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Chapter 1: Treading Water
 

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

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

Would she know when she was going too far?


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

***

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

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

“Come on in, the water’s beautiful.”

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

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

“Are you having fun?” Luca asked.

“Of course! Just look at this place.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Luca nodded, focusing on treading water.

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

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

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

“I will. I promise?”

“Parfait!”

“Isn’t that a type of cake?”

“It also means perfect. You’d know that if you’d practiced harder! Now, let’s head back to shore. I want to go see this aqueduct up close, then I want you to rub cream into me so I can sunbathe,” Emmi leaned in to whisper seductively in his ear, although there was no-one nearby to hear them. “It’ll be quite a big job, since topless sunbathing is allowed here. So, here’s another little competition for us to play. If you can avoid getting hard while your rubbing cream on me, I’ll definitely let you come later. However and wherever you want. But if I see you pitching a tent in your shorts then you’ll be taking me on a little shopping trip.”

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

“Crawl.”

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

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

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

“Well?”

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

“Hmm. Keep asking.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Good boy. Now, go get dressed.”


Chapter 2: The Shopping Trip

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

He nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

“Non, merci,” Emmi replied, instinctively.

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

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

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

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

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

“A collar could be nice, yes.”

“Excellent. Anything else?”

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

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

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

“Yes ma’am.”

Now it was Emmi’s turn to giggle.

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

“Yes, maitresse.”

“Good boy.”

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

“Then take it away?”

“Exactly.”

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

“How often do they get to, you know…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

“Comfortable?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Kiss it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Goddess and thank you maitresse.”

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

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


***

“That was...”

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

“Yeah. Intense.”

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

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

“You liked it?”

“Some of it, yeah.”

“What did you like?”

“You, mainly.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Good. I’ll get you in there.”

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

***

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

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

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

“Well, there was something else.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Emmi nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 3: Dinner and a show

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“C’est bon.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ask nicely.”

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s better, you’ve convinced me.”

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

“I’m going to turn the toy off for exactly 10 minutes, then it’s going back on.”

“But the apartment is a 15 minute walk away!”

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

“Do you want me to lick your ass?”

“Rephrase,” Emmi said.

“Please may I lick your ass Goddess.”

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

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


Chapter 4: No Pain, No Gain

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

Dry mouth? Check.

Sore head? Check.

General feeling of confusion? Check.

Fear, regret and embarrassment?

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

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

Horniness won. Luca rolled over and snuggled into Emmi.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Bullshit.”

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

Luca stared back at her with sullen eyes.

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

“Sorry.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Something to remember me by darling.”

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You, Goddess.” Luca answered truthfully.

“What about me?”

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

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

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

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

“Yes Goddess. I’ll do anything.”

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

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

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

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

“Use me as you wish Goddess.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes Goddess.”

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

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

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

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

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

“No, Goddess.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Luca could only moan more in reply.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s the reward?”

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

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

What a charmer, Emmi thought.

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

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

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

“Yes Goddess, thank you.”

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

“Yes.”

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

“Yes.”

“Forever.”

“YES.”

“Now come.”

***

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

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

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

“Please stop Goddess.”

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

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

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

“Think, slave boy. Concentrate.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Of course, Luca thought, the chastity cage.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Goddess.”
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