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Pen Pals

Marie sat in a plush chair, halfway between a chaise lounge and a throne, replying to various emails from suppliers and customers. Working late was one of the more difficult parts of her job. She dealt with her shop during the afternoon and evening, meaning that on busy days much of the admin had to be completed after hours. Still, her lifestyle afforded her certain perks that took the edge off all the hard work.

She had a large glass of red wine sat next to her, and a packet of cigarettes. One of the best parts of being a sex store owner was getting to, having to, try out the new toys. To that end, she had a particularly intense-looking clitoral massager picked out to use once she was done with her correspondence. Best of all, she had her submissives, her human sex toys.

Henri stood behind her while she worked away, rubbing her shoulders and head. He had recently attended a professional massage course at her suggestion, an act of self-improvement that helped earn him release from his chastity cage and a satisfying orgasm from his mistress’s hands. Meanwhile, her loyal, humiliation-obsessed pet Philippe worked diligently at her feet, providing her with one of her regular pedicures. Service was its own reward for him, but she might deign to let him drink the water from her foot bath or suck her toes while she masturbated later.

A new and intriguing email landed in her inbox with a familiar ping. It was from Emmi, the fledgling domme who had visited her shop while on holiday with her boyfriend, now fiance, a few months ago. Marie had immediately taken a shine to the couple, helping them navigate the emotions and practicalities of their new power dynamic. Ever since that day they had been exchanging emails, Marie providing advice and support in exchange for salacious details. She had smiled at the heartwarming story of Luca’s proposal and had advised Emmi on how best to try out different caging and orgasm schedules. It was amusing to have a sort of perverse pen pal, providing a cross-border exchange of stories and ideas. She also loved feeling like a proud teacher, happily guiding this cute couple into a female-led future.

Emmi’s latest email was some good news. Marie had suggested that they all meet up in London as she planned on attending a large fetish club night with her submissives. Club Aphrodite was an amazing place, a multi-story nightclub that hosted exclusive femdom nights for dominant women and their submissives. Marie knew that Emmi had fantasized about playing with Luca in public, but was nervous about getting too involved in the fetish scene in their small, northern city. She figured that this would be a good solution, with the size of the event providing the anonymity of crowds.

Emmi agreed. The couple would be joining Marie and her little harem at the party, giving them all a chance to catch up and perhaps, Marie hoped, play a little. Still, it was not all plain sailing.

Luca is up for it, but he seems a little nervous, Emmi’s email read. I’m worried that he might not be able to relax and enjoy it.

Ah, you never know if you will enjoy something until you try it, Marie reminded her. This was something of a motto and philosophy for her. She was a person who would try anything once. Remind him how happy it will make you, and how much fun you have had exploring together so far. You are an adventurous pair, after all!

She ended the email by suggesting that the couple join her the night before to stay at the large apartment she had rented near the venue. Once the fun started on the night it might all be quite intense, so this would allow them to not only converse and relax but also for her to provide any last-minute guidance or emotional support.

Emmi often held back on the details, but Marie still took a thrill that went beyond professional satisfaction when she thought about the pretty young woman trying out her suggested toys and techniques on her sweet, sexy partner. As she hit send visions began to form in her mind, of what outfits they could all wear and what games she could show them. Of what toys she could bring and what surprises might await them all. She pictured Emmi reading her emails and composing her replies while Luca struggled underneath her, face buried in her ass. Marie found herself suddenly in need of some more direct attention, deciding that while the toy could be useful she would like to enjoy the sensation of an eager mouth on her body. More than one mouth, perhaps. After all, she had more than one erogenous zone. And more than one man to entertain her.

“Would either of you like the honor of serving me with your slutty little tongues?”

“Oui, maîtresse,” they answered in lockstep.

Ah, how she loved to hear those words.


Play Party

Emmi leaned in close to Luca as the elevator doors slid shut, squeezing his hand and breathing in the comforting scent of his aftershave. The apartment block was chic and plush, far fancier than the hostels they could usually afford when they visited London. The sleek machine began to make its way up to the twentieth floor, silently taking them into the unknown.

“Feeling good?” Luca asked, hugging her close.

“I am, it’ll be nice to see Marie. More importantly, are you OK?”

“A little nervous,” he admitted. Emmi appreciated his openness, especially since he hadn’t been so good at sharing his emotions when they first met. Nevertheless, at this precise moment, his honesty was a source of anxiety for her.

“It isn’t too late to back out,” Emmi might have enjoyed dominating and even humiliating him, but when they were pushing boundaries consent was everything.

“Of course not. Goddess,” he seemed to use the honorific to get himself psyched up, pushing himself into the correct submissive head space. Emmi appreciated the effort. Part of her wished it wasn’t required, that he was as enthusiastic about this weekend as she was, but she reminded herself that this was all part of their new dynamic. He trusted her to be the leader in their sexual exploration, and the price of leadership was making difficult decisions.

“Good boy.”

As they made their way down the fancy corridor towards Marie’s rented apartment Emmi began to feel under-dressed. They had come straight from the train station and were dressed for comfort, not sex appeal. Marie had billed tonight as a casual night in to prepare for the party tomorrow, but she could remember how glamorous and well-dressed the older woman was. Evidently she was also well-off, a financial as well as a sexual success, causing a feeling of inadequacy to threaten Emmi’s carefully curated sense of power.

All that disappeared when Marie answered the door, her enthusiastic greeting and disarming smile putting her instantly at ease. The buxom dominatrix was dressed simply in jeans and a white t-shirt, even forgoing the high heels that she had told Emmi she wore everywhere. She pulled them both in for friendly hugs, ushering them indoors and sneaking a much-needed glass of wine into each of their hands before they realized what was happening.

“You must tell me all about your journey, and everything else! But first, let me introduce my little toys!”

Two men knelt in the center of the large open-plan lounge/kitchen, hands behind their backs and eyes forward. They were mercifully fully clothed, with Emmi glad they were all easing into the evening. She fully expected the night to take a kinky turn, but they both needed a moment to acclimatize. Marie, experience as she was, likely knew that fully well.

They had already met Philippe before, during a memorable day at the nudist beach towards the end of their vacation. He looked even more unremarkable, now that he was wearing clothes. However, despite him having the appearance of a middle-aged accountant, Emmi knew that he was a dedicated slave to Marie and almost certainly had a cage wrapped around his cock. The other man accompanying her on this trip was introduced as Henri. He was much younger, perhaps around the same age as them, with short hair and a slight frame. While Philippe knelt in stony-face reverence, Henri wore a goofy smile that spoke to both nervousness and excitement. That made Emmi feel good, like tonight would be about lighthearted kinky fun rather than dark and dirty BDSM.

After the introductions Marie sent her servants away to prepare some snacks and cocktails, taking Emmi by the hand and leading the couple through to the bedroom. She explained that she had brought over a selection of outfits for them to choose from for the party tomorrow, since fetishwear was mandatory, and couldn’t wait to show them it. Laid out on the large bed was a dazzling array of clothing, almost all of it red or black, some in lace but most made of leather or even latex.

Emmi struggled to take it all in. It was sexy and exciting, with more choice than she had ever had when picking an outfit for a night out, but it was also strange and disorientating. She generally dominated Luca in comfortable, if sexy, clothes. She had certainly come to appreciate the power of dressing to reinforce a power dynamic, but that generally meant dressing him up in something embarrassing while she wore smart office clothes or perhaps lingerie. This world of harsh black leather was new and slightly intimidating.

“I considered bringing some costumes, nurse or policewomen or whatever, but I thought something a little more understated might be good for your first time.”

It didn’t look particularly understated to Emmi. She was struggling for words, temporarily worried that perhaps this was all too advanced for her, when Luca chimed in.

“Do you have a mask?”

“Hmm. I do have one leather hood with me, but it’s rather uncomfortable. Why, do you often wear a mask?”

“No, it’s just, um,” they had come to London precisely because of the anonymity that its size provided, but Luca still struggled with the idea of being seen getting dominated in public.

Marie read his fear expertly. “There are strict rules around photos and confidentiality. Believe me, a mask is not needed, if that’s what you are worried about.”

Part chastened and part reassured, Luca fell silent. Emmi gave him an encouraging squeeze of the hand. He needed her to take the lead here, she reminded herself. This was her idea, her role, and her responsibility.

“Baby, why don’t you go for a shower and freshen up? I want to pick out your outfit for you, and I want mine to be a surprise.”

Marie clapped her hands together with glee. “bonne idée!”

Luca went off as instructed, probably happy for the chance to decompress and collect his thoughts. Marie talked her through a few potential outfits until they could hear the shower turn on, and then leaned in close with a conspiratorial whisper.

“How are you both feeling about tomorrow?”

“Good, excited. But nervous,” Emmi admitted. They had discussed her fantasies of dominating Luca in public via email, with Marie being strongly encouraging of it. In a strange way. Emmi didn’t want to let the older woman down.

“That’s normal. What are your worried about, though?”

“What if he doesn't like it? I don't want to push him into something he really doesn't want.”

“Ah, this is a difficult dance,” Marie said thoughtfully. “You are right to look out for him. When you are the domme, you have to take care of your subs. With great power comes great responsibility, as the saying goes.”

“Who said that?”

“It's from Spiderman!” they both laughed, cutting the tension.

“You are right to look out for him,” she continued. “But he has responsibilities as well. You’ve talked about your soft and hard limits, correct?”

Emmi nodded. At Marie’s suggestion she had sat Luca down and hashed out a list of soft limits, which he might consider or which could be used as punishments, and hard limits which couldn’t be crossed. Despite his obvious nervousness about public play, it wasn't on either list.

“Bien! Remember, he wants you to lead. He trusts you. So you have to trust the process and trust him to communicate.”

Emmi was overtaken by a sudden burst of gratitude. She grabbed Marie and gave her a tight, awkward hug, whispering her thanks. This wise, kinky guru knew just what to say. Reassured, Emmi turned her attention back to the task at hand. There were a lot of decisions to make.

She quickly decided on a tight pair of leather shorts for Luca, paired with a collar and leash. That would give her plenty to look at but would leave him just enough dignity to feel somewhat comfortable, at least to start with. Deciding on her own look was, as always, more difficult. Marie had brought a much wider variety of clothes in her size, threatening to overwhelm her decision-making process. Her guide and teacher talked her through it, with them settling on an outfit that blurred the lines between goth, glam, and full-on dominatrix.

A tight black corset fastened with metal buckles along the front would give her an appropriately fetishistic look, although she paired it with a short skirt rather than a full bodysuit for her own comfort. She couldn’t decide whether to go for stockings or bare legs, but luckily she had already brought a pair of thigh-high hold-ups that she could easily take off when she was there. Emmi generally hated wearing high heels, but at Marie's insistence she tried on a pair of mid-sized black shoes adorned with metal spikes. They were a little too much, making her feel like a Hellraiser character, but she enjoyed how tall they made her feel. They decided to go shopping for some plainer heels in the morning, with Marie reasoning that she would have a willing foot masseur on hand to soothe her if she struggled to walk.

The selection process quickly turned into a dress-up and photo section as Emmi tried on the clothes. Marie had to be held back from doing her full makeup right now, but Emmi relented to some bright red lipstick. The ensemble was finished off with some jewelry. Luca wasn't wearing his cock cage but they had brought it with them, meaning that Emmi still had his key on a necklace. She wore it so that it hung shiny and suggestive just between her breasts, pushed pert and high by the tight corset. It went well with the gold anklet that Luca had bought her for their anniversary and the blue sapphire engagement ring that already felt at home on her finger. At Marie’s suggestion she added a few extra rings from her collection, as well as some toe rings.

Emmi felt a strange mixture of silly and sexy as she got all dressed up, knowing that this kind of thing was far out of her usual sartorial comfort zone, but when she saw the pictures of the full outfit on Marie’s phone she understood the effect it would have on Luca. She looked statuesque and severe in the heels, dripping with jewelry that moaned money and black leather that screamed sex. She wanted to call her boy through and make him kneel before her to drink in the sight, but Marie astutely pointed out that the effect would be all the greater if she kept it a surprise.

“Keep on the jewelry though. It will come in handy for a game I have planned later.”

Emmi got back into her travel clothes, feeling slightly grimy and sweaty but too eager for company to go for a shower. Marie put the clothes back in the wardrobe, chatting excitedly about her plans for the weekend and the fun they would have at the club. They left the room arm-in-arm, ready to be greeted by the expectant pets.

***

They spent the next hour sipping cocktails and eating snacks in relative normalcy, Marie regaling them with stories about the shop and her travels. Philippe was largely silent, with a low level of English, but Henri was an active and enthusiastic participant. It seemed like his submission was more sexual than personal, while Philippe seemed to act as a 24/7 servant. The subtle differences in dynamics between Marie and her individual submissives fascinated Luca.

“Daniel,” Marie pronounced his name Danielle, French and feminine-sounding, “Did you enjoy the shower?”

“I did, it was lovely. Very refreshing!”

“Bien! Emmi, don’t let me keep you if you want to freshen up!”

A sly look came across his girlfriend’s face. The conversation was yet to turn kinky, but Emmi had seemed different since she had come out of the room with Marie. More confident, with a subtle sensuality to her voice and movement. More like she was at home.

“I don’t know. Luca, do I need a shower?”

She raised her arm and moved towards him, beckoning him in towards her armpit. It was the sort of behavior that would be completely normal between a couple in private but utterly bizarre in front of most other people. Still, they weren’t in front of most other people. Luca breathed in as suggested, soon finding himself engulfed by her pheromones, a musky and feminine perfume that he had become utterly addicted to. She pulled him in gently but firmly with her other hand, drawing something between a gasp and a giggle from Marie.

“You smell fine,” Luca said, playing this off as if it were perfectly normal, unsure if she wanted him to fully embrace subspace yet.

“Are you sure?” Emmi lifted her leg and raised her foot towards Luca’s face. Her white socks had been on all day and showed just the slightest hint of discoloration. Over the past few months he had spent countless hours at her feet, kissing and rubbing and worshipping until he had developed an almost Pavlovian response to the lowest part of her body. His mind was already foggy with perverted desire, driving Luca to sniff with shameful enthusiasm.

“Smells good to me,” he said after a moment, mustering as much dignity as he could. Marie and Emmi shared a wry smile, while the men in the room barely blinked an eyelid at this behavior. The conversation moved on and the drinks flowed, everyone relaxing further as they drifted into a dinner party vibe. Aside from the occasional command from Marie for more food or drinks, acted on unfussily by her submissives, the night was largely kink-free. Still, if Luca knew Marie, or indeed Emmi, like he thought he did, that wouldn't last for long.

“Let’s play a card game!” the older woman announced, clapping her hands with enthusiasm and finality.

“What are you thinking?” Emmi asked.

“Do you know poker?”

“I love poker!” Emmi looked over at Luca, and he nodded in agreement. They both enjoyed poker, often playing for small stakes with their friends back home. He could see where this was going, and was quite sure the stakes would be different.

“Magnifique! Henri, fetch the cards!”

Marie explained the rules and then the stakes, with the men taking up positions around the coffee table on the floor while the woman sat on the couch. It would be strip poker, much as Luca had suspected, with the worst hand each round removing an item of clothing and the first person out receiving a punishment. Philippe was as stoic as always as they set up the game, while Henri was bubbly and excited. Emmi looked at Luca, silently asking him for his agreement, which he gave with another small nod. He felt nervous, as he was sure she did, but didn't want to start backing out of things already. Tomorrow night, at the club, was surely going to be even more intimidating than this.

The first loss went to Henri, who whipped off her shirt with good-natured enthusiasm. The next went to Marie, who stripped off her socks like she was putting on a burlesque show, much to the unabashed joy of Philippe and Henri. Luca noticed that her toes were adorned with several shiny rings. When she lost the next hand as well their purpose was revealed, with Marie removing a ring rather than a piece of clothing. Clearly, this was her way of stacking the deck in her favor. Luca had also noted Emmi sporting several new pieces of jewelry as well.

“Problem?” Marie asked, arching an eyebrow.

“Non, maîtresse,” her subs answered in unison.

“No,” Luca smiled. Emmi looked at him with mock sternness, telling him to show the proper respect, dragging him suddenly into a new atmosphere. “No, maîtresse.”

Even if they had been playing fairly Luca would have struggled to beat Emmi, who was a better poker player than him on most. Given the shenanigans with the jewelry, the boys stood no chance. Soon enough they were near-naked while the women had given up their socks and several rings each. Luca was thankful that he had worn his best pair of boxers, while Philippe wore a tight pair of briefs that revealed the tell-tale bulge of a cock cage underneath. Meanwhile, Henri outshone them both in a pair of frilly pink knickers. To Luca’s relief it was Philippe, a quiet man but a surprisingly reckless gambler, who went broke first.

The ladies whopped and whistled as he slid out of his underwear, revealing his caged genitals to the room. He knelt in preparation for his punishment, looking like a solider about to go over the top into machine gun fire. To Luca’s surprise Marie removed a key from the necklace around her neck, tossing it to her slave. Philippe began to unlock himself, but didn't look particularly relieved. Luca shared a confused look with Emmi. Clearly, the submissive knew something they didn’t.

“Now, I promised a punishment for the loser, didn't I?” Marie mused. “But what kind of punishment should I go for?”

“Foot gagging?” Emmi suggested one of her own favorite activities. “Or spanking, it’s a classic!”

“The thing is, for this little slut my feet are a reward, not a punishment. And he would also enjoy spanking far too much. Those are funishments, really, not punishments. A punishment has to be something he won’t enjoy. Something truly painful, or humiliating. Slave,” she snapped her fingers at him. “Stand and spread your legs. You are going to take ten kicks to the balls.”

Philippe did as he was told, stoic as a centurion. His mistress walked around him, brushing his body here and there as his little cock began to stiffen. She launched a light kick from behind, her foot connecting firmly with his dangling balls. He fell kneeling to the ground, and Marie walked around calmly so that she stood above him.

“Kiss.”

He leaned forward and kissed the foot that had just debilitated him. Even worse, he thanked her, muttering both merci and thank you and he prostrated himself.

“Stay kneeling, and spread your legs.”

He did as he was told, face down and ass up to present an easy target from behind. Marie launched 4 more kicks in relatively quick succession. They were light enough that they wouldn't do much damage but accurate enough that they would cause an explosion of pain, showing a disturbing level of skill at this strange sport. His pained grunting became louder with each kick, leading Marie to fasten a makeshift gag from her discarded socks.

“Would you like a shot?” Marie asked Emmi, as casually as if she were offering her a video-game controller.

“No, thank you,” Emmi laughed. They had agreed that while this weekend would involve public play, they wouldn’t actually be engaging in any sex acts with other people. Still, Luca wouldn’t have counted kicking someone in the nuts as sexual contact, and wouldn’t terribly have minded if she had partaken. Still, perhaps it was simply that she didn’t have that sadistic streak, preferring the subtle mindfuck of tease and denial to outright pain. Overall, he counted himself lucky.

Marie took her time with the remainder of the kicks, scratching his back and fondling his cock in between blows. Luca didn't quite know where to look but couldn't drag his eyes away, while Henri watched in rapt attention. Emmi looked to be enjoying herself, biting her lip in a way that suggested she was getting more out of this than just amusement.

Marie finished up and accepted more grateful kisses from her broken punchbag, whipping off her t-shirt to reveal a white lacy bra underneath, throwing it to the side as if she had just finished a workout. She returned to the table and dealt another hand, leaving Luca worried that more punishment would be in store for the next man to lose. Despite their host choosing to remove an item of clothing for comfort, the chances of either Luca or Henri pulling this back were slim to none.

As luck would have it Henri was the text to reach the end of the road. He peeled off his panties and threw them to the side with a smile, revealing a completely smooth swimsuit area. The cage that his penis was stuffed into was tiny, bordering on flat, making Luca almost wince in sympathy.

“Ah, do you like the look?” Marie asked Emmi, pointing to her smooth, feminine boytoy. “I heard him make a sexist joke a few months ago, and since then I’ve let him experience a little bit of life as a woman. He is waxed like a lady, wears sexy little panties like a woman. Sometimes I bend him over and stuff his boy pussy, and when he’s very good I use a vibrator on his little metal clit until he comes like a girl. I will show you sometime!”

Marie laughed while Luca and Emmi looked on in amazed silence. Despite the abject humiliation Henri looked happy and relaxed, seemingly unashamed of Marie’s treatment of him. Clearly there were levels to this BDSM thing, and Luca wondered just how deep he and his fiance would be able to go.

“Come on, I need to piss,” Marie announced, tapping Henri on the shoulder and padding through to her en suite while he crawled behind her. Philippe went to freshen up everyone’s drinks and begin clearing up, while Emmi asked Luca if he was feeling OK. He reassured her that he was. As strange as this night was, he was enjoying himself. He admitted, however, that he was a little worried about what punishment was in store for him.

“Oh, I think that was just for the boy who came last.”

“Then what is she doing with Henri right now?”

“I think for him, that might be more of a reward.”

Marie sauntered back into the room clad in lingerie and an open silk kimono, her naked sub crawling behind her with a dreamy look on his face. She sat down and gratefully received her cocktail from Philippe with a satisfied sigh.

“I tell you, having a little slut lick your pussy clean feels so much better than toilet paper.”

“I can imagine,” Emmi replied, smirking towards Luca.

“Well, darling, you don’t need to just imagine!” Marie turned her attention back towards the cards, leaving the suggestion heavy in the air. “One more hand and then we can call it quits?”

Luca, with a sense of inevitability, lost the next hand despite having a high straight. He had no right to feel embarrassed about getting naked given what his comrades in submission had just gone through, but nonetheless he found himself taking a moment to mentally prepare. Emmi held up her hand, gesturing for him to pause like she was delivering a stay of execution.

“I’ll make you a deal. You can keep your boxers on if…” she placed her feet up on the coffee table, her soft and slightly dirty soles pointing towards him, “you worship my feet.”

“You mean, like, rub them?” Luca asked, knowing full well that wasn’t what she meant.

“No, I mean worship them. Rub, kiss, lick, suck. You know how I like it.”

His fiance wiggled her toes suggestively while he considered the offer, Marie looking at him expectantly. It was a no-brainer, really. He was Emmi’s sub, and they were here to play. If she wanted her feet worshipped, that’s what would happen. At least this way he would get to keep his clothes, and a shred of his dignity, for a little while longer. Leaning forward, he planted a kiss on the ball of her foot, placing his nose just under the toes. As humiliating as it was to do this with an audience, Luca felt instinctively at home. After months of this dynamic slowly developing, this was precisely where we wanted to be.

The conversation went on around him, dominated by Marie and Emmi as the older woman set her subs to work on her own feet. She would occasionally direct them to focus on a particular area or technique and Emmi soon started doing the same, confidently directing him to kiss here and lick there. He was soon sucking her toes with reckless abandon, losing himself in the thrill of submission. Emmi’s imperious attitude, barely paying attention to his efforts, only spurred him on more. He felt objectified and he loved it, with his cock stiffening in response.

“Look, he had a hard-on,” Marie laughed and Emmi joined in, looking at the tent in his boxers. “He really is a perfect little foot slut.

Luca could feel his cheeks blush red. He was an experienced, sexually open man who spent his working life being completely in control, but in that moment he felt like a chastened little virgin. He had no reply, so simply lowered his eyes and kept kissing.

“It’s nothing to be ashamed of. To me, this is the height of confidence, of masculinity,” Marie said, sounding suddenly serious. He had heard her take on this kind of evangelical tone before, and had always found her strangely inspiring despite the strangeness of her ideas. “Truly. A real man knows who he is, and isn’t afraid to live his life authentically. I’m not suggesting that you go around telling everyone what you get up to together, but many people are afraid to even share this part of themselves in the bedroom. To be open about it with each other the way you have been takes real bravery. Real affection. I admire you both.”

“Stop it,” Emmi smacked her new BFF playfully.

“I mean it! You should be proud. I'm proud. Proud and excited for tomorrow.”

The girls spent a few more minutes planning out their day for tomorrow, complete with some shopping and some sightseeing, while Luca busied himself worshipping Emmi and thinking about what Marie said. He did feel proud, and happy, about how their relationship had developed. Perhaps Marie's way of putting things was a little grandiose, but he couldn’t say she was wrong. This might not be what normal couples did, but it made them both feel satisfied and closer to each other than ever.

He still felt a little nervous about the idea of playing with Emmi in public, but he resolved to use those feelings, that residual ball of shame, in a positive way. It could be shaped and molded, turned into excitement rather than fear. At the end of the day Emmi wanted this, for them both, and she had never led him wrong before.

The ladies sat there with their legs propped up on the coffee table, looking like a pair of evil empresses with their loyal servants grateful and prostrate before them. They finished their drinks and then announced that it was time for bed, Marie telling Philippe and Henri to clean up so that their guests could get an early night. Marie gave them both a hug, slightly awkward for Luca in his state of near-undress, before Emmi led him by the hand to the spare bedroom.

“Are you having fun, baby? I know this is a lot.”

“I am,” Luca had committed himself to honesty, knowing it was the only way to make this thing they had work. “It’s weird, and I feel a bit nervous at times, but I’m having a good time.”

“Good, I really appreciate you doing this with me. We can stop anytime you want, but you know I’ll always take care of you, right?” Emmi sat on the bed, partially undressed, and Luca found himself instinctively taking up a position on his knees in front of her.

“I know Emmi, I trust you.”

“Beautiful,” she stroked his face, sending a shiver through his body. “But since I’ll always take care of you, it’s time for you to take care of me.”

She slipped off her clothes and lay back on the bed, showing him exactly what kind of attention she meant. Luca dove into his favorite task, teasing her entrance with his tongue before moving on to her clit. He ate her out almost every day and would usually take his time massaging and worshipping her pussy, often to several orgasms. They might use toys, like a vibrator on her clit while he tongue fucked her or a love egg inside her while he kissed her thighs. Today had been a long day though, and Emmi clearly just needed to come.

She rolled backward to expose more of herself, wordlessly telling him that it was time to eat her cute little asshole. This was Emmi’s go-to move when she was truly desperate for an orgasm. She seemed to get off on the power trip as much as the physical sensations, although in truth Luca didn’t mind it at all. It might be degrading, but he loved the musky taste of her, and the way it made her writhe and moan.

Emmi rubbed her clit while he licked, bringing herself to a quick and shuddering orgasm. She seemed suddenly broken, tired from the traveling and the night and the sensations. He knew just what she needed, and moved quickly to hold her in his arms. He thought he would be too wired to sleep, but within moments Luca felt himself begin to drift off. It was just as well. Tomorrow would be a late night, and he had the feeling he would need all of his energy.


The Club

The black London cab let them out on a street that seemed halfway between seedy and glamorous. It was a location that was in keeping with the club and the goings-on inside it. Luca got out first and held the door for Marie and Emmi, jokily affecting the air of a gentlemanly butler. There was a tight ball of nerves in the pit of his stomach, but he was determined to enjoy it rather than fear it.

They had spent the day in a largely kink-free way, seeing a few tourist sights and having an enjoyable meal in Chinatown. While the ladies went shoe shopping, Luca had taken Henri and Philippe to the National Gallery for a quick walk around. He found the two men surprisingly easy to get on with as he spent more time with them, particularly Henri who spoke excellent English. Discussing history, art, and politics was comfortable territory for Luca, and he soon felt more in his element. Perhaps that ease would carry over into the fetish club, and perhaps not.

Marie took the lead as they approached the door, seemingly knowing both the bouncer and the person taking their tickets by name. They were straight out of central casting- the hulking security guard with a shaved head and tattooed arms, the greeter with a pixie cut, several facial piercings, and a shirt that read OBEY. Their group looked positively clean-cut by comparison, with them all electing to get changed inside the venue rather than before.

When they got inside Emmi gave him a bag with his clothing in it. She had deliberately kept it a surprise, and he could only pray that it wasn't something too revealing or embarrassing. Whatever it was there wasn't much of it, and he couldn’t be sure if that was a blessing or a curse. Emmi blew him a kiss and slipped into a changing room with Marie, giving Luca a shot of shameful arousal. Although she was bisexual, Luca didn’t think there was any real sexual tension between Emmi and Marie, with more of a teacherly relationship. Nevertheless, he couldn't help but think about the buxom older woman and his pretty fiance helping each other get dressed.

He opened the bag and took out his clothing for the evening. It was a pair of leather shorts, tight but mercifully not more revealing than a pair of tight swim shorts, the kind she was always encouraging him to buy for their next holiday. He could live with that. He was a little worried that the cock cage, which she had told him to put on that morning, would show through the tight material. He reminded himself where he was, squashing any worries about looking like a pervert. Completing the look was a pair of low black boots and a collar with a leash. It wasn’t their usual collar, emblazoned with the word Slut, but a bespoke one with a new engraving, surely a present from Marie. It read Emmi’s Slut.

He took his time leaving the changing room, not wanting to be the first person out. By the time he left Marie was waiting for him, standing with her back turned. She was dressed in a far more revealing outfit than he had expected, clearly willing to bare much more skin in this kind of environment than she would be elsewhere. She stood in tall high heels as well as a stocking and garter set, as to be expected, paired with a barely-there thong that left her large ass swaying bare as she stood with her hand on her hips. Luca could only hope that she didn’t catch him staring when she turned around, revealing how little she was wearing on top. A tight black corset covered her lower torso. It left her large breasts pushed up but bare, although the nipples were covered with two crosses of black tape. She was gorgeous, with an admirable confidence that only made her more sexy, but Luca didn’t know where to look. His main thought was to wonder what she had persuaded Emmi to wear.

“You look good! Those shorts are tres fetching. Your lovely fiance will be out in a moment. I think you should kneel and close your eyes, so you can get the full picture all at once.”

And what a picture it was. When Luca opened his eyes his fiance, goddess, and mistress was standing in front of him, dressed as he had never seen her before- resplendent all in black, like a genuine dominatrix. She stood several inches taller than usual in her heels, making him feel even smaller as he looked up at her from his knees. She had opted for stockings and a tight leather skirt with a slit at the side, sensual but leaving more to the imagination than Marie’s outfit. A black corset top accentuated her frame nicely, with her hourglass figure and pert breasts nicely framing the key that dangled from her necklace.

He had no words, so simply crawled forward and planted a kiss on the top of her nylon-covered foot. The simple act of supplication seemed to please her, with his obedience being the greatest compliment that he could give her. Luca understood a little better why she had been so excited by this whole idea. She could flaunt not only her looks but also what she had achieved by making her boyfriend into a submissive and obedient pet. It was a testament to what she, what they, had achieved in their relationship. To have it displayed so openly must be giving Emmi an incredible rush of power and pride.

Luca handed his leash to her and she gestured for him to stand up. She hugged him briefly and then turned to Marie, whose own slaves had just appeared dressed in leather fetish gear.

“Thank you for the outfit, I feel amazing.”

“Mon amie, you look amazing! Now, join me for a little tour!”

They passed from the entrance area into a large room filled with the predictable pounding of industrial music. Dommes of all shapes and sizes filled the dance floor. They were dressed in leather and latex, silk lingerie and business suits, nurses’ costumes and ballgowns, and everything in between. The submissives, almost all male with a few women, were largely absent from the dance floor. Instead, they stood at the sidelines, holding drinks and handbags or waiting on the woman holding court at the seats. They were all dressed in ways that signaled their submission, some shirtless and skimpy like Luca and some in maid costumes or full-on gimp suits.

They didn’t stay there long, with Marie ushering them forward into a separate bar lounge area. It was home to the neatest bar queue that Luca had ever seen. Submissives stood in a quiet line waiting to be served by the surly-looking bartenders, with no pushing or jostling. Meanwhile, dominant women waited in plush chairs and on cushioned benches for their drinks, many with men kneeling by their sides or under their feet. Luca thought they might stop here to settle in for a while but Marie continued to lead them around the venue, greeting acquaintances and pointing out interesting features. They passed spanking benches and bondage posts dotted around the place, although Luca knew from Marie’s earlier description that the main playrooms were downstairs.

They soon stopped at what was obviously one of their guide’s favorite stations. It was a large cage with room for three or four people to lie flat on the ground, allowing others to trample them while holding onto loops and handrails. As luck would have it the cage had just become empty, a pair of giggling mistresses leading their submissives away on their knees. From the look of the women, flush with exertion, they must have been using the men’s bodies as a makeshift dance floor.

“Would you like a little dance?”

“Back in the other room?”

“No, we can have a little dance in the cage!”

“Is it safe?” Emmi asked, clearly intrigued but ever cautious.

“Absolutely! There is a little bit of technique, but you can start slowly and I’ll give you some tips. You could practice on Henri or Philippe first if you like. There will also be some single men walking around who I’m sure would gladly volunteer.”

“Hmmm, no. My toy can handle it. Isn’t that right, Slut?”

Luca agreed vigorously. He was a little surprised by her boldness, but he was glad of it. The last thing he wanted was to be left at the side, and the idea of anyone else suffering under Emmi’s divine feet filled him with a pang of jealousy.

Not waiting on ceremony, Marie opened the cage door and snapped her fingers, Henri quickly following her command and taking up a position on the floor while Philippe was sent to fetch the women some drinks. The de facto leader of their kinky little troupe entered and stepped onto her sub confidently, like someone well-practiced at balancing on an uneven male body. Luca entered next, lying on the spacious floor with a little space between him and Henri, with Emmi following just behind.

“Heaviness is all about weight distribution. A woman’s stiletto can produce more pressure than an elephant’s foot, because of the wider surface area. Look,” she demonstrated by digging her heel into Henri’s leather-clad chest, drawing a grunt of pain from him. “Of course, you can achieve a similar effect without shoes, just by shifting your body around. Try it!”

To Luca’s relief, Emmi kicked off her heels, choosing to start light. It felt safer, but also sexier for him, her nylon-covered foot making direct contact with his skin. She stepped on him tentatively at first, finding her balance and gripping the loops dangling from the top of the cage. She wasn’t heavy, especially with both feet planted on his chest. In fact, it was a comfortable feeling, like being under a weighted blanket, at the same time as being highly erotic. Emmi began to smile and laugh as she found her rhythm, moving slowly up and down his body, and Luca felt a profound sense of peace as he looked up at her laughing face. She looked truly happy and that filled his heart with joy. At the same time, she looked sexier than ever before, a goddess standing above him, trampling him underneath her with a carefree attitude.

She spent the next ten minutes walking up and down his body, dancing along to the music and occasionally trying out some more advanced techniques at Marie’s suggestion. She jumped lightly on his chest while holding on to the handrails, Luca feeling the benefits of his many hours in the gym as his muscles absorbed the impact. She kneaded her feet into him like a cat waking up from a nap. To his delight Emmi rubbed her foot over his face, allowing him to enjoy the sensation of the fabric on his nose and lips.

They eventually left the trampling cage and made their way back to the bar area, finding a large couch to sit on together. Philippe reappeared with wine for the ladies before getting on all fours to act as a footstool for his mistress. Emmi had Luca sit on the floor in between her legs so she could stroke his hair, astutely giving him a moment to rest after his time under her feet. He appreciated how thoughtful she was, even as she must have been feeling emboldened with sexual power. Despite all his nerves about this whole weekend, in the moment he felt safe and protected. This is why he loved and trusted her so much.

***

Several women came to say hi to Marie, exchanging pleasantries and pledges to catch-up soon. Despite living in another country she was clearly well-known, with a web of online friends and people she saw regularly on the party and sex-shop conference circuit. She had her feet propped up on Philippe while Henri massaged them, leaving little scope for any of the lone submissives to approach her. Such lone men were relatively few and far between, having to pay far more to enter the party than women or couples to keep the gender balance right.

A few did approach Emmi though, offering her drinks or a massage, but she firmly turned them away. She was here to play in public, but exclusively with her own pet. She contented herself by stroking Luca, languidly rubbing her nylon-covered legs against his bare skin and enjoying how he shivered and melted in response. She was in the mood for more play at some point, the experience of trampling him having been a gigantic turn-on, but was in no big rush.

Eventually, though, someone did make a move on Marie. A tall, handsome man presented her with a rose, offering it with a florid bow and introducing himself as Gerard. He was shirtless, with a waxed chest and six-pack, as well as butler’s bow-tie confirming that he was a sub, as all men here were supposed to be. His demeanor was unexpectedly cocky, bordering on arrogant, not at all in keeping with his role here as a submissive supplicant. Emmi wondered if he and Marie had a history, particularly as he began to speak in French. She listened in as well as she could, understanding the gist of their conversation rather than the specifics. The man told Marie that he was a big fan of her work, regularly reading her blog and following her on social media. He claimed that he would be honored to serve them, including Emmi in that offer.

“We have three little submissives here with us already,” Marie switched to English, no doubt for Emmi’s benefit. “What can you offer us that we don’t already have?”

“I can endure far more than these submissives, I assure you,” he replied in heavily accented but highly competent English. His manner was confident, and grating.

“Endure more what?”

“More pain, more humiliation. Whatever it takes to please you.”

“Hmm,” Marie looked thoughtful for a moment, before breaking out into a wide smile. “OK, I propose a little game of endurance then. We can go to the playroom, where I will tie you up and tease you. We can see if you can outlast one of our other subs. The winner gets to come, and if you win I will also give you my phone number. I’ll be in London for a few more days, and we can see if you would make a suitable submissive for me.”

Neither Henri nor Philippe seemed perturbed by this, apparently at ease with the one-sided nature of their relationship with Marie. Emmi knew she had at least one more full-time submissive who wasn’t on holiday with them, so the thought of one more man joining her little harem must not have been particularly shocking to them. Still, Emmi couldn’t help but find it strange, how casually she discussed adding a new man to her collection.

“The loser will be ruined and then whipped. Plus, the floors in here are sticky, so he can shine both of our shoes with his tongue. Sound good?”

“I agree,” the man didn’t hesitate for even a moment. He turned to look at Luca, Philippe, and Henri, sizing them up like he was about to enter a boxing ring. “Who will my opponent be?”

“Let me think. How about…Luca?”

Emmi stared back at Marie. She could see exactly what her friend was trying to do. Just as Emmi was constantly pushing Luca slowly out of his comfort zone, so had Marie moved to put her into a position where she had to step up. It was like a coach, pushing her protege to new heights. She wouldn't have come up with this herself, but now that the idea was put in front of her she would have to say yes. In fact, she was happy to. Emmi had already been having a great night, soaking up the vibe, enjoying the company, and finding a great deal of pleasure in trampling Luca underfoot. Still, showing off her and her pet’s training skills had been exactly what she had been fantasizing about.

“Absolutely, we are in.”

Luca had a safe word, and he could use it whenever he liked, but Emmi felt flush with power and confidence. She was dressed like a dominatrix and her fiance seemed content to submit to her loving leadership. It was time for her to take the handbrake off.

They made their way to a playroom downstairs, following Marie through darkly lit corridors and stairways. It wasn’t a huge venue, but the oppressive and exciting atmosphere made it feel like they were descending into the bowls of some forbidden labyrinth. A long corridor on the lower level housed several themed rooms set aside for proper BDSM scenes. While people were engaging in light power play upstairs, there was no scope for nudity, sex, or serious physical impact in the semi-public areas. Down here, the rooms were furnished with cages and beds, benches and suspension rigs, St Andrew’s crosses and bondage wheels. Emmi was excited to see these things that she had never thought she would come across in real life, things that made even the sexual Aladdin's cave in Marie’s shop look tame.

A member of staff was waiting there to make sure that all the participants were sober, willing, and competent. She was a tall woman who had met Marie before and was happy to hand over the keys to the one free space. Each room had a large glass window that allowed people outside to spectate, although as their guide explained this could be curtained over if the participants preferred some privacy. Marie looked to Emmi for confirmation before asserting that they would welcome an audience. It was an attitude that the inhabitants of the other rooms seemed to share.

They passed a room set up as a facsimile of a hospital, where a pair of women in latex nurse outfits were attaching electrodes to a man in a gynecological chair. Next was a plush living room, straight from a Regency costume drama, in which a stern governess was delivering a brutal cropping to a bare and reddened ass. Finally, they passed a room that looked like a typical office. A fair number of people crowded round the window to watch a man being bent over a writing desk. Behind him was a red-haired Amazon pounding away, her large breasts bouncing as she viciously fucked him with a strap-on. Also watching the proceedings was a heavily-tattooed woman who lounged on a computer chair at the other side of the room while a muscular man with a whipped-red back eagerly lapped at her cunt. Discarded pencil skirts and suit jackets on the floor instantly filled her mind with visions of two sexy secretaries turning the tables on their pervy managers, blackmailing them and delivering a sexy punishment for their misdemeanors. Emmi felt a rush of sexual excitement and realized she was already wet. This was so much more extreme than she had imagined, but she felt more comfortable than she could have expected.

“So, here is the room,” the dungeon supervisor said, handing a key to Marie. “The safe word is Rhubarb or any other one you agree on. There’s a buzzer on the wall if you need to contact me. You can pull over the curtain if you want some privacy, and there’s a shower in the back if you need to wash up. There are wet wipes in there so you can give the equipment a quick tidy-up and then we’ll send someone in after to do a deep clean. Any questions?”

“All good here!”

“Well, enjoy.”

Their allotted room was medieval-themed, looking like a torture chamber from some dark fantasy novel. There was a St Andrew’s cross in the corner and a wooden pillory in which someone could be bound, ready to be egged by angry peasants or pegged by a laughing domme. A large throne sat on a platform in the corner would allow a cruel queen to watch the proceedings, with an oubliette of sorts positioned directly in front of the seat. Emmi could picture the use of that, with the queen offering her foot through the bars to the caged prisoner below, or raining down cold water or other fluids on them.

Most importantly for their purposes were two bondage tables in the center of the room, looking like something between a torture rack and a massage table. They allowed several options for binding at the feet, arms, and neck, and were segmented to allow the head and legs to be elevated or lowered. Emmi was glad that they had these implements ready since her rope bondage skills were limited, if quickly developing. This setup would be perfect for their little game.

She was able to strap a now-naked Luca in with minimal help from Marie, fastening his arms and legs tightly to the bench so he would have little scope for movement. Emmi could see the delicious tension in his body and slowly ran her hands over his legs and abs to enjoy the feeling as he shook under her touch. She removed the cock cage while Marie deftly dealt with her new toy, watching as he sprang to attention. She hadn’t been keeping him locked as much recently, but he had been denied for well over a week. She hoped that wouldn’t disadvantage him too much in this game. Emmi intended to show off Luca’s considerable, and well-earned, powers of self-control rather than to humiliate and punish him.

“It seems we are getting a bit of an audience,” Marie gestured to the window, where a handful of men and women were gathered, along with Henri and Philippe. “Shall I close the curtain?”

“No,” Luca said, to Emmi’s surprise. She considered admonishing him for speaking out of turn, but his answer pleased her greatly. His follow-up pleased her even more. “I know my goddess wants an audience.”

Marie laughed, and Emmi graced him with a good boy. She didn’t even bother to ask her new toy Gerard, instead simply checking his bonds and running her fingers up and down his pliant body. As she circled him she restated the rules- the first man to come loses, and is punished. The winner gets to enjoy a full orgasm and the joy of continued servitude. As she passed Emmi she leaned in and whispered conspiratorially. “Let’s take our time, enjoy ourselves, put on a show.”

Emmi thought she could do that. Months of constant teasing, conditioning, and training had left her and Luca very much in sync. She knew how to keep him on edge indefinitely, and how to make him come. She could read his body like a book, and only hoped that the excitement of the scenario wouldn’t change the dynamic and push him over the edge. Still, in the interest of showmanship she decided to follow Marie’s lead. She would let the experienced, older domme call the tune, but would add her own flourishes.

They began by lightly stroking their respective boys, dragging their fingernails across their skin and enjoying the sounds and shakes that they elicited. Emmi loved the goose-pimples that showed up in the cold room, the way his skin reddened when she scratched him, and the ragged breathing that heaved from his bound body. He looked so vulnerable, all trussed up for her enjoyment, but also so stoic and brave. It was delicious.

Marie moved on to begin teasing Gerard’s erect but not particularly sizable cock, not yet grasping or squeezing it, with Emmi following suit. She lightly ran her fingertip from the base to the shaft, watching it twitch and dance in desperate response. A drop of precum formed on the head and she decided to mix a little humiliation in with the edging. She gathered up the liquid and brought it to his lips. She thought he might demur but he was pliant and unresistant, already lost deep in subspace. Remembering that she was putting on a show, Emmi looked over towards the window and blew the small crowd a kiss as her boy licked her finger clean. It drew whoops from the audience and an encouraging wink from Marie.

The older woman made the next move, climbing onto the wide table with surprising grace so that she towered directly above her bound subject. She kicked off her shoes and rolled down her stockings, putting on an impromptu strip show for both Gerard and their audience. The man’s cocky, confident facade was already fading as he gawped up at the beautiful mistress.

“Is this what you wanted, you little slut? To have me touch your sad little prick?” Marie asked, rubbing his cock with her bare foot. She pinched it between her black-painted toes, emphasizing the lack of thickness. Balancing deftly on one foot, she stepped down on him, squashing his shaft against his belly and drawing a gasp.

“Yes, maîtresse. Merci,” he looked wild, lost in that liminal space between sensation and shame.

Emmi didn’t want to be outdone but wasn’t sure she could match Marie’s feat of dexterity. Instead, she slipped onto the table next to Luca, putting her nylon-covered feet in his face and commanding him to sniff. She stroked his cock lazily while rubbing his face and smothering him with her soles. She could feel him coming to the edge quicker than she had expected, clearly turned on by the situation as well as her body. It made her happy to see Luca responding so well to the audience, but she didn’t want to end the game so soon. She pulled her hand away suddenly, leaving his cock furiously bobbing and twitching in the air. Emmi heard some laughs and gasps come from the corridor outside and felt a perverse sense of pride.

Taking the initiative, Emmi rolled off the surface and made her way to the head of the table, standing over Luca so that her breasts rested over his face. This allowed her to play with his nipples while his cock twitched, searching for friction and sensation but finding only cool air. Marie copied her technique, pressing her large breasts into her boy’s face. She added in dirty talk, alternating between French and English as she explained exactly how he might serve her if he ever earned the chance.

“You’re cock could never satisfy me, and I would need to make you earn the right to please me with your mouth. You would have to start off as my humiliation slave. I would make you eat the scraps from my table and drink my bathwater. You could be my ashtray and my spit bucket. Maybe if you are lucky I would let you lick my sweaty ass before my shower or eat the dirt from between my toes.”

Emmi was impressed at how quickly Marie had read him. The experienced domme had seen his confident aura and had swiftly identified that what he really needed was to be humiliated, belittled, and treated like shit. She knew that such hardcore degradation might be too much for Luca at that moment, but he deserved some dirty talk nevertheless.

“You need to be a good boy and hold on here, baby. You wouldn't want me to have to ruin your orgasm in front of all of these people, would you? Can you imagine how embarrassing that would be? And then I’d have to whip you as well. I’m not even sure how well I could do that. Perhaps I would have to get Marie to do it, or one of the nice ladies outside. They could whip you raw while I touch myself and make you watch.”

“I’ll be good, I’ll be good, I’ll be good…” he murmured into her breasts, kissing her skin between promises.

“In the interest of fairness I think we should both start stroking until one of these little sluts explodes,” Marie interjected. “Make it an even race to the finish.”

“Let’s do it.”

Each woman stood to the side of their helpless victim, able to look at each other and their toys. Emmi started slowly stroking his long, proud cock, not wanting to make him lose but also not wanting to cheat. Marie was picking up the pace with Gerard, and Emmi felt compelled to match it. She would have to trust in Luca’s abilities of self-control. He certainly seemed to be putting in the effort, breathing deeply and evenly while holding his body completely tense. She looked over at Gerard, who looked equally focused and determined. Emmi knew that if she wanted to she could push Luca over the edge, with a stroke of the nipples or a kiss on the neck. For a moment she considered it, knowing that he would wear a delicious look of shame on his face as she ruined his orgasm and prepared him for punishment. Still, he had been brave for her this weekend and deserved a taste of victory and a reward. An idea began to form in her head, of a rewarding orgasm tinged with delicious degradation.

It was touch and go for a while, with Luca gritting his teeth like a pilot hitting G-force, but when Marie began whispering to her hopeful admirer in French Emmi knew it was all over. The handsome and once-cocky man’s resistance collapsed, the last vestiges of his self-control disappearing with a whimper. Marie laughed and removed her hand from his juddering little cock, watching the cum dribble from it while his hips thrust desperately in the air. She leaned over and placed her heaving breasts just out of reach, teasing him with the potential of contact but keeping him well denied. As his orgasm dissipated she finally relented and took hold of him once again, but the result was not the pleasure and release that Gerard must so desire. Instead, she took her palm and rubbed it in vigorous circles across the head of his cock, smiling as she moved as quickly and brutally as if she was polishing an apple. The man was quickly moved to something close to tears, grunting in discomfort and attempting to thrash against his tight bounds as she brutally overstimulated his cock.

“You spoke too highly of yourself, and now you lost. You aren’t going to serve me, you’re going to suffer for me, and this is the last bit of attention I’ll be giving your pathetic little prick.

Emmi watched this all in fascination, idly stroking Luca’s cock, too slowly to push him over the edge but enough to keep him tense and wired. Marie finished up with her post-orgasm torture and wiped and hands dismissively on Gerard’s red face. She made her way over to Emmi and kissed her on the cheek, congratulating her on “your victory” as if Luca was a racehorse she had trained. She asked how Emmi intended to let Luca have his reward, the promised proper orgasm.

Emmi had been thinking about that, considering her options. She wanted to give him what was promised but told Marie that she didn't want the victory going to his head. In truth, she had a desire to humiliate him a little, in front of the crowd and her teacher, for no reason other than the fact that it would turn her on. Marie leaned in and whispered a suggestion in her ear. It was a good one, very much in line with what she was thinking.

They adjusted the bench so that his legs were angled upwards and his head was pointing down at around a 45-degree angle. He might be getting to come, but he probably wasn’t going to enjoy the aftermath. Emmi heard noises of approval from outside the room, spurring her on.

“Do you want to come baby?” she asked as she jerked and stroked him, picking up the pace. He was so near the edge that this shouldn't take long. “If you beg me to stop, I’ll stop. Probably.”

“I want whatever you want, Goddess.”

“That’s right. You belong to me.”

“I belong to you.”

“Say it louder.”

“I belong to you, goddess”

Emmi was flush with power and her panties were soaked, feeling almost as on edge as Luca when suddenly he exploded. His cum shot in wide arcs down his body, painting his face and chest before beginning to spurt out more weakly onto his stomach. Emmi resisted the urge to give him some of the post-orgasm over-stimulation that Marie had indulged in, reminding herself that this was a reward with a soupçon of humiliation, rather than a punishment. Still, she did make sure to feed him a little of his cum off of her fingers, drawing laughs and scattered claps from the crowd. She followed up his humiliation taste with a deep, passionate kiss, feeling that his hunger for her hadn’t abated after his orgasm.

“I love you. Thank you,” Emmi whispered, looking into his fuzzy and unfocused eyes. She really meant it. He had, she thought, enjoyed himself, but she was aware that he had put himself out there for her. He had left his comfort zone and put his sense of sexual self-worth on the line for her pleasure. He had trusted her, and she would never forget it.

Marie was now putting the losing man in the pillory, leaving him bent over and alluringly vulnerable. She selected a vicious-looking flogger from the wall and began lightly drawing it across his skin, warming him up with some slaps before getting ready to deliver a proper whipping. Emmi untied Luca and sat on the bench, giving him a moment to shake loose his limbs. She considered letting him go and clean himself up, but felt a sudden, all-encompassing need for his tongue. Her panties were sodden and her cunt burned with arousal. She needed to be soothed.

She slipped off her underwear, not caring that she was in the view of complete strangers. The feeling of sexual power running through her completely obliterated any sense of shame or any lingering worries about her body. Emmi felt like a true goddess, unashamed and ready to be worshiped.

Luca fell to his knees in front of her, reading her desires as only he could. She placed both hands on the back of his head as he began to lick her, running her fingers through his long, thick hair. He ate her pussy like a starving man while she watched Marie deliver an increasingly brutal series of blows to Gerard’s back and butt. The older woman was firmly in her element, showing the same sadistic streak that she had displayed when busting Philippe's balls. She made her victim apologize to Emmi and the assembled audience for his arrogance, for being a loser, and for his inadequate manhood. Emmi closed her eyes and luxuriated in the sounds as she came, grinding out a wet and satisfying orgasm into her fiance's eager mouth.

“I’m so proud of you both,” Marie said, as she released a dazed but happy-looking Gerard from his bindings a few moments later. “I hope this shows that there are always new limits to explore, and always fun to be had doing it.”

Emmi nodded dreamily, still coming down from her orgasm. She would think through the implications of this evening later, and talk it all through with Luca. For now, all she knew was that she felt amazing.

“You two lovebirds go and get cleaned up. I’m going to put some cream on this little slut’s back, and then take him upstairs to get started on his shoe cleaning duty. You can meet us back in the bar.”

She thanked Marie and led Luca, face resplendent with a mixture of their dried juices, to the small bathroom attached to the playroom. They were both unsteady on their feet, holding onto one another like they were on a rocking boat. The bathroom had a sink, toilet, and small shower as well as wipes for their bodies and the equipment. As she sat down to pee she briefly considered one final use for Luca’s mouth but decided that it could wait for another occasion. She instead wiped his face and chest clean, giving him a tight hug when she was done.

“You were so good, baby. You deserve a nice drink, and the rest of the night off of your duties. We can just sit and chill out, or have a little dance.”

She knew that between the refractory period and the adrenaline of the evening, he must be shattered. To her surprise, he shook his head and laughed.

“No, no. If that guy is going to be licking your shoes clean, I want to be worshipping your feet.”

Emmi felt her face break out into a wide smile. So much had happened already, but the night was still young.
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Join them as they embark on an adventure of sexual discovery, evolving from a gentle femdom dynamic to a full-on female-led relationship. Contains hot scenes of foot and body worship, tease and denial, light humiliation, and much more.

Book 1 - Mile High Mistress: Young pilot teased by dominant older air hostess

Book 2 - Mile High Mistresses: A Femdom Ménage

Book 3 – House Husband Material: Am FLR Trial Marriage

Available on Amazon at https://amzn.eu/d/bM0rFpv

Be Hers: From Friendzone to Footboy on Valentine’s Day

For most people Valentine’s Day means chocolates and flowers. For some it means foot worship and female domination…


When Don’s gorgeous new friend Vanessa muses about being swept off her feet in some grand romantic gesture, he sees an opportunity to escape the friend zone once and for all. Valentine’s Day is coming up, the perfect time to woo this stunning blonde college girl. But it doesn’t all go exactly to plan.

Vanessa might not have room in her life for a partner, but she does have space for a “little helper” – someone to clean her house, rub her feet and… maybe more. Donnie is quickly drawn under her spell, spending Valentine’s Day at her bratty beck and call. As his tasks become more humiliating and her attitude more dominant, he sees his hope of becoming her boyfriend slipping away. Instead, he finds himself firmly underneath her, closer than he had ever thought possible but as a boyfriend or equal. He soon finds out that Vanessa isn’t as innocent or wholesome as she looks, but by then it is far too late.

Watch as a young man makes a move on woman way out of his league, only to end up willingly ruined at her feet.

Available on Amazon at https://a.co/d/itOChnP


The Cougars In Control Bundle

A sexy air hostess rediscovers her sexual power when she takes a nervous pilot under her wing. An art teacher tries out her ideas about edging and orgasm control on her willing model. A cocky masseuse has his fun with his sex clients, bites off more than he can chew when his bosses wife hires him for a special job.

Watch these kinky older women use their experience and authority to dominate the young studs (un)lucky enough to fall into their clutches.

These stories range from gentle femdom with lots of teasing to hard humiliation with lots in between. Expect body worship, orgasm control and rough, filthy sex.

Available on Amazon at https://amzn.eu/d/enxANKc
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