to hear him release a sigh of disappointment.

“Do you want me to keep going?” she asked.

Luca turned and looked back at her with big doe eyes, every inch of his body and expression screaming submissiveness. “Please, please keep fucking me.”

Emmi was back in business but decided on a change of pace. She grabbed her wand and then directed him towards the edge of the bed, holding his legs up so she could enter him. Traditional missionary wouldn’t quite work, but this was close enough, allowing her to make love to him gently while looking deep into his needy blue eyes. She drank in his expression, the soft O of his mouth as he gasped and the flash in his eyes as she hit his deepest spots. Despite the depravity of the activity, the taboos they were breaking, it felt romantic. It felt right.

“I love you baby,” she said, feeling the need to reassure and nurture him.

“I love you too, Goddess,” Luca replied, still deep in sub-space despite her new tone.

“Play with your nipples for me.”

Luca blushed and complied. He often directed her to do this when he was fucking her, seeming to get off on how slutty it made her look and feel. Emmi might have calmed down, but she was still taking advantage of her advantage, keeping him firmly in his place. She took his cage in one hand and pressed her wand against it, turning it on its lowest setting and letting the vibrations stimulate him through the metal. She fucked him slowly at first, building her pace steadily while increasing the strength of the vibrations.

“You sexy little bitch. Did you think this is how it would go when you suggested your little bet? Did you expect it would be your cock in my ass, in my mouth? Or did you always know it would end up like this?” Luca groaned a wordless, meaningless reply, lost in the pleasure and humiliation. “I think you knew. I think you wanted this. My cock in your ass, my pussy on your face. Your loser dick in a cage, getting vibrated like a little metal clit while I make your ass mine.”

Luca’s moans suddenly reached a new, higher pitch and suddenly, unexpectedly, he came. Came might be the wrong word. One brief, powerful squirt of semen leaped out of his cage and across his stomach, while the rest dropped out pathetically. Emmi’s eyes widened and she burst out laughing in genuine surprise. She had read that coming in the cage was possible, but hadn’t expected it to happen so quickly, or to look so hilarious.

“Oh my God, what a little slut! I can’t believe you just came like that.” Emmi’s laughter was emasculating and degrading, and she knew it, but it was also genuine. “Should I give you a pair of my lacy underwear, maybe some lipstick, since you’re coming like a girl now?”

Luca looked unbelievably embarrassed, but his caged cocked twitched in seeming approval at her words even as his face looked close to tears. Emmi slid out of him and moved onto the bed, cradling him in her arms and pressing his head to her breasts.

“I love you baby, that was so hot for me,” she said, knowing that no matter how wild their game got he would always need aftercare. “Are you feeling OK?”

He nodded in reply, giving a quiet grunt of affirmation.

“I didn’t go too far?” Emmi knew that between the fucking and the scratching and the verbal humiliation that she has pushed him further than either of them had ever expected.

“No. It was hard, it was a lot, but it was …” Luca paused for a long moment, seeming to choose his words. “Perfect.”

“You’re sure?” Emmi felt glad, his enjoyment bringing her as much pleasure as his submission.

“I’m sure. I love you, and I love this.”

“Good baby. So, you want to keep going?”

“I lost the bet, didn’t I?”

“You did, but you’ve been a good sport so far. If you want a break, or to end it early, we can do that.”

He didn’t take a moment to think about her offer. “Let’s keep going. Goddess.”

Emmi shivered at the honorific. She took his cage in her hand and squeezed it gently.

“I can’t believe you came in this. If you can do that, maybe I never need to let you out.”

Luca’s eyes widened and she held his gaze for a moment, until they both burst out laughing.

“Come on, let’s get you cleaned up. I’ll take you out for dinner, since you’ve been so good.”

Luca squeezed her tight and then rolled off the bed.

“Thank you, Goddess.”


Chapter 11: Exposed At The Beach

“Please, I really don’t want to wear this to the beach. Please.”

Luca was quickly getting used to begging, and from the amused look on Emmi’s face he wasn’t going to break the new habit anytime soon. That lost bet had turned into a kinky game of tease and denial which swiftly escalated with a trip to a sex shop and the introduction of a chastity cage. Emmi had taken to her role like a fish to water, becoming every inch the dominant, pampered princess. She seemed to have a natural ability to tease and control, bringing him deeper and deeper under her loving but firm dominance with every day. Luca had responded by falling too easily into a pattern of natural submission, faster and deeper than he could ever have expected as his sex-addled mind became obsessed with serving his girlfriend-turned-goddess. This new, unexpected layer to their relationship explained why he was starting their trip to a local nudist beach begging to be released from his cock cage.

Emmi sat in the backseat of their rented car, having insisted on being driven as if he were a chauffeur and she was some powerful dignitary. An easy smile played at her lips as she prepared to watch him embarrass and debase himself for her amusement once again.

“Why should I let you out?” she asked, “Just to spare your blushes? Come on, we’re a bit beyond that now.”

She was right there, of course. She had fucked his face with a strap-on in front of a very friendly sex shop owner and had teased him with a vibrating plug in a restaurant. A little public embarrassment shouldn’t be anything new after the events of this week. Still, Luca felt like this was a step further, with the idea of his symbolic emasculation being on show filling him with fear.

“It’s a nudist beach, everyone there will see it. They’ll think we’re perverts, might even call the police.”

“Oh, nonsense,” Emmi snorted derisively. “We’re going to this particular beach precisely because it has a reputation for this kind of thing. Plus, we’re abroad. Who cares what people think?”

“Please,” Luca tried his best puppy dog eyes, fully aware that he wasn’t going to convince her using reason alone. “Please don’t make me do it.”

“So, you agree that I can make you do it? You aren’t going to use your safe word over this?”

Luca paused for a moment, considering the possibility of drawing a line here. He wasn’t ready for that though. As much as he wanted to avoid showing the world his caged cock right now, he didn’t want to use the nuclear option and risk derailing this whole dynamic. He was, even if he didn’t fully understand why, having too much fun.

“No, I won’t,” he decided to lay it on thick, throwing himself on her mercy. “You won the bet, you are my mistress, goddess, and queen for the week. I will do whatever you want. But I am begging you, please.”

“Hmmm. Well, what will you do for me if I show you this kindness?”

“Anything, Goddess!” Luca knew she wasn’t going to just accept that as an answer. She had a fondness for making him come up with his own ideas. Picking his own poison. It seemed to be working well, her teasing little dilemmas meaning that he had repeatedly fallen deeper into her domination of his own volition.

Emmi extended her leg into the front seat of the car and Luca instantly fell into a familiar pattern, cupping the calve and planting worshipful kisses on her dainty, sandaled foot. Luckily, they were parked in a distant, secluded corner of the car park, far from prying eyes for now.

“The thing is, I can already make you do anything. That’s the whole deal with the bet.”

Emmi certainly had a point there. She could already command him to service her at will, so what else could he offer besides increasingly servile begging?

“Please, I mean it Goddess. Whatever you want, just let me have some dignity,” Luca showered her foot with kisses, a task she seemingly never got bored of having him perform. Not that Luca was complaining given his own predilections, but he was amazed at Emmi’s endless appetite for foot rubs and toe sucking. He suspected that whatever happened when they returned home his previously semi-regular foot massages were going to take on a new level of frequency and intensity. That realization gave him an idea for a potential bargaining chip.

“Hmm, that feels nice. But I’m still not seeing what you can offer me. Switch foot,” Emmi pulled back one leg and offered the other for the same treatment. Luca remained in his place in the driver’s seat, twisting round to face her.

“What if we keep this going longer?”

“You mean this little game? Keep your forfeit going after the holiday?” Emmi sounded intrigued, although Luca knew this wasn’t the first time the idea had occurred to her. “Tell me more.”

Luca hadn’t thought very hard ahead and wasn’t entirely sure what he was suggesting. He didn’t want to offer her his permanent submission, partly because it was ridiculous in their serious relationship of equals and partly because he feared she would say yes.

“How about an extra few days? Or trying it out for a weekend back home?”

“Not a bad idea,” Emmi nodded thoughtfully. “Lick my toes while I think about it.”

He slipped off her sandal and went about his task, still impressed and intimidated by how at ease she felt commanding him like this. They both lost themselves for a moment as he worshipped one foot and then the other, Emmi closing her eyes and relaxing like this was the most normal thing in the world while Luca found a perverse enjoyment in his debasement. He thought idly about the alternative world in which he had won their bet and spent his holiday receiving long, luxurious blowjobs each morning. How he could have teased and tormented her for fun, how he could have enjoyed every inch of her beautiful body in his terms. Now, instead of her plump lips wrapped around his cock he was enjoying the taste of her toes in his mouth. His cock attempted to harden at the thought, straining painfully in the metal cage.

“OK, you’ve almost convinced me.”

“Almost?”

“Almost. Let’s see you put that silver tongue to a bit more use,” Emmi opened her legs, propping one foot up on the passenger side chair and pulling her bikini bottoms to the side. God, she is insatiable, thought Luca as he awkwardly worked his body into position. It would be a tight squeeze, but if his Goddess wanted to use his mouth, who was he to say no?

As he tasted her wetness he realized how aroused she was already. Perhaps it was the desperate begging or perhaps it was the idea of extending this dynamic, but clearly mind fucking him was replacing physical touch as Emmi’s preferred kind of foreplay. What have I gotten myself into, Luca thought as she possessively pulled him in tighter.

***

Luca could still taste Emmi on his lips as they made their way down the long, gently curving beach. She had told him to disrobe as soon as they passed the vêtements facultatifs sign but had at least allowed him to remove the chastity cage in the car. She hadn’t deigned to expose her own body quite yet, actually putting on a long beach kimono to cover far more than she usually would. Emmi joked that if she decided to remove his cage then she would also deny him the sight of her body, although he suspected she would get naked later if only to feel the sun on her skin. Nevertheless, the different levels of exposure served to further emphasize her power over him. She could wear as much or as little as she liked, but he would be as naked as she commanded.

That dynamic didn’t seem to be lost on the people they walked past, with Luca receiving a number of knowing smirks. He might have been spared the indignity of wearing the cage, but Emmi had saddled him with their bags as well as stripped him of his clothes. They made quite a sight, with her striding ahead in her flowing robe and sunglasses while he struggled to keep up in the heat. Emmi didn’t seem to mind the attention, promenading proudly and making casual conversation.

It was midweek and relatively quiet but people passed by occasionally, most naked but some in beachwear. They found a quiet spot on the beach, nestled mostly out of sight between two tall dunes. Luca unpacked the bag and set up a little spot for them, spreading out two towels on the soft sand while Emmi watched him work.

“We need to get some sunscreen on you,” Emmi declared. They had applied sunscreen before leaving the car, but not to Luca’s now exposed areas.

“Um, I guess,” Luca was usually pretty fastidious about avoiding sunburn, but wasn’t quite sure where she was going with this. Relaxed atmosphere or not, he didn’t really want to be seen rubbing anything into the area usually covered by his swimming shorts.

“Of course! We can’t have you getting sunburned down there. It would be so sensitive. Now, sit down on the towel and I’ll do it for you.”

Luca sat down as directed and Emmi stood in front of him, her chest level with his face, shielding him from the direct view of any passerby. She squirted some thick white cream onto her hands and began rubbing it onto his thighs. He felt himself begin to stiffen as he stared at her heaving breasts in the tight bikini. Her hands found his balls, thoroughly rubbing in the cream before moving on to his temporarily free cock. Luca wanted nothing more than to bury his face in her chest while she stroked him to completion, but she kept her ministrations quick and efficient.

“Stand up and turnaround so I can get your backside.”

Luca did as he was told, mercifully able to face his lewd erection away from the beachfront. Emmi finished her task and then applied a little extra cream to her own chest, causing it to glisten in the sunlight. Luca offered to help her apply some more, hoping for a repeat of her topless sunbathing from earlier in the week, but she refused, “I think you’re excited enough as it is!”

Emmi opened up her table while Luca poured them each a glass of wine in their plastic travel cups. The sun was blaring down on them, and judging from Emmi’s body language it was making it hard for her to see her screen. Tutting in annoyance she directed Luca to stand behind her, blocking out the sun like a human parasol.

“OK, great. You just stay there while I read for a bit.”

“Really?” Luca asked, unsure how serious she was being.

“Absolutely. And don’t even think about complaining, after I was so kind to you,” Emmi’s voice was playful, but she made it clear that she would get what she wanted. She traced a finger around the top of her breast, drawing Luca’s eyes. “You shouldn’t get bored, since you have plenty to look at.”

She was right about that. Luca’s position gave him the perfect vantage point from which to admire Emmi’s body stretched out on her beach towel. He couldn’t disguise his arousal as he stood naked above her facing the beachfront, while her face was inscrutable behind wide sunglasses. He loved every inch of her, from the loose bun of silky hair on her head to the cherry red toes that she was wiggling in the sun. His eyes moved over her chest, now dotted with new freckles brought out by the sun, then down over her stomach to her bikini line. He pictured kissing her thighs and tracing along the edge of her bikini, teasing her sensitive skin with his tongue, imagining that he could still taste her on his lips from earlier. After a few minutes she rolled over, giving him a chance to gawp at her peachy backside while she read. She bent her legs and kicked her feet back and forward like a pin-up girl. Despite having already spent hours this week worshipping every inch of her body, Luca still wanted nothing more than to be alone on this beach with her so he could pleasure her once again.

“Bonjour!” Luca was broken from his reverie by a somewhat familiar figure walking towards them and waving. Emmi turned around and waved back, seemingly not too surprised to see Marie, the sex shop owner who had sold them their new toys, striding across the beach. Luca, however, was shocked into embarrassed silence. The girls talked in lopsided French for a moment, but he could barely hear them over the sound of the blood pumping in his ears. He hadn’t expected to be naked in front of someone they had met, even if only once before. Worse than that, naked and hard as a rock standing behind his girlfriend like a servant waiting on his lady. All he could make out was that Marie had recommended the beach to Emmi, suggesting that they had been messaging unbeknownst to him over the last few days. After a moment they switched back to English, bringing the conversation back into focus.

“So, are you enjoying your new toys?”

“Oh yes,” Emmi answered enthusiastically for them both, “We’ve had plenty of use out of them already!”

“Tres bien,” Marie clapped her hands together enthusiastically. Like Emmi, she had opted to keep her beachwear on, wearing a plunging black bikini and choker which managed to convey the image of a dominatrix even without the usual accoutrements. She looked Luca up and down with a wry smile, not seeming at all shocked by his nakedness. “But no cage, I see?”

Luca kept his head down, feeling both mortified and turned on by the discussion of his submission while Emmi answered.

“We’ve been using it, just not today. We thought it might not be beach appropriate.”

“Ah, well that’s where you are wrong! I have one of my submissives here with me today, just down the beach a little getting our sunbathing spot set up. Would you like to come join us? We can have some wine and you can tell me all about your adventures.”

“What do you think baby?” Emmi asked him, clearly aware that he hadn’t agreed to this in advance. It felt good to be included in the decision, but Luca knew there could only be one answer.

“Whatever you think.”

“Ah, so well trained already!” Marie laughed. Luca noticed that she had a small key on a long chain, hanging between her breasts. An ominous sign.

“OK,” Emmi said enthusiastically. “Let’s go!”


Chapter 12: A Lesson In Humility And Humiliation

Emmi let Luca pack up and carry their beach gear while she walked ahead with Marie. She hoped her befuddled boyfriend wouldn’t be too blindsided by the sudden appearance of someone they knew, potentially believing that she had planned it to embarrass him. She hadn’t planned on running into their new friend at the beach, but it was a happy coincidence. She’d sent Marie a few emails asking for advice, reading resources, and a nudist beach recommendation and had found the older woman quickly taking on the role of a kink guru for her. Emmi shared her anxiety with Marie, wondering whether this might all be a bit too much.

“Non, you are a nice couple and you are on holiday. If you push him too far he will tell you. Until then, you can find your limits together.”

Reassured, Emmi simply enjoyed the feeling of the sand and the sun as the three of them made their way down the beach. Marie directed them to a pair of loungers set up in between two rolling dunes. It was the kind of spot that only a regular visitor would know, providing a beautiful view of the beachfront while being out of the way of most foot traffic. Kneeling in between the loungers was a short, thin man, entirely unremarkable looking except for the metal cage around his cock.

“This is Phillipe, my longest-running boy. Say hello, Phillipe.”

The naked man greeted them clumsily, avoiding eye contact with Emmi in a way that seemed more out of respect than shame. Luca, arriving just behind them, mumbled a hello back at him.

“He doesn’t speak much English,” Marie continued, “so we can talk freely around him. Not that he would mind you asking rude questions or anything like that. He rather likes when people are rude to him, in fact. Please, sit down and have a drink.”

Marie snapped her fingers and Phillipe produced some chilled white wines from the icebox, as well as some water, before kneeling in the sand to await further instruction. Emmi stretched out on the sun seat, leaving Luca relegated to a towel on the sand beside her. She couldn’t have believed just a few days ago that she would be participating in such a scene. They were an adventurous enough couple, but this was something more than she had ever expected. This extended power dynamic was strange, and exposing Luca in public felt even stranger. That’s to say nothing of their new beach buddies, the friendly dominatrix and her chaste, mute servant. The strangest thing of all though, was how comfortable it all felt.

“So, what’s going on with you two then? Still playing out your fun little bet?”

“We are, we are. A bet’s a bet after all,” Emmi laughed, thinking about how preposterous their situation was.

“Of course! And how is the whole process going, if that isn’t too forward? It seems like he is not too grudging about it, a very good sport.”

Emmi thought for a moment about how best to sum up their last few days but decided to pass that task over Luca. As much as she was enjoying bossing him around, she didn’t want to speak for him, “How are you feeling about everything baby? Are you having fun?”

Luca looked surprised to be asked but he recovered quickly enough, replying in the affirmative, “Yeah, I’m loving it. Even if I’m sometimes doing things I know I should hate.”

Marie smiled with satisfaction, like a piano teacher seeing someone finally get a tune right, “Tres bien, this is the essence of these games we play! Can you give me some examples? Only if you don’t mind of course.”

Emmi gave Luca a little nod of approval, although she still expected him to demure or deflect. She was surprised when he started to calmly catalog and analyze their recent escapades, seemingly without shame.

“She’s been keeping worked up a lot. Lots of touching and teasing. It means when I do things for her I’m very focused and eager to please. The more I want to come, the more I want to please her. It’s frustrating, but I like that Emmi’s pleasure is my pleasure. Rather than thinking about myself so much, I focus on her. It feels closer, somehow, and like I’m becoming a better partner. It also encourages me to do things that would be outside of my comfort zone. Things like, well, this.”

Emmi was impressed at how well he was able to adapt to the constantly shifting sands of their dynamic. She had always seen him as a proud and private man, but he was showing a much more open side to himself. It wasn’t just his willingness to talk about sex, it was his ability to talk about his emotions. Emmi reached out spontaneously to stroke his head and felt him move instinctually closer.

“I’m glad to hear you are having such fun,” Marie said, smiling encouragingly. “Perhaps I’ll get more salacious details after some wine.”

They clinked their glasses together and Marie shot a few words at Phillipe, who quickly procured some cigarettes from a bag. Marie offered one to Emmi and the caged submissive lit them both before taking his place in the sand in between them while holding an ashtray in his hand.

Emmi had questions of her own, “What about Phillipe here? How long have you known him? What is your relationship?”

“Ah, years now. We met in a club and started playing together, and things just developed over time.”

“So he wasn’t always in the cage?”

“No, no,” Marie laughed, “the cage was actually my idea. When we met, Phillipe was very, very interested in being dominated and humiliated. That was fine by me, I could have lots of fun with that, but it also made him a little selfish.”

“Selfish how?”

“Well, it would be please mistress spank me, please mistress spit on me, and then he would want to come. I was supposed to be in control, but it was always about his kinks and his orgasm.”

“Topping from the bottom?” Emmi chimed in, having read the term somewhere.

“Exactement! I enjoyed our games, but I wanted more. I wanted to be served. I started to control his orgasms more, making him do some tasks for me before I would give him what he wanted. I would degrade him until he came, but only after he had given me what I wanted. He loved it, of course, because what could be more humiliating than giving up that kind of control? Over time, we introduced the cage. Now the rest is history.”

“Interesting. And he is in the cage all of the time?”

“Mostly. Some of my subs like structure and rules, but Phillipe likes me to be random and cruel. Sometimes I let him out and reward him, sometimes I let him out and punish him. Always, I am in charge.”

“But what does he get out of it?”

“All of my submissives like losing control, that is at the core of their sexuality. But they all have slightly different interests, which I encourage and engage with. Even though I’m the one with all the power, I make sure they get what they need,” Marie smiled tenderly at Phillipe. “For one it’s all about service, so I let him wash my clothes and clean my bathroom. For this one, it’s still all about degradation. Humiliation.”

“I think I know what you mean,” Emmi enjoyed making Luca squirm and loved seeing an embarrassed look on his face, but suspected that Marie and Phillipe were doing things on a whole other level.

“I mean things like this,” Marie snapped her fingers and Phillipe quickly opened his mouth wide. She leaned forward and spit directly in his mouth, before tipping some cigarette ash over the top of his head.

Emmi let out a sudden, shocked laugh, looking around to see whether anyone else had noticed. “Sorry, I didn’t expect that.”

“Oh, don’t apologize. Having pretty women laugh at him is what he is all about. You can try, if you want? Slap him, spit on him, whatever.”

“Oh no, I couldn’t,” Emmi said. The idea of humiliating a willing sub did excite her, but she had only one victim in mind.

Marie seemed to read her thoughts, “I’m sure your boy would let you do whatever you like to him.”

Luca didn’t spring to attention with Phillipe’s well-practiced devotion, but neither did he deny it, simply staring back at her with a kind of apprehension. A feeling of power and possibility ran through her as she thought about showing off his submissiveness. She decided to start slow, knowing that there were risks to pushing him too far.

“Rub my feet, Luca,” Emmi was pleased to see him move willingly to the end of the lounger, taking her foot in his hand and beginning to rub. She was even more pleased to see his cock already stiff and desperate.

“Ah, a classic,” Marie put out her cigarette and pointed to her own feet, with Phillipe moving quickly to obey. “I have all my soumis pay attention to my feet, even the ones who aren’t into them. In fact, with them, it’s even more fun!”

“How so?”

“Well, foot rubs feel amazing of course. Even better with a tongue,” Marie snapped her finger and Phillipe began gently kissing her sandy feet. “But the ritual is important too. Having a man kissing the lowest part of a woman’s body is just such as delicious piece of symbolism.”

“Yes, that had occurred to me,” Emmi nodded in sage agreement. Nothing made her feel more like a sex goddess than seeing her strong, masculine boyfriend prostrate at her feet. Luca looked at her, eyes pleading for her not to follow Marie’s lead too far. She smiled, and allowed him to keep massaging.

“If the submissive has a foot fetish then this kind of thing can be a nice reward. If they hate feet, it can be a punishment. But either way, it can always be a good way to assert your dominance.”

“And for Phillipe?” Emmi asked, enjoying the impromptu lesson in submissive psychology as much as Marie was enjoying pontificating.

“Ah, for Phillipe my feet are either an act of service or another tool for his humiliation. Watch this,” Marie barked a few words in French and suddenly Phillipe bent his head to envelope her right foot in his mouth while her left hooked around his head and pushed him down on it. “I can make him gag on them if I want him to feel like a slut, or use him as a footstool if I want to make him feel like an object.”

“Your feet must be so sandy, isn’t that disgusting for him?” Emmi asked, both shocked and excited by this man’s public degradation.

“Don’t worry, this is far from the most disgusting thing I’ve had him put in his mouth,” Marie laughed and allowed him to swap feet, the shameless submissive making a slutty gagging noise as he stopped deepthroating her digits. “Even a true fetishist can experience submission at your feet if you have just come back from the gym, for example.”

Emmi didn’t bother to hide her knowing smirk. She looked down at Luca and saw his face turn red while his cock stiffened. She didn’t plan to abuse his acquiescence too far today but saw no reason not to draw some more adorable embarrassment out of their situation.

“Ah, so this is something you have already experienced. Quite a thrill, yes? A soothing tongue on your feet plus the satisfaction of reducing someone to a human sweat rag. What a power trip!” Marie released Phillipe’s head and removed her toes from his mouth, giving his face a light slap. “But anyway, I have talked too much! I want to hear about you both. Did you use any of the toys I sold you?”

Emmi relayed the story of the session with the strap-on, explaining how she had used Luca for her pleasure and then roughly fucked him. She spared no details about the feeling of power and the thrill of role reversal she had felt, or about how much she had enjoyed Luca’s sexy, submissive moaning. Luca sat blushing and hard at her feet, saying nothing.

Marie burst out laughing when Emmi reached the denouement, explaining how she had made Luca cum in his cage, “My God, you managed that? You are a natural! If I could do that with Phillipe I would never let him out of that thing!”

Emmi beamed with a perverse pride, happy to bask in the praise of this older, experienced domme. It was a surreal compliment to receive, but it was a surreal situation.

For the next two hours they swapped stories, Luca occasionally chiming in and Marie intermittently taking the opportunity to show off Phillipe’s tricks like he was some kind of show dog. She had him put ice cubes in his mouth so he could cool her feet with his kisses and had him fan them both while they sunbathed. She had him lick her armpits when she got sweaty and ashed her cigarettes out in his hair. Luca looked at all this in trepidation, while the occasional passerby looked on with amusement or disgust. Emmi simply took it all in, the usual anxiety and propriety in his mind replaced by a desire to simply ride this crazy wave as far as it would take them.

After several glasses of wine and plenty of salacious stories, it was time to leave. Marie had to open up her shop, while Emmi and Luca had to drop of their rented car and pack for the return journey. With a promise to take Emmi and Luca to her favorite kinky club night if they ever returned again, and a promise from Emmi that Marie would always be welcome to visit them in the UK, they hugged and went their separate ways.

“How do you feel baby?” Emmi asked as they walked back towards their car. She was slightly tipsy and her desire to embarrass Luca had given way to a soppy sense of endearment.

Luca paused for a moment, choosing his words carefully in a way that made Emmi worry a little, “Horny as fuck, to be honest. That was hot.”

“Good boy, I’m glad to hear it,” Emmi was pleased that he had enjoyed that little escapade as much as she did, despite all the embarrassment. “Since you’ve been such a good sport I could give you a little reward when we get back to the apartment. Would you like that?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

***

They shared a shower as soon as they got in, scrubbing the sand and sticky sunscreen from their skin. Emmi took her time washing Luca, soaping up his entire body before moving on to his twitching and desperate cock. She admired the way it looked, bigger than usual now it had been shorn of surrounding hair, and enjoyed the feeling of it pulsing in her hands. She had warned him that any accidental explosions would be punished severely but still allowed him to grind and thrust desperately against her.

“You’ve been such a good boy for me these last few days. I think you deserve to come, don’t you?”

“Whatever you think, Goddess.”

“That is what I think. You’re still going to have to follow my instructions and hold on until I say though, OK? Remember, this doesn’t end until we go home.”

“Yes, Goddess.” Luca agreed breathily. He would say yes to anything right now.

“I’ve decided that in return for letting you out of the cage today I want another three days of this… arrangement, sometime after we get home. You can decide when. It can be in a week or a month or three months, just let me know when you feel ready to give up your cock to me again. But once you do, I’ll want three more days of total obedience. Agreed?”

“Agreed, Goddess.”

“Good. Now go dry yourself and lie on the bed,” Emmi slapped his ass as he climbed out of the shower, and took a few more minutes to enjoy the warm water.

Luca lay still and naked on the bed when Emmi joined him, seemingly content to simply wait for her. The evening light bathed his bare skin in a lovely golden hue, making him look like some piece of precious art. The golden rays played in his long hair and highlighted the curves around his broad shoulders and strong legs. She took a moment to drink in and appreciate the sight, thinking about how lucky she was to have him. Their little bet had allowed her to use, dominate, and humiliate him for her own pleasure but it hadn’t changed how she felt about him. Far from reducing him in her eyes, she found him more attractive than ever.

“I’m going to let you come,” Emmi stroked his body with one gentle finger. “But if you finish too early you will be eating it all. I still control your orgasms.”

“Yes Goddess, I understand,” his erect, pulsating dick told Emmi everything she needed to know about how ready he was, how desperately he would agree to any terms.

“Good boy. Remember though, I come first.”

Emmi threw a pillow on the floor and directed him to kneel on it, taking her place on the edge of the bed. With one hand she guided his face in between her legs, allowing him to nuzzle and tease before he started licking. She had always loved what he could do with his mouth, but recently he had been able to reach new levels of skill and dedication.

“I’m going to miss this,” Emmi mused. Luca made a little noise of protest, trying to tell her that the end of the game didn’t mean the end of regular, mind-blowing oral. Emmi knew that was true on one level, but also knew that this might not be the kind of dynamic that you could enjoy al la carte. Now she had tasted the thrill of dominance it might be all or nothing, “I know baby, you’ll always want to make me feel good. But it won’t be the same as having a 24/7 pussy pleaser at my beck and call. Being able to snap my fingers and have you on your knees. Knowing that even now I could use your face and then ignore you completely.”

Luca moaned like a slut at her words, seeming to take perverse pleasure from them. She moved her leg briefly to prod his cock, confirming its rock-hard arousal. She decided to keep talking, using the preoccupation of his mouth as an opportunity to tell him exactly how she felt.

“I loved seeing you naked at the beach, it was such a rush showing you off like that. Your embarrassed face was so adorable, I wanted to ride it right there,” Emmi began to grind harder against him, feeling the vibrations from his own little moans on her clit. “It turned me on to see how much control Marie had, how submissive Phillipe was. I want that. I love you, I love you so much, but humiliating you makes me feel like a Goddess.”

“You are a Goddess,” Luca said, temporarily distracted from his task, “I want to make you feel like one.”

Emmi smiled, wanting to believe this but not knowing whether something said on holiday, in the heat of sexual and submissive passion, could ever really be taken as true. She couldn’t even be sure if it was what she wanted, or if it was all part of a shared fever dream. Pushing those thoughts to the side she simply guided his head back to her pussy and closed her eyes, riding the wave of sensations to a quick orgasm.

“I want to feel you inside me,” she directed Luca onto the bed, not waiting to come down from her orgasmic high but instead pushing on towards the next rising crest of pleasure. She quickly straddled him and guided the head of his cock to her wet lips, feeling him slide easily inside.

Luca’s eyes were bright and filled with awe, his mouth open in a wide O. She felt a small instinct to spit in his mouth or shove her fingers deep inside until he gagged on them. She ignored those thoughts, instead simply looking down at his lovely, desperate face as he tried not to come while she bucked her hips. She enjoyed the warm, intimate feeling of taking him inside her, making him hers without harshness or cruelty. Overcome with a feeling of loving ownership, Emmi leaned in and began planting wet possessive kisses on Luca’s face, tasting the aftermath of her own orgasm on his skin.

“This is my cock,” she declared, “my fucking cock.”

“Yours,” Luca gasped in reply.

Emmi felt two intense desires: the need for the intimate sensation of Luca coming inside her and the drive to feel him lose control and go over the edge. She knew she could command him to come for her at any point, but that failure of volition as he struggled to keep control would make it all the more delicious. She wasn’t going to ask for his come, she was going to take it from him and then punish him for it.

“I know you want to explode baby, I know you’re ready. But remember, if you do it before I say then you will be punished.”

Luca nodded, unable to reply in words.

“I want to feel you come inside me, I really do. So maybe I’ll give you permission any minute now,” Emmi ran her fingers across his chest while she slowly fucked him, “or maybe I’ll let you come the second I do. Wouldn’t that be romantic?”

Her boytoy nodded again, his eyes dreamy.

Emmi’s fingers found his nipples, tweaking and teasing him closer to the edge. “On the other hand, maybe I want you to lose control. Maybe I won’t ever give you permission, and I’ll just keep riding until I get bored or you give me a reason to punish you. In which case you might as well just give it all up to me now.”

Luca groaned deeply, his blue eyes begging for release. He was trying desperately to hold on, but Emmi could tell she was breaking him. The thought pushed her on to greater heights of arousal. She could feel his stiff cock twitch with desperation as he strained his body to resist the inevitable orgasm. She matched him, tensing her muscles in an effort to finally push him over the edge.

It worked. Emmi saw the fight drain out of Luca a second before the orgasm hit, sending spurts of warm satisfaction through her body. She felt an intense feeling of connection as she watched his shifting emotions play out across his face. First resistance, then grateful pleasure as the endorphins flowed through his body, followed by a delicious look of defeated acceptance. Amongst it all was a glimmer of unconditional love and devotion in his eyes.

Emmi was a benevolent goddess, giving out rewards as well as punishments. She made sure to grind gently for another moment, milking every last drop from his twitching cock while she looked down on him with a loving smile. Luca surely wanted nothing more in that moment than a simple post-coital embrace, and Emmi was tempted to give it to him. Still, she had committed to a course of action and her new self-image as a domme, temporary as that might be, wouldn’t allow her to change that now. She wanted his loss of control to lead to humiliation, wanted to see that look of shame and supplication in his eyes. She wanted what might be one final chance to feel the rush of power as she pushed the boundaries, entirely on her own terms. On some superficial but equally powerful level she simply wanted what she wanted: to make her boyfriend lick her freshly fucked pussy clean.

“I’m sorry Goddess,” Luca murmured, his mind quickly falling into a foggy sense of bliss.

“I know baby, you did so well,” Emmi stroked his face encouragingly, “but a promise is a promise.”

Luca put up no resistance as she slipped off his softening cock and made her way up his body. Emmi paused when she reached his chest, tensing her muscles to avoid any sticky spillage, and placed one finger on his mouth. He opened it, allowing her to slip a finger inside, before gently sucking on her slender digit. She smiled at his automatic response, his near-mindless sluttiness a huge turn-on.

“You lost control and made a mess. Now you’re going to clean it up.”

He neither agreed nor protested, simply allowing her to straddle his face. Emmi felt his tongue probe her, gently at first, and responded by releasing her muscles and allowing his semen to drip down into his mouth. His eyes widened in what looked like a mixture of disgust and arousal as he tasted their mixed juices, giving Emmi a feeling of feminine satisfaction as if she had just struck a blow for all womenkind. She enjoyed sucking his cock and swallowing his cum, but couldn’t deny that it was on some level a submissive and degrading act. Now he was getting a taste of his own medicine. She reached down a hand and spread her lips, allowing him more access to complete his filthy task.

“That’s it, eat it you little slut,” Emmi began to grind as his tongue curled and thrust inside her. She got off of him for a moment to grab her clitoral vibrator, enjoying the sight of his slick face and wet mouth, before straddling him again in the opposite direction. Luca got back to work immediately, licking her pussy while his nose was enveloped by her ass. Emmi rocked backward and forwards on his face, applying the vibrator to greedily increase the range and intensity of sensations. She could quickly feel an orgasm approaching, wild and uncontrollable. The idea of covering Luca’s handsome face in a potpourri of their bodily fluids, treating her devoted boyfriend like a human cumrag, filled her with a cruel delight that pushed her screaming over the edge.

As she reached her climax Emmi felt that tell-tale tingling sensation that told her she was about to squirt. In the past she might have held back, sparing Luca the mess and herself the embarrassment. Instead, she let her muscles relax fully and pushed out, encouraging the deluge of liquid from her body. She felt open and complete in a way that other orgasms, as pleasurable as they might be, simply could not match. After this week she was able to enjoy the feeling fully, giving up on shame and doubt to embrace a freeing sense of feminine power.

This wasn’t just cum, it was her holy nectar, and Luca should, would, feel honored to receive it.

Emmi lost herself in the rush of feeling as she emptied herself onto Luca’s face, screaming and bucking and riding. When she slid off of him a few moments later his eyes were dreamy and unfocused, his face slick and wet. The undoubted degradation he had been subjected to didn’t seem to have phased him, at least not yet. He licked his lips and smiled back at her lewdly, his cock already returning to full hardness. It seemed that whatever dish of humiliation Emmi served up, his palette expanded to appreciate it.

She plopped herself down next to him on the bed, draping one leg over his while resting her head on his shoulder in a familiar, tender position. Emmi listened to his pounding heart slow and felt her breath begin to match the steady rise and fall of his chest. Her hand moved up to stroke his head and they nuzzled into each other, reestablishing something like a normal romantic connection.

“I love you,” Emmi mumbled, fast approaching sleep.

“I love you too,” Luca replied. “What should we do now?”

Emmi wanted to tell him just to hold her until she fell asleep, to simply enjoy the feeling of satisfying emptiness, but they had heart-breaking packing to do. She decided she might as well keep going with their game, milking every last drop of fun from their holiday experience.

“Go put on the cage and bring me the key, and don’t even think of washing your face. I want you to smell my pussy while you’re packing our bags,” she saw felt Luca bristle, possibly at the much-hated task of packing but more likely to the reimposition of the cage. “Don’t worry, I’ll let you take it off before the airport. As long as you ask nicely.”


Chapter 13: All Good Things Come To An End

The bags were packed, the boarding passes printed, and the passports safely tucked away.

All that was left now was a final piece of theatre. Luca got down on his knees and looked up at Emmi, her face bathed in the morning sunshine, preparing to make a request that he already knew the answer to. It didn’t matter that the outcome was guaranteed though. The fun, for both of them, was in the asking.

“Please Goddess, I crave a boon,” Luca said, leaning into the ridiculousness of their soon-to-end game.

“Hmm,” Emmi smirked down at him, enjoying her role. “Why am I your Goddess?”

“Because you won the bet. Because you’re clever and hardworking and amazing in every way.”

“Go on.”

“Because you are gorgeous and sexy and powerful. You deserve to be worshipped. You deserve to have servants, people falling at your feet.”

“Show me,” Emmi reached out a foot to lightly graze his locked cock, jiggling the metal prison. She raised her toes to his mouth, allowing him to put his words into action. Luca looked her in the eyes as he planted a kiss on her lilywhite foot, before prostrating himself to the ground to kiss the other. Emmi pushed down on the back of his head, keeping him on the floor for a moment while she no doubt admired the view. Just a week ago he had been her cocky, confident boyfriend. Now he was her devoted submissive, giving up his dignity for her amusement. Gratefully serving her pussy, willingly licking the dirt from her feet. Of course, he was still the same man she loved, or at least he hoped she still saw it that way, but now she had him wrapped around her little finger in a way she never had before.

“What is your request?” Emmi took on the air of a haughty deity, reveling in the play acting.

“Could you please unlock me for the journey back?”

“Convince me,” Emmi leaned back on the bed and raised her sundress up, revealing her bare pussy underneath.

Luca went to work, kissing and then licking in the way that she liked, sucking gently on her clit and flicking it with his tongue. No matter how often he did this, and this week he had done it a lot, he never ceased to enjoy the act. He loved losing himself in the moment, focusing on his pleasure. He loved her sweet taste, and the sounds she made. The ache in his cock was a new sensation, as he struggled to get hard in his cage, but he even loved that in a way. It was a reminder of his submission to her, of the adventure they had just been on together. Whatever happened next week, he knew he didn’t want this feeling to go away forever.

***

Emmi gripped the armrests of her airplane seat as they took off, seething with multiple layers of frustration. Firstly, she was pissed off that the airline had somehow conspired to sit her and Luca far apart in separate seats, despite them having booked the tickets together. She was frustrated that for the first time since the start of their holiday she was bored. And worse, she couldn’t relieve that boredom by playing with her new toy, teasing Luca or having him service her. Under all that was a deeper, more profound worry. What was going to happen next? Where did they go from here?

Emmi would have plenty of time to ruminate alone on the flight home, so she decided to spend her time thinking of happier things. The sounds he made as she teased him, the sexy look of shame and frustration on his face as she ruined his orgasm. His wet, hungry eyes as she gagged him, the sight of him bowing down to her. The feeling of falling asleep in his arms at the end of another fun-filled day. She thought back to the moment he lost the bet, still trying to work out whether he had even wanted to win. She pictured his wide eyes looking up at her while she fucked his face in Marie’s shop, and remembered how his cage had bounced while she fucked him in the ass. She recalled how strong yet vulnerable he looked, walking naked down the beach behind her. Finally, she thought about him sitting ten rows behind her, his cock free of the cage but now clad in her softest and silkiest pair of panties. The thought of that last indignity made her smile in amusement and shiver with arousal. Emmi wanted nothing more than to drag him to the bathroom and ride his face until she came.

Do all good things have to come to an end? Probably, Emmi thought. Vacations can’t last forever. Still part of her hoped that this wasn’t just some ephemeral dream. But although she wanted this to continue, she certainly didn’t want to push Luca into something he didn’t want or ruin the magic of what they had just done together. If this journey was going to become their new normal, she wanted the idea to come from him.

A stewardess appeared with a small glass of wine, taking Emmi by surprise. “From the gentleman in 14B.”

Emmi took the drink gratefully, smiling at Luca’s gesture. It was suave and confident while also being thoughtful and sweet. Somehow forward and dominant while equally needy and submissive. It made Emmi feel nice but didn’t take her any closer to understanding what was going on in his head right now. As she settled in for the flight, she realized that she might have to give up control temporarily to see if Luca was willing to give it up permanently.


Chapter 14: Coming Out On Top

Emmi flopped onto the bed, tired from the journey but too wired and horny to sleep. The drive home after picking up their car at the airport had been pleasant enough, but she could tell Luca had been deep in thought. She had been too, wondering where they stood after a week of exhilarating, exhausting exploration.

She kicked off her shoes and peeled off her worn clothes, deciding to go for a shower before bed while Luca made them both a cup of herbal tea. Of course, she still felt like it should be Luca’s job to wash her, scrubbing her body and playing with her hair. Even better, why not have him start off by soothing her tired, sweaty body with his mouth? It would be so deliciously decadent to feel his tongue between her toes while she lay back and laughed, to force his head into her armpit to inhale her womanly scent. She knew that some part of Luca would relish that, would hunger to have his face buried in her sweet, hot cunt once again. But that might need to wait until the dust had settled on the home front.

Emmi left the steamy ensuite wrapped in a towel to see Luca waiting in their bedroom, wearing a pair of tartan pajama trousers that she had always found as sexy as they were homely. She could see the outline of his naked cock hanging heavily in the thin material, telling her that he had already discarded the silk underwear that she had sent him home in, showing an eagerness to rediscover normality and masculinity. She felt a small pang of disappointment washed over by a powerful wave of arousal.

Stepping close to him she whispered, “What do you want to do?”

“What do you want?” he replied, instinctively.

“No, I asked first.”

“I want you.”

“Show me.”

Luca took her in his arms, pressing his lips firmly to her. She could feel his cock harden as he pushed his body against her, kissing her deeply as she leaned into him. His weight forced her back against the wall, Emmi suddenly becoming aware of just how large and powerful his frame could feel. Her towel dropped to the floor as her hands began to explore his broad back, tracing the outlines of his muscles while he kissed her. She pushed him back, probing how he would react to a reassertion of her dominance, and his body gave way as he fell back onto their bed. But when she moved to straddle him she found herself being picked up easily, lofted into the air and propped up on his hips. Luca nuzzled her breasts for a moment, biting gently before turning her around and placing her down on the bed.

Emmi looked up at her boyfriend, standing sexy and powerful over her on the bed, and knew that for now at least she was willing to give up control. More than that, she wanted to give up control. To pleasure the man who had given her so much, and to feel his power and control. Her lust for dominance had taken a backseat, and now she was ready to give herself to him. She opened her legs in silent supplication, sending a wordless message, inviting him in. Take me.

He smirked back with a look that told her he was going to go at his own pace. He stuck a finger in her willing mouth, wetting it before moving his hand down between her legs to tease her throbbing pussy. He leaned onto her while he stroked her with his finger, giving her the feeling of being held under his weight. It should have made her feel trapped, but instead he felt like a warm comfort blanket above her. Emmi moaned as he began to tease her entrance, desperate for it to be his cock that was penetrating her. She could feel from the throbbing in his trousers that he was dying to fuck her as well, but he was making sure he took his time, showing her who was in control. He was going to make her beg.

“Please fuck me,” she moaned, happy to play his game.

“More,” Luca grunted back, his teeth finding her neck and drawing another little gasp.

“Please, please, please Luca. I want your cock.”

His finger moved inside her, making a come-hither motion that almost brought her to the edge. God, she was wet.

“Please baby, I’ll do anything. I’ll let you do anything.”

“Hmm,” Luca paused theatrically. “OK. I want you to suck my cock.”

Yes, Emmi though. That’s what I want too.

He stood up and moved back, allowing Emmi to slither to her knees in front of him. She looked up at him with wide and hungry eyes as she pulled down his waistband, smiling as she released his hard cock. It stood instantly to attention, jutting out towards her face. She kissed the tip and then flicked out her tongue, teasing the sensitive spot underneath. He quickly took control, taking her head in his hand and pushing his shaft between her parted lips. She took him all in, feeling herself gag as he hit the back of her throat. Within moments Emmi found herself pushed back against the bed as he slowly but deeply fucked her face.

She loved the lewd, depraved feeling of gagging on his cock, loved feeling her boyfriend take complete control. But as much as she was enjoying it she couldn’t help but think about how she would love to eventually turn the tables on him, making him gag and beg and swallow. This was a sexy interlude and a well-deserved reward for Luca, but Emmi knew deep down that she wanted to be back on top soon.

That was for later, though. After a few minutes of vigorous cock sucking Luca decided that it was time to give her what she wanted. Picking her up and placing her down tenderly on the bed, he opened up her legs and slid his spit-drenched cock inside her. The time for teasing was over. With deep, hard strokes he proceeded to pound her while she gasped in an ecstatic pleasure that brought her close to tears. It was simple, missionary sex but the waiting and teasing imbued it all with a special and sexy frisson. Emmi had never felt closer to him, and never more in love.

“I love you baby,” she gasped between thrusts, looking up at him and stroking his face, “I love you. You’re my good boy.”

Luca’s eyes went wide, his mouth unable to reply as a sudden and unstoppable orgasm exploded through him. Emmi felt the days of pent-up frustration as he released his tension into her, the thrusts not stopping as he filled her up. It seemed to last forever, and Emmi found herself coming quickly as one hand found her clit, the feeling of his cock’s seemingly never-ending twitching pushing her over the edge.

The peak passed and Luca collapsed onto her, nuzzling into her neck while he still gently throbbed inside her. She stroked his back and head, giving him a moment to come down.

“I love you,” he whispered gently, exhaustion and perhaps something like sadness in his voice. Emmi wasn’t sure, but she felt like she could feel tears on her neck. She kept stroking, content to let him take a moment to collect himself. She could only imagine the rush of emotions that he must be feeling now, after the teasing she had put him through.

Emmi gently extricated herself after a moment and went to the bathroom to clean up. When she came back Luca was passed out asleep, gentle and silent. She slipped into bed next to him and squeezed in tight. He turned away from her but pulled her arm towards him, seeming to demand that she spoon him. Emmi felt peaceful and content, but also sure from his performance that the magic of the holiday had been broken. They would play again, she would take control again, but the time of his total obedience was over. She decided not to think about how that made her feel until morning. For now, sleep was what they needed.

***

Emmi awoke from a long and dreamless sleep to the distant sound of frying food. She kept her eyes closed, pulling the covers around her while she mustered the strength to get up. She lay there for a moment until the sound of footsteps and the welcome smell of strong coffee forced her to open her eyes. She saw Luca smiling above her and felt him kiss her gently on the forehead before he placed her cup on the bedside table.

“Good morning,” she said groggily. “Something smells good.”

“Morning princess,” he replied, his voice coming from the other end of the room.

Emmi propped herself up and looked down, searching for her boyfriend. She found him kneeling at the foot of their bed. There were three unexpected items placed at the bottom of the bed, laid at her feet like votive offerings.

A cage, a collar, and a strap-on.

Luca looked back at her with nervousness but also love, adoration, and certainty. Emmi felt her face break out into a wide smile as she looked down at him, understanding fully what he meant.

“I’m yours.”

“I know.”


Chapter 15: The New Normal

Emmi finished up yet another frustrating editorial meeting, leaning back in her computer chair with a sigh. It was a hot summer day, making her fell sticky and frustrated. She took a deep breath, trying to make the agitated energy in her body disappear, but she knew that she would need help relieving this bout of work-induced tension.

“Luca, come in here,” she called out, double-checking that her webcam was off.

Her boyfriend walked into the room wearing the outfit she had chosen for him that morning – a black silk thong that helped to keep a plug inside his tight little butt, a frilly apron, and a lacy hairband to hold back his long, thick hair. She had started dressing him up on a day-to-day basis a few weeks ago for both her arousal and amusement, and to keep him in the correct headspace.

“Get under the desk please. I’ve got another meeting and I need something to keep me entertained,” Emmi had considered taking out some of her frustration on his ass, bending him over her knee for a quick spanking, but she was short on time. Besides, she knew she should try to hold that kind of treatment back for punishments.

“Yes, Goddess,” her boyfriend replied, using the honorific that she had adopted during their summer vacation, a trip filled with sexual self-discovery. He got under the computer desk in a now familiar position, his head resting on a pillow that she had considerately left there for him. Emmi might love dominating him, but she still felt inclined to think about his comfort.

Of course, in their current dynamic her comfort did come first. During her next meeting she would relax by palpating his face with her toes, using hand signals to tell him when she wanted him to kiss, nibble, or suck her toes. Her other foot came to rest on his cock, free for now from the chastity cage which she sometimes had him wear. She could amuse herself by stroking and teasing his desperate cock, knowing that he would be trying his hardest not to come without permission. An especially boring meeting might allow her to focus on edging him, using her toes to bring him close before removing all sensation, part of a new regime of near constant tease and denial that Emmi and Luca were experimenting with. A nasty aside from a colleague or a moment of unhelpfulness might see her push down hard, griding her foot into his cock or balls to relieve her frustration as if his genitals were nothing more than an executive stress toy.

It had taken months to develop and was still evolving every day, but this was their new normal. And she loved it.

***

Their vacation to the south of France had begun with a simple, friendly wager – whoever did best on an online French test would get to use the other one as a servant for a week. Emmi had won, of course, setting them off on a journey that would see them rapidly expand their sex life. Emmi instantly found herself falling into an easy pattern of tease and denial, basking in Luca’s adoration while she edged and controlled him. A trip to a sex shop introduced them both to the owner Marie, a proponent of male chastity who had become something of a mentor to Emmi. They began experimenting with humiliation, chastity and strap-ons, Emmi becoming a demanding but always loving domme while Luca worshipped her like a goddess. By the end of the week it felt like this had gone far beyond a wager, their new sexual dynamic becoming an important part of their relationship. Still, Emmi hadn’t been sure the arrangement would survive a trip back home, perhaps being destined to be a holiday fancy, a fun diversion which could only ever flourish in the liminal space that was a vacation. Luca had surprised her by waking her up on their first day back with a declaration of ongoing submission.

His enthusiasm to continue had surprised Emmi, and she only hoped it was genuine. He was a good boyfriend, thoughtful and eager to please, and she still got flashes of anxiety that he was forcing himself to do this to keep her happy.

And it did make her happy. She loved being the focus of his attention, both sexually and romantically. She was having orgasms every day and had never felt more loved and doted on. Even better than that, she loved getting to control his sexuality, seeing how her boyfriend responded to teasing, denial and new stimuli. Best of all, Emmi felt powerful. The rush of having her strong, sexy boyfriend submit to her every whim still hadn’t dissipated, sending a powerful tingle through her body whenever he praised her or submitted to some new humiliation for her amusement. And he, as Emmi constantly reminded herself, seemed to be loving it as well.

They had started slow, confirming before they fell into their new dynamic that either of them could use their safe word at any time. As a teacher Luca was off work during the summer months while Emmi worked mostly from home, so she had set him a daily list of household tasks and chores in addition to him spending time worshipping her pussy each night. He made the bed, cleaned the floor and washed the dishes, often under her mocking gaze. She quickly introduced new elements to their routine for her amusement, steadily deepening the dynamic developing between them. Within the first few days she had him naked around the house, allowing her to ogle his body while he went about his tasks. She soon introduced a collar, followed by male lingerie and eventually a little maid costume, keeping her amused and aroused while serving Luca a regular dose of humbling humiliation.

Meanwhile she found herself dressing differently as well. Emmi had typically worn comfortable but professional clothes while she was working from home, but she soon took to power dressing, buying herself some new business suits to match her newfound attitude. While Luca hoovered the floor in lacy underwear she would supervise in a sharp suit, a potent symbol of their role reversal which also made her feel more confident in her work life. She also expanded her own collection of lingerie, delighting in taking Luca shopping with her in his chastity cage, enjoying his delicious discomfort as she picked out new outfits to tease and torment him in.

While they settled into this pattern Emmi continued to do her research, reading about all things BDSM online while maintaining a regular email correspondence with their new friend Marie, learning more about the reality of female led relationships. She was starting to develop a clearer idea of what she wanted from this. It was something less than Marie’s arrangement, with multiple submissive men in full time chastity. They were more like pets than partners, which wasn’t what she wanted. Plus, she had no need for more than one man in her life. On the other hand, she wanted more than just a helpful househusband arrangement, desiring something that was inherently sexual and constantly kinky. She wanted to be able to keep experimenting with control, to see how far this could all go. Emmi loved the way his sexuality responded to her control, submission and dominance in a constantly evolving dance, always moving and never static. Luca was her toy and she wanted to keep playing with him for as long and as hard as he would let her.

The cornerstones of their early dynamic were orgasm control and body worship, two tools that Emmi continued to use regularly. It didn’t take long for her to realize that these kinks had a mutually reinforcing effect on each other, allowing her to develop even more control over her boyfriend’s body and mind.

***

Emmi had taken up hot yoga the week they returned from vacation; a trendy exercise class that inevitably left her drenched in sweat.

“Luca, bring me some water and then come take my shoes off,” Emmi had demanded when she arrived home, flopping down on the couch.

“Yes Goddess,” he replied, already used to addressing her by her title just a few days into their new arrangement. He quickly brought her an ice-cold drink and took his place in front of her, on his knees, while he removed her sneakers. The only thing he wore was a collar around his neck.

“That class was hard, I’m so hot and sweaty. Here, smell,” Emmi shoved her socked feet in his face and heard him sniff deeply and without hesitation. He had always loved the smell of her body, and she his, but since they started playing these games his obsession with her scent had only gotten deeper. “Does it smell good?”

“So good.”

“You might as well taste then,” she peeled off her socks, placing her soft, bare feet on his face. He had been regularly massaging and moisturizing her feet since they got back from France, but this was their first proper session of foot worship. Emmi rubbed her sweaty feet up and down his face while his tongue darted out, pinching his nose between her slender toes while he tasted her sweat. She could see from his stiffness that he was getting turned-on, and she wondered what was doing it. The taste, the smell, the humiliation? Some mixture of all three?

“God, I love that you love this,” she declared, feeling her pussy throb insistently. “Get your tongue in-between my toes, I want you to properly clean me. In fact, maybe that can be a new job for you. You can use that slutty little mouth to clean me every day.”

And that is exactly what happened. Every time Emmi returned from yoga, the gym, or a run she would have Luca slowly and sensuously lick every sore, sweaty and sensitive part of her body. She would roughly shove his face into her armpits, demanding that he sniff and lick while she giggled at the sensation and the situation. She had him lick her feet clean and then give her regular pedicures, teasing him that she was going to get him a summer job painting toes in some salon. She took to sitting on his face while she watched trashy TV or played videogames, initially cautious about hurting him but then gaining more and more confidence. As they both got used to the game she would have fun smothering him or bouncing on his face in-between letting him lap at her hungrily. These sessions almost always ended with Luca drenched in both her sweat and her cum as she rode his face to one or more orgasms, although she would occasionally deny him even that, making him act as her footstool while she got herself off.

Emmi found herself deliberating cultivating perspiration, enjoying how embarrassing it was for him. She would frequently wear the same socks to multiple gym sessions, shoving them in his mouth and making him suck on them while she edged him or simply lay back and received another foot rub. Luca always looked suitably humiliated by his tasks, but his body told her how much he enjoyed her degrading treatment of him.

It must have been deeply dehumanizing, having his mouth and face used like a sweat rag, but Luca seemed to relish it. More than that, the constant teasing and denial meant that his body seemed to respond more strongly to this humiliation with each passing day. His worship of her body became even more hungry and obsessive, no matter what state she was in, and his cock would stiffen just at the sight of her bare skin or a mention of their little ritual, reminding her of Pavlov’s dog.

Following that thought Emmi began to condition him more deliberately, making sure to stroke his cock or tease his nipples specifically while he worshipped her feet. She occasionally used a remote-control butt plug to ensure that she could always stimulate him while he was sucking on her toes or licking her soles, removing the sensation when he moved on to other parts of her body. Luca was kept mostly in a chastity cage, aside from when he was worshipping her body like this. She avoided letting him come, aside from one ruined orgasm a week, but made sure that their long edging sessions incorporated her feet and their scent in some way. One night, she had him bend over with his face buried in her old running shoes while she slowly stroked his cock from behind, playing with his ass while she did so. Another night, she had him gag on her feet while she idly edged him for an hour, one hand on his twitching cock while the other scrolled on her phone, knowing he would be getting off on being ignored in such a dismissive manner. He was kept continually on edge, locked in a constant cycle of tease, denial and humiliating worship.

Around a month into this routine Emmi realized just how effective her little experiment in conditioning had been. She decided after a long session of cunnilingus that she was in the mood for a good, hard fuck, and explained to Luca that he would be allowed to have a full orgasm if he fucked her until she came. His stamina had always been a strong point of his, and she fully expected him to satisfy her, pounding away while she played with her clit until she exploded on his dick. They were in one of her favorite positions, with her legs slung over his shoulders in missionary, when Emmi decided to press one foot into his face while the other leg hooked around his head to keep him firmly in position. Her toes gripped his nose while his puckered lips were pressed firmly against the arch of her foot, hips pumping away while she toyed with herself. Suddenly, without warning, Luca’s eyes widened and his body tensed, cock pulsating in a telltale sign of an onrushing explosion.

It seemed to surprise him as much as it surprised Emmi, his expression shocked and apologetic. He didn’t slow down or pull out though, his inner instincts taking over as he pumped hot cum into her. Emmi loved the feeling, but her mind swam with questions and possibilities. Like a scientist making a sudden breakthrough, she saw what her little experiment in teasing and conditioning had been able to achieve. She had turned her strong, masculine boyfriend with a mild foot fetish and a great deal of pride in his self-control into her doting, sweat-addicted, foot-obsessed, pathetically premature servant. It was an utterly intoxicating revelation.

“I’m so sorry Goddess,” he said quietly, his voice shame-filled and genuinely apologetic. Emmi wanted to comfort him in that moment and tell him everything would be OK. At the same time, she was desperately horny and wanted nothing more than to tease and humiliate him in his moment of weakness. She decided to do both.

“Shh, it’s OK baby, it’s OK. I know you’re a little foot freak, but I love you.”

“I love you too.”

“I know. But,” she pulled his head to her chest and stroked his hair, “I am going to have to punish you for this, you understand that right?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“Good. Then you are going to eat every drop of your cum out of me and keep licking until I say stop. Then, you’ll be getting 100 spanks while you apologize for your pathetic inability to control yourself. If I believe you’re sorry I’ll let you be in the room while I read a sexy book and get myself off with a dildo, since your cock can’t do the job. Understood?”

He merely nodded and rolled onto his back, knowing what was coming next. Emmi took her place on her throne, settling with his nose pressed against her asshole while his open mouth sat beneath her entrance.

As his tongue began to work on cleaning her cum-filled pussy, Emmi thought about her options. This was more than just a game now, it was a lifestyle. It was also quickly becoming an experiment in sexual discovery for her. She wanted to see what she could make Luca, and his body, do. She had rewired his sexuality once, and needed to know if she could do it again. She knew she would need to check-in on him tomorrow to confirm, in the cold light of day, that he was still on board. But if he said yes, then that would be the greenlight for her to deepen her control even further, and to see how far she could push him into submission.


Chapter 16: Controlled And Conditioned

Over the next few weeks Emmi’s dominance over Luca continued to grow as she experimented with new methods of control. She assured him that she loved him and that they could stop at any time before she explained her plan to keep teasing and using him relentlessly.

“I love you, I trust you. I want to keep doing this,” he told her, voice firm and true.

That’s all she needed to hear.

She initially considered continuing along the same path, trying to lower his stamina to the point where he would come from the smallest stimuli. She imagined making him come hands-free, making him spurt out a frustrating and humiliating orgasm while she played with his nipples or his ass. It would be a delicious mindfuck. However, there were too many drawbacks. She couldn’t have him making a mess every time he gave her a foot rub and she didn’t want to deny herself the pleasure of riding him forever. Instead, she decided to go in a different direction, building his stamina back up with a regime of constant, supervised edging. By the end of it she would have her high stamina superman back and better than ever, and in the meantime she would have a horny, desperate, dripping pet to serve and amuse her. Armed with plenty of online research (often conducted with Luca struggling underneath her) she began to implement her plan.

This newest phase of their dynamic involved a strict regime of caging, edging, and denial. Every time they were apart or out of the house Luca was caged, ensuring that he could find absolutely no relief without Emmi. When they were both at home he was constantly kept on edge, spending hours both servicing Emmi and being teased. His cock was hard so constantly that Emmi half-wondered how his body could spare the blood, and if his erection flagged for a moment she would coax it back with her hands, toys, or cruel words.

During the evenings she would often have him kneel in front of her and stroke himself for her amusement, stopping when he got close to the edge, driven to the brink of madness while she simply read or watched TV. Sometimes she would use a wand massager on him over a pair of panties, treating his once proud cock like a clit. Other times, she would idly stroke his dripping member with her feet, taking great delight in milking out an hour’s worth of precum onto her toes before having him clean up the filthy mess. While they still had their own hobbies and free time, socializing with friends both together and alone, their evening at home had become a non-stop festival of frustration and sexual servitude.

Emmi approached her position of control like a scientist running a new experiment, constantly researching, testing, and adjusting. On Marie’s advice she introduced a light desensitizing cream to Luca’s final edge of the evening, tying him down to the bed and slowly stroking his now numb cock, sometimes with her head on his chest and sometimes with her feet in his face. She found it a deeply meditative experience, gently teasing him in a repetitive, relaxing pattern. Emmi encouraged Luca to sync his breathing to hers, creating a moment of embodied connection that brought much needed closeness after a day of domination and humiliation. She hoped that, despite him now being almost permanently worked up, it provided some moment of respite while still allowing her to train and condition her boyfriend exactly as she liked.

Although they had played with pegging on their vacation, Emmi avoided fucking him with the strap-on. As much as she wanted to rail his tight little ass, pounding her domination into him, he had already come from pegging hands-free once before. Her plan required him to remain constantly worked up, and she couldn’t risk giving him a full and satisfying prostate orgasm.

What she did enjoy was having him suck the strap while she made fun of him, making him gag and choke on the plastic phallus. Having the fake dick between her legs gave Emmi a delicious taste of power, seasoned with the shame of role reversal. Even more fun was having Luca do her with the strap-on, satisfying her urge for a proper fuck while his real cock was locked safely away in a metal cage. It was a complete mindfuck for her beloved boytoy, confusion and frustration written adorably across his face while he thrusted away awkwardly. The whole thing was a huge, humiliating turn-on for them both, and Emmi was determined to keep playing with his mind and his masculinity. For their anniversary she decided to buy him a new outfit, dressing him up as a French maid so he could spend the Saturday properly attired while he served her.

“Do you like it?”

“Yes, Goddess,” he answered, blushing deeply. He looked ridiculous, a tall and broad-shouldered man in a skimpy, frilly costume. Emmi found it strangely attractive though, and not just because it was a mark of his submission. His long, strong legs looked alluring in the nylon stockings that he had struggled into, and she loved the hint of butt that she could see when she ogled him from behind. He looked like a delicious, slutty little treat, and it turned her on.

“Good boy, or should I say good girl,” she said, sipping on her morning coffee. Leaning back on the couch, she pointed to her feet and wriggled her toes expectantly. “Thank me!”

For the next few hours Emmi enjoyed the sight of her boyfriend busying himself around the house while she lounged about playing videogames and occasionally stopping to direct him or encourage him with a lecherous spank on the bottom. Weeks of teasing and the soft feel of the panties caressing his cock guaranteed that he remained on edge while he completed his chores under her watchful eye. He was kneeling in front of her diligently rubbing her feet when her phone went, Emmi’s good friend Christina calling for to catch-up. Luca kept massaging while they chatted and gossiped, hearing only one-side of the conversation.

“Yeah, it’s our anniversary today, so we are just chilling before we go out for a meal later… yeah, that’s right, I’ve put him to work, and I don’t just mean the chores… Hell yeah, it’s all about me today… No, he’s here right now, in a little maid outfit, rubbing my feet,” Luca froze at that, staring at her with wide, panicked eyes. “No, I’m not joking! Here, I’ll take a picture!”

Emmi held up the phone to take a picture, with Luca frozen in shock, but the click of the camera never came.

“Yeah, I’m joking, but he has been a total sweetheart today,” the conversation moved on while Luca breathed a visible sigh of relief. They had kept the recent activities a closely guarded secret from their friends, with the exception of Emmi’s regular correspondence with Marie, and the thought of their game being exposed clearly filled him with terror. She pointed to her feet while she talked and he began showering them with grateful kisses, although there was a spark of something like resistance developing in his eyes.

***

They had spent the rest of the day in relative normality, going out for a walk, a drink, and a lovely French meal that reminded them both of their life-changing vacation. However, Emmi increasingly found herself wondering if her little joke had gone too far. He might be wrapped around her little finger, sexually obsessed with her and completely at home in a submissive headspace, but Luca still had red lines that she would have to be careful not to cross. She decided to talk to him the next day and find out where his head was at. She waited until they were eating breakfast, both fully dressed before he headed out to the gym.

“Hey, I just wanted to say, I hope my joke on the phone didn’t freak you out or anything yesterday.”

“Nah,” he said, after a short pause. “I mean, it did kind of throw me in the moment. Obviously, that isn’t something I’d want to you do. But you were pretty convincing!”

“I’d never do anything to hurt or expose you baby, you know that right?”

“Of course, I trust you,” Luca smiled and reached his hand across the table to hers. “And you know I’d do anything for you.”

Emmi could have left the conversation there but felt the need to be honest. She owed him that.

“I mean, I do find the idea of showing you off really hot. Not to our friends or anything like that, but maybe in some kind of club? Where no one knows us,” Marie had put the idea in her head when they relaxed on the beach with her and her sub, regaling them all with tales of wild nights in fetish clubs. The idea had percolated in Emmi’s head, becoming a feature of her fantasies. She loved dominating Luca in the privacy of their own home, but the idea of showing off her power and control in front of an audience turned her on. It may be wildly impractical, but she wanted to be honest about her desires.

He didn’t look convinced.

“Someday, maybe.”

Emmi didn’t want to push or manipulate him, but also knew that a little light convincing to help someone get out of their comfort zone could be a good thing. She considered putting her foot on his crotch and asking again, but decided that it was a notion that could wait. She had plenty of opportunity for sexual satisfaction in the meantime.

“No rush, baby. Now, get going to the gym. I’ll be in a meeting when you get back, so you’re going to have to crawl when you get back.”

“Crawl?”

“Yeah, crawl to avoid being seen on the webcam. That is, if you want to get under my desk and eat my pussy.”

His eyes brightened at that. She might be pushing his boundaries, but he was as hungry for her control and her body as they day they had returned from France.

***

From that day on Emmi pushed Luca even harder, upping both the teasing and his level of sexual servitude. They had plenty of normal times, out socializing with friends or going to dates, but at home he was kept in a constant state of frustrated submission, dressed up, teased and often plugged with a remote-control vibrator. Emmi worried that she was becoming hopelessly addicted to the power and the pleasure, with barely an hour going by without her using with mouth or edging his constantly dripping cock. In a way, she was being trained as well, conditioned into expecting constant control and adoration. She had a personal plaything, a full-time live-in whore, and she didn’t know if she could ever go back to normal.

The question of where this was all going began to weight on her mind more and more, leaving Emmi emotionally torn. She wanted it to go on forever, to give her the opportunity to keep learning and experimenting, to follow this path as far as it could go. At the same time, she worried that Luca, despite his clear consent and enjoyment, couldn’t keep this up forever. Their day-to-day life would change when he went back to work, and she didn’t know what that would mean for their dynamic. She tried to submerge those anxieties, to just enjoy the journey without worrying about the destination, but each day they insistently bubbled their way up to the surface sometime.

One hot Saturday night, two weeks before the end of the vacation and Luca’s return to work, Emmi decided to go out and blow off some steam. She had her loyal boyfriend give her a fresh mani-pedi and a thorough, relaxing bath, before heading out on the town with some friends, giving them both a night to relax in private. It was a fun night, full of drinking and dancing, but as the conversation turned towards sex Emmi found herself already missing her boytoy.

Each of her girlfriends took the opportunity to vent about their respective boyfriends, husbands, or lack thereof. Laziness and thoughtlessness were common complaints, but the most persistent issues were sexual. A lack of attention, selfish lovers, and stale maneuvers seemed to plague them all. It made Emmi feel lucky, but also left out. How could she complain when she had a pliant, sexy man at home, slavishly devoted to her every sexual whim? A man who would cook her food and then rub her feet while she enjoyed it. It also brought her fantasies of public play roaring back to life. She wanted to show off her toy, to parade him around and display to the world how sexy and powerful she had become.

She resisted the urge to share, only hinting obliquely that she was well taken care of, but arrived home with a powerful urge to fuck with Luca’s head. Slipping off her heels at the door, she padded through to the bedroom quietly on nylon soles to find her boyfriend sleeping deeply in their bed. He looked so content and peaceful that it seemed like a shame to wake him, and for a moment Emmi considered simply cuddling up next to him for a good night’s sleep. She had urges, though, and was not used to setting them aside.

“Hi baby,” he said groggily, as he felt her get onto the bed. “Fun night?”

“Very fun! We went dancing. Here, smell,” she stretched out and pushed her feet into his face, rubbing her toes into his nose. She had worn nylon stockings, an affection that she wouldn’t have bothered with in the past. They made her feel strong and sensual, a physical reminder of her new attitude, but one that had made her feet feel hot and uncomfortable in the nightclub.

Luca didn’t seem to mind. He sniffed eagerly, kissing her soles without being asked. Emmi pulled back the cover and saw his cock strain in the chastity cage that she had left him in. He loves this, she reminded herself, before she started to play with his mind. She told him all about their conversations, how the girls had complained and commiserated about their unfulfilling sex lives.

“I couldn’t help but laugh when they were complaining, thinking about us. About how lucky I am to have you here, willing to do anything for me. Here, I want you to lick my pussy,” Emmi got comfortable at the end of the bed, slipping off her panties, hiking up her dress and directing Luca’s head between her legs.

“Someone said that their boyfriend won’t go near them when they are on their time of the month, and all I could think about was how many times I came with your tongue halfway up my ass during my last period. Mhhm, that feels good,” Emmi groaned, as Luca found her sweet spot.

“How would you feel if I had shared some details with them, hmm?” Luca paused, and imperceptible change in the rhythm of his licking telling Emmi that he had perked up at what she said, but a quick prod on the back of his head got him back to his task while she continued to talk.

“Maybe I told them one or two things. Like how much fun it is to edge a man until he’s begging on his knees, or how sexy it is to shove your foot down his throat until he chokes. Maybe I advised them that stopping a man from coming makes him all pliant and eager to please,” she was already getting close, grinding on his tongue as she lived out her fantasy. She could see a sullen, shocked look mixed in with the usual hunger in his eyes as he started up at her, and it turned her on. “Do you think they believed me when I told them that your cock was locked up in a cage? Can you imagine how jealous they were when I told them I was going home to come in your slutty little mouth. Keep. Fucking. Going. Right. There.”

Emmi pulled his face in tight as she exploded, feeling his tongue working furiously on her clit. No matter how many times she did this it never got old, the feeling of intense physical satisfaction mixing with the rush of power as she used his face for her pleasure. She rubbed and grinded on his face as she came down, wiping her juices all over him like she was trying to leave a mark.

As soon as her breathing returned to normal she assured him that she hadn’t said a word, that she would never expose him like that. She felt suddenly worried, anxious again that she had pushed him, or would push him, too far. Wordlessly, he took her in his arms and let her drift away into sleep. There would come a time to think about those kinds of things, but it wasn’t now.

***

Emmi’s mind drifted as she endured her second meeting of the day, passing the time by idly massaging Luca’s face and balls with her bare feet. She knew things couldn’t go on exactly like this forever, with Luca returning to work in a couple of weeks, but she wasn’t prepared for this weird and wonderful chapter of their relationship to end just yet. Her boytoy claimed to be perfectly happy with the arrangement, despite the way she had been pushing his boundaries and twisting his desires, but she couldn’t shake the feeling that she didn’t have the full picture. Emmi couldn’t be sure that, no matter how soberly and earnestly she asked him, that he wasn’t just going along with what she wanted.

She needed to get the truth about how he felt, and they needed to discuss how this would all work in practice when their day-to-day lives went back to normal. If this was all going to end at some point then Emmi wanted to know soon, so she could make peace with it and move on. Serious conversations.

Yes, serious, she thought. But why shouldn’t serious be sexy?

If she was going to have to interrogate him about his feelings, then maybe she should properly interrogate him.

As she slipped her big toe into his mouth, ideas began to form in her head. She was going to get the truth out of him, the best way she knew how.


Chapter 17: The Interrogation

“I promise Emmi, I want this all to keep going. I would tell you if I felt differently.”

They were sitting at the breakfast table in the cold light of day. Emmi knew that before any kinky, sexy shenanigans she would have to have a level-headed conversation with her boyfriend. Some things did need to be discussed sober.

“I know baby, and I believe you. But you are worked up and frustrated. It’s my fault, but I can’t shake the feeling that you’re just going along with all this to keep me happy. That you might get bored and frustrated and want to stop, or even want to-“

“Shh, baby, Goddess. Don’t be silly. I’d tell you the truth,” Luca took her in his arms, stroking her head. No matter how submissive he became, no matter how much erotic pleasure Emmi got from degrading him, he was still a strong, comforting presence in her life. “What can I do to put your mind at ease?”

“Well, I had one idea.”

Emmi explained her plan to him. She wanted to tie him up and interrogate him, using whatever tricks and torturous games she could think of to find out how he felt, on her terms.

“I mean, OK, but I’ve already told you how I feel,” he said, sounding intrigued but skeptical.

“Yeah, but if I make you tell me instead of asking you to tell me, then I’ll know it’s the truth.”

Marie had set out the logic of an interrogation scene when Emmi had sought her advice over email. The point of an “enhanced” interrogation isn’t, even in the real world, to find out new information. People break easily under torture and will essentially tell you whatever you want to hear, even if it isn’t true. The point of such an interrogation is to confirm what you already know, to make sure someone’s story doesn’t change even under extreme pressure. The logic intrigued Emmi. If Luca continued to insist on his devotion to their current dynamic even while she tormented him, then she could feel much more confident. And besides that, she would have fun doing it.

“Hmmm, OK,” Luca replied after a moment. “It does sound hot, at least. I’ve kind of always fantasized about something like that.”

See, Emmi thought, I’m still learning new things about my perverted little puppy.

“Great! We’ll do it tomorrow!”

***

Emmi took a deep breath before entering the room where she had left Luca naked, blindfolded, and bound to a chair. She wanted to remain fully in character for this scene, which was something new for her. Her domination of Luca had so far been a natural outgrowth of their relationship, a game they played as a couple rather than characters. She might do mean things to him, but she was always his loving girlfriend as well as his goddess. Now though, Emmi was going to have to play a different role, hard and harsh and cruel. The challenge scared her, and turned her on.

She said nothing when she entered the room, choosing the let his sense of anticipation build as he listened to the clink of her heels on the floor. Walking around his chair in a slow circle, Emmi took the opportunity to enjoy the sight of her boyfriend, all helpless and vulnerable. He had gotten in the best shape of his life that summer, their kinky games keeping him largely away from alcohol and allowing his regular trips to the gym to take full effect. She had tied his long, strong legs to the chair and had bound his hands behind his back, exposing the curves of his well-muscled arms and shoulders. He gasped as she ran a fingernail across his chest, his cock suddenly twitching in its metal cage.

“Do you know why you are here?” Emmi whispered softly in his ear.

“No.”

“No, Mistress,” she corrected, pinching his nipple hard. Emmi had decided a new honorific would be appropriate for what she was about to do.

“No, Mistress. Sorry, Mistress.”

“You are here because I want you to tell me the truth.”

“The truth about what, Mistress?”

“Everything.”

Emmi pulled his head back by the hair and kissed him hard, roughly pushing her tongue into his mouth. She kissed him like she owned him and he accepted it gratefully, allowing her to use and explore his mouth to her heart´s content.

“To show you that I’m not completely unreasonable I will give you a choice,” Emmi declared as she broke off the kiss. “I can remove your cage or your blindfold.”

“Blindfold,” he answered immediately.

“Are you sure? You cock must be sore in that little cage.”

“I’m sure. I want to be able to see you.”

What a charmer, even now, Emmi thought.

“If you say so.”

She removed the satin blindfold and took three steps back, allowing him to drink in the full sight of her. Emmi had gone all out, dressing for the role she was going to play. She had squeezed into a newly purchased black leather corset that pushed up her breasts and emphasized the curve of her hips. It connected to garter straps which ran round each thigh, although she had forgone stockings in favor of bare legs. She wore a black thong that she intended to lose soon, and had her nails freshly painted black to fit with the theme. Her feet were clad in her highest heels, impractical and uncomfortable but perfect for right now, adding inches to her height. Her lipstick was bright red, standing out amidst all the black and making her feel like some Hollywood vamp.

Emmi looked like a submissive man’s dream, a vision of a dominatrix in black and red, and she felt sexier and more confident than ever before. Marie had explained the importance for dressing for the occasion when acting out a scene, and Emmi was glad she had listened. She had always dressed for comfort and convenience but was coming to understand the effect that dressing the part could have on her.

It also seemed to be having the desired effect on Luca. He gawped at her in awe and lust, drinking her in with greedy eyes. If he hadn’t been tied to the chair he would have fallen to his knees in front of her, begging to kiss the ground she walked on.

“You look… amazing, Mistress,” he said, voice genuinely reverent.

Emmi’s initial instinct was to thank him, to bask in the compliment and his adoration, but she knew that she had to embody her role if she wanted to follow through on her plan. Instead, she slapped him firmly across the face, shock in his eyes giving way to a mixture of lust and fear.

“I know how I look, but you are not to speak unless spoken to. Do you understand, bitch?”

“Yes, Mistress,”

“The better you obey, the easier this will be for you.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Open up.”

He obeyed instantly, unthinkingly, allowing Emmi to spit directly into his open mouth. Before he could react, she shoved two fingers in there, drawing a gagging noise from him.

“Answer my questions truthfully and you might get a reward. If I think you’re lying, you will be punished. If I don’t believe your answers, you will be punished. If I feel like punishing you, you will be punished. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good boy. Now,” Emmi took a step back so she could look him directly in the eye. “How have you felt about our sex life over the last few months?”

“I’ve loved it.”

Slap.

“I need more details.”

“OK,” Luca struggled to think as Emmi began running her fingernails across his chest, back, and shoulders, deep enough to hurt without quite drawing blood. “I’ve loved serving you and making you feel good. Umm, you’re so sexy, it’s an honor to worship your body. Ahhh, I’ve loved you having control over me. Over my body, over my sex life. I want it to go on forever.”

Emmi grabbed his balls and squeezed, stopping his desperate discourse mid-flow. She could listen to him compliment her all day, but she could return to that theme at any time. Now, she wanted to find out more about what was going on in his head.

“A good submissive shouldn’t say I want,” she chastised. “But on this occasion, I want to hear more about what you want. First though, let’s make sure you are properly motivated.”

She went to a bag of toys that she had arranged beforehand, fishing out a pair of steel clamps connected by a chain. Emmi had purchased them a few weeks ago but hadn’t found any use for them yet. Luca had small and incredibly sensitive nipples, and she suspected these would be just the thing to take him to the edge of his pain threshold. Luca gasped as she attached them but was clearly trying to remain as stoic as a captured soldier in one of the action movies he liked.

She explained calmy how this was going to work. She was going to ask him a question, and if she didn’t fully believe him she would tighten the adjustable clamps. In truth, it didn’t matter how honest or convincing he was. Emmi was going to push him to the limit for fun, and because that was one surefire way to know he was being open with her.

“Tell me what you want.”

“I want whatever you want mistress. Oww,” he groaned as she tightened the clamps.

“That’s a cute answer, but I want specifics.”

“I want to serve you every single day. I want to eat your pussy and clean your feet and lick your ass. Ouch.”

“Too specific. What do you want from our relationship, our dynamic?”

He began blabbering down, the pain robbing him of his usual articulateness. “I want to be your partner, and your live-in sex-slave. I want you to keep controlling my orgasms and bossing me around and pushing my boundaries. Please, Mistress.”

“Shh, slow down. Here,” Emmi reached her fingers into her panties and felt how wet she had become, turned on by his vulnerability and his pain. She brought them out and offered them to him, allowing Luca to suck and clean her juices off them. It had the desired effect, seeming to calm and center him. “You’re going to be going back to work soon. One way or another, this is all going to change.”

“We can make it work. I want to make it work,” he said earnestly when she removed her fingers from his mouth.

“Do you promise?”

“I promise. Ow!”

Emmi tightened the clamps, surprised at just how sexy she found the experience of causing him pain. “How are we going to make it work? You aren’t going to be at home to be at my beck and call.”

“Oh, I don’t know baby, mistress, we just will!”

“Not good enough,” Emmi declared, taking a step back so she could enjoy the sight of him struggling. “Give me a proposal or I attach these to your balls.”

“Evenings and weekends I’m all yours. School holidays I’m all yours. You can have as much control as you like, any second we’re alone.”

“Hmm,” Emmi placed her fingers on the clamps, playing with his sense of anticipation. “I believe you.”

An expression of hope and relief crossed his face for a moment before being replaced by a rictus of pain when she unceremoniously ripped the clamps off. To his credit, he didn’t cry and lose his temper, taking deep breathes to soothe the pain. As fun as this was, Emmi had already had her fill of physical torture. Unluckily for Luca, she had other ways of making him talk.

She ran her hands all over his shoulders and chest as she circled him, taking up a position behind him and gently teasing his now hypersensitive nipples. Just as she could sense him starting to relax Emmi tipped back the chair placing him safely but suddenly on his back, arms tied behind him and legs still attached to the chair. He looked as helpless as a turtle on its back, his crotch helpless and exposed.

“Would you like to use your safe word,” Emmi risked breaking character for just a moment, knowing that it was worth checking in on him. She had put him through more physical pain than she ever had before and needed to make sure he wanted to continue.

“No, Mistress.”

“Good,” Emmi removed her high heels and placed a bare foot on his chest, applying more than a little pressure as she looked down at him. “I’m going to do some things that might make it a little hard to breathe. If you are really struggling though, you can hit the floor three times. Show me that you can do that.”

He tapped with his bound hands, Emmi having left the bindings just loose enough to allow it.

“Good. Now, open wide.”

Luca did as he was told, allowing Emmi to insert her toes into his mouth. On instinct he tried to begin worshiping her feet, sucking her toes and running his tongue along the underside of her foot. Emmi enjoyed the sensations for a moment, but her plan was for something far less sensual. She pushed her foot in deeper, toes moving past his teeth and into his throat. He struggled not to choke as her digits reached his tonsils, her slender foot filling his mouth. His eyes widened and suddenly he gagged, saliva bubbling up over her foot and onto his own face. Emmi laughed uproariously.

“You look so cute and pathetic, gagging on my fucking foot. While I fuck your face and teach you how to deepthroat, I want you to think of something new to tell me. Something I don’t know, a secret. Do you understand?”

He nodded as clearly and emphatically as he could from his prone position, before Emmi began her face-fucking in earnest. Tears began welling up in his eyes as she repeatedly tested the limits of his gag reflex, watching him splutter and choke. The sensation on her foot was surprisingly pleasant, but the real prize was Luca’s face, in all its degraded glory. He looked dirty and delectable, ravishing and repulsive all at once, his face reddening and sweat-stained. She added to the tableau deliberately, launching gobs of spit down at him along with her laughter, occasionally wiping her saliva-drenched sole along his face like he was a doormat. Her own fingers moved into her underwear, finding and teasing her clit as the sight of his abject humiliation spurred her on.

Emmi used him like that for five minutes, swapping feet halfway through. Part of her was tempted to just sit down on his face, to ride and grind until he was soaked in her cum. Waterboarding, she thought. She had a rough plan, though, and decided to stick to it. There would be plenty of time to take her own pleasure later.

“So, are you ready to share a secret?”

“Yes. I fantasized about this for a long time. Years, really. I lost the bet deliberately, hoping you would get caught up in it all and start dominating me.”

Emmi burst out laughing, deep and long.

“That’s not much of a secret! I mean, it was pretty obvious. Why would you suggest a bet you were obviously going to lose?” she placed her wet foot on his caged cock, a posture of confident ownership. “I know you, Luca. I know what a submissive little bitch you are.”

He stared back at her, that delicious mixture of adoration and fear in his eyes. God, she loved him, and she loved doing mean things to him.

“Still, it’s nice to hear you admit what a devious, subby little fucker you were, so I’ll give you a reward.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

With great effort she managed to haul him back to his feet, giving him barely a moment to catch his breath before shoving her balled up panties into his mouth. She removed his key from the pendant around her neck where she usually kept it and unlocked his cage, finally freeing his twitching cock. It sprung to attention quickly, physical proof of just how much his inner psyche craved this humiliating treatment.

“I’m going to give you some nice touches now, to show I can use the carrot and the stick. I just have two rules. Firstly, you better continue being honest and open with me. Secondly, if you come without my permission, I will punish you worse than you’ve ever been punished before. I’m serious. There will be pain that I promise you will not enjoy, and more humiliation than even your slutty little soul can handle. If you come without my permission now you’ll be lucky to have an orgasm this year. Understood?”

“Yesh Mhstress”, came his garbled response.

In truth, she had no special punishment picked out for him, relying instead on his own imagination to provide the requisite fear and motivation. Emmi was confident it would work. The constant teasing and acts of service had brought him into a near-permanently submissive state of mind, where he had come to view her like some all-powerful goddess. His desire to please her and his fear of offending her would ensure that he would fight and beg and struggle to stay on the edge of orgasm. Right where she wanted him.

She began by teasing him with her large, round ass, rubbing it across his legs and stomach, occasionally using it to stroke his hard cock. It was a rough, clumsy facsimile of a lap dance, but Luca didn’t seem to mind. His breathing was labored and unsteady as the intensity of the scene and the weeks of teasing took their toll. Things got even harder for him when Emmi took the tip of his cock and worked it around her pussy, rubbing the head against her trimmed hair, her thighs, her lips, doing everything with it except putting it inside her, where he desperately wanted it to be. She could feel the ache from him, the desperation, and knew it wouldn’t be long until the begging started.

“Please stop, Mhstress,” came the muffled plea after a few minutes of heavenly teasing.

“Already baby,” she said, her voice tinged with mock disappointment. “I thought you could last longer than that.”

His eyes stared back at her, pleading. In truth, she was surprised he could last any time at all, with what she had been doing to him. It was a testament to his devotion, and stubbornness, that he wasn’t taking the first opportunity he could to find release.

“I tell you what,” Emmi slowly sunk to her knees in front of him, a position that months ago would have told him he was about to get a blowjob. He hadn’t quite earned that yet, and likely couldn’t have handled it, so instead she simply spat into her hand and used it to further lubricate his hard, slick cock, moving with slow and deliberate strokes. With the other hand, she reached up and removed her underwear from his mouth, allowing him to speak properly again. “I want to hear what you would do to be able to fuck me. And don’t say anything, mistress. I want your dirtiest, filthiest fantasies. I want you to offer something up to me.”

It took him a while to build up a head of steam, his mind befuddled by her long, luxurious strokes, but once he did the filth came pouring out, each suggestion more perverted than the last. Emmi doubted if he would want to go through with half of them, his babbling desperate and unfocused, but she took a mental note of what he said nevertheless. It would be interesting to see sometime if he was really as willing to debase himself as he claimed, to test and push his boundaries further and further.

Was he truly ready to let her take him to a fetish club and dominate him in front of people?

Would the promise of fucking her really be enough to get him to take a professional massage course, just so he could rub her feet better?

For her part, Emmi was shocked and delighted by his perverted admission that he would accept a golden shower for the chance to come inside her. It intrigued her because he had never had any interest in that kind of thing, meaning that it was either a new desire created by the weeks of teasing or he was willing to do something that genuinely disgusted him. Either way, it was hot. While she wasn’t quite ready to go all the way with that activity, with all the messiness it would entail, she was rather taken by the idea of having him kneeling at her feet in the bathroom, ready to lick her clean. On one level it was still revolting, but the idea of his handsome face and sharp, articulate tongue being reduced to her toilet paper gave her an intoxicating rush of perverted power.

“OK, you’ve given me plenty to think about,” Emmi looked up at him, setting her face into her best seductive, sensuous expression. “Would you like to come now?”

“Yes, Mistress, please. I’m so on the edge.”

“Well, you have been very open with me, and you’ve held on so bravely. Where would you like to come? My face, my mouth, my tits? Should I rub my ass on you again until you explode all over me?”

“Anywhere, anywhere you want. Anything you want. I’m yours, Mistress,” he was desperate, sounding on the edge of both orgasm and madness.

“Well, in that case…” she trailed off, stroking him slowly but firmly, letting the anticipation build towards a crescendo. She had become an expert in reading his body language and could tell exactly when Luca was reaching the point of no return.

“No!” she removed her hand and enjoyed his whimper of loss and frustration. “No coming for you today.”

To his credit, he didn’t beg or complain. However, his face asked the why so clearly that words were not necessary, and the twitching of his body communicated his frustration quite clearly.

“See, I believe everything you’ve said, almost 100%. Almost. But the only way to be sure is to push you right to the brink, to do something that I know you can’t handle. Something where you would give up any secret to make it stop.”

“What do you mean?” the frustration on his face gave way to confusion and apprehension.

“The nuclear option,” Emmi felt her face break out in a wide smile, the ice queen persona dropping in an instant. “Tickling!”

Luca was a big fan of horror movies, had been a keen rock climber when he was younger and was a pretty decent kickboxer when he had time to practice. Tickling, though, was something that filled him with terror.

“No, please, don’t!”

His pleas fell on death ears as Emmi attacked his ribs with glee. He was struggling so hard that she was worried he would tip the chair, begging between peals of frenzied laughter. This was less sensual than pain, less of a power rush than face-fucking him, but it filled Emmi with a happiness that was more than purely sexual.

“You say you’ve told me everything, but there’s been something off for the last few weeks. What are you worried about, what are you holding back?”

Emmi knew he would be unable to answer until she stopped but she decided to pepper him with questions to see what stuck.

“Are you sure you want to keep this going? What if I wanted to tie you up and tickle you every day? How do I know you aren’t just doing this to make me happy?”

She let up for a second, allowing him to catch just enough breathe to answer, her fingers gliding over his ribs like they were a big red nuclear launch button.

“I want this, I want this so much, even when you make me do things I hate. Even now. I want to be yours forever, and I can prove it.”

That intrigued her. Emmi had simply intended to tickle him for a few minutes as a denouement to their little scene, knowing that he would already have told her as much as he could. The idea of proof, beyond his suffering, had never crossed her mind.

“How?” she asked.

“I shouldn’t really have said that,” Luca looked suddenly reluctant, but a quick prod with her dancing fingers convinced him that he couldn’t unsay it. “Go into the cupboard and look in the inside pocket of my spare laptop bag.”

Emmi did as he said, mind racing with possibilities but unable to fix on one. Inside the satchel was a small bag, and inside that bag was a plain black box. Inside that box, she saw with a sudden start, was a ring.

“Luca, I-” Emmi would feel herself tearing up.

“I’ve felt nervous as hell, having that in the house. I’ve been waiting for the right time to ask you, and I didn’t think it would be like this. I mean, it shouldn’t be like this, sorry.”

Emmi could tell he felt bad for giving the game away before a big romantic proposal, and for her part she knew she should feel bad about tormenting him so much that he ended up blurting it out like that. But feeling bad was something she couldn’t bring herself to do, not right now.

“I love it, and I love you. So, so much baby,” Emmi knew how strange it was to have this wholesome, heartfelt moment while he was tied to a chair, cock still hard and face covered in a mixture of sweat and spit. “I’m so lucky to have you.”

“Look inside the ring.”

Emmi peered closely at the ring for the first time, soft gold with a bright blue gem. Inside was an engraving, a few words standing out against the shiny metal.

Forever yours.

Emmi began crying, tears of joy and surprise. They had talked about marriage, but it hadn’t been something she had expected to happen so soon. She had been ready for a while but Luca had always seemed in less of a hurry, worried about the cost and the timing. As she hugged him and kissed his head repeatedly she was filled with a sense of relief, glad that this summer of kinky exploration had meant as much to him as it had to her. Glad that the romance and connection had stronger for them both, amidst all the filthy games.

“If you let me out of these ropes I can get down on one knee,” he said, a half-joking half-serious tone in his voice. She knew that he would have been agonizing over the perfect time and place to do this, but to Emmi this was perfect. Still, why not have the grand, romantic gesture as well?

“Absolutely not! I mean, I will let you out, but I still expect a proper proposal at a more appropriate time.”

“OK,” he smiled, “I can do that.”

“Good boy,” an idea popped into Emmi’s head, as she realized that this was still her scene to control. Luca might have surprised her, but she wanted to end up back in the driver’s seat. “And, to make sure you’re properly motivated to get on with it, you aren’t getting to come until you’ve asked me properly.”

“Deal,” he said, a look of submission creeping back onto his face. “In that case, can you let me out of these ropes so I can thank you?”

“For what?”

“For motivating me. For saying yes. For being the most gorgeous goddess that I could ever hope to meet?”

Emmi undid the bindings and allowed Luca to sink gratefully to his knees in front of her. As he thanked her the best way he knew how, his kisses moving up from her feet to her sacred spot, Emmi knew that married life was going to agree with her. She took the ring from the box and slipped it onto her finger, wanting to wear it at least once before she gave it back to him to plan the proposal.

“You’re going to be my good boy, forever.”

“Yes, Mistress. Goddess,” he smiled up at her from his knees. “Wife.”


Chapter 19: Pen Pals

Marie sat in a plush chair, halfway between a chaise lounge and a throne, replying to various emails from suppliers and customers. Working late was one of the more difficult parts of her job. She dealt with her shop during the afternoon and evening, meaning that on busy days much of the admin had to be completed after hours. Still, her lifestyle afforded her certain perks that took the edge off all the hard work.

She had a large glass of red wine sat next to her, and a packet of cigarettes. One of the best parts of being a sex store owner was getting to, having to, try out the new toys. To that end, she had a particularly intense-looking clitoral massager picked out to use once she was done with her correspondence. Best of all, she had her submissives, her human sex toys.

Henri stood behind her while she worked away, rubbing her shoulders and head. He had recently attended a professional massage course at her suggestion, an act of self-improvement that helped earn him release from his chastity cage and a satisfying orgasm from his mistress’s hands. Meanwhile, her loyal, humiliation-obsessed pet Philippe worked diligently at her feet, providing her with one of her regular pedicures. Service was its own reward for him, but she might deign to let him drink the water from her foot bath or suck her toes while she masturbated later.

A new and intriguing email landed in her inbox with a familiar ping. It was from Emmi, the fledgling domme who had visited her shop while on holiday with her boyfriend, now fiance, a few months ago. Marie had immediately taken a shine to the couple, helping them navigate the emotions and practicalities of their new power dynamic. Ever since that day they had been exchanging emails, Marie providing advice and support in exchange for salacious details. She had smiled at the heartwarming story of Luca’s proposal and had advised Emmi on how best to try out different caging and orgasm schedules. It was amusing to have a sort of perverse pen pal, providing a cross-border exchange of stories and ideas. She also loved feeling like a proud teacher, happily guiding this cute couple into a female-led future.

Emmi’s latest email was some good news. Marie had suggested that they all meet up in London as she planned on attending a large fetish club night with her submissives. Club Aphrodite was an amazing place, a multi-story nightclub that hosted exclusive femdom nights for dominant women and their submissives. Marie knew that Emmi had fantasized about playing with Luca in public, but was nervous about getting too involved in the fetish scene in their small, northern city. She figured that this would be a good solution, with the size of the event providing the anonymity of crowds.

Emmi agreed. The couple would be joining Marie and her little harem at the party, giving them all a chance to catch up and perhaps, Marie hoped, play a little. Still, it was not all plain sailing.

Luca is up for it, but he seems a little nervous, Emmi’s email read. I’m worried that he might not be able to relax and enjoy it.

Ah, you never know if you will enjoy something until you try it, Marie reminded her. This was something of a motto and philosophy for her. She was a person who would try anything once. Remind him how happy it will make you, and how much fun you have had exploring together so far. You are an adventurous pair, after all!

She ended the email by suggesting that the couple join her the night before to stay at the large apartment she had rented near the venue. Once the fun started on the night it might all be quite intense, so this would allow them to not only converse and relax but also for her to provide any last-minute guidance or emotional support.

Emmi often held back on the details, but Marie still took a thrill that went beyond professional satisfaction when she thought about the pretty young woman trying out her suggested toys and techniques on her sweet, sexy partner. As she hit send visions began to form in her mind, of what outfits they could all wear and what games she could show them. Of what toys she could bring and what surprises might await them all. She pictured Emmi reading her emails and composing her replies while Luca struggled underneath her, face buried in her ass. Marie found herself suddenly in need of some more direct attention, deciding that while the toy could be useful she would like to enjoy the sensation of an eager mouth on her body. More than one mouth, perhaps. After all, she had more than one erogenous zone. And more than one man to entertain her.

“Would either of you like the honor of serving me with your slutty little tongues?”

“Oui, maîtresse,” they answered in lockstep.

Ah, how she loved to hear those words.


Chapter 20: Play Party

Emmi leaned in close to Luca as the elevator doors slid shut, squeezing his hand and breathing in the comforting scent of his aftershave. The apartment block was chic and plush, far fancier than the hostels they could usually afford when they visited London. The sleek machine began to make its way up to the twentieth floor, silently taking them into the unknown.

“Feeling good?” Luca asked, hugging her close.

“I am, it’ll be nice to see Marie. More importantly, are you OK?”

“A little nervous,” he admitted. Emmi appreciated his openness, especially since he hadn’t been so good at sharing his emotions when they first met. Nevertheless, at this precise moment, his honesty was a source of anxiety for her.

“It isn’t too late to back out,” Emmi might have enjoyed dominating and even humiliating him, but when they were pushing boundaries consent was everything.

“Of course not. Goddess,” he seemed to use the honorific to get himself psyched up, pushing himself into the correct submissive head space. Emmi appreciated the effort. Part of her wished it wasn’t required, that he was as enthusiastic about this weekend as she was, but she reminded herself that this was all part of their new dynamic. He trusted her to be the leader in their sexual exploration, and the price of leadership was making difficult decisions.

“Good boy.”

As they made their way down the fancy corridor towards Marie’s rented apartment Emmi began to feel under-dressed. They had come straight from the train station and were dressed for comfort, not sex appeal. Marie had billed tonight as a casual night in to prepare for the party tomorrow, but she could remember how glamorous and well-dressed the older woman was. Evidently she was also well-off, a financial as well as a sexual success, causing a feeling of inadequacy to threaten Emmi’s carefully curated sense of power.

All that disappeared when Marie answered the door, her enthusiastic greeting and disarming smile putting her instantly at ease. The buxom dominatrix was dressed simply in jeans and a white t-shirt, even forgoing the high heels that she had told Emmi she wore everywhere. She pulled them both in for friendly hugs, ushering them indoors and sneaking a much-needed glass of wine into each of their hands before they realized what was happening.

“You must tell me all about your journey, and everything else! But first, let me introduce my little toys!”

Two men knelt in the center of the large open-plan lounge/kitchen, hands behind their backs and eyes forward. They were mercifully fully clothed, with Emmi glad they were all easing into the evening. She fully expected the night to take a kinky turn, but they both needed a moment to acclimatize. Marie, experience as she was, likely knew that fully well.

They had already met Philippe before, during a memorable day at the nudist beach towards the end of their vacation. He looked even more unremarkable, now that he was wearing clothes. However, despite him having the appearance of a middle-aged accountant, Emmi knew that he was a dedicated slave to Marie and almost certainly had a cage wrapped around his cock. The other man accompanying her on this trip was introduced as Henri. He was much younger, perhaps around the same age as them, with short hair and a slight frame. While Philippe knelt in stony-face reverence, Henri wore a goofy smile that spoke to both nervousness and excitement. That made Emmi feel good, like tonight would be about lighthearted kinky fun rather than dark and dirty BDSM.

After the introductions Marie sent her servants away to prepare some snacks and cocktails, taking Emmi by the hand and leading the couple through to the bedroom. She explained that she had brought over a selection of outfits for them to choose from for the party tomorrow, since fetishwear was mandatory, and couldn’t wait to show them it. Laid out on the large bed was a dazzling array of clothing, almost all of it red or black, some in lace but most made of leather or even latex.

Emmi struggled to take it all in. It was sexy and exciting, with more choice than she had ever had when picking an outfit for a night out, but it was also strange and disorientating. She generally dominated Luca in comfortable, if sexy, clothes. She had certainly come to appreciate the power of dressing to reinforce a power dynamic, but that generally meant dressing him up in something embarrassing while she wore smart office clothes or perhaps lingerie. This world of harsh black leather was new and slightly intimidating.

“I considered bringing some costumes, nurse or policewomen or whatever, but I thought something a little more understated might be good for your first time.”

It didn’t look particularly understated to Emmi. She was struggling for words, temporarily worried that perhaps this was all too advanced for her, when Luca chimed in.

“Do you have a mask?”

“Hmm. I do have one leather hood with me, but it’s rather uncomfortable. Why, do you often wear a mask?”

“No, it’s just, um,” they had come to London precisely because of the anonymity that its size provided, but Luca still struggled with the idea of being seen getting dominated in public.

Marie read his fear expertly. “There are strict rules around photos and confidentiality. Believe me, a mask is not needed, if that’s what you are worried about.”

Part chastened and part reassured, Luca fell silent. Emmi gave him an encouraging squeeze of the hand. He needed her to take the lead here, she reminded herself. This was her idea, her role, and her responsibility.

“Baby, why don’t you go for a shower and freshen up? I want to pick out your outfit for you, and I want mine to be a surprise.”

Marie clapped her hands together with glee. “bonne idée!”

Luca went off as instructed, probably happy for the chance to decompress and collect his thoughts. Marie talked her through a few potential outfits until they could hear the shower turn on, and then leaned in close with a conspiratorial whisper.

“How are you both feeling about tomorrow?”

“Good, excited. But nervous,” Emmi admitted. They had discussed her fantasies of dominating Luca in public via email, with Marie being strongly encouraging of it. In a strange way. Emmi didn’t want to let the older woman down.

“That’s normal. What are your worried about, though?”

“What if he doesn't like it? I don't want to push him into something he really doesn't want.”

“Ah, this is a difficult dance,” Marie said thoughtfully. “You are right to look out for him. When you are the domme, you have to take care of your subs. With great power comes great responsibility, as the saying goes.”

“Who said that?”

“It's from Spiderman!” they both laughed, cutting the tension.

“You are right to look out for him,” she continued. “But he has responsibilities as well. You’ve talked about your soft and hard limits, correct?”

Emmi nodded. At Marie’s suggestion she had sat Luca down and hashed out a list of soft limits, which he might consider or which could be used as punishments, and hard limits which couldn’t be crossed. Despite his obvious nervousness about public play, it wasn't on either list.

“Bien! Remember, he wants you to lead. He trusts you. So you have to trust the process and trust him to communicate.”

Emmi was overtaken by a sudden burst of gratitude. She grabbed Marie and gave her a tight, awkward hug, whispering her thanks. This wise, kinky guru knew just what to say. Reassured, Emmi turned her attention back to the task at hand. There were a lot of decisions to make.

She quickly decided on a tight pair of leather shorts for Luca, paired with a collar and leash. That would give her plenty to look at but would leave him just enough dignity to feel somewhat comfortable, at least to start with. Deciding on her own look was, as always, more difficult. Marie had brought a much wider variety of clothes in her size, threatening to overwhelm her decision-making process. Her guide and teacher talked her through it, with them settling on an outfit that blurred the lines between goth, glam, and full-on dominatrix.

A tight black corset fastened with metal buckles along the front would give her an appropriately fetishistic look, although she paired it with a short skirt rather than a full bodysuit for her own comfort. She couldn’t decide whether to go for stockings or bare legs, but luckily she had already brought a pair of thigh-high hold-ups that she could easily take off when she was there. Emmi generally hated wearing high heels, but at Marie's insistence she tried on a pair of mid-sized black shoes adorned with metal spikes. They were a little too much, making her feel like a Hellraiser character, but she enjoyed how tall they made her feel. They decided to go shopping for some plainer heels in the morning, with Marie reasoning that she would have a willing foot masseur on hand to soothe her if she struggled to walk.

The selection process quickly turned into a dress-up and photo section as Emmi tried on the clothes. Marie had to be held back from doing her full makeup right now, but Emmi relented to some bright red lipstick. The ensemble was finished off with some jewelry. Luca wasn't wearing his cock cage but they had brought it with them, meaning that Emmi still had his key on a necklace. She wore it so that it hung shiny and suggestive just between her breasts, pushed pert and high by the tight corset. It went well with the gold anklet that Luca had bought her for their anniversary and the blue sapphire engagement ring that already felt at home on her finger. At Marie’s suggestion she added a few extra rings from her collection, as well as some toe rings.

Emmi felt a strange mixture of silly and sexy as she got all dressed up, knowing that this kind of thing was far out of her usual sartorial comfort zone, but when she saw the pictures of the full outfit on Marie’s phone she understood the effect it would have on Luca. She looked statuesque and severe in the heels, dripping with jewelry that moaned money and black leather that screamed sex. She wanted to call her boy through and make him kneel before her to drink in the sight, but Marie astutely pointed out that the effect would be all the greater if she kept it a surprise.

“Keep on the jewelry though. It will come in handy for a game I have planned later.”

Emmi got back into her travel clothes, feeling slightly grimy and sweaty but too eager for company to go for a shower. Marie put the clothes back in the wardrobe, chatting excitedly about her plans for the weekend and the fun they would have at the club. They left the room arm-in-arm, ready to be greeted by the expectant pets.

***

They spent the next hour sipping cocktails and eating snacks in relative normalcy, Marie regaling them with stories about the shop and her travels. Philippe was largely silent, with a low level of English, but Henri was an active and enthusiastic participant. It seemed like his submission was more sexual than personal, while Philippe seemed to act as a 24/7 servant. The subtle differences in dynamics between Marie and her individual submissives fascinated Luca.

“Daniel,” Marie pronounced his name Danielle, French and feminine-sounding, “Did you enjoy the shower?”

“I did, it was lovely. Very refreshing!”

“Bien! Emmi, don’t let me keep you if you want to freshen up!”

A sly look came across his girlfriend’s face. The conversation was yet to turn kinky, but Emmi had seemed different since she had come out of the room with Marie. More confident, with a subtle sensuality to her voice and movement. More like she was at home.

“I don’t know. Luca, do I need a shower?”

She raised her arm and moved towards him, beckoning him in towards her armpit. It was the sort of behavior that would be completely normal between a couple in private but utterly bizarre in front of most other people. Still, they weren’t in front of most other people. Luca breathed in as suggested, soon finding himself engulfed by her pheromones, a musky and feminine perfume that he had become utterly addicted to. She pulled him in gently but firmly with her other hand, drawing something between a gasp and a giggle from Marie.

“You smell fine,” Luca said, playing this off as if it were perfectly normal, unsure if she wanted him to fully embrace subspace yet.

“Are you sure?” Emmi lifted her leg and raised her foot towards Luca’s face. Her white socks had been on all day and showed just the slightest hint of discoloration. Over the past few months he had spent countless hours at her feet, kissing and rubbing and worshipping until he had developed an almost Pavlovian response to the lowest part of her body. His mind was already foggy with perverted desire, driving Luca to sniff with shameful enthusiasm.

“Smells good to me,” he said after a moment, mustering as much dignity as he could. Marie and Emmi shared a wry smile, while the men in the room barely blinked an eyelid at this behavior. The conversation moved on and the drinks flowed, everyone relaxing further as they drifted into a dinner party vibe. Aside from the occasional command from Marie for more food or drinks, acted on unfussily by her submissives, the night was largely kink-free. Still, if Luca knew Marie, or indeed Emmi, like he thought he did, that wouldn't last for long.

“Let’s play a card game!” the older woman announced, clapping her hands with enthusiasm and finality.

“What are you thinking?” Emmi asked.

“Do you know poker?”

“I love poker!” Emmi looked over at Luca, and he nodded in agreement. They both enjoyed poker, often playing for small stakes with their friends back home. He could see where this was going, and was quite sure the stakes would be different.

“Magnifique! Henri, fetch the cards!”

Marie explained the rules and then the stakes, with the men taking up positions around the coffee table on the floor while the woman sat on the couch. It would be strip poker, much as Luca had suspected, with the worst hand each round removing an item of clothing and the first person out receiving a punishment. Philippe was as stoic as always as they set up the game, while Henri was bubbly and excited. Emmi looked at Luca, silently asking him for his agreement, which he gave with another small nod. He felt nervous, as he was sure she did, but didn't want to start backing out of things already. Tomorrow night, at the club, was surely going to be even more intimidating than this.

The first loss went to Henri, who whipped off her shirt with good-natured enthusiasm. The next went to Marie, who stripped off her socks like she was putting on a burlesque show, much to the unabashed joy of Philippe and Henri. Luca noticed that her toes were adorned with several shiny rings. When she lost the next hand as well their purpose was revealed, with Marie removing a ring rather than a piece of clothing. Clearly, this was her way of stacking the deck in her favor. Luca had also noted Emmi sporting several new pieces of jewelry as well.

“Problem?” Marie asked, arching an eyebrow.

“Non, maîtresse,” her subs answered in unison.

“No,” Luca smiled. Emmi looked at him with mock sternness, telling him to show the proper respect, dragging him suddenly into a new atmosphere. “No, maîtresse.”

Even if they had been playing fairly Luca would have struggled to beat Emmi, who was a better poker player than him on most. Given the shenanigans with the jewelry, the boys stood no chance. Soon enough they were near-naked while the women had given up their socks and several rings each. Luca was thankful that he had worn his best pair of boxers, while Philippe wore a tight pair of briefs that revealed the tell-tale bulge of a cock cage underneath. Meanwhile, Henri outshone them both in a pair of frilly pink knickers. To Luca’s relief it was Philippe, a quiet man but a surprisingly reckless gambler, who went broke first.

The ladies whopped and whistled as he slid out of his underwear, revealing his caged genitals to the room. He knelt in preparation for his punishment, looking like a solider about to go over the top into machine gun fire. To Luca’s surprise Marie removed a key from the necklace around her neck, tossing it to her slave. Philippe began to unlock himself, but didn't look particularly relieved. Luca shared a confused look with Emmi. Clearly, the submissive knew something they didn’t.

“Now, I promised a punishment for the loser, didn't I?” Marie mused. “But what kind of punishment should I go for?”

“Foot gagging?” Emmi suggested one of her own favorite activities. “Or spanking, it’s a classic!”

“The thing is, for this little slut my feet are a reward, not a punishment. And he would also enjoy spanking far too much. Those are funishments, really, not punishments. A punishment has to be something he won’t enjoy. Something truly painful, or humiliating. Slave,” she snapped her fingers at him. “Stand and spread your legs. You are going to take ten kicks to the balls.”

Philippe did as he was told, stoic as a centurion. His mistress walked around him, brushing his body here and there as his little cock began to stiffen. She launched a light kick from behind, her foot connecting firmly with his dangling balls. He fell kneeling to the ground, and Marie walked around calmly so that she stood above him.

“Kiss.”

He leaned forward and kissed the foot that had just debilitated him. Even worse, he thanked her, muttering both merci and thank you and he prostrated himself.

“Stay kneeling, and spread your legs.”

He did as he was told, face down and ass up to present an easy target from behind. Marie launched 4 more kicks in relatively quick succession. They were light enough that they wouldn't do much damage but accurate enough that they would cause an explosion of pain, showing a disturbing level of skill at this strange sport. His pained grunting became louder with each kick, leading Marie to fasten a makeshift gag from her discarded socks.

“Would you like a shot?” Marie asked Emmi, as casually as if she were offering her a video-game controller.

“No, thank you,” Emmi laughed. They had agreed that while this weekend would involve public play, they wouldn’t actually be engaging in any sex acts with other people. Still, Luca wouldn’t have counted kicking someone in the nuts as sexual contact, and wouldn’t terribly have minded if she had partaken. Still, perhaps it was simply that she didn’t have that sadistic streak, preferring the subtle mindfuck of tease and denial to outright pain. Overall, he counted himself lucky.

Marie took her time with the remainder of the kicks, scratching his back and fondling his cock in between blows. Luca didn't quite know where to look but couldn't drag his eyes away, while Henri watched in rapt attention. Emmi looked to be enjoying herself, biting her lip in a way that suggested she was getting more out of this than just amusement.

Marie finished up and accepted more grateful kisses from her broken punchbag, whipping off her t-shirt to reveal a white lacy bra underneath, throwing it to the side as if she had just finished a workout. She returned to the table and dealt another hand, leaving Luca worried that more punishment would be in store for the next man to lose. Despite their host choosing to remove an item of clothing for comfort, the chances of either Luca or Henri pulling this back were slim to none.

As luck would have it Henri was the text to reach the end of the road. He peeled off his panties and threw them to the side with a smile, revealing a completely smooth swimsuit area. The cage that his penis was stuffed into was tiny, bordering on flat, making Luca almost wince in sympathy.

“Ah, do you like the look?” Marie asked Emmi, pointing to her smooth, feminine boytoy. “I heard him make a sexist joke a few months ago, and since then I’ve let him experience a little bit of life as a woman. He is waxed like a lady, wears sexy little panties like a woman. Sometimes I bend him over and stuff his boy pussy, and when he’s very good I use a vibrator on his little metal clit until he comes like a girl. I will show you sometime!”

Marie laughed while Luca and Emmi looked on in amazed silence. Despite the abject humiliation Henri looked happy and relaxed, seemingly unashamed of Marie’s treatment of him. Clearly there were levels to this BDSM thing, and Luca wondered just how deep he and his fiance would be able to go.

“Come on, I need to piss,” Marie announced, tapping Henri on the shoulder and padding through to her en suite while he crawled behind her. Philippe went to freshen up everyone’s drinks and begin clearing up, while Emmi asked Luca if he was feeling OK. He reassured her that he was. As strange as this night was, he was enjoying himself. He admitted, however, that he was a little worried about what punishment was in store for him.

“Oh, I think that was just for the boy who came last.”

“Then what is she doing with Henri right now?”

“I think for him, that might be more of a reward.”

Marie sauntered back into the room clad in lingerie and an open silk kimono, her naked sub crawling behind her with a dreamy look on his face. She sat down and gratefully received her cocktail from Philippe with a satisfied sigh.

“I tell you, having a little slut lick your pussy clean feels so much better than toilet paper.”

“I can imagine,” Emmi replied, smirking towards Luca.

“Well, darling, you don’t need to just imagine!” Marie turned her attention back towards the cards, leaving the suggestion heavy in the air. “One more hand and then we can call it quits?”

Luca, with a sense of inevitability, lost the next hand despite having a high straight. He had no right to feel embarrassed about getting naked given what his comrades in submission had just gone through, but nonetheless he found himself taking a moment to mentally prepare. Emmi held up her hand, gesturing for him to pause like she was delivering a stay of execution.

“I’ll make you a deal. You can keep your boxers on if…” she placed her feet up on the coffee table, her soft and slightly dirty soles pointing towards him, “you worship my feet.”

“You mean, like, rub them?” Luca asked, knowing full well that wasn’t what she meant.

“No, I mean worship them. Rub, kiss, lick, suck. You know how I like it.”

His fiance wiggled her toes suggestively while he considered the offer, Marie looking at him expectantly. It was a no-brainer, really. He was Emmi’s sub, and they were here to play. If she wanted her feet worshipped, that’s what would happen. At least this way he would get to keep his clothes, and a shred of his dignity, for a little while longer. Leaning forward, he planted a kiss on the ball of her foot, placing his nose just under the toes. As humiliating as it was to do this with an audience, Luca felt instinctively at home. After months of this dynamic slowly developing, this was precisely where we wanted to be.

The conversation went on around him, dominated by Marie and Emmi as the older woman set her subs to work on her own feet. She would occasionally direct them to focus on a particular area or technique and Emmi soon started doing the same, confidently directing him to kiss here and lick there. He was soon sucking her toes with reckless abandon, losing himself in the thrill of submission. Emmi’s imperious attitude, barely paying attention to his efforts, only spurred him on more. He felt objectified and he loved it, with his cock stiffening in response.

“Look, he had a hard-on,” Marie laughed and Emmi joined in, looking at the tent in his boxers. “He really is a perfect little foot slut.

Luca could feel his cheeks blush red. He was an experienced, sexually open man who spent his working life being completely in control, but in that moment he felt like a chastened little virgin. He had no reply, so simply lowered his eyes and kept kissing.

“It’s nothing to be ashamed of. To me, this is the height of confidence, of masculinity,” Marie said, sounding suddenly serious. He had heard her take on this kind of evangelical tone before, and had always found her strangely inspiring despite the strangeness of her ideas. “Truly. A real man knows who he is, and isn’t afraid to live his life authentically. I’m not suggesting that you go around telling everyone what you get up to together, but many people are afraid to even share this part of themselves in the bedroom. To be open about it with each other the way you have been takes real bravery. Real affection. I admire you both.”

“Stop it,” Emmi smacked her new BFF playfully.

“I mean it! You should be proud. I'm proud. Proud and excited for tomorrow.”

The girls spent a few more minutes planning out their day for tomorrow, complete with some shopping and some sightseeing, while Luca busied himself worshipping Emmi and thinking about what Marie said. He did feel proud, and happy, about how their relationship had developed. Perhaps Marie's way of putting things was a little grandiose, but he couldn’t say she was wrong. This might not be what normal couples did, but it made them both feel satisfied and closer to each other than ever.

He still felt a little nervous about the idea of playing with Emmi in public, but he resolved to use those feelings, that residual ball of shame, in a positive way. It could be shaped and molded, turned into excitement rather than fear. At the end of the day Emmi wanted this, for them both, and she had never led him wrong before.

The ladies sat there with their legs propped up on the coffee table, looking like a pair of evil empresses with their loyal servants grateful and prostrate before them. They finished their drinks and then announced that it was time for bed, Marie telling Philippe and Henri to clean up so that their guests could get an early night. Marie gave them both a hug, slightly awkward for Luca in his state of near-undress, before Emmi led him by the hand to the spare bedroom.

“Are you having fun, baby? I know this is a lot.”

“I am,” Luca had committed himself to honesty, knowing it was the only way to make this thing they had work. “It’s weird, and I feel a bit nervous at times, but I’m having a good time.”

“Good, I really appreciate you doing this with me. We can stop anytime you want, but you know I’ll always take care of you, right?” Emmi sat on the bed, partially undressed, and Luca found himself instinctively taking up a position on his knees in front of her.

“I know Emmi, I trust you.”

“Beautiful,” she stroked his face, sending a shiver through his body. “But since I’ll always take care of you, it’s time for you to take care of me.”

She slipped off her clothes and lay back on the bed, showing him exactly what kind of attention she meant. Luca dove into his favorite task, teasing her entrance with his tongue before moving on to her clit. He ate her out almost every day and would usually take his time massaging and worshipping her pussy, often to several orgasms. They might use toys, like a vibrator on her clit while he tongue fucked her or a love egg inside her while he kissed her thighs. Today had been a long day though, and Emmi clearly just needed to come.

She rolled backward to expose more of herself, wordlessly telling him that it was time to eat her cute little asshole. This was Emmi’s go-to move when she was truly desperate for an orgasm. She seemed to get off on the power trip as much as the physical sensations, although in truth Luca didn’t mind it at all. It might be degrading, but he loved the musky taste of her, and the way it made her writhe and moan.

Emmi rubbed her clit while he licked, bringing herself to a quick and shuddering orgasm. She seemed suddenly broken, tired from the traveling and the night and the sensations. He knew just what she needed, and moved quickly to hold her in his arms. He thought he would be too wired to sleep, but within moments Luca felt himself begin to drift off. It was just as well. Tomorrow would be a late night, and he had the feeling he would need all of his energy.


Chapter 21:The Club

The black London cab let them out on a street that seemed halfway between seedy and glamorous. It was a location that was in keeping with the club and the goings-on inside it. Luca got out first and held the door for Marie and Emmi, jokily affecting the air of a gentlemanly butler. There was a tight ball of nerves in the pit of his stomach, but he was determined to enjoy it rather than fear it.

They had spent the day in a largely kink-free way, seeing a few tourist sights and having an enjoyable meal in Chinatown. While the ladies went shoe shopping, Luca had taken Henri and Philippe to the National Gallery for a quick walk around. He found the two men surprisingly easy to get on with as he spent more time with them, particularly Henri who spoke excellent English. Discussing history, art, and politics was comfortable territory for Luca, and he soon felt more in his element. Perhaps that ease would carry over into the fetish club, and perhaps not.

Marie took the lead as they approached the door, seemingly knowing both the bouncer and the person taking their tickets by name. They were straight out of central casting- the hulking security guard with a shaved head and tattooed arms, the greeter with a pixie cut, several facial piercings, and a shirt that read OBEY. Their group looked positively clean-cut by comparison, with them all electing to get changed inside the venue rather than before.

When they got inside Emmi gave him a bag with his clothing in it. She had deliberately kept it a surprise, and he could only pray that it wasn't something too revealing or embarrassing. Whatever it was there wasn't much of it, and he couldn’t be sure if that was a blessing or a curse. Emmi blew him a kiss and slipped into a changing room with Marie, giving Luca a shot of shameful arousal. Although she was bisexual, Luca didn’t think there was any real sexual tension between Emmi and Marie, with more of a teacherly relationship. Nevertheless, he couldn't help but think about the buxom older woman and his pretty fiance helping each other get dressed.

He opened the bag and took out his clothing for the evening. It was a pair of leather shorts, tight but mercifully not more revealing than a pair of tight swim shorts, the kind she was always encouraging him to buy for their next holiday. He could live with that. He was a little worried that the cock cage, which she had told him to put on that morning, would show through the tight material. He reminded himself where he was, squashing any worries about looking like a pervert. Completing the look was a pair of low black boots and a collar with a leash. It wasn’t their usual collar, emblazoned with the word Slut, but a bespoke one with a new engraving, surely a present from Marie. It read Emmi’s Slut.

He took his time leaving the changing room, not wanting to be the first person out. By the time he left Marie was waiting for him, standing with her back turned. She was dressed in a far more revealing outfit than he had expected, clearly willing to bare much more skin in this kind of environment than she would be elsewhere. She stood in tall high heels as well as a stocking and garter set, as to be expected, paired with a barely-there thong that left her large ass swaying bare as she stood with her hand on her hips. Luca could only hope that she didn’t catch him staring when she turned around, revealing how little she was wearing on top. A tight black corset covered her lower torso. It left her large breasts pushed up but bare, although the nipples were covered with two crosses of black tape. She was gorgeous, with an admirable confidence that only made her more sexy, but Luca didn’t know where to look. His main thought was to wonder what she had persuaded Emmi to wear.

“You look good! Those shorts are tres fetching. Your lovely fiance will be out in a moment. I think you should kneel and close your eyes, so you can get the full picture all at once.”

And what a picture it was. When Luca opened his eyes his fiance, goddess, and mistress was standing in front of him, dressed as he had never seen her before- resplendent all in black, like a genuine dominatrix. She stood several inches taller than usual in her heels, making him feel even smaller as he looked up at her from his knees. She had opted for stockings and a tight leather skirt with a slit at the side, sensual but leaving more to the imagination than Marie’s outfit. A black corset top accentuated her frame nicely, with her hourglass figure and pert breasts nicely framing the key that dangled from her necklace.

He had no words, so simply crawled forward and planted a kiss on the top of her nylon-covered foot. The simple act of supplication seemed to please her, with his obedience being the greatest compliment that he could give her. Luca understood a little better why she had been so excited by this whole idea. She could flaunt not only her looks but also what she had achieved by making her boyfriend into a submissive and obedient pet. It was a testament to what she, what they, had achieved in their relationship. To have it displayed so openly must be giving Emmi an incredible rush of power and pride.

Luca handed his leash to her and she gestured for him to stand up. She hugged him briefly and then turned to Marie, whose own slaves had just appeared dressed in leather fetish gear.

“Thank you for the outfit, I feel amazing.”

“Mon amie, you look amazing! Now, join me for a little tour!”

They passed from the entrance area into a large room filled with the predictable pounding of industrial music. Dommes of all shapes and sizes filled the dance floor. They were dressed in leather and latex, silk lingerie and business suits, nurses’ costumes and ballgowns, and everything in between. The submissives, almost all male with a few women, were largely absent from the dance floor. Instead, they stood at the sidelines, holding drinks and handbags or waiting on the woman holding court at the seats. They were all dressed in ways that signaled their submission, some shirtless and skimpy like Luca and some in maid costumes or full-on gimp suits.

They didn’t stay there long, with Marie ushering them forward into a separate bar lounge area. It was home to the neatest bar queue that Luca had ever seen. Submissives stood in a quiet line waiting to be served by the surly-looking bartenders, with no pushing or jostling. Meanwhile, dominant women waited in plush chairs and on cushioned benches for their drinks, many with men kneeling by their sides or under their feet. Luca thought they might stop here to settle in for a while but Marie continued to lead them around the venue, greeting acquaintances and pointing out interesting features. They passed spanking benches and bondage posts dotted around the place, although Luca knew from Marie’s earlier description that the main playrooms were downstairs.

They soon stopped at what was obviously one of their guide’s favorite stations. It was a large cage with room for three or four people to lie flat on the ground, allowing others to trample them while holding onto loops and handrails. As luck would have it the cage had just become empty, a pair of giggling mistresses leading their submissives away on their knees. From the look of the women, flush with exertion, they must have been using the men’s bodies as a makeshift dance floor.

“Would you like a little dance?”

“Back in the other room?”

“No, we can have a little dance in the cage!”

“Is it safe?” Emmi asked, clearly intrigued but ever cautious.

“Absolutely! There is a little bit of technique, but you can start slowly and I’ll give you some tips. You could practice on Henri or Philippe first if you like. There will also be some single men walking around who I’m sure would gladly volunteer.”

“Hmmm, no. My toy can handle it. Isn’t that right, Slut?”

Luca agreed vigorously. He was a little surprised by her boldness, but he was glad of it. The last thing he wanted was to be left at the side, and the idea of anyone else suffering under Emmi’s divine feet filled him with a pang of jealousy.

Not waiting on ceremony, Marie opened the cage door and snapped her fingers, Henri quickly following her command and taking up a position on the floor while Philippe was sent to fetch the women some drinks. The de facto leader of their kinky little troupe entered and stepped onto her sub confidently, like someone well-practiced at balancing on an uneven male body. Luca entered next, lying on the spacious floor with a little space between him and Henri, with Emmi following just behind.

“Heaviness is all about weight distribution. A woman’s stiletto can produce more pressure than an elephant’s foot, because of the wider surface area. Look,” she demonstrated by digging her heel into Henri’s leather-clad chest, drawing a grunt of pain from him. “Of course, you can achieve a similar effect without shoes, just by shifting your body around. Try it!”

To Luca’s relief, Emmi kicked off her heels, choosing to start light. It felt safer, but also sexier for him, her nylon-covered foot making direct contact with his skin. She stepped on him tentatively at first, finding her balance and gripping the loops dangling from the top of the cage. She wasn’t heavy, especially with both feet planted on his chest. In fact, it was a comfortable feeling, like being under a weighted blanket, at the same time as being highly erotic. Emmi began to smile and laugh as she found her rhythm, moving slowly up and down his body, and Luca felt a profound sense of peace as he looked up at her laughing face. She looked truly happy and that filled his heart with joy. At the same time, she looked sexier than ever before, a goddess standing above him, trampling him underneath her with a carefree attitude.

She spent the next ten minutes walking up and down his body, dancing along to the music and occasionally trying out some more advanced techniques at Marie’s suggestion. She jumped lightly on his chest while holding on to the handrails, Luca feeling the benefits of his many hours in the gym as his muscles absorbed the impact. She kneaded her feet into him like a cat waking up from a nap. To his delight Emmi rubbed her foot over his face, allowing him to enjoy the sensation of the fabric on his nose and lips.

They eventually left the trampling cage and made their way back to the bar area, finding a large couch to sit on together. Philippe reappeared with wine for the ladies before getting on all fours to act as a footstool for his mistress. Emmi had Luca sit on the floor in between her legs so she could stroke his hair, astutely giving him a moment to rest after his time under her feet. He appreciated how thoughtful she was, even as she must have been feeling emboldened with sexual power. Despite all his nerves about this whole weekend, in the moment he felt safe and protected. This is why he loved and trusted her so much.

***

Several women came to say hi to Marie, exchanging pleasantries and pledges to catch-up soon. Despite living in another country she was clearly well-known, with a web of online friends and people she saw regularly on the party and sex-shop conference circuit. She had her feet propped up on Philippe while Henri massaged them, leaving little scope for any of the lone submissives to approach her. Such lone men were relatively few and far between, having to pay far more to enter the party than women or couples to keep the gender balance right.

A few did approach Emmi though, offering her drinks or a massage, but she firmly turned them away. She was here to play in public, but exclusively with her own pet. She contented herself by stroking Luca, languidly rubbing her nylon-covered legs against his bare skin and enjoying how he shivered and melted in response. She was in the mood for more play at some point, the experience of trampling him having been a gigantic turn-on, but was in no big rush.

Eventually, though, someone did make a move on Marie. A tall, handsome man presented her with a rose, offering it with a florid bow and introducing himself as Gerard. He was shirtless, with a waxed chest and six-pack, as well as butler’s bow-tie confirming that he was a sub, as all men here were supposed to be. His demeanor was unexpectedly cocky, bordering on arrogant, not at all in keeping with his role here as a submissive supplicant. Emmi wondered if he and Marie had a history, particularly as he began to speak in French. She listened in as well as she could, understanding the gist of their conversation rather than the specifics. The man told Marie that he was a big fan of her work, regularly reading her blog and following her on social media. He claimed that he would be honored to serve them, including Emmi in that offer.

“We have three little submissives here with us already,” Marie switched to English, no doubt for Emmi’s benefit. “What can you offer us that we don’t already have?”

“I can endure far more than these submissives, I assure you,” he replied in heavily accented but highly competent English. His manner was confident, and grating.

“Endure more what?”

“More pain, more humiliation. Whatever it takes to please you.”

“Hmm,” Marie looked thoughtful for a moment, before breaking out into a wide smile. “OK, I propose a little game of endurance then. We can go to the playroom, where I will tie you up and tease you. We can see if you can outlast one of our other subs. The winner gets to come, and if you win I will also give you my phone number. I’ll be in London for a few more days, and we can see if you would make a suitable submissive for me.”

Neither Henri nor Philippe seemed perturbed by this, apparently at ease with the one-sided nature of their relationship with Marie. Emmi knew she had at least one more full-time submissive who wasn’t on holiday with them, so the thought of one more man joining her little harem must not have been particularly shocking to them. Still, Emmi couldn’t help but find it strange, how casually she discussed adding a new man to her collection.

“The loser will be ruined and then whipped. Plus, the floors in here are sticky, so he can shine both of our shoes with his tongue. Sound good?”

“I agree,” the man didn’t hesitate for even a moment. He turned to look at Luca, Philippe, and Henri, sizing them up like he was about to enter a boxing ring. “Who will my opponent be?”

“Let me think. How about…Luca?”

Emmi stared back at Marie. She could see exactly what her friend was trying to do. Just as Emmi was constantly pushing Luca slowly out of his comfort zone, so had Marie moved to put her into a position where she had to step up. It was like a coach, pushing her protege to new heights. She wouldn't have come up with this herself, but now that the idea was put in front of her she would have to say yes. In fact, she was happy to. Emmi had already been having a great night, soaking up the vibe, enjoying the company, and finding a great deal of pleasure in trampling Luca underfoot. Still, showing off her and her pet’s training skills had been exactly what she had been fantasizing about.

“Absolutely, we are in.”

Luca had a safe word, and he could use it whenever he liked, but Emmi felt flush with power and confidence. She was dressed like a dominatrix and her fiance seemed content to submit to her loving leadership. It was time for her to take the handbrake off.

They made their way to a playroom downstairs, following Marie through darkly lit corridors and stairways. It wasn’t a huge venue, but the oppressive and exciting atmosphere made it feel like they were descending into the bowls of some forbidden labyrinth. A long corridor on the lower level housed several themed rooms set aside for proper BDSM scenes. While people were engaging in light power play upstairs, there was no scope for nudity, sex, or serious physical impact in the semi-public areas. Down here, the rooms were furnished with cages and beds, benches and suspension rigs, St Andrew’s crosses and bondage wheels. Emmi was excited to see these things that she had never thought she would come across in real life, things that made even the sexual Aladdin's cave in Marie’s shop look tame.

A member of staff was waiting there to make sure that all the participants were sober, willing, and competent. She was a tall woman who had met Marie before and was happy to hand over the keys to the one free space. Each room had a large glass window that allowed people outside to spectate, although as their guide explained this could be curtained over if the participants preferred some privacy. Marie looked to Emmi for confirmation before asserting that they would welcome an audience. It was an attitude that the inhabitants of the other rooms seemed to share.

They passed a room set up as a facsimile of a hospital, where a pair of women in latex nurse outfits were attaching electrodes to a man in a gynecological chair. Next was a plush living room, straight from a Regency costume drama, in which a stern governess was delivering a brutal cropping to a bare and reddened ass. Finally, they passed a room that looked like a typical office. A fair number of people crowded round the window to watch a man being bent over a writing desk. Behind him was a red-haired Amazon pounding away, her large breasts bouncing as she viciously fucked him with a strap-on. Also watching the proceedings was a heavily-tattooed woman who lounged on a computer chair at the other side of the room while a muscular man with a whipped-red back eagerly lapped at her cunt. Discarded pencil skirts and suit jackets on the floor instantly filled her mind with visions of two sexy secretaries turning the tables on their pervy managers, blackmailing them and delivering a sexy punishment for their misdemeanors. Emmi felt a rush of sexual excitement and realized she was already wet. This was so much more extreme than she had imagined, but she felt more comfortable than she could have expected.

“So, here is the room,” the dungeon supervisor said, handing a key to Marie. “The safe word is Rhubarb or any other one you agree on. There’s a buzzer on the wall if you need to contact me. You can pull over the curtain if you want some privacy, and there’s a shower in the back if you need to wash up. There are wet wipes in there so you can give the equipment a quick tidy-up and then we’ll send someone in after to do a deep clean. Any questions?”

“All good here!”

“Well, enjoy.”

Their allotted room was medieval-themed, looking like a torture chamber from some dark fantasy novel. There was a St Andrew’s cross in the corner and a wooden pillory in which someone could be bound, ready to be egged by angry peasants or pegged by a laughing domme. A large throne sat on a platform in the corner would allow a cruel queen to watch the proceedings, with an oubliette of sorts positioned directly in front of the seat. Emmi could picture the use of that, with the queen offering her foot through the bars to the caged prisoner below, or raining down cold water or other fluids on them.

Most importantly for their purposes were two bondage tables in the center of the room, looking like something between a torture rack and a massage table. They allowed several options for binding at the feet, arms, and neck, and were segmented to allow the head and legs to be elevated or lowered. Emmi was glad that they had these implements ready since her rope bondage skills were limited, if quickly developing. This setup would be perfect for their little game.

She was able to strap a now-naked Luca in with minimal help from Marie, fastening his arms and legs tightly to the bench so he would have little scope for movement. Emmi could see the delicious tension in his body and slowly ran her hands over his legs and abs to enjoy the feeling as he shook under her touch. She removed the cock cage while Marie deftly dealt with her new toy, watching as he sprang to attention. She hadn’t been keeping him locked as much recently, but he had been denied for well over a week. She hoped that wouldn’t disadvantage him too much in this game. Emmi intended to show off Luca’s considerable, and well-earned, powers of self-control rather than to humiliate and punish him.

“It seems we are getting a bit of an audience,” Marie gestured to the window, where a handful of men and women were gathered, along with Henri and Philippe. “Shall I close the curtain?”

“No,” Luca said, to Emmi’s surprise. She considered admonishing him for speaking out of turn, but his answer pleased her greatly. His follow-up pleased her even more. “I know my goddess wants an audience.”

Marie laughed, and Emmi graced him with a good boy. She didn’t even bother to ask her new toy Gerard, instead simply checking his bonds and running her fingers up and down his pliant body. As she circled him she restated the rules- the first man to come loses, and is punished. The winner gets to enjoy a full orgasm and the joy of continued servitude. As she passed Emmi she leaned in and whispered conspiratorially. “Let’s take our time, enjoy ourselves, put on a show.”

Emmi thought she could do that. Months of constant teasing, conditioning, and training had left her and Luca very much in sync. She knew how to keep him on edge indefinitely, and how to make him come. She could read his body like a book, and only hoped that the excitement of the scenario wouldn’t change the dynamic and push him over the edge. Still, in the interest of showmanship she decided to follow Marie’s lead. She would let the experienced, older domme call the tune, but would add her own flourishes.

They began by lightly stroking their respective boys, dragging their fingernails across their skin and enjoying the sounds and shakes that they elicited. Emmi loved the goose-pimples that showed up in the cold room, the way his skin reddened when she scratched him, and the ragged breathing that heaved from his bound body. He looked so vulnerable, all trussed up for her enjoyment, but also so stoic and brave. It was delicious.

Marie moved on to begin teasing Gerard’s erect but not particularly sizable cock, not yet grasping or squeezing it, with Emmi following suit. She lightly ran her fingertip from the base to the shaft, watching it twitch and dance in desperate response. A drop of precum formed on the head and she decided to mix a little humiliation in with the edging. She gathered up the liquid and brought it to his lips. She thought he might demur but he was pliant and unresistant, already lost deep in subspace. Remembering that she was putting on a show, Emmi looked over towards the window and blew the small crowd a kiss as her boy licked her finger clean. It drew whoops from the audience and an encouraging wink from Marie.

The older woman made the next move, climbing onto the wide table with surprising grace so that she towered directly above her bound subject. She kicked off her shoes and rolled down her stockings, putting on an impromptu strip show for both Gerard and their audience. The man’s cocky, confident facade was already fading as he gawped up at the beautiful mistress.

“Is this what you wanted, you little slut? To have me touch your sad little prick?” Marie asked, rubbing his cock with her bare foot. She pinched it between her black-painted toes, emphasizing the lack of thickness. Balancing deftly on one foot, she stepped down on him, squashing his shaft against his belly and drawing a gasp.

“Yes, maîtresse. Merci,” he looked wild, lost in that liminal space between sensation and shame.

Emmi didn’t want to be outdone but wasn’t sure she could match Marie’s feat of dexterity. Instead, she slipped onto the table next to Luca, putting her nylon-covered feet in his face and commanding him to sniff. She stroked his cock lazily while rubbing his face and smothering him with her soles. She could feel him coming to the edge quicker than she had expected, clearly turned on by the situation as well as her body. It made her happy to see Luca responding so well to the audience, but she didn’t want to end the game so soon. She pulled her hand away suddenly, leaving his cock furiously bobbing and twitching in the air. Emmi heard some laughs and gasps come from the corridor outside and felt a perverse sense of pride.

Taking the initiative, Emmi rolled off the surface and made her way to the head of the table, standing over Luca so that her breasts rested over his face. This allowed her to play with his nipples while his cock twitched, searching for friction and sensation but finding only cool air. Marie copied her technique, pressing her large breasts into her boy’s face. She added in dirty talk, alternating between French and English as she explained exactly how he might serve her if he ever earned the chance.

“You’re cock could never satisfy me, and I would need to make you earn the right to please me with your mouth. You would have to start off as my humiliation slave. I would make you eat the scraps from my table and drink my bathwater. You could be my ashtray and my spit bucket. Maybe if you are lucky I would let you lick my sweaty ass before my shower or eat the dirt from between my toes.”

Emmi was impressed at how quickly Marie had read him. The experienced domme had seen his confident aura and had swiftly identified that what he really needed was to be humiliated, belittled, and treated like shit. She knew that such hardcore degradation might be too much for Luca at that moment, but he deserved some dirty talk nevertheless.

“You need to be a good boy and hold on here, baby. You wouldn't want me to have to ruin your orgasm in front of all of these people, would you? Can you imagine how embarrassing that would be? And then I’d have to whip you as well. I’m not even sure how well I could do that. Perhaps I would have to get Marie to do it, or one of the nice ladies outside. They could whip you raw while I touch myself and make you watch.”

“I’ll be good, I’ll be good, I’ll be good…” he murmured into her breasts, kissing her skin between promises.

“In the interest of fairness I think we should both start stroking until one of these little sluts explodes,” Marie interjected. “Make it an even race to the finish.”

“Let’s do it.”

Each woman stood to the side of their helpless victim, able to look at each other and their toys. Emmi started slowly stroking his long, proud cock, not wanting to make him lose but also not wanting to cheat. Marie was picking up the pace with Gerard, and Emmi felt compelled to match it. She would have to trust in Luca’s abilities of self-control. He certainly seemed to be putting in the effort, breathing deeply and evenly while holding his body completely tense. She looked over at Gerard, who looked equally focused and determined. Emmi knew that if she wanted to she could push Luca over the edge, with a stroke of the nipples or a kiss on the neck. For a moment she considered it, knowing that he would wear a delicious look of shame on his face as she ruined his orgasm and prepared him for punishment. Still, he had been brave for her this weekend and deserved a taste of victory and a reward. An idea began to form in her head, of a rewarding orgasm tinged with delicious degradation.

It was touch and go for a while, with Luca gritting his teeth like a pilot hitting G-force, but when Marie began whispering to her hopeful admirer in French Emmi knew it was all over. The handsome and once-cocky man’s resistance collapsed, the last vestiges of his self-control disappearing with a whimper. Marie laughed and removed her hand from his juddering little cock, watching the cum dribble from it while his hips thrust desperately in the air. She leaned over and placed her heaving breasts just out of reach, teasing him with the potential of contact but keeping him well denied. As his orgasm dissipated she finally relented and took hold of him once again, but the result was not the pleasure and release that Gerard must so desire. Instead, she took her palm and rubbed it in vigorous circles across the head of his cock, smiling as she moved as quickly and brutally as if she was polishing an apple. The man was quickly moved to something close to tears, grunting in discomfort and attempting to thrash against his tight bounds as she brutally overstimulated his cock.

“You spoke too highly of yourself, and now you lost. You aren’t going to serve me, you’re going to suffer for me, and this is the last bit of attention I’ll be giving your pathetic little prick.

Emmi watched this all in fascination, idly stroking Luca’s cock, too slowly to push him over the edge but enough to keep him tense and wired. Marie finished up with her post-orgasm torture and wiped and hands dismissively on Gerard’s red face. She made her way over to Emmi and kissed her on the cheek, congratulating her on “your victory” as if Luca was a racehorse she had trained. She asked how Emmi intended to let Luca have his reward, the promised proper orgasm.

Emmi had been thinking about that, considering her options. She wanted to give him what was promised but told Marie that she didn't want the victory going to his head. In truth, she had a desire to humiliate him a little, in front of the crowd and her teacher, for no reason other than the fact that it would turn her on. Marie leaned in and whispered a suggestion in her ear. It was a good one, very much in line with what she was thinking.

They adjusted the bench so that his legs were angled upwards and his head was pointing down at around a 45-degree angle. He might be getting to come, but he probably wasn’t going to enjoy the aftermath. Emmi heard noises of approval from outside the room, spurring her on.

“Do you want to come baby?” she asked as she jerked and stroked him, picking up the pace. He was so near the edge that this shouldn't take long. “If you beg me to stop, I’ll stop. Probably.”

“I want whatever you want, Goddess.”

“That’s right. You belong to me.”

“I belong to you.”

“Say it louder.”

“I belong to you, goddess”

Emmi was flush with power and her panties were soaked, feeling almost as on edge as Luca when suddenly he exploded. His cum shot in wide arcs down his body, painting his face and chest before beginning to spurt out more weakly onto his stomach. Emmi resisted the urge to give him some of the post-orgasm over-stimulation that Marie had indulged in, reminding herself that this was a reward with a soupçon of humiliation, rather than a punishment. Still, she did make sure to feed him a little of his cum off of her fingers, drawing laughs and scattered claps from the crowd. She followed up his humiliation taste with a deep, passionate kiss, feeling that his hunger for her hadn’t abated after his orgasm.

“I love you. Thank you,” Emmi whispered, looking into his fuzzy and unfocused eyes. She really meant it. He had, she thought, enjoyed himself, but she was aware that he had put himself out there for her. He had left his comfort zone and put his sense of sexual self-worth on the line for her pleasure. He had trusted her, and she would never forget it.

Marie was now putting the losing man in the pillory, leaving him bent over and alluringly vulnerable. She selected a vicious-looking flogger from the wall and began lightly drawing it across his skin, warming him up with some slaps before getting ready to deliver a proper whipping. Emmi untied Luca and sat on the bench, giving him a moment to shake loose his limbs. She considered letting him go and clean himself up, but felt a sudden, all-encompassing need for his tongue. Her panties were sodden and her cunt burned with arousal. She needed to be soothed.

She slipped off her underwear, not caring that she was in the view of complete strangers. The feeling of sexual power running through her completely obliterated any sense of shame or any lingering worries about her body. Emmi felt like a true goddess, unashamed and ready to be worshiped.

Luca fell to his knees in front of her, reading her desires as only he could. She placed both hands on the back of his head as he began to lick her, running her fingers through his long, thick hair. He ate her pussy like a starving man while she watched Marie deliver an increasingly brutal series of blows to Gerard’s back and butt. The older woman was firmly in her element, showing the same sadistic streak that she had displayed when busting Philippe's balls. She made her victim apologize to Emmi and the assembled audience for his arrogance, for being a loser, and for his inadequate manhood. Emmi closed her eyes and luxuriated in the sounds as she came, grinding out a wet and satisfying orgasm into her fiance's eager mouth.

“I’m so proud of you both,” Marie said, as she released a dazed but happy-looking Gerard from his bindings a few moments later. “I hope this shows that there are always new limits to explore, and always fun to be had doing it.”

Emmi nodded dreamily, still coming down from her orgasm. She would think through the implications of this evening later, and talk it all through with Luca. For now, all she knew was that she felt amazing.

“You two lovebirds go and get cleaned up. I’m going to put some cream on this little slut’s back, and then take him upstairs to get started on his shoe cleaning duty. You can meet us back in the bar.”

She thanked Marie and led Luca, face resplendent with a mixture of their dried juices, to the small bathroom attached to the playroom. They were both unsteady on their feet, holding onto one another like they were on a rocking boat. The bathroom had a sink, toilet, and small shower as well as wipes for their bodies and the equipment. As she sat down to pee she briefly considered one final use for Luca’s mouth but decided that it could wait for another occasion. She instead wiped his face and chest clean, giving him a tight hug when she was done.

“You were so good, baby. You deserve a nice drink, and the rest of the night off of your duties. We can just sit and chill out, or have a little dance.”

She knew that between the refractory period and the adrenaline of the evening, he must be shattered. To her surprise, he shook his head and laughed.

“No, no. If that guy is going to be licking your shoes clean, I want to be worshipping your feet.”

Emmi felt her face break out into a wide smile. So much had happened already, but the night was still young.


Chapter 22: Caught In The Act

Luca was doing the dishes in his underwear after their usual Saturday morning breakfast of shakshuka, struggling mightily with the remnants of the food on their iron skillet, when he felt Emmi glide up behind him. She pressed herself into his back like a koala bear, snuggling into him with her characteristic sense of affection. Her fingers danced across his chest and hips, causing him to back himself into her instinctively as his body responded to her touch. Her hand began rubbing him through his shorts, causing him to start leaking with shameful predictability. Emmi laughed as she felt him harden and moisten under her touch, suddenly removing the sensation and backing away. Luca groaned at the absence of her touch.

She thanked him for doing the dishes and announced that she was going for a bike ride before meeting a friend for coffee. As she got ready to leave Luca felt his body smart with sexual frustration. That little moment of teasing was enough to set him completely on edge, just like everything else his fiancée did at the moment. They had experimented with a chastity cage in the months following their fateful trip to France, but over the past few weeks they had largely stopped using it. Partly this was practical, but it also meant that he was more readily available to her, his cock constantly ripe for a little moment of teasing if the mood took her.

That didn't mean Emmi had stopped controlling his orgasms, however. Instead, she was keeping Luca constantly on edge with a regular diet of tease and denial. Whether it was a quick fondle in the kitchen, a lazy footjob on the couch, or even a sloppy and luxurious blowjob, Emmi wasted no opportunity to play with her living sex toy. Whenever the notion took her, and it was often, she would bring him to the brink of orgasm with her well-practiced technique. And then, inevitably, she would stop.

Emmi took an immense amount of pleasure from denying him, seeming to get a sadistic sense of amusement from seeing him reduced to a begging, blubbering mess. Sometimes she would pull back from the brink and simply walk away, busying herself with work or going out as she just had. More often than not she would put him to work, having him service her with his hands, toys, and mouth. It created a delicious, dastardly feedback loop of every deepening submission as he became completely dependent on her denial and her pleasure. Luca was loving it, but it had also taken him to a level of frustration that he didn’t know if he could maintain. His balls physically ached his desperate need at times, and on more than one occasion he had worried that he was about to come in his pants while licking her pussy or sniffing her feet. He knew that if that happened it would only please Emmi more.

He finished cleaning up and decided to play some games on his VR headset, a Christmas present from Emmi. Gaming was one of his favorite ways to relax at the weekend, and he hoped some computerized destruction might be enough to distract him from the filthy thoughts running through his mind. He loaded up his powerful gaming PC and synced up the headset, settling in for some pixelated violence. It was enjoyable enough, but despite the noise and the colors, Luca found that it couldn’t even begin to distract him from his burning needs. The headset meant that the visuals were all-encompassing, but he still couldn’t concentrate.

Suddenly a notion popped into his head. What if he watched a little bit of porn? He had heard about VR pornography but had never tried it, having all his sexual attention monopolized by his fiancée/mistress over the past few months. It was intriguing though, and while watching porn probably wouldn’t negate his horniness it might distract him from his uncomfortable, insistent obsession. Emmi had banned him from having an orgasm without her express permission but had never actually told him not to touch himself or watch porn. He couldn't risk lying about that, since she might notice the change in his demeanor and the newfound lightness in his balls, but he could probably get away with simply watching a few videos. Edging wouldn’t restart the clock on his frustration, but like scratching an itch it might provide temporary relief.

He started with a few of the most popular videos, deciding to take his time since it would be a few hours before Emmi got home. Luca’s sex life recently had been entirely based around submission, but he had also enjoyed topping and sometimes even dominating his previous partners and Emmi in the past. He watched a few videos of men taking charge, fucking and dominating eager women, wondering if this might provide a counterpoint to his own daily routine of sexual submission. However, he quickly bored of the scenarios, finding himself imagining the roles reversed. Seeing a woman gagging on cock or begging on her knees seemed unnatural now. Clearly, it would take more than a couple of videos to undo the sexual reconditioning that he had gone through.

Luca found himself drifting inevitably back towards femdom. First, it was a video of a woman tying up another woman and teasing her, followed by a video of two air hostesses riding a young stud’s cock and face. Soon he had moved on to men being tied up, edged, and pegged. The kind of activities he and Emmi engaged in regularly, magnified and reflected back at him in virtual reality. It made him realize just how depraved, and how hot, his sex life had become. Soon he was stroking himself to video after video, edging himself silly while his brain became fogged with arousal.

“What the fuck is going on in here?”

Luca felt his heart stop as he heard Emmi’s voice, tinged with a mixture of anger, amusement, and disapproval. He rolled off the sofa in an effort to cover himself, falling hard on the floor. Even in his panic he was aware of how silly he must look- cock hard, underwear around his ankles, a visor covering his eyes. A snort of derision from Emmi confirmed how absurd this whole situation was. He went to pull up his boxer shorts in a belated attempt to maintain some dignity but stopped when Emmi told him not to bother. He pulled off the headset to see her looking down at him, a stern frown on her face but with amusement showing in her eyes.

“Lie there,” she commanded, placing a sneaker on his chest to emphasize her point. “I want to see what you were watching.”

His laptop showed a version of what he was watching, without the benefit of the impressive VR of course. Emmi sat on the couch and perused the video for a few moments, pinning Luca’s unresisting body to the floor while he stared at the ceiling in a haze of embarrassment. The current video showed a bound and gagged man being edged by three giggling dommes who took turns riding his eager face. She clicked back through to reveal clips of pegging, trampling, whipping, and humiliation.

“I’m enjoying your choices. You know, if you had just said you wanted to watch some dirty movies we could have watched them together.”

“I’m sorry, it was stupid. I was just so worked up.”

“So you thought you would jack off against my express instructions?” Emmi ground her foot into his chest a little harder.

“No, I wasn’t going to come, honestly.”

“What, you were just sitting here edging yourself? I mean, I kind of believe you, but how is that going to help you get relief?”

“I don’t know,” he admitted.

“You are a silly, horny little mess,” Emmi took a moment to think, looking down at him with something like pity. “I suppose you didn’t technically break any rules since I didn’t expressly forbid you from touching yourself or watching porn. It does feel rather against the spirit of our agreement though, so I do think you deserve to be punished.”

Luca said nothing. He was beginning to feel genuinely bad for breaking her trust, shame overtaking embarrassment as he thought about how ungrateful he was being for her constant attention. He decided to let her continue.

“Your punishment would need to be something real. We are far past a bit of spanking now, and going back in the cage is a bare minimum. However, since you didn’t technically break any rules, I will accept an apology instead of a punishment.”

Luca felt like this might be a test. More than that, submitting to a punishment felt like the right thing to do for their dynamic. Maybe, subconsciously, this is what he wanted as well. She might have come home hours earlier than expected, but he had still been incredibly reckless. Perhaps he wanted to be caught. Wanted a proper punishment.

“I accept any punishment you see fit, Goddess,” he answered, trying his best to sound as contrite and submissive as he felt.

“You consent to me punishing you however I like? Within reason, of course?”

“I do, Goddess. I want you to.”

“Good boy. I promise not to hurt you, but I also promise this isn’t going to be as fun as you think it is. Now, crawl through to the bedroom.”

He started crawling with his underwear around his ankles while she followed, aiming light kicks at his backside. Luca had no idea what she had planned, but his fear and shame were already tinged with excitement.

***

Emmi used their under-bed restraints, one of the many toys they had purchased over the last year, to tie Luca securely spread-eagle on the mattress. She was wordless while she worked, simply allowing the anticipation to build while he waited to find out his fate. He couldn't help but admire how well-practiced she had become at reading him, knowing just how to behave to induce the appropriate emotional response. She had learned plenty about how to tie knots and hold a cane, but the centerpiece of her control over him was that she knew how best to manipulate his mind to ensure that he took perverse pleasure in submission.

Emmi stopped for a moment to admire her handiwork, leaving Luca feeling vulnerable, like prey caught in a trap. She ran her fingers up and down his legs, drawing a soft moan before taking his heavy balls in her hands, weighing them carefully. She squeezed just hard enough to cause pain, smiling when he gasped.

“This isn’t your punishment, by the way. I’m going to take some time to think about that. This is me giving you a little bit of relief since you are apparently so backed up that you can't think straight. That you don't know how to behave.”

Emmi took her sneakers off and swung her legs up on the bed, smothering his face with her socks. Barely a day went by without Luca servicing her feet in some way, but he found it more exciting than ever. He took a deep breath as she started stroking his aching, dripping cock. This wasn’t just not a punishment, this felt like a reward.

She soon disabused him of that notion though. Still stroking with one hand, Emmi used the other to deliver a series of sharp slaps to his nuts, mixing pleasure with pain in a delicious cocktail of sensation.

“I’m going to milk these big fucking balls dry, see if that makes you a bit smarter. I want you prepared for your proper punishment.”

Emmi alternated between well-practiced strokes and sharp bursts of pain, using slaps and scratches to remind Luca that this handjob was a prelude to punishment rather than a reward. She was taking her time, not rushing to push him over the edge but instead reminding him that she was in charge of exactly how and when he came. Luca tried to relax and enjoy himself as much as he could, knowing that this may well be the calm before the storm.

Soon he was balanced just on the edge, moments away from orgasm as Emmi worked his shaft with one hand while squeezing his balls tightly in the other. She picked her moment carefully, removing her hand just as he reached the point of no return. Luca was used to receiving ruined orgasms by now, with this becoming one of Emmi’s favorite techniques. It allowed her to empty his balls without triggering his refractory period, relieving his frustration, or removing him from sub-space. But even by her standards, this was a doozy.

Luca’s cock twitched and danced madly as the seconds ticked on, the expected trickle of cum not emerging even after fifteen seconds. He thought perhaps Emmi had stopped a moment too early, leaving him just short of ejaculation. Then, she squeezed his vulnerable, heavy balls a little harder. The sensation, painful as it was, provided the final jolt of stimulation that his body needed.

Huge spurts of cum shot out, landing on his stomach and shaved pubis. Emmi kept squeezing as his body tensed and cock twitched, searching for the sensation that would turn this frustrating ejaculation into a satisfying orgasm. The cum kept flowing like science fair lava and, while Luca knew enough biology to know it wasn’t the case, it felt as if Emmi was milking it directly out of his balls. She laughed as tears of frustration began to well up in his eyes, prodding his bound and broken body with her feet.

Just as the maddening peak of frustration began to dissipate Emmi changed tactics. She whipped off her sports socks and wrapped one of them around his dripping shaft, jerking him roughly with none of her earlier precision or tenderness. The coarse fabric felt uncomfortable, and Luca soon found himself veering from frustration to brutal overstimulation. Was this the punishment she had planned?

He gritted his teeth and submitted to the rough treatment of Emmi’s hands as she jerked and scratched, slapped and squeezed. She stopped just before he started begging her to, using the sock from her truncated bike ride to mop up the fluid from his truncated release. Just as Luca was opening his mouth to offer another apology, she forced the sweaty, cum-soaked sock into it as a makeshift gag.

“You can suck on that, stare at the ceiling, and think about what you did.”

Luca did as she said while Emmi busied herself outside of his eyeline. The taste was salty and the fabric felt unpleasant in his mouth, but it was no more than he deserved. Emmi left the room and came back a few moments later, apparently having gathered everything she needed.

She used a handful of ice cubes to get his cock, still shamefully erect despite his perverse predicament, back down to a manageable size. That allowed her to squeeze him into a metal cage, locking the mechanism and hanging it around her neck, tantalizingly close to her beautiful breasts. Next, Emmi applied some cold lube to his ass and to their vibrating butt plug, propping up his lower back with a pillow before gently working the toy into his ass. It would allow her to control the vibrations from a phone app, giving Luca a clear picture of what she had planned. Finally, she placed the VR headset over his eyes before settling his head back on the pillow. Luca realized that with his laptop she would be able to direct everything that he could see or hear, in addition to controlling the vibrating plug. It was as creative as it was cruel.

Emmi had worked in silence, but now spoke in a calm and collected voice.

“I’m going to have a nice lunch while I decide what to do with you.”


Chapter 23: Drawing A Line

Emmi sat down with a coffee and sandwich to consider her next moves. She began by using her phone to put the app-controlled buttplug onto its lowest setting, enjoying the thought of Luca struggling in his cage. Her curiosity took her immediately to his laptop. She watched the most recent videos in more depth, knowing that they would be getting related back to him simultaneously, like a charge sheet of his crimes. What a delicious mindfuck that would be for him.

The first few videos were fun but largely predictable femdom scenes. Some bondage, some foot worship, some trampling. All things that were firmly in their repertoire already, although Emmi made a note of some of the more interesting words and phrases that the women used to degrade their subs. It was undeniably hot, and she had to hold back the urge to touch herself as she watched.

As she got back to the first few videos there was a change in tone and genre, with women being fucked in various degrading ways. Men pounding them doggystyle with their feet on the back of the prone lady’s head, cocks being thrust into mouth, women’s faces being covered with cum and spit. Naughty, naughty, Emmi thought. She decided to make sure to give Luca similarly humiliating treatment soon, to ensure that he remembered that in their relationship women were always on top.

Emmi searched around for a few minutes and then loaded up a playlist called Female Domination/Supremacy. That should keep him worked up while reminding him of his place. She turned the screen away from her so she could eat her lunch and think, knowing that she had to examine her own emotions about the situation and come up with a fun and effective plan for her toy.

She decided to begin by sorting through her own complicated feelings. Obviously, there was nothing wrong with masturbation in general, and this situation was fundamentally funny and embarrassing rather than a serious betrayal of trust. It wasn't like he was cheating, and if he didn’t come then he hadn’t technically broken any of her rules. Still, this did feel against the spirit of their arrangement.

It might be a little bit silly, but Emmi also felt slightly jealous. Of course, Luca did so much for her and clearly worshipped the ground she walked on, but she didn’t enjoy the thought of him stroking it to other women. She wanted all of his attention focused on her.

Buried beneath those feelings was a strange, exhilarating sense of giddy excitement. Emmi appreciated how submissive and dedicated Luca was, how he had bent to her every whim along the way and worked hard to be her good boy, but, ultimately, she was glad to have the opportunity to discipline him. He rarely gave her an excuse to properly punish him, with Emmi sometimes concocting weak excuses to give him a spanking or some post-orgasm torture. This would be an opportunity to push his limits once again, to travel together onto the next leg of their sexual voyage.

Their domme friend Marie had once had a lengthy conversation with her, also published on her French-language blog which Emmi occasionally used for reading practice, about the difference between funishment and punishment.

Funishments are fun, kinky activities that both parties enjoy on some level. The domme enjoys dishing out a spanking, and the recipient enjoys the sensation or at least gets a submissive thrill out of it. Sure, it might be delivered as a punishment in a role-play sense, but in reality both parties are having fun.

Real punishments, even in the context of a consensual D/s relationship, have to involve some kind of sacrifice on the part of the submissive. They should be used to correct behavior and reinforce the power dynamic, and so have to be unpleasant or at least a challenge. Taking away a thing the submissive enjoys is one option. Another is to push them beyond their soft limits, although never beyond their hard limits or into a situation that might be genuinely harmful. Punishments were difficult, because they had to involve taking someone out of their comfort zone without breaking them entirely.

Emmi considered sending Marie a message for her advice, but decided that this was one challenge that she could overcome alone. She had done the reading and thought plenty about this. Now it was time to put her newfound experience into action. She opened her phone and began playing with the vibrator settings, smiling to herself as she pictured Luca writhing around in sexual frustration on the bed. Her free hand slipped into her shorts as she started to touch herself, taking pleasure in the power and anticipation she felt.

Using boredom was one option, like taking away his opportunity to serve her or making him write lines. There was some potential there, but ultimately denying Luca her attention meant denying herself the pleasure of using him. It was one thing to tease him while ignoring him, but quite another to shut herself off from him completely. Going for more extreme pain was an interesting option, but rather obvious. Emmi liked to keep him guessing, preferring psychological sadism over the physical. Besides, she didn’t want to risk hurting him, and would rather wait until they were with an experienced domme like Marie to expand her experience with whipping or caning.

Denial should certainly be part of the package since the punishment should fit the crime. He wouldn’t be jerking off for some time, that was for sure, and he would be wearing the cage to make sure of it. Emmi also knew that she wanted to incorporate more humiliation. Luca clearly enjoyed being degraded, perhaps a little too much, but Emmi loved it and knew that this would be a good opportunity to push him further than she had before. They had discussed hard and soft limits in-depth, even using an app to cross-reference their interests and boundaries, so she knew that there were plenty of things that even a slut like Luca would find suitably humiliating. Things that would turn her on while putting him firmly back in his place.

Emmi finished her lunch and decided to bide her time, indulging in a little masturbation of her own while she enjoyed the stream of videos being beamed to Luca’s headset. A firm plan was beginning to form in her, one that she thought even Marie would be proud of. This was going to be fun.


Chapter 24: Real Punishment

Luca’s mind whirled with emotions as his body endured an overwhelming sensation of pent-up energy. Shame, excitement, and most of all arousal bounced around his brain. All that was shot through with discomfort and frustration, of course, as his cock struggled to get hard inside its metal prison.

His senses were almost completely controlled by Emmi, a situation that dragged him deep into a sea of submissiveness and threatened to drown him. Sights, sounds, and vibrations- even the deliciously disgusting taste in his mouth had been curated by his sexy, dominant fiancée.

The VR headset provided a constant stream of videos extolling the virtues of female domination while providing striking examples of it. Women in lace, leather, and lounging around clothes proudly declaring their superiority over men, beating and berating their sniveling submissives. Luca got the message loud and clear- Emmi was on top in their relationship.

As he experienced the sights and sounds Luca couldn’t help but imagine that it was him and Emmi in these videos. Emmi riding his face, fucking his ass, making him gag and spit and beg. Some things they had done, some things he wanted to do, some humiliating tasks that he would have considered disgusting a few short months ago. The visuals being presented to him mixed with his memories and fantasies, all rolling into one submissive mélange.

Luca felt a breeze as Emmi opened the door and entered the room, although he couldn’t hear her footsteps over the noise of some poor sex slave taking a force-five fucking from a busty dominatrix. The videos suddenly stopped, replaced with a slideshow, although the vibrator kept whirring away in his ass. It was a disconcertingly low-tech kind of media considering what a VR headset was designed for, with a series of still images floating in front of his eyes. Even more surprising was the content. The first picture was of Emmi, smiling in a bikini during that fateful vacation in France. The second was a picture of her feet, the color of her toes telling him that it had been taken today. He made a muffled noise of confusion, drawing a giggle from his tormentor.

“Just a little slideshow I put together for you. Those videos were hot, but I want you focused on me and me alone, got it?”

Luca moaned in affirmation as a cute picture of his fiancée playing tennis popped up on the headset. Her fingers began dancing across his tense body, sending delicious jolts of erotic sensation through his nervous system. He sucked in as her fingers found his nipples, stroking and then tweaking them in the same way that always send him close to the edge.

“How do those filthy socks taste? Good, I hope?”

It was a rhetorical question, but Luca did his best to agree anyway. To his deep shame the socks did taste good. Despite the acrid flavor of his cum, he had been conditioned, like Pavlov’s dog, to enjoy the taste of Emmi’s sweat. That knowledge was as delicious as it was degrading. She ignored his muffled sounds and continued.

“You look so cute all tied up, so sexy and vulnerable. Maybe I should take some pictures so I can show you?”

Surely she wouldn’t? Putting pictures of this on her phone would be risky, with all the vagaries of cloud backup and data breaches. She was just joking, playing with his mind.

“Remember that Polaroid you got me for Christmas? I haven’t got to use it very much. We could do a little photo series, maybe make a scrapbook out of it.”

Luca was taking her threat much more seriously now. They had used an app to cross-check each other’s hard and soft limits, and now he was desperately trying to remember what he had marked taking photos as. Memory was not his strong suit at a time like this, with the buzzing in his ass and her hands on his body. To make things worse she fired up a small wand vibrator and pushed it against his cage, sending a cascade of sensation through his sexual organs that quickly threatened to overwhelm him.

“I could take some photos of you like this, a few of you modeling some lacy panties for me. Maybe some nice ones of you sucking on my toes. That way you’ll have something to look at if you ever get horny. I don't want you watching any porn of women getting fucked. A little submissive like you should just be looking at pictures of me humiliating you, or if you’re very, very lucky maybe pictures of me. Say sorry for watching porn without my permission.”

“Sorry Goddess,” Luca gasped through dry lips as she whipped the gag out of his mouth.

“Say thank you for making you a slideshow.”

“Thank you, Goddess, it’s more than I deserve.”

“That's right. Now promise that you’ll only ever touch yourself to pictures of me.”

“I promise!” Luca felt the power of the wand increase, rattling his cock in the metal cage. It suddenly all became too much for him. Her sexy dominating words brought him to the outer limits of shame, sparking that submissive part of his mind that got off on humiliation. The constant stream of pictures both mocked and aroused him- Emmi in bikinis and low-cut party dresses intermixed with pictures of her soft soles and painted toes. Now, the twin sensations in his ass and on his cock proved too strong to handle as his body began to shudder.

Suddenly, he felt that strange, inexplicable feeling of a ruined orgasm, this one even more frustrating than the last since his cock was unable to even get hard. Emmi laughed uproariously as the cum began to dribble from his flaccid cock through the cage. It was an insanely frustrating and unsatisfying way to come, even more so when Emmi spelled it out to him.

“You’ve lost the right to use your penis like a real man. Now you’re just my submissive little slut, getting your butt stuffed and your metal clitty played with.”

Luca nodded in silent agreement while he fought back tears of shame and joy. He felt high on the humiliation, simultaneously loving and hating this in the way only a true submissive could. Emmi turned down the vibrations but kept the wand on his cock, ensuring that every last drop of his juices was drained out.

“Are you OK to keep going?” she asked, not quite breaking character to check in on him.

“Yes, Goddess.”

“You remember your safe word?”

“Yes.”

“Good.”

She gathered his cum on her finger and feed it to him, roughly spreading it across his lips and around his mouth, drawing a small gag of disgust even as another part of him secretly gloried in the degradation. When she was satisfied with that she straddled him and took off the headset, allowing him to see properly for the first time in hours. He was greeted by the sight of Emmi grinning down at him like a wolf eyeing a fox, gloriously naked. She positioned her knees on either side of his head, her gorgeous pussy hovering just out of reach. Despite his complete exhaustion, Luca felt the need to reach out and lick, desperate to taste her. She seemed to read his mind.

“No licking, just look.”

Emmi took the wand that had so effectively brought him to orgasm and began using it on her own clit. He could see how aroused she was, her sensitive skin moist and engorged. It made Luca feel perversely proud to see that his suffering had brought her pleasure, even if he had been a largely passive participant.

She came once, quickly the sound and smell making Luca feel like he was about to reach the edge again himself. It was all he could do not to crane his face up to taste her, but he knew that he was already in trouble and couldn’t risk disobeying a direct order. Emmi kept going, not content with one orgasm. Her second was always wetter and more explosive than the first and this time was no different. She screamed as she squirted, the warm liquid hitting his face with more force than he was used to when he was licking her. It drenched him and the bedsheets, Emmi not holding back at all. Luca opened his mouth and swallowed what he could, but it was like trying to drink an ocean.

For a few short minutes she allowed him to taste her, soothing her excited cunt with his mouth before moving to untie him. This was by far the longest he had ever been tied up and his limbs felt the strain. Emmi moved into aftercare mode, giving him water and cuddling with him in bed for a few moments. After checking that he was alright she got up, gathering the headset and laptop before heading for the door.

“Take a few minutes to relax and then come down when you feel ready for your punishment.”

“My punishment?” Luca asked. He was under the impression that he had just received his punishment.

“Yes, you didn’t think that watching porn and getting played with was your punishment, did you?”

He shook his head.

“See, I know you love sucking on dirty socks, eating your cum for me, and getting tied up. And getting to taste me, that’s a reward. No, your proper punishment is going to have to be something new.”

With that, she turned and left leaving him with the sight of her swaying ass and a sense of fearful anticipation.

***

Emmi sat on the couch with a bottle of water, trying desperately to replace her lost fluids, feeling sexually satisfied but emotionally on edge. She had, she thought, provided adequate aftercare. Luca had received water, cuddles, and promises of her eternal love. She had checked in on him repeatedly and knew that he was healthy and fully consenting. Still, it was impossible for her not to wonder if she had gone too far. She truly hoped she hadn’t.

Despite those persistent little misgivings, Emmi felt exuberant. This whole situation was an insane turn-on. The look of shame on his face, the trepidation in his eyes, the way he trembled under her touch. They had played a lot of kinky little games, but this was something new and different. She had caught him with his pants down and could genuinely make him suffer, using sex and pain and fear and shame to twist her little sub in knots. It was a ridiculous power rush, and despite having just come all over Luca’s pliant face she found herself getting wet worked up. She was ready to go again, but had some serious disciplining to do first.

To her amusement Luca came into the room on his knees, naked with his eyes down. Clearly, he understood that it was time for punishment rather than pleasure, and he had decided to accept what was coming to him. He took his place in front of her, head down and eyes on the floor in a pose of silent supplication. His submissive state sent a jolt of hot arousal through her, but Emmi worked hard to keep her face straight and serious.

“I want you to beg for my forgiveness in whatever way you think is appropriate. I’ll tell you when I’m satisfied.”

He began begging and babbling, kowtowing and kissing her feet while pleading for her forgiveness. Luca’s desperation was such a sick aphrodisiac for Emmi. She loved being able to look down at his well-muscled body, capable of physically dominating her with ease, safe in the knowledge that it completely belonged to her. He was strong, masculine, and confident, but her sexual energy had reduced him to this servile state- kneeling in supplication like a worshiper at an altar, begging for her forgiveness like a slave in front of a cruel queen.

He moved from apologies to bargaining, making promises and offers in between kissing her feet. Emmi suddenly placed a foot on the back of his head, forcing his face to the floor with a whimper and telling him to be quiet. She paused for a moment to admire the sight of her black-painted toes tangled in his hair, her dainty foot pining this strong man to the floor like a worm. She felt unbeatable, resplendent in her feminine power.

“Look up at me,” she said, removing her foot from his head. He gazed up at what she hoped was an intense, stern face, clearly struggling not to stare at her naked body. “Don’t make offers, don’t make promises. I’m the one who decides what happens next. All you need to focus on is obeying. Obeying, and apologizing. Understand?”

He nodded, and she continued.

“You are going to be punished every day for a week. First of all, there will be no more video games, and extra chores to keep you busy. Secondly, you will kiss my feet 100 times every morning and evening to keep you humble. Start that now if you understand.”

He began kissing, alternating between the top of her left and right foot. No matter how many times she had him worship her like this it still sent a rush of excitement through her. Even more exciting was the prospect of properly punishing him. The first part of his punishment had been predictable, and the second was almost a reward for a fetishist like him. The next parts would be much more interesting, if he accepted them without using his safe word.

“You’re third punishment is that when we are both home you are going to accompany me to the bathroom every time I need to pee, after which you will be licking me clean,” he seemed to slow for a moment, an almost-imperceptible show of hesitation, leading Emmi to explain herself. “Piss was one of your soft limits, not your hard limits, which is why I’ve chosen it. A punishment can’t simply be something you already enjoy, or else it wouldn’t be a punishment, would it?”

“No, Goddess,” he replied in between kisses, his voice tinged with both resignation and arousal.

“Good boy. In fact, you should be thanking me for not making you drink the entire amount.”

“Yes, Goddess, thank you.”

Hearing Luca’s pliant acceptance filled Emmi with joy, relief, and arousal. She had worried that it would be difficult to keep exploring and expanding their horizons, especially once they had returned to the rhythms of their normal life. Instead, the extent of his submission continued to astound her. She was proud, she was grateful. She was happy and in love.

Emmi had planned on keeping him locked in his cage for a week before releasing him, but suddenly another idea popped into her head. Flush with confidence, she decided to pursue it. After all, spontaneity was her right and prerogative as a domme.

“You are going to stay locked whenever you are out of my sight for a good while, although I might tease you if I take the fancy. And here’s the thing. You won’t be getting my permission to come until you have written me some erotic fiction. It can be about your fantasies or things we’ve done, whatever keeps your energy focused on us rather than silly videos. 100,000 words should do it.”

Luca occasionally wrote short stories although rarely found the time. This would be good for him, she thought, providing him motivation as well as an erotic outlet when they weren’t playing. And that amount of output should keep him busy for at least a few weeks, providing enough denial to function as a punishment. It was, she thought, a good idea.

Emmi allowed him a few more kisses before moving on to the main event. She felt a buzz of nervous excitement, the way she always did when they tried a new kink or broke through a new boundary together. She walked to the bathroom while her fiancé crawled behind her, hoping that she was sufficiently hydrated. This might be a punishment, but she wanted him to crave and appreciate everything connected to her body.

It took her a moment to piss, a little bit of stage fright preventing her from fully relaxing. She had Luca lie in front of her on the cold floor, allowing her to keep her bare feet warm on his chest. Emmi felt reassured by the sight of his cock strained against its confines, trying desperately to harden despite the filthy task he was about to be given.  That allowed the floodgates to open, the water she had chugged in preparation leaving her in a powerful flow. She laughed as Luca squirmed a little under her feet, the entire situation seeming as ridiculous as it was sublime.

Emmi stood up, resisting her instinctual reach for the toilet paper. Instead, she propped one foot up on the edge of the bathtub and pointed to her throbbing pussy.

“Lick.”

Luca did as he was told, delicious submissive. She demanded that he keep eye contact with her as he took his first taste of her golden nectar, his tongue darting out nervously at first while he stared up at her with wide, begging eyes. He soon began to get into it, his shame falling away as he found that singular joy that a submissive man took from worshipping that most holy of areas. Emmi soon found herself directing him to take his time as he lapped at her enthusiastically. She instructed him to clean her lips before moving on the clean her small tuft of pubic hair, then gently sucking her clit. She finished by having him lick the top of her thighs, thoroughly gathering up any last droplets on his tongue.

Marie had told Emmi how great this felt, and she had been proven right once again. The feeling of his tongue on her was magical and the degrading nature of the act gave it so much more spice. The rush of having a man lovingly clean your piss was second to none. Best of all though, was the knowledge that while he hadn’t previously wanted to do this he was clearly going to develop some submissive desire to keep pleasing her pissy pussy. She could tell from the eager lapping of his tongue that he was already getting into his new task. It might undermine the punishment aspect of this game a little if he started to enjoy it, but Emmi strongly suspected that the mixture of denial and constant cleaning would rewire his brain. By the end of the week he would be begging to clean her up. Perhaps that remolding of his sexual desire was the real punishment, or at least the true display of her power over him.

“Do you want to use your safe word?” she asked, already knowing the answer but needing to check-in.

“No, Goddess.”

“Good boy. You’re going to do that for me every day, and if I sense even a moment’s hesitation then I’ll be making you drink it out of the bowel. Remember, this is your way of making up for your bad behavior.”

Emmi took him back to the bedroom and had him fetch a selection of her favorite toys while she loaded up another couple of videos of the VR headset. She got comfortable on the bed and slipped on the headset, slipping into a reverie of mindless sexual self-indulgence while the carousel of femdom porn kept spinning around in front of her. A tidal wave of pleasure crashed over her body again and again and again as her desperate, willing boytoy serviced her.

Her first orgasm came as he worshipped her hot, wet cunt with his mouth, bringing her to a shuddering high as he sucked on her clit. The second came as he worked his fingers inside her while stimulating her with a mini-wand, the pads of his fingers curling upwards with well-practiced technique to find her sweet spot. That, somehow, brought a further gush of liquid from her, which Luca attempted to swallow like a man lost in the desert. She asked him to compare the flavor of her cum and her piss, but received only a low groan of shame and pleasure in reply. By the end of the week he would be familiar with both, she thought, as she imagined making him compare tasing notes like a sommelier.

Exhausted but desperate for this not to end, Emmi used a butterfly vibrator on herself while directing him to kiss and lick the most sensitive parts of her body. The images and sounds of depraved, kinky sex swirled in front of her eyes and around her ears as the toy stimulated her inside and out, all while Luca’s mouth moved at her command between her breasts, neck, armpits, and feet. She rolled to her side and had him pull her ass cheeks apart, driving his tongue toward her tight hole as she came. As Emmi’s body exploded with pleasure one last time she realized that she had to stop before she overdosed on the intensity.

Luca cuddled her in his strong arms while she lay ruined across the bed, the headset cast to one side as she recovered. After Emmi had come down from her orgasmic high she sent him away to prepare dinner, leaving her to nap like a well-fed cat in a hot sunspot. She hoped he had learned his lesson and felt confident that his erotic energies would be focused firmly back on her for the foreseeable future. At the same time, she hoped that she would have the opportunity to properly punish him again in the future. Emmi had enjoyed herself and loved that they could find new ways to push their boundaries together. As she fell asleep, half-formed fantasies of future punishments began to swim in her mind.

Be my good boy, she thought, but not too good.


Chapter 25: Last Night Of Freedom

Emmi closed her eyes as the airplane launched upward with a familiar lurch, squeezing Luca’s hand for comfort. Their proper honeymoon would need to wait a few months until they had saved up enough money for their dream trip to Vietnam, but this weekend trip back to Provence would be a lovely diversion after the excitement and effort of the wedding.

She thought back to the last few months, reminiscing about what had undoubtedly been the happiest period of her life. Work had been going well, with a recent promotion giving her more money and more free time. Their evenings and weekends had been full of highly stimulating sex sessions, kinky exploration, and well-deserved pampering. They had even traveled to other cities for a few more fetish parties, meeting Marie in Manchester and York while making their own friendships and connections.

Topping that all off was their wedding, a beautiful, life-affirming affair with their friends and family around them. Despite Luca and Emmi’s growing interest in the BDSM scene, and although kink was now a fully integrated part of their day-to-day lives, the wedding had been a thoroughly wholesome affair. Few of their friends knew about their sex life and none of them knew the full extent of their dynamic, with them both agreeing to keep that side of them separate from their existing network. They declared their undying love before dancing and drinking the night away, looking for the whole world like a normal couple.

This little trip was, Emmi suspected, going to be considerably less normal. Luca was wearing a pair of silk panties under his comfortable sweatpants, a happy reminder of his ongoing submission to her whims. She had packed their shared luggage with a variety of toys, letting Luca know he was in for a wild weekend. However, it was going to be considerably more wild than he could suspect.

They made it through customs without incident, treating themselves to a taxi into the city rather than taking the bus. It was strange to be back where it all began, with Luca’s silly little joke mushrooming into a journey of sexual exploration that would redefine their relationship. Emmi could tell from the wistful but excited look in her new husband’s eyes that he was having similar thoughts. He was behaving like a perfect gentleman, chivalrously leaping to open doors and carrying her bags, clearly already falling into a submissive headspace in anticipation of their play. Good, Emmi thought. That will make the next bit easier.

“Surprise!”

Luca opened the door to their rented apartment to be greeted by the sound of a room full of people yelling in excitement. He dropped her bag in shock, drawing some lighthearted laughs from the assembled room, before staring speechlessly at the crowd. The number of people there was a surprise, even to Emmi.

They had, of course, always been planning to see their friend and mentor Marie while they were on her home turf. However, she had suggested to Emmi, somewhat tongue-in-cheek at first, that they should organize a second wedding party when they visited, one that could incorporate the kinkier side of their relationship. The idea had evolved, with Marie insisting on organizing the event without giving Emmi all of the details. So, while Luca was completely in the dark, even Emmi was surprised and impressed by the turnout.

Marie was there, of course, with all three of her subs. She had also managed to bring along half a dozen other couples and throuples from the fetish scene. Lady Grey (Joan to her friends), Ms. Victoria Steele (Vicky), and Mistress Dee (Debbie) were all there with their subs, while Clara, Christina, and Lucy had made the trip alone. Emmi and Luca had met them all at least once, with Mara introducing them at play parties and encouraging them to keep up their correspondence online. Emmi in particular spent a lot of time chatting with these other dommes, sharing stories and soaking up their advice, but she hadn't expected them to go to this much effort for someone they hadn’t known long. It was touching, although she suspected they had been persuaded to come as much from the desire for a good play party as from loyalty to them. Marie was, after all, a well-known figure in the scene.

After some greetings, cheers, and much-needed drinks, Marie revealed the plan to the happy couple. She had organized a weekend-long, femdom-themed wedding party where they could enjoy the secret part of their life that they didn’t share with people back home. Emmi could be treated like the goddess she was while Luca would spend the weekend surrounded by dominant women, getting to show off his love and devotion to his mistress-wife. With a smile, Marie revealed their first activity, once which, from the look on his face, seemed to terrify Luca more than a million dominatrices with whips and chains.

“Tonight is going to be your second bachelor’s party! You know what that means, right? Strip club!”

***

The strip club was only a short walk in the balmy evening air, giving Marie time to explain the situation to Emmi. Marie was friends with the manager and many of the dancers, with the club being a thoroughly kink-friendly environment. It was a quiet night of the week and there was a large private room for parties, meaning they would be free to play a little without offending their hosts or involving any unsuspecting customers too much. That made Emmi feel better. She was keen to play with her new husband alongside all these gorgeous and impressive dommes, but she didn’t want to involve any third parties without their consent. It was important for her that no matter how depraved her sex life got, she kept it all ethical.

She knew that Luca must be feeling nervous, although he was walking happily in deep conversation with Marie’s young submissive Henry. His first bachelor party has been, by accounts, a fairly wild affair focused around a day-long drinking session with his various friends from sports and the gym before heading to a boxing match and a nightclub. Tonight would be equally exciting but in a completely different way. Certainly, it would have him feeling much less blokey and boisterous.

To Emmi’s surprise the strip club had an English name, unusual in a country that was so proud of its linguistic heritage and perhaps a sign that this was a less than salubrious establishment. One less bound my local tradition, and more by another set of rules. It was simply called Moonlight. Simple and evocative.

The walk had allowed them to discuss a few ideas that would make the next few hours very special for Luca, while leaving some room for improvisation. The first was for Marie to write out a card in French for Luca to give to the dancers, explaining to those who couldn’t speak English exactly what the situation was.

I am my wife’s submissive little pet, and I would love to make your night easier. A foot rub perhaps?

The club was quiet, as promised, with predictably dark decor. Emmi and Luca had attended a handful of fetish clubs now, always covered with the trappings of BDSM culture. This club catered to that kind of crowd some weeknights, and on nights like tonight, but also had to go for a more neutral, high-roller vibe at the weekend to attract more conventional men. It was the first time she, or to the best of her knowledge that Luca, had ever been in a strip club. Although she had always avoided them, assuming that they would be misogynistic meat markets, she instantly saw the appeal. She had walked in with her own crew of hot dommes and loyal subs, and now she was surrounded by a bevy of half-naked dancing vixens accompanied by pounding music. She felt like she was in a music video, and it was exhilarating.

Marie produced a small but obvious collar, emblazoned with the word Bride, and put it around Luca’s neck. Emmi set him the task that she and Marie had come up with, hoping to start the evening off with some light embarrassment before seeing how far they could push him.

“These lovely ladies must have to deal with a lot of misogynistic creeps, so I want you to show them how nice a well-trained man can be, OK? You are going to spend your bachelor party making up for all the shitty ones that asshole men have put women through. Also, they must have been on their feet all night long, so if any of them would like a massage you will give it to them.”

Luca nodded, slipping into his appointed role. This must all be an overwhelming surprise to him, but he had known that this weekend would get kinky and had at least been mentally prepared for it after months of attending play parties and fetish clubs. Emmi went with him to make sure he completed his task, while Marie caught up with the manager of the establishment. The first woman merely laughed and patted Luca on the head, sending him on his way with a non, merci. However, the second dancer they approached, a statuesque goth with flame-red hair and a voluptuous body generously decorated with intricate tattoos, eagerly took them up on the offered massage.

Belle, as she introduced herself, took them over to a couch in the corner but still in view of the main room. She and Emmi chatted in French, a nice opportunity for her to practice, while Luca knelt on the floor to remove her extravagantly high heels. He looked sheepish as he took her tired feet in his hands, obviously feeling that while this might be a friendly gesture for some men for him it was inherently sexualized. It must have felt like kissing another woman in front of, well at the command of, his wife.

He needn’t have worried though. Emmi didn’t feel an ounce of jealousy, knowing just how dedicated Luca was to her. She was happy to share his submissive skill set, especially when the shame made him look so cute, safe in the knowledge that he belonged totally to her.

Marie joined them and the three of them shared a drink, Belle enjoying a well-deserved pampering while the two other women enjoyed the show. Emmi kept shooting glances at Luca’s blushing cheeks, his embarrassment the ultimate aphrodisiac for her. His servile role was clear for all to see, from the people they had come with to the exotic dancers to the handful of punters lounging around in the public part of the club, a fact that was clearly causing him delicious discomfort.

She also took some time to admire Belle’s feet as Luca worked on them. The woman was beautiful from her dyed hair down to her dainty toes. While dancing was notoriously difficult on the feet that hadn’t seemed to affect this particular dancer. Her feet were small and soft-looking with well-proportioned toes painted midnight black. Emmi could understand where foot guys were coming from, and kind of wanted to pop one of those sexy toes in her mouth. She briefly considered having Luca offer to do the honors for her but decided to hold off for a little while. Instead, she turned the conversation to Belle’s own experience, asking if she had much of an interest in le sado-masochisme.

They exchanged stories for a while, being joined by Lucy and Christina. Emmi explained their current arrangement and how it had come about as best as she could, drawing an adorable and excited giggle from the otherwise intimidating stripper. Belle relayed that she was mostly a submissive as well as preferring women, but had always liked the idea of dominating a man. The opportunity had never come up. Lucy looked shocked, declaring that Belle must have men throwing themselves at her every day.

“Yes, but they are always creepy weirdos, and not so well-trained,” she answered back via Marie’s translation, gesturing towards Luca. Evidently, something about this group or this arrangement made her feel at ease. Emmi felt very strongly that she wanted to give this lovely lady a taste of her current, blessed life. After all, Emmi got to live out her fantasies. Shouldn't she share that when she could?

Emmi suggested a private dance, with Belle eagerly leading them through to one of several VIP rooms after negotiating a fee for one hour. They picked up most of their party along the way, although a few of the subs had been banished to the bar or sent on similarly embarrassing errands around the club. The space was larger than she had expected, clearly made for private parties rather than one-on-one dances. The whole place was deliciously seedy, the walls practically dripping with the memories of boisterous bachelor parties and sexist suggestions. Emmi felt confident, though, that they could exorcise some of those ghosts in a flash of female dominance.

She directed Luca to a single chair and bound his hands behind his back with some simple handcuffs that Marie had thoughtfully brought along. After some encouragement from Belle and the assembled women, she also pulled his trousers down to his ankles, revealing the tight, pink panties encasing his half-hard cock. His face went the same color as the stripper’s flaming red hair as he bathed in the laughter coming at him from all directions. That look of shamed-faced arousal captured everything Emmi loved about their current dynamic. He was ashamed but aroused, suffering but delighted to do it for her pleasure.

“You know, I’ve always hated how gendered weddings can get. Boys do this, girls do that. What if the women want to smoke cigars and visit strip clubs?” Emmi leaned back on a couch, crossing one leg over the other and staring at her boytoy. She was putting on a show for their friends and loving the attention. “That’s why this dance is for me, not for you. You can watch, but you better not get hard.”

Her husband let out a low groan of frustration and Emmi motioned for Belle to begin, knowing that she had given him an impossible task. The tall dancer began gyrating sensuously in front of Emmi, drawing whoops from the other ladies. She was impressed and a little jealous of the other woman’s ability to move like that in high heels, although those thoughts were soon blown away when she started grinding directly on her. Emmi was bisexual but it had been a long, long time since she had been with another woman. She could feel herself getting worked up as Belle began to press her body against hers, bare leg against bare leg, her juicy ass wiggling in her face, the scent of her perfume filling Emmi’s nose. She threw a couple of glances over toward Luca, the desperate expression on his face only adding to her arousal.

Belle disposed of her black bra with a sultry smile, taking a moment to droop it over Luca’s shoulder before returning to the lady of the hour. Her breasts were large, pale, and creamy, adorned with a bar piercing across each nipple. She dropped suddenly to her knees at Emmi’s feet before coming up between her legs, taking up the position of a woman who was about to give a man a blowjob. She brought her face close to Emmi’s in a position of submissive supplication, seeming to invite her customer to kiss her plump red lips. Though she knew it was all part of the dancer’s professional persona Emmi wanted to do it, wanted to kiss her hard and then push her onto her back to be ravaged, right there in front of Luca.

“Uh oh, it looks like someone couldn’t control themselves,” came Marie’s singsong voice, breaking the spell. Emmi felt almost embarrassed for a moment, but quickly found her feet.

“You naughty, naughty boy!” she walked over to him and gave his face a playful slap before prodding his groin with her high-heeled shoe. His inevitable erection looked as comical as it did sexy, that most masculine of symbols attempting to escape a pink satin prison with endearing futility. Emmi pointed to the floor and with barely a moment’s hesitation Luca slipped off the chair, bowing down to apologize in the usual way.

As he lavished her feet with kisses accompanied by the sound of whoops and laughter Emmi felt her pussy grow hot and wet. The idea of dominating and humiliating men had always turned her on, although for many years she had denied and suppressed those desires. Now she was able to dominate the most perfect, caring husband, her best friend and loyal lover, all while being encouraged and celebrated for it. Every other time she had pushed Luca’s boundaries- on their holiday, in the fetish clubs, at home- her exploration had been tinged with a hint of anxiety, a worry that she was going too far. There was none of that tonight. She felt completely, utterly at home.

Emmi looked over at Belle, standing topless in extravagant peep-toed stripper heels but looking somehow completely at ease, and asked in more-or-less competent French whether she would like some apologies as well. The gorgeous dancer nodded in the affirmative and Emmi sent her husband crawling toward the other woman like a worm, his hands still bound behind his back. She had an amused but undeniably hungry look in her eyes as Luca began showering her feet with kisses while murmuring sweet désolés. Emmi knew what a singular experience it was to have a man submit to you for the first time, and even if Bell’s inclinations were more towards women, she was surely feeling an enjoyable power rush. She decided to keep pushing.

“Would you like to punish him? Tell me something mean you would like to do to a man, and you can do it.”

Belle looked initially confused by the offer, but Marie translated and her face broke out in a wide smile. She poured forth a number of ideas too rapidly for Emmi to follow directly, but Marie was on hand to explain.

“She likes the idea of trampling a man underfoot, maybe crushing him a little. She also says that she always wanted to make out with a hot woman while they have a guy underneath them.”

The sexy stripper looked suddenly and surprisingly demure as Marie translated her little fantasy to the group, like she was perhaps embarrassed about it. Emmi thought it was perfect, an undeniably hot idea that fit perfectly with her and Luca’s own predilections. She considered volunteering herself for kissing duties, part of her loving the idea, but thought that it was the kind of thing she should really clear with Luca before exploring. Despite all the kinky things they had done in public, she hadn't actually kissed anyone else. Making out with a girl would be relatively vanilla, but trust was still important.

Luckily, Lucy quickly volunteered to join, the bubbly bisexual air hostess and aspiring domme eagerly rushing forward to lock lips with the lovely Belle. Emmi undid the handcuffs and had Luca take his shirt off and lie on the ground. Belle removed her high heels before tentatively placing her foot on Luca’s now bare chest. One small step for Belle, one giant leap for womankind, Emmi thought, wondering if tonight would wake something in this sexy submissive stripper.

She offered a hand to Belle, helping her to balance on Luca with both feet. Standing on someone else’s body was always a nervy experience, but Emmi was used to it now and knew that Luca could handle it. She always enjoyed the feeling of his tight body struggling underneath her, and seeing another woman indulge in it was a huge turn-on. As Belle gained confidence she began dancing lightly up and down his body, pressing down slightly on his throat one minute and pinching his nose between her toes the next. Luca’s cock was obscenely hard, jutting through his panties and showing a wet spot of precum. Emmi prodded it with her shoe and thought about the next beat in this beautiful dance.

When Belle was finished trampling him Emmi sent Luca off to the bathroom with his cock cage, which Marie had suggested they bring out with them, and instructions to come back locked. He was about to get a bit part in a girl-on-girl scene but wouldn't be getting hard for it. Everyone danced and enjoyed their drinks until he came back, his face adorably sheepish. After the obligatory display of the cage and a delicious cacophony of mocking laughs, it was time to fulfill the next bit of their new friend’s fantasy.

Belle and Lucy lounged together on the dark leather sofa, each murmuring in the other’s half-known language, before moving on to kissing and nibbling on each other’s neck. Emmi felt like she was directing her own personal porno, getting insanely worked up as she directed Luca on how best to serve them as an object while they made out.

They started by using him as a footstool, propping their legs up on his back as he knelt on all fours. Lucy then asked him to roll over, allowing them to rest their bare feet on his chest and face. Belle was gaining confidence, pressing her feet down harder and at one point grinding it on his caged cock. Many of the more experienced dommes in the room seemed to take these scenes easily in their stride, but Emmi and Christina were both enraptured. Seeing Lucy and Belle lock lips was hot, and seeing her sexy husband squirm underneath them just added to the heat. Emmi was aware that their time was limited and decided that she wanted to see her husband sucking on some toes. She readjusted his body so that his face was near the couch, allowing both of the women access to his mouth.

Emmi began to lightly tease him while the two women used his mouth without paying him any mind. He kissed and sucked and licked while his wife reminded him of what he was. Footstool, toe sucker sweat cleaner. Her own words were turning her on as she reminded him that he belonged to her and suggested that all men belonged under women, a notion which brought some whoops and cheers from their friends. Luca was straining in his cage, red-faced and clearly caught in some powerful submissive reverie. Emmi wanted to unlock him and ride his cock right there while she enjoyed the show, but knew that even in a club like this it would be a step too far.

After a couple of songs Belle and Lucy broke their embrace, with the stripper indicating that their time was over halfway up. She thanked Emmi and Lucy with a hug, before giving Luca a chaste little kiss on the cheek. She pointed to the chair, suggesting that Luca sit down in it.

She spoke via Marie again. “She is so grateful that you let her play with your toy, but now she thinks maybe now that he’s safely locked up it is time for the bachelor to have his dance?”

“That makes sense to me!”

Luca’s face was an absolute picture as he received his lap dance, a stag party staple, with a teasing twist. He didn’t know where to look as Belle gyrated on him but Emmi kept up a running commentary, complimenting her on her long legs, sexy tattoos, and juicy ass. Luca looked like his mind was at risk of breaking, the embarrassment and horniness threatening to overwhelm him while his cock ached in its prison. Being unable to get hard must have been a blessing and a curse. No doubt it was insanely frustrating, but it also meant that the very real possibility of him coming in his panties was eliminated.

For the next song Belle insisted on dragging Emmi into the dance, giving her an impromptu lap dancing lesson to the encouragement of their friends. Emmi kept on her party dress but made sure to get in nice and close, grinding on Luca’s leg and breathing sensually on his neck. She could feel the tension in his body, that aching need, and she sympathized. He wasn’t the only one who was worked up, her own body burning with intense desire. The perversity of tonight had sent her sex drive into the stratosphere. Emmi was surrounded by beautiful women in a club that positively dripped with sex, and she had a perfect little toy to play with. She loved the power trip of showing off her husband and loaning him out, and loved how on edge he was. The difference between their situations, of course, was that she could come whenever she wanted.

Emmi hugged Belle and left Marie to deal with the payment, knowing that she couldn’t resist indulging herself with Luca much longer. She felt like if she didn’t come immediately she might die, the heat inside her threatening to explode. Taking Luca by the hand, she dragged him through the club towards the bathroom. As they walked through the main room she spotted a few of the other submissives in similarly dire straits, Henry and Philippe both rubbing strippers’ feet while Mistress Dee’s sub Fluffy was being used as a human footstool. She was glad to see that everyone was having fun.

The women’s bathrooms were thankfully clean, being rarely used given the usual male clientele. Emmi dragged him into the middle stall and put him on his knees, wasting absolutely no time in taking off her panties. She hitched up her dress unceremoniously and pointed to her dripping pussy. Luca knew what she wanted, diving with his eager and experienced tongue.

“Are you enjoying your bachelor party?” she groaned, stroking his hair possessively.

“Yes, Goddess,” he mumbled, sending vibrations shooting through her.

Standing up wouldn’t be her usual way of receiving oral, much preferring to be seated comfortably on a couch or bed, but the evening’s activities had gotten her so worked up that she was ready to pop. Emmi closed her eyes and pictured Luca’s blushing face as he approached the dancers, his sheepish expression as he watched her receive a dance. She thought about how his hard cock had looked jutting through his panties and about how hot it had been to see him sucking on Belle’s toes. As she came on his face she thought about the glorious fact that this weekend was just getting started and reveled in the realization that she had this beautiful boy to play with for not only the rest of their vacation, but the rest of their lives.

Emmi sent him out to get them both a drink, giving him express instructions not to wash her juices off of his face. She wanted him to wear them, to smell of how she had marked her territory. As she got washed up, she wondered what else Marie had planned for them. Tomorrow, after all, would be her party.


Chapter 26: Pamper Party

The next morning Emmi sent Luca away to a spa for a few hours at Marie’s suggestion, giving the ladies time to set up for the next bit of the party. Her friend assured her that she would be getting her own pampering later. That was good. Emmi was a little groggy from overindulging the night before and could use some TLC, although the memories of their debauchery at the strip club made it all worth it.

The happy couple had fallen asleep as soon as they got home, exhausted by the journey and the excitement. Emmi had been delighted to wake up in the arms of her lover and had been instantly aroused when she felt the cool metal of his cock cage against her skin. She had removed it for the spa, not wanting to risk putting any unsuspecting bystanders in a weird position, teasing him a little before sending her husband on his way. He would have some time to ruminate on last night’s escapades and wonder what was still to come, while Emmi would have space to nurse her hangover.

Last night had been a magical, exhilarating experience. She had loved to be with people where Luca and she could reveal that side of themselves. It wasn’t that they couldn’t be themselves at home, exactly. After all, sex was only one part of their lives. Still, it had been refreshing to openly discuss and display the true nature of their relationship, to show the private side of their lifestyle and have it be celebrated and rewarded. Somewhere deep down she must have felt a twinge of shame about what they got up to in their bedroom, a ghost from her conservative upbringing that she had never quite exorcised. Now, among their kinky friends, Emmi didn’t need to be ashamed. Even better, she could glory in the amazing ego-trip that came from showing off her loyal, well-trained husband.

Marie, who was staying in the same large apartment as the newlyweds, insisted on getting the house ready for Emmi’s bachelorette party later, refusing to share much in the way of details. She firmly banished Emmi from the house, sending her off to get breakfast with those of their friends who weren't still sleeping it off but accepting that she could come back for a bath in a few hours. She wasn't minded to argue with the commanding older woman.

A few hours of good food and raucous conversation had Emmi feeling much better. A few of the other women had stayed out to enjoy the nightlife, with several of them picking up local guys for some fun and games. As Emmi soaked in the tub back home with a glass of champagne she thought about their stories, embellishing them and adding her own details, thinking about what she would do with Luca if he was here. Marie’s subs, under her firm direction, were busy stocking the flat and setting up decorations. Her own boytoy could be of use right now, to wash her hair and scrub her body. Emmi had initially been worried that a weekend-long play party would be overwhelming, but now she was more than ready to get back to it.

Luca returned a few hours later, but before Emmi had a chance to play with him he was whisked off to Marie’s room to get ready. Emmi had no idea what her friend and mentor had planned, so instead just put on some music and focused on getting ready herself. She tried not to sulk about being deprived of her toy, deciding to trust the process. Marie hadn't led them wrong yet.

An outfit had been left out on the bed for her. It was a set of gorgeous white bridal lingerie in just her size, with a luxurious fluffy cream dressing gown and matching slippers. Completing the look was a tiara, denoting her as the guest of honor. It seemed like Marie had gone for that classic pre-wedding pamper party aesthetic, although Emmi was sure she would be putting a twist on it. It would certainly be different from the rather sedate party that her sister had thrown for her a few weeks earlier.

She had just finished getting ready when Marie entered the room.

“You really didn’t have to do all this!” Emmi exclaimed, feeling guilty about the time and expense that Marie had put into this. They had become close, but they really hadn’t known each other very long.

“Nonsense, I am happy to do it for my favorite couple. My little protege! Plus, the other ladies chipped in. Consider it a wedding present!” Marie embraced her, and then stepped back to take in the sight of her with a long whistle. “Come on through, the others are arriving!”

The other women arrived in groups of two and three. The male subs they brought with them were directed through to Marie’s room, while the ladies got comfortable in the living room. The apartment had been excellently set up, with Henry and Philippe leaving out drinks, snacks, and glasses for the ladies to help themselves.

“Ladies, ladies,” Marie announced, drawing everyone’s attention. “Tonight we will have a little hen party, as they say across the Channel. As you know, traditionally this would only be for women. However, we need our little boytoys here to serve us, of course. So, I came up with a little solution. Girls.”

She clapped her hands loudly and the bedroom door opened, pouring forth a parade of slutty-looking subs. Philippe, Henry, and all the rest came out with sheepish looks on their faces, dressed in a variety of ladies’ clothes. Lingerie, babydolls, and bikinis abounded, as well as poorly applied lipstick and a couple of wigs. The dommes laughed uproariously as the men lined up neatly at the side of the room, clearly having been instructed on their behavior by Marie.

“And of course, we have the star of the show. Luca!”

Emmi took a seat on a couch in a central location, waiting for her husband’s grand entrance. It didn't disappoint. He crawled into view on his hands and knees, dressed in a frilly French maid outfit complete with a little headband and bright red lipstick. His face burned red as he was greeted with whoops and laughter, but he also sported an adorably goofy smile. His tolerance for humiliation had grown to meet Emmi’s appetite for it. Somehow, that was strangely touching.

Luca took his place in front of her on his knees, presenting himself to his wife. With some encouragement from Marie he showed her what kind of treatment he had received at the spa - neatly manicured nails and an all-over waxing in addition to a relaxing massage. She ran her hands over his smooth skin, lifting up his skirt to fondle his full balls and hard, aching cock.

“I know how much Luca wants to please you,” Marie smiled, patting the top of his head affectionately. “So, we paid the girls at the spa to give him a little lesson. Manicures, pedicures, and foot massages. It was only for a few hours, but I’m sure you will be giving him plenty of practice in the future. I hope I didn’t overstep the line by deciding on your pet’s training, but I thought it would be perfect for our little pamper party.”

Emmi was shocked, but not upset. She could feel tears forming in her eyes at the effort and thoughtfulness underneath all this kinky depravity. Seeming to want to preempt any tears, Luca leaned forward and brushed some hair away from her face.

“Would you like me to show you what I learned, Goddess?”

“Yes!” Emmi kissed him on the cheek, drawing some awwws from the other attendees.

For the next two hours Luca knelt at her feet, giving her a much-improved mani-pedi while the other subs scurried around freshening drinks, providing foot rubs, and otherwise being of use to this gaggle of goddesses. Luca took off her nail polish and applied a new color, bridal white. They stuck Mean Girls on in the background, even though the meanest girls were of course those in the room. It felt like a relaxed-if-sexy slumber party, with the women all eating and drinking and talking away while the men quietly served them.

Emmi knew the night would take a kinkier turn soon, but for now they were all content to simply enjoy the company and the unobtrusive male attention while occasionally commenting on their attire, avoiding any hardcore humiliation or sexual service. She simply enjoyed the sensation of Luca’s skilled hands on her body, ignoring him as he worked and feeling like one of those bitchy rich women on the Real Housewives shows. The sense of quiet superiority, of subtle dominance and power, was its own kind of joy, even though part of her wanted to have him wrap his whorish red lips around her toes. There would be plenty of time for that later, though.

After the movie finished Marie declared that it was time to move on to the next part of the night. While they weren’t heading out quite yet it was time for the women to get into their glad rags, swapping out the pajama and dressing gowns for party dresses and leather skirts. Luca went with Emmi to help her get dressed, although Marie gave him a firm warning to not ruin her next surprise. She was tempted to make him tell her, but decided not to deviate from Marie’s plans. After all, she was a very formidable woman.

“How are you feeling, baby?” Emmi asked as Luca helped her roll a black stocking up her leg. She had opted for stockings and a garter under a split-leg black dress, wanting to look like a vampish Bond girl.

“I feel constantly on edge and completely humiliated,” he grinned up at her with that same cheeky smile she had fallen for all those years ago when they met in university. “And I love it.”

She kissed him repeatedly on the face before pulling him in for a tight hug. “You’re making me so happy, and so proud.”

He beamed back at her words, her simple praise like music to his ears. She pushed his face down close to her crotch, not quite close enough to lick, and felt a rush of arousal run through her body as she heard him breathe in deeply. Emmi knew that he would give anything to taste her.

“Luca, it’s time for you to go get ready,” a voice rang out. It was Vicky, obviously being sent by Marie to hurry things along. “And Emmi, there’s a shot here with your name on it!”

Luca gave her a kiss and then left with her permission, starting to look strangely comfortable in his preposterous outfit. She made a mental note to play dress up a little more often at home, picturing how cute he looked cleaning in his little maid outfit. She went back out into the lounge to find a different atmosphere from before as the night moved from slumber party to house party under Marie’s careful stewardship.

After a few shots of tequila and some dancing it was time for the next event. Marie had Emmi sit in a chair in the center of the room, dimming the lights and lining up a song. Luca was nowhere to be seen, and Emmi realized why just a second before it became blindingly obvious.

The bedroom door opened just as the opening bars of Man, I Feel Like A Woman began to ring out. Luca burst through in a cowboy hat, boots, and a tiny leopard print leather thong. Clearly, it was time for a mirror image of the previous night.

He danced gamely but inelegantly toward her while the woman hooted and cheered like they were at Mardi Gras. He looked absolutely preposterous, but somehow also hot as hell, the waxing showing off his tight muscles in sharp relief. As he wiggled his butt in her face and gyrated in front of her, Emmi could feel her face redden in a mixture of embarrassment and arousal. Plans be damned, she was going to have to come soon, preferably over her gorgeous little slut’s face.

As the song ended the other woman began throwing fake dollar bills at her husband, apparently printed out for just the occasion. He played into the role, getting down on all fours to pick up the money and eagerly tucking bills into his thong. A cry of take them off began to circle, loud enough for Emmi to start worrying about the neighbors. Luca looked at her, waiting for her command. She nodded and he, with surprising strength, ripped the thong off in one fell swoop.

A cry of appreciation went up as Luca stood exposed, his semi-stiff cock hardening rapidly under the gathering’s gaze. He looked a little unsure of what to do next so Emmi took the lead, trusting her instincts more than she ever had before. She reached out and grabbed his balls, firmly forcing him to his knees in front of her.

“That was a very, very nice dance. Now, why don’t you go and thank all these nice ladies for making it rain?”

Luca crawled around the room kissing each offer foot respectfully, giving Emmi a chance to enjoy the sight of it. She loved men, and loved Luca in particular, but there was something that felt just so right about seeing an outwardly strong and successful man submit not just to her, but to women in general. To see all that masculine energy turned towards service to the fairer sex just felt so right.

Once he was done he came back to sit at Emmi’s feet like a loyal hound while the other men busied themselves tidying up. Marie announced that they had planned a handful of other games involving the subs, an announcement that was met with loud smiles. Everyone was having fun, but they were clearly ready to take things up a notch. It was time for the BDSM to begin.

***

The most humiliating part of his night now out of the way, at least as far as he knew, Luca was now given a fairly easy ride. The dress-up had been embarrassing and the strip show had required a lot of psyching himself up, but he had been happy to do it for Emmi and had certainly gotten a sick thrill from it all. Now he was allowed to sit on the floor next to his gorgeous wife, rubbing her nylon-covered feet and legs while she stroked his hair like a supervillain petting their cat.

The other men didn’t have it quite so easy. After a day of slow-burn teasing and hangover recovery, the ladies were ready to play. Marie had procured some Nerf guns, allowing the woman to shoot small foam bullets at the submissives as they hurried about serving their increasingly demanding mistresses. The guns were not especially powerful, but the impact was enough to draw yelps of surprise. When a well-aimed shot caused Lady Gray’s slave to spill a drink it caused a flurry of looks, jeers, and suggestions for punishment. A firm wedgie was deemed appropriate, along with him licking up every drop.

Meanwhile, Henry had been laid out naked on the table with sushi placed all over his naked, waxed body for the enjoyment of the assembled women. His cock struggled to burst through a sadistically small cage, but his face looked calm and peaceful as he lay in perfect stillness. He wasn’t the only piece of human furniture, with men being reduced to footstools and chairs all around them.

Marie had arranged for a game of “pin the tail on the donkey”, with the tail being a butt plug and the donkey being a man. All the ladies had a go, donning a blindfold before trying to find the lubed-up ass of Mistress Dee’s bound and bent-over husband. When Lucy managed to get it in one go she was rewarded with her prize - an opportunity to pound that ass with one of Marie’s premium strap-ons.

Lucy clapped with excitement. She had been telling anyone who would listen how much she had been wanting to try pegging, and now she was going to have a golden opportunity. She quickly stripped out of her skirt and unbuttoned her shirt, revealing her large breasts in sexy red lingerie before stepping into the harness.

“Don’t go easy on him, make that little fucker squeal,” Mistress Dee laughed, happy to see her husband of ten years used and degraded in front of their friends. They were the sweetest, nicest couple in their day-to-day life, but when they played they played hard.

As Lucy entered him the women started to clap, encouraging her in her rhythmic pounding. Luca could see Emmi’s eyes brighten with arousal and felt his cock stiffen as much in response to her expression as to the scene around them.

“Eat my pussy,” she said quietly.

“Here?”

“Here, Goddess,” she corrected. “Yes. Reach up, take my panties off, and lick me until I come.”

She hiked up her dress as Luca moved to obey, hands shaking with submissive desire. After everything he had done so far this this would be the least humiliating, and in any case he would have accepted any amount of embarrassment to service her right now. Emmi shoved the panties into his face, demanding wordlessly that he smell her excitement on them. The pheromones flooded his brain, driving him wild. He bent his head gladly to his task, trying his best to start slow despite his instinct being to dive hungrily into her cunt.

Luca heard muffled words of encouragement as the other woman noticed what was going on, but focused entirely on his favorite task. Emmi tasted as sweet as ever, her amble juices a testament to how much this whole party had excited her. He felt her fingers grip the back of his head, running them through his hair and giving him direction in a secret language that they had developed through long hours of servile cunnilingus. It didn’t take long until she was bucking and grinding against his face, her need for release overwhelming any desire to take it slow. She allowed him to keep licking her gently as she came down from her powerful orgasm, stroking his head idly while sipping her champagne with her leg draped over his back.

Luca pictured her taking in the scene around them like a queen surveying her court, watching the men suffer at the hands of her kinky courtiers. Meanwhile he, her husband and the man who had once regularly dominated and toyed with her, was reduced to the level of a body slave. He was her cunt-cleaner, her pussy-pleaser. His face was her cumrag and his body was her toy. As he ran his tongue from her crack to her clit, gathering up her holy nectar as he went, he knew that there was no place he would rather be.

Eventually, it was time to head out for some late-night drinking and dancing. Most of the men would be staying in the apartment, cleaning up the house and themselves after several hours of mutually enjoyed abuse. Luca was spared this task, being told to go and get himself ready to accompany them out, along with Philippe and Henry. Marie suggested that they join them on what would otherwise have been a girl’s night out, since they would need some people to go to the bar and carry their handbags.

They spent the next few hours dancing and socializing before heading home exhausted. The ladies allowed the men to serve them unobtrusively, all of them being experienced and professional enough to know that they shouldn't be drawing innocent bystanders into their kinky games by properly domming their submissives in public. It was a fun, celebratory night out after a long evening of sexy games. Both Luca and Emmi took it easier on the drink than they might have a few years ago, perhaps a mark of newfound maturity. Neither of them wanted to be too drunk to enjoy their day tomorrow, whatever Marie had planned for them.

By the time they got back to the apartment they were also ready to enjoy each other’s bodies. The apartment had been left impeccably clean and the remaining men had shown themselves out, leaving the place all to themselves since Marie had stayed out later. Nevertheless, they went straight through to the bedroom, craving the intimacy that came from privacy.

They made languid love in the large bed, kissing each other deeply. Emmi’s kisses tasted as rich as champagne and her skin tasted as soft as silk. She had him make love to her, staring up deeply into his eyes and gasping a little when he entered her with his desperate, dripping cock. Luca could almost have felt dominant in that moment, looking down on her as he began to thrust, but her words reminded him of his place as she lay back and enjoyed his efforts.

“You’re mine. You belong to me. Your cock belongs to me. Forever and ever. Say it.”

He repeated her words back to her, trying desperately not to come too soon. His mind began to swim with visions of what she might do to him, or have him do for her. Would she cruelly deny him as he struggled not to come, making him whimper and beg? Or would she demand that he explode inside her, having him fill her up before making him clean up his filth? Would she go out onto the balcony for a post-coital cigarette, making him lick the dirt from her soles while she enjoyed the cool night air?

In the end, she didn’t do any of that, perhaps deciding that they had both had their fill of humiliation tonight. She simply allowed him to come, kissing him deeply to silence his desperate apology at the moment of no return until she joined him in bliss, finding her own orgasm as he reached his shuddering climax. Seeming to read his mind, she whispered softly in his ear.

“We have our whole life for kink. I just want you to hold me.”

That was another job that Luca was always happy to do, his position as cuddler-in-chief never in doubt no matter how depraved their games got. He felt their heartbeats fall into a shared, easy rhythm as she pressed herself against him, falling into a dream together.


Chapter 27: The Wedding

Luca waited on his knees by the alter, goosebumps rising on his naked skin as he tried to ignore the sensation of eyes on him. This ceremony was going to be very different from the one they had held a few weeks ago in front of all their friends and family. That day had been rigorously planned and had followed well-established beats. He had worn a formal kilt and Emmi had worn a white, layered dress. Their friends had given speeches and they had toasted with wine and whiskey. Emmi and Marie had planned this little event as a way of rounding out their weekend, and this morning his wife had decided that all she wanted him to wear was his birthday suit. He had no idea what else she had planned but knew it wouldn’t involve the usual wedding vows.

Marie, ever the show-woman, was officiating their second wedding. Her and their other friends never missed an opportunity to dress up, with the rest of their party sporting a variety of outfits that spanned from the silly to the sublime. Christina and Lucy looked glamorous in skin-tight dresses and killer heels, while Vicky and Dee had gone for the leather look. Marie herself was resplendent in a royal purple gown and bejeweled headdress, making her look like the priestess of some futuristic religion. None of the other men were present, something Luca had noticed but hadn’t had time to ask about.

The reason became clear as Emmi entered the room to the sound of the classic bridal march, a touch of tradition in this otherwise aberrant affair. She was being carried in by the other men in their party - Henry, Philippe, and all the rest - each clad in skimpy leather underwear.

Luca’s breath caught in his throat as he took in the sight, at once silly and sublime. They carried her in on their shoulders as if she were Cleopatra, laid back on a surprisingly sturdy and comfortable-looking litter sourced by Marie from God knows where. Emmi was stunning in a long white dress, her feet hanging off the side clad in white sandals. Her hair was tied up in a tight braid that circled her head like a crown. She looked less like a virginal bride and more like a Greek goddess, Aphrodite come to life. His goddess, from fantasy to reality.

Marie helped her off and led her to stand in front of Luca, opposite each other like in a traditional marriage but with him on his knees. He looked up at his wife with unashamed awe, momentarily forgetting his nakedness and the strangeness of the situation. She looked down at him, not sneering or lustful but with an expression of benevolent love. While this ceremony may have been a hastily cobbled-together whim, a semi-ironic twist on a traditional wedding, it felt like the real thing. Perhaps more real, in some ways, since it was truer to the core of their romantic and sexual relationship.

“I love you,” Luca mouthed up at her.

“I love you too,” Emmi replied, placing her hand on his face.

Marie began the ceremony, delivering a well-crafted speech explaining how the happy couple had met. She did a job that would make a professional celebrant proud, giving a good account of Emmi and Luca’s relationship up until their fateful vacation. She must have talked extensively about this with Emmi, showing the effort that had gone into this. She then got to the part where she met them, talking about that first night when they had appeared in her sex shop, a babydomme finding her feet with her adventurous but nervous sub. It was a sweet, funny, and poignant speech, bringing plenty of laughs but also a couple of tears to the eyes of the small crowd.

Rather than the usual best man and father of the bride speeches, Marie decided to go around the room and ask everyone to share a small memory of the couple. Each of the ladies had something to say, bringing back a litany of sexy, sweet memories to Luca. The time she had made him rub her feet in the back of a taxi, the way she had cared for him after he took his first hard caning at a club, the way he had gently encouraged her when she was learning her ropework. Each memory was a sexy step on the road that had brought them here.

It was soon time for the exchange of vows. They each repeated them after Marie, staring into each other’s eyes from different heights.

“I promise to protect, cherish, and lead you,” Emmi said, taking a necklace from Marie and fastening it around his neck. He couldn’t wear a collar for her in public, but he could wear this unassuming pendant. On this inside of the pendant was an engraving, unknown to the outside world but a reminder for him - property of Emmi.

“I promise to obey, serve, and worship you,” Luca replied, taking a key on a chain and passing it to his wife. Marie explained the symbolism. It would be the key to his heart, and his cock.

“You may now kiss your goddess’s lips, then her hand, then her sacred spot, then her feet.”

Luca stood to kiss Emmi’s lips, smiling just as goofily as he had in his first wedding pictures, before lowering his head to her hand. He knelt once more to kiss her crotch through her dress and then prostrated himself to his familiar place at her feet. A round of applause went up as Marie declared them wife and husband.

Luca got dressed as they all prepared to decant to a nearby restaurant. Before they left Emmi insisted on having him carry her over the threshold of the small room they had rented in a chapel-turned-bar. He scooped her up and did it, feeling strong and respected while being under her total ownership and control. Like the weekend in general this ceremony had been many things. A bizarre game that turned traditions on their head, a firm reminder of his place beneath Emmi, a thrilling display of feminine power over men. It had also been one of the sweetest, most meaningful, most fulfilling moments of his life.

As they sat with their new friends in the restaurant, receiving backslaps and congratulations, Luca took a moment to reflect on the fact that his life had brought him here. He could never have predicted that this was how their relationship would develop. Still, every day he thanked his lucky stars that he had met Emmi, this beautiful, caring, open-minded woman who he could now call his wife and owner. He was proud of the confident woman she had become, the way she had evolved from his caring girlfriend to his controlling but loving goddess, and he counted it as a stroke of miraculous fortune that he had made that silly bet all that time ago. They had overcome the obstacles in their minds, and years of social conditioning, to find the place where they wanted to be, nestled in a lush valley between normality and kink. Luca felt lucky to know Emmi and blessed to be owned by her. Looking at her smile and laugh next to him, he knew she felt the same way.


Thank you so much for reading to the end! This is the end of the story, for now, although there may be an epilogue in the future if that is of interest! Let me know by signing up for my newsletter at https://renaudpublishing.eo.page/gngcs
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