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Exposed At The Beach

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What if we keep this going longer?”

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

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

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

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

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

“OK, you’ve almost convinced me.”

“Almost?”

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So, are you enjoying your new toys?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Whatever you think.”

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

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


A Lesson In Humility And Humiliation

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So he wasn’t always in the cage?”

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

“Selfish how?”

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

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

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

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

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

“But what does he get out of it?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How so?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Goddess.”

***

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

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

“Whatever you think, Goddess.”

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

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

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

“Agreed, Goddess.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yours,” Luca gasped in reply.

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

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

Luca nodded, unable to reply in words.

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

Her boytoy nodded again, his eyes dreamy.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

All Good Things Come To An End

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

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

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

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

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

“Go on.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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


Coming Out On Top

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

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

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

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

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

“No, I asked first.”

“I want you.”

“Show me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m yours.”

“I know.”
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