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The Story So Far

Young couple Emmi and Luca made a friendly wager at the start of their trip to France – whoever did best at an online French test gets to use the other one as their personal servant for the rest of the trip. Emmi won, and immediately set about using Luca for her own pleasure and enjoyment. Her favorite part of this new arrangement was getting to tease and deny him, drawing him deeper into a submissive state of mind as each day went by. A trip to an adult shop introduced them to Marie, the owner, who advised them on the use of vibrators, strap-ons and chastity cages. By the end of the vacation Luca was Emmi’s willing servant and toy, enduring consensual erotic humiliation while serving her every whim. Emmi worried about whether he would be willing to continue with their new dynamic when they got home, but he surprised her by waking her up on the first day with a declaration of his desire for her continued control.

And that is where we begin…
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Chapter 1: 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 which 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 2: 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 3: 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.”
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