
        
            
                
            
        

    
A Proper Punishment: From Funishment to Punishment in an FLR

By Mara Renaud


Thank you for choosing this book! If you enjoyed it, please rate and review it to help me to promote my work. It’s the best way to support indie authors like myself, and I will love and appreciate you forever.

Copyright © 2024 Mara Renaud

All rights reserved.


Table of Contents

Caught In The Act

Drawing A Line

Real Punishment

About The Author

Also By Mara Renaud


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.”


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.


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.
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