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Chapter 1 – The art of dominance

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you hungry darling?”

Luca nodded, “Yes, a little.”

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Tell me more.”

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

“Weibermacht?”

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

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

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

“Grim.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What kind? The kind with strong women?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Luca nodded.

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

“Hotel, please. Goddess.”

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2 - A happy ending for someone

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes ma’am.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes Ma’am.”

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

“Yes Ma’am, you are right.”

“I know I am. Let’s do my front now.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Because you own my cock.”

“Kiss my foot and tell me.”

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

“Good boy. Why do I own your cock?”

“Because I lost the bet,” kiss.

“And?”

“Because I’m your bitch,” kiss.

“And?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***




Chapter 3- Strap-in and strap-on

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Good boy. Good toy.”

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

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

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

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

“Good, now put on a show.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Too much?” Emmi asked, suddenly concerned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Play with your nipples for me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I lost the bet, didn’t I?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Luca squeezed her tight and then rolled off the bed.

“Thank you, Goddess.”
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