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Last Night Of Freedom

Emmi closed her eyes as the airplane launched upward with a familiar lurch, squeezing Luca’s hand for comfort. Their proper honeymoon would need to wait a few months until they had saved up enough money for their dream trip to Vietnam, but this weekend trip back to Provence would be a lovely diversion after the excitement and effort of the wedding.

She thought back to the last few months, reminiscing about what had undoubtedly been the happiest period of her life. Work had been going well, with a recent promotion giving her more money and more free time. Their evenings and weekends had been full of highly stimulating sex sessions, kinky exploration, and well-deserved pampering. They had even traveled to other cities for a few more fetish parties, meeting Marie in Manchester and York while making their own friendships and connections.

Topping that all off was their wedding, a beautiful, life-affirming affair with their friends and family around them. Despite Luca and Emmi’s growing interest in the BDSM scene, and although kink was now a fully integrated part of their day-to-day lives, the wedding had been a thoroughly wholesome affair. Few of their friends knew about their sex life and none of them knew the full extent of their dynamic, with them both agreeing to keep that side of them separate from their existing network. They declared their undying love before dancing and drinking the night away, looking for the whole world like a normal couple.

This little trip was, Emmi suspected, going to be considerably less normal. Luca was wearing a pair of silk panties under his comfortable sweatpants, a happy reminder of his ongoing submission to her whims. She had packed their shared luggage with a variety of toys, letting Luca know he was in for a wild weekend. However, it was going to be considerably more wild than he could suspect.

They made it through customs without incident, treating themselves to a taxi into the city rather than taking the bus. It was strange to be back where it all began, with Luca’s silly little joke mushrooming into a journey of sexual exploration that would redefine their relationship. Emmi could tell from the wistful but excited look in her new husband’s eyes that he was having similar thoughts. He was behaving like a perfect gentleman, chivalrously leaping to open doors and carrying her bags, clearly already falling into a submissive headspace in anticipation of their play. Good, Emmi thought. That will make the next bit easier.

“Surprise!”

Luca opened the door to their rented apartment to be greeted by the sound of a room full of people yelling in excitement. He dropped her bag in shock, drawing some lighthearted laughs from the assembled room, before staring speechlessly at the crowd. The number of people there was a surprise, even to Emmi.

They had, of course, always been planning to see their friend and mentor Marie while they were on her home turf. However, she had suggested to Emmi, somewhat tongue-in-cheek at first, that they should organize a second wedding party when they visited, one that could incorporate the kinkier side of their relationship. The idea had evolved, with Marie insisting on organizing the event without giving Emmi all of the details. So, while Luca was completely in the dark, even Emmi was surprised and impressed by the turnout.

Marie was there, of course, with all three of her subs. She had also managed to bring along half a dozen other couples and throuples from the fetish scene. Lady Grey (Joan to her friends), Ms. Victoria Steele (Vicky), and Mistress Dee (Debbie) were all there with their subs, while Clara, Christina, and Lucy had made the trip alone. Emmi and Luca had met them all at least once, with Mara introducing them at play parties and encouraging them to keep up their correspondence online. Emmi in particular spent a lot of time chatting with these other dommes, sharing stories and soaking up their advice, but she hadn't expected them to go to this much effort for someone they hadn’t known long. It was touching, although she suspected they had been persuaded to come as much from the desire for a good play party as from loyalty to them. Marie was, after all, a well-known figure in the scene.

After some greetings, cheers, and much-needed drinks, Marie revealed the plan to the happy couple. She had organized a weekend-long, femdom-themed wedding party where they could enjoy the secret part of their life that they didn’t share with people back home. Emmi could be treated like the goddess she was while Luca would spend the weekend surrounded by dominant women, getting to show off his love and devotion to his mistress-wife. With a smile, Marie revealed their first activity, once which, from the look on his face, seemed to terrify Luca more than a million dominatrices with whips and chains.

“Tonight is going to be your second bachelor’s party! You know what that means, right? Strip club!”

***

The strip club was only a short walk in the balmy evening air, giving Marie time to explain the situation to Emmi. Marie was friends with the manager and many of the dancers, with the club being a thoroughly kink-friendly environment. It was a quiet night of the week and there was a large private room for parties, meaning they would be free to play a little without offending their hosts or involving any unsuspecting customers too much. That made Emmi feel better. She was keen to play with her new husband alongside all these gorgeous and impressive dommes, but she didn’t want to involve any third parties without their consent. It was important for her that no matter how depraved her sex life got, she kept it all ethical.

She knew that Luca must be feeling nervous, although he was walking happily in deep conversation with Marie’s young submissive Henry. His first bachelor party has been, by accounts, a fairly wild affair focused around a day-long drinking session with his various friends from sports and the gym before heading to a boxing match and a nightclub. Tonight would be equally exciting but in a completely different way. Certainly, it would have him feeling much less blokey and boisterous.

To Emmi’s surprise the strip club had an English name, unusual in a country that was so proud of its linguistic heritage and perhaps a sign that this was a less than salubrious establishment. One less bound my local tradition, and more by another set of rules. It was simply called Moonlight. Simple and evocative.

The walk had allowed them to discuss a few ideas that would make the next few hours very special for Luca, while leaving some room for improvisation. The first was for Marie to write out a card in French for Luca to give to the dancers, explaining to those who couldn’t speak English exactly what the situation was.

I am my wife’s submissive little pet, and I would love to make your night easier. A foot rub perhaps?

The club was quiet, as promised, with predictably dark decor. Emmi and Luca had attended a handful of fetish clubs now, always covered with the trappings of BDSM culture. This club catered to that kind of crowd some weeknights, and on nights like tonight, but also had to go for a more neutral, high-roller vibe at the weekend to attract more conventional men. It was the first time she, or to the best of her knowledge that Luca, had ever been in a strip club. Although she had always avoided them, assuming that they would be misogynistic meat markets, she instantly saw the appeal. She had walked in with her own crew of hot dommes and loyal subs, and now she was surrounded by a bevy of half-naked dancing vixens accompanied by pounding music. She felt like she was in a music video, and it was exhilarating.

Marie produced a small but obvious collar, emblazoned with the word Bride, and put it around Luca’s neck. Emmi set him the task that she and Marie had come up with, hoping to start the evening off with some light embarrassment before seeing how far they could push him.

“These lovely ladies must have to deal with a lot of misogynistic creeps, so I want you to show them how nice a well-trained man can be, OK? You are going to spend your bachelor party making up for all the shitty ones that asshole men have put women through. Also, they must have been on their feet all night long, so if any of them would like a massage you will give it to them.”

Luca nodded, slipping into his appointed role. This must all be an overwhelming surprise to him, but he had known that this weekend would get kinky and had at least been mentally prepared for it after months of attending play parties and fetish clubs. Emmi went with him to make sure he completed his task, while Marie caught up with the manager of the establishment. The first woman merely laughed and patted Luca on the head, sending him on his way with a non, merci. However, the second dancer they approached, a statuesque goth with flame-red hair and a voluptuous body generously decorated with intricate tattoos, eagerly took them up on the offered massage.

Belle, as she introduced herself, took them over to a couch in the corner but still in view of the main room. She and Emmi chatted in French, a nice opportunity for her to practice, while Luca knelt on the floor to remove her extravagantly high heels. He looked sheepish as he took her tired feet in his hands, obviously feeling that while this might be a friendly gesture for some men for him it was inherently sexualized. It must have felt like kissing another woman in front of, well at the command of, his wife.

He needn’t have worried though. Emmi didn’t feel an ounce of jealousy, knowing just how dedicated Luca was to her. She was happy to share his submissive skill set, especially when the shame made him look so cute, safe in the knowledge that he belonged totally to her.

Marie joined them and the three of them shared a drink, Belle enjoying a well-deserved pampering while the two other women enjoyed the show. Emmi kept shooting glances at Luca’s blushing cheeks, his embarrassment the ultimate aphrodisiac for her. His servile role was clear for all to see, from the people they had come with to the exotic dancers to the handful of punters lounging around in the public part of the club, a fact that was clearly causing him delicious discomfort.

She also took some time to admire Belle’s feet as Luca worked on them. The woman was beautiful from her dyed hair down to her dainty toes. While dancing was notoriously difficult on the feet that hadn’t seemed to affect this particular dancer. Her feet were small and soft-looking with well-proportioned toes painted midnight black. Emmi could understand where foot guys were coming from, and kind of wanted to pop one of those sexy toes in her mouth. She briefly considered having Luca offer to do the honors for her but decided to hold off for a little while. Instead, she turned the conversation to Belle’s own experience, asking if she had much of an interest in le sado-masochisme.

They exchanged stories for a while, being joined by Lucy and Christina. Emmi explained their current arrangement and how it had come about as best as she could, drawing an adorable and excited giggle from the otherwise intimidating stripper. Belle relayed that she was mostly a submissive as well as preferring women, but had always liked the idea of dominating a man. The opportunity had never come up. Lucy looked shocked, declaring that Belle must have men throwing themselves at her every day.

“Yes, but they are always creepy weirdos, and not so well-trained,” she answered back via Marie’s translation, gesturing towards Luca. Evidently, something about this group or this arrangement made her feel at ease. Emmi felt very strongly that she wanted to give this lovely lady a taste of her current, blessed life. After all, Emmi got to live out her fantasies. Shouldn't she share that when she could?

Emmi suggested a private dance, with Belle eagerly leading them through to one of several VIP rooms after negotiating a fee for one hour. They picked up most of their party along the way, although a few of the subs had been banished to the bar or sent on similarly embarrassing errands around the club. The space was larger than she had expected, clearly made for private parties rather than one-on-one dances. The whole place was deliciously seedy, the walls practically dripping with the memories of boisterous bachelor parties and sexist suggestions. Emmi felt confident, though, that they could exorcise some of those ghosts in a flash of female dominance.

She directed Luca to a single chair and bound his hands behind his back with some simple handcuffs that Marie had thoughtfully brought along. After some encouragement from Belle and the assembled women, she also pulled his trousers down to his ankles, revealing the tight, pink panties encasing his half-hard cock. His face went the same color as the stripper’s flaming red hair as he bathed in the laughter coming at him from all directions. That look of shamed-faced arousal captured everything Emmi loved about their current dynamic. He was ashamed but aroused, suffering but delighted to do it for her pleasure.

“You know, I’ve always hated how gendered weddings can get. Boys do this, girls do that. What if the women want to smoke cigars and visit strip clubs?” Emmi leaned back on a couch, crossing one leg over the other and staring at her boytoy. She was putting on a show for their friends and loving the attention. “That’s why this dance is for me, not for you. You can watch, but you better not get hard.”

Her husband let out a low groan of frustration and Emmi motioned for Belle to begin, knowing that she had given him an impossible task. The tall dancer began gyrating sensuously in front of Emmi, drawing whoops from the other ladies. She was impressed and a little jealous of the other woman’s ability to move like that in high heels, although those thoughts were soon blown away when she started grinding directly on her. Emmi was bisexual but it had been a long, long time since she had been with another woman. She could feel herself getting worked up as Belle began to press her body against hers, bare leg against bare leg, her juicy ass wiggling in her face, the scent of her perfume filling Emmi’s nose. She threw a couple of glances over toward Luca, the desperate expression on his face only adding to her arousal.

Belle disposed of her black bra with a sultry smile, taking a moment to droop it over Luca’s shoulder before returning to the lady of the hour. Her breasts were large, pale, and creamy, adorned with a bar piercing across each nipple. She dropped suddenly to her knees at Emmi’s feet before coming up between her legs, taking up the position of a woman who was about to give a man a blowjob. She brought her face close to Emmi’s in a position of submissive supplication, seeming to invite her customer to kiss her plump red lips. Though she knew it was all part of the dancer’s professional persona Emmi wanted to do it, wanted to kiss her hard and then push her onto her back to be ravaged, right there in front of Luca.

“Uh oh, it looks like someone couldn’t control themselves,” came Marie’s singsong voice, breaking the spell. Emmi felt almost embarrassed for a moment, but quickly found her feet.

“You naughty, naughty boy!” she walked over to him and gave his face a playful slap before prodding his groin with her high-heeled shoe. His inevitable erection looked as comical as it did sexy, that most masculine of symbols attempting to escape a pink satin prison with endearing futility. Emmi pointed to the floor and with barely a moment’s hesitation Luca slipped off the chair, bowing down to apologize in the usual way.

As he lavished her feet with kisses accompanied by the sound of whoops and laughter Emmi felt her pussy grow hot and wet. The idea of dominating and humiliating men had always turned her on, although for many years she had denied and suppressed those desires. Now she was able to dominate the most perfect, caring husband, her best friend and loyal lover, all while being encouraged and celebrated for it. Every other time she had pushed Luca’s boundaries- on their holiday, in the fetish clubs, at home- her exploration had been tinged with a hint of anxiety, a worry that she was going too far. There was none of that tonight. She felt completely, utterly at home.

Emmi looked over at Belle, standing topless in extravagant peep-toed stripper heels but looking somehow completely at ease, and asked in more-or-less competent French whether she would like some apologies as well. The gorgeous dancer nodded in the affirmative and Emmi sent her husband crawling toward the other woman like a worm, his hands still bound behind his back. She had an amused but undeniably hungry look in her eyes as Luca began showering her feet with kisses while murmuring sweet désolés. Emmi knew what a singular experience it was to have a man submit to you for the first time, and even if Bell’s inclinations were more towards women, she was surely feeling an enjoyable power rush. She decided to keep pushing.

“Would you like to punish him? Tell me something mean you would like to do to a man, and you can do it.”

Belle looked initially confused by the offer, but Marie translated and her face broke out in a wide smile. She poured forth a number of ideas too rapidly for Emmi to follow directly, but Marie was on hand to explain.

“She likes the idea of trampling a man underfoot, maybe crushing him a little. She also says that she always wanted to make out with a hot woman while they have a guy underneath them.”

The sexy stripper looked suddenly and surprisingly demure as Marie translated her little fantasy to the group, like she was perhaps embarrassed about it. Emmi thought it was perfect, an undeniably hot idea that fit perfectly with her and Luca’s own predilections. She considered volunteering herself for kissing duties, part of her loving the idea, but thought that it was the kind of thing she should really clear with Luca before exploring. Despite all the kinky things they had done in public, she hadn't actually kissed anyone else. Making out with a girl would be relatively vanilla, but trust was still important.

Luckily, Lucy quickly volunteered to join, the bubbly bisexual air hostess and aspiring domme eagerly rushing forward to lock lips with the lovely Belle. Emmi undid the handcuffs and had Luca take his shirt off and lie on the ground. Belle removed her high heels before tentatively placing her foot on Luca’s now bare chest. One small step for Belle, one giant leap for womankind, Emmi thought, wondering if tonight would wake something in this sexy submissive stripper.

She offered a hand to Belle, helping her to balance on Luca with both feet. Standing on someone else’s body was always a nervy experience, but Emmi was used to it now and knew that Luca could handle it. She always enjoyed the feeling of his tight body struggling underneath her, and seeing another woman indulge in it was a huge turn-on. As Belle gained confidence she began dancing lightly up and down his body, pressing down slightly on his throat one minute and pinching his nose between her toes the next. Luca’s cock was obscenely hard, jutting through his panties and showing a wet spot of precum. Emmi prodded it with her shoe and thought about the next beat in this beautiful dance.

When Belle was finished trampling him Emmi sent Luca off to the bathroom with his cock cage, which Marie had suggested they bring out with them, and instructions to come back locked. He was about to get a bit part in a girl-on-girl scene but wouldn't be getting hard for it. Everyone danced and enjoyed their drinks until he came back, his face adorably sheepish. After the obligatory display of the cage and a delicious cacophony of mocking laughs, it was time to fulfill the next bit of their new friend’s fantasy.

Belle and Lucy lounged together on the dark leather sofa, each murmuring in the other’s half-known language, before moving on to kissing and nibbling on each other’s neck. Emmi felt like she was directing her own personal porno, getting insanely worked up as she directed Luca on how best to serve them as an object while they made out.

They started by using him as a footstool, propping their legs up on his back as he knelt on all fours. Lucy then asked him to roll over, allowing them to rest their bare feet on his chest and face. Belle was gaining confidence, pressing her feet down harder and at one point grinding it on his caged cock. Many of the more experienced dommes in the room seemed to take these scenes easily in their stride, but Emmi and Christina were both enraptured. Seeing Lucy and Belle lock lips was hot, and seeing her sexy husband squirm underneath them just added to the heat. Emmi was aware that their time was limited and decided that she wanted to see her husband sucking on some toes. She readjusted his body so that his face was near the couch, allowing both of the women access to his mouth.

Emmi began to lightly tease him while the two women used his mouth without paying him any mind. He kissed and sucked and licked while his wife reminded him of what he was. Footstool, toe sucker sweat cleaner. Her own words were turning her on as she reminded him that he belonged to her and suggested that all men belonged under women, a notion which brought some whoops and cheers from their friends. Luca was straining in his cage, red-faced and clearly caught in some powerful submissive reverie. Emmi wanted to unlock him and ride his cock right there while she enjoyed the show, but knew that even in a club like this it would be a step too far.

After a couple of songs Belle and Lucy broke their embrace, with the stripper indicating that their time was over halfway up. She thanked Emmi and Lucy with a hug, before giving Luca a chaste little kiss on the cheek. She pointed to the chair, suggesting that Luca sit down in it.

She spoke via Marie again. “She is so grateful that you let her play with your toy, but now she thinks maybe now that he’s safely locked up it is time for the bachelor to have his dance?”

“That makes sense to me!”

Luca’s face was an absolute picture as he received his lap dance, a stag party staple, with a teasing twist. He didn’t know where to look as Belle gyrated on him but Emmi kept up a running commentary, complimenting her on her long legs, sexy tattoos, and juicy ass. Luca looked like his mind was at risk of breaking, the embarrassment and horniness threatening to overwhelm him while his cock ached in its prison. Being unable to get hard must have been a blessing and a curse. No doubt it was insanely frustrating, but it also meant that the very real possibility of him coming in his panties was eliminated.

For the next song Belle insisted on dragging Emmi into the dance, giving her an impromptu lap dancing lesson to the encouragement of their friends. Emmi kept on her party dress but made sure to get in nice and close, grinding on Luca’s leg and breathing sensually on his neck. She could feel the tension in his body, that aching need, and she sympathized. He wasn’t the only one who was worked up, her own body burning with intense desire. The perversity of tonight had sent her sex drive into the stratosphere. Emmi was surrounded by beautiful women in a club that positively dripped with sex, and she had a perfect little toy to play with. She loved the power trip of showing off her husband and loaning him out, and loved how on edge he was. The difference between their situations, of course, was that she could come whenever she wanted.

Emmi hugged Belle and left Marie to deal with the payment, knowing that she couldn’t resist indulging herself with Luca much longer. She felt like if she didn’t come immediately she might die, the heat inside her threatening to explode. Taking Luca by the hand, she dragged him through the club towards the bathroom. As they walked through the main room she spotted a few of the other submissives in similarly dire straits, Henry and Philippe both rubbing strippers’ feet while Mistress Dee’s sub Fluffy was being used as a human footstool. She was glad to see that everyone was having fun.

The women’s bathrooms were thankfully clean, being rarely used given the usual male clientele. Emmi dragged him into the middle stall and put him on his knees, wasting absolutely no time in taking off her panties. She hitched up her dress unceremoniously and pointed to her dripping pussy. Luca knew what she wanted, diving with his eager and experienced tongue.

“Are you enjoying your bachelor party?” she groaned, stroking his hair possessively.

“Yes, Goddess,” he mumbled, sending vibrations shooting through her.

Standing up wouldn’t be her usual way of receiving oral, much preferring to be seated comfortably on a couch or bed, but the evening’s activities had gotten her so worked up that she was ready to pop. Emmi closed her eyes and pictured Luca’s blushing face as he approached the dancers, his sheepish expression as he watched her receive a dance. She thought about how his hard cock had looked jutting through his panties and about how hot it had been to see him sucking on Belle’s toes. As she came on his face she thought about the glorious fact that this weekend was just getting started and reveled in the realization that she had this beautiful boy to play with for not only the rest of their vacation, but the rest of their lives.

Emmi sent him out to get them both a drink, giving him express instructions not to wash her juices off of his face. She wanted him to wear them, to smell of how she had marked her territory. As she got washed up, she wondered what else Marie had planned for them. Tomorrow, after all, would be her party.


Pamper Party

The next morning Emmi sent Luca away to a spa for a few hours at Marie’s suggestion, giving the ladies time to set up for the next bit of the party. Her friend assured her that she would be getting her own pampering later. That was good. Emmi was a little groggy from overindulging the night before and could use some TLC, although the memories of their debauchery at the strip club made it all worth it.

The happy couple had fallen asleep as soon as they got home, exhausted by the journey and the excitement. Emmi had been delighted to wake up in the arms of her lover and had been instantly aroused when she felt the cool metal of his cock cage against her skin. She had removed it for the spa, not wanting to risk putting any unsuspecting bystanders in a weird position, teasing him a little before sending her husband on his way. He would have some time to ruminate on last night’s escapades and wonder what was still to come, while Emmi would have space to nurse her hangover.

Last night had been a magical, exhilarating experience. She had loved to be with people where Luca and she could reveal that side of themselves. It wasn’t that they couldn’t be themselves at home, exactly. After all, sex was only one part of their lives. Still, it had been refreshing to openly discuss and display the true nature of their relationship, to show the private side of their lifestyle and have it be celebrated and rewarded. Somewhere deep down she must have felt a twinge of shame about what they got up to in their bedroom, a ghost from her conservative upbringing that she had never quite exorcised. Now, among their kinky friends, Emmi didn’t need to be ashamed. Even better, she could glory in the amazing ego-trip that came from showing off her loyal, well-trained husband.

Marie, who was staying in the same large apartment as the newlyweds, insisted on getting the house ready for Emmi’s bachelorette party later, refusing to share much in the way of details. She firmly banished Emmi from the house, sending her off to get breakfast with those of their friends who weren't still sleeping it off but accepting that she could come back for a bath in a few hours. She wasn't minded to argue with the commanding older woman.

A few hours of good food and raucous conversation had Emmi feeling much better. A few of the other women had stayed out to enjoy the nightlife, with several of them picking up local guys for some fun and games. As Emmi soaked in the tub back home with a glass of champagne she thought about their stories, embellishing them and adding her own details, thinking about what she would do with Luca if he was here. Marie’s subs, under her firm direction, were busy stocking the flat and setting up decorations. Her own boytoy could be of use right now, to wash her hair and scrub her body. Emmi had initially been worried that a weekend-long play party would be overwhelming, but now she was more than ready to get back to it.

Luca returned a few hours later, but before Emmi had a chance to play with him he was whisked off to Marie’s room to get ready. Emmi had no idea what her friend and mentor had planned, so instead just put on some music and focused on getting ready herself. She tried not to sulk about being deprived of her toy, deciding to trust the process. Marie hadn't led them wrong yet.

An outfit had been left out on the bed for her. It was a set of gorgeous white bridal lingerie in just her size, with a luxurious fluffy cream dressing gown and matching slippers. Completing the look was a tiara, denoting her as the guest of honor. It seemed like Marie had gone for that classic pre-wedding pamper party aesthetic, although Emmi was sure she would be putting a twist on it. It would certainly be different from the rather sedate party that her sister had thrown for her a few weeks earlier.

She had just finished getting ready when Marie entered the room.

“You really didn’t have to do all this!” Emmi exclaimed, feeling guilty about the time and expense that Marie had put into this. They had become close, but they really hadn’t known each other very long.

“Nonsense, I am happy to do it for my favorite couple. My little protege! Plus, the other ladies chipped in. Consider it a wedding present!” Marie embraced her, and then stepped back to take in the sight of her with a long whistle. “Come on through, the others are arriving!”

The other women arrived in groups of two and three. The male subs they brought with them were directed through to Marie’s room, while the ladies got comfortable in the living room. The apartment had been excellently set up, with Henry and Philippe leaving out drinks, snacks, and glasses for the ladies to help themselves.

“Ladies, ladies,” Marie announced, drawing everyone’s attention. “Tonight we will have a little hen party, as they say across the Channel. As you know, traditionally this would only be for women. However, we need our little boytoys here to serve us, of course. So, I came up with a little solution. Girls.”

She clapped her hands loudly and the bedroom door opened, pouring forth a parade of slutty-looking subs. Philippe, Henry, and all the rest came out with sheepish looks on their faces, dressed in a variety of ladies’ clothes. Lingerie, babydolls, and bikinis abounded, as well as poorly applied lipstick and a couple of wigs. The dommes laughed uproariously as the men lined up neatly at the side of the room, clearly having been instructed on their behavior by Marie.

“And of course, we have the star of the show. Luca!”

Emmi took a seat on a couch in a central location, waiting for her husband’s grand entrance. It didn't disappoint. He crawled into view on his hands and knees, dressed in a frilly French maid outfit complete with a little headband and bright red lipstick. His face burned red as he was greeted with whoops and laughter, but he also sported an adorably goofy smile. His tolerance for humiliation had grown to meet Emmi’s appetite for it. Somehow, that was strangely touching.

Luca took his place in front of her on his knees, presenting himself to his wife. With some encouragement from Marie he showed her what kind of treatment he had received at the spa - neatly manicured nails and an all-over waxing in addition to a relaxing massage. She ran her hands over his smooth skin, lifting up his skirt to fondle his full balls and hard, aching cock.

“I know how much Luca wants to please you,” Marie smiled, patting the top of his head affectionately. “So, we paid the girls at the spa to give him a little lesson. Manicures, pedicures, and foot massages. It was only for a few hours, but I’m sure you will be giving him plenty of practice in the future. I hope I didn’t overstep the line by deciding on your pet’s training, but I thought it would be perfect for our little pamper party.”

Emmi was shocked, but not upset. She could feel tears forming in her eyes at the effort and thoughtfulness underneath all this kinky depravity. Seeming to want to preempt any tears, Luca leaned forward and brushed some hair away from her face.

“Would you like me to show you what I learned, Goddess?”

“Yes!” Emmi kissed him on the cheek, drawing some awwws from the other attendees.

For the next two hours Luca knelt at her feet, giving her a much-improved mani-pedi while the other subs scurried around freshening drinks, providing foot rubs, and otherwise being of use to this gaggle of goddesses. Luca took off her nail polish and applied a new color, bridal white. They stuck Mean Girls on in the background, even though the meanest girls were of course those in the room. It felt like a relaxed-if-sexy slumber party, with the women all eating and drinking and talking away while the men quietly served them.

Emmi knew the night would take a kinkier turn soon, but for now they were all content to simply enjoy the company and the unobtrusive male attention while occasionally commenting on their attire, avoiding any hardcore humiliation or sexual service. She simply enjoyed the sensation of Luca’s skilled hands on her body, ignoring him as he worked and feeling like one of those bitchy rich women on the Real Housewives shows. The sense of quiet superiority, of subtle dominance and power, was its own kind of joy, even though part of her wanted to have him wrap his whorish red lips around her toes. There would be plenty of time for that later, though.

After the movie finished Marie declared that it was time to move on to the next part of the night. While they weren’t heading out quite yet it was time for the women to get into their glad rags, swapping out the pajama and dressing gowns for party dresses and leather skirts. Luca went with Emmi to help her get dressed, although Marie gave him a firm warning to not ruin her next surprise. She was tempted to make him tell her, but decided not to deviate from Marie’s plans. After all, she was a very formidable woman.

“How are you feeling, baby?” Emmi asked as Luca helped her roll a black stocking up her leg. She had opted for stockings and a garter under a split-leg black dress, wanting to look like a vampish Bond girl.

“I feel constantly on edge and completely humiliated,” he grinned up at her with that same cheeky smile she had fallen for all those years ago when they met in university. “And I love it.”

She kissed him repeatedly on the face before pulling him in for a tight hug. “You’re making me so happy, and so proud.”

He beamed back at her words, her simple praise like music to his ears. She pushed his face down close to her crotch, not quite close enough to lick, and felt a rush of arousal run through her body as she heard him breathe in deeply. Emmi knew that he would give anything to taste her.

“Luca, it’s time for you to go get ready,” a voice rang out. It was Vicky, obviously being sent by Marie to hurry things along. “And Emmi, there’s a shot here with your name on it!”

Luca gave her a kiss and then left with her permission, starting to look strangely comfortable in his preposterous outfit. She made a mental note to play dress up a little more often at home, picturing how cute he looked cleaning in his little maid outfit. She went back out into the lounge to find a different atmosphere from before as the night moved from slumber party to house party under Marie’s careful stewardship.

After a few shots of tequila and some dancing it was time for the next event. Marie had Emmi sit in a chair in the center of the room, dimming the lights and lining up a song. Luca was nowhere to be seen, and Emmi realized why just a second before it became blindingly obvious.

The bedroom door opened just as the opening bars of Man, I Feel Like A Woman began to ring out. Luca burst through in a cowboy hat, boots, and a tiny leopard print leather thong. Clearly, it was time for a mirror image of the previous night.

He danced gamely but inelegantly toward her while the woman hooted and cheered like they were at Mardi Gras. He looked absolutely preposterous, but somehow also hot as hell, the waxing showing off his tight muscles in sharp relief. As he wiggled his butt in her face and gyrated in front of her, Emmi could feel her face redden in a mixture of embarrassment and arousal. Plans be damned, she was going to have to come soon, preferably over her gorgeous little slut’s face.

As the song ended the other woman began throwing fake dollar bills at her husband, apparently printed out for just the occasion. He played into the role, getting down on all fours to pick up the money and eagerly tucking bills into his thong. A cry of take them off began to circle, loud enough for Emmi to start worrying about the neighbors. Luca looked at her, waiting for her command. She nodded and he, with surprising strength, ripped the thong off in one fell swoop.

A cry of appreciation went up as Luca stood exposed, his semi-stiff cock hardening rapidly under the gathering’s gaze. He looked a little unsure of what to do next so Emmi took the lead, trusting her instincts more than she ever had before. She reached out and grabbed his balls, firmly forcing him to his knees in front of her.

“That was a very, very nice dance. Now, why don’t you go and thank all these nice ladies for making it rain?”

Luca crawled around the room kissing each offer foot respectfully, giving Emmi a chance to enjoy the sight of it. She loved men, and loved Luca in particular, but there was something that felt just so right about seeing an outwardly strong and successful man submit not just to her, but to women in general. To see all that masculine energy turned towards service to the fairer sex just felt so right.

Once he was done he came back to sit at Emmi’s feet like a loyal hound while the other men busied themselves tidying up. Marie announced that they had planned a handful of other games involving the subs, an announcement that was met with loud smiles. Everyone was having fun, but they were clearly ready to take things up a notch. It was time for the BDSM to begin.

***

The most humiliating part of his night now out of the way, at least as far as he knew, Luca was now given a fairly easy ride. The dress-up had been embarrassing and the strip show had required a lot of psyching himself up, but he had been happy to do it for Emmi and had certainly gotten a sick thrill from it all. Now he was allowed to sit on the floor next to his gorgeous wife, rubbing her nylon-covered feet and legs while she stroked his hair like a supervillain petting their cat.

The other men didn’t have it quite so easy. After a day of slow-burn teasing and hangover recovery, the ladies were ready to play. Marie had procured some Nerf guns, allowing the woman to shoot small foam bullets at the submissives as they hurried about serving their increasingly demanding mistresses. The guns were not especially powerful, but the impact was enough to draw yelps of surprise. When a well-aimed shot caused Lady Gray’s slave to spill a drink it caused a flurry of looks, jeers, and suggestions for punishment. A firm wedgie was deemed appropriate, along with him licking up every drop.

Meanwhile, Henry had been laid out naked on the table with sushi placed all over his naked, waxed body for the enjoyment of the assembled women. His cock struggled to burst through a sadistically small cage, but his face looked calm and peaceful as he lay in perfect stillness. He wasn’t the only piece of human furniture, with men being reduced to footstools and chairs all around them.

Marie had arranged for a game of “pin the tail on the donkey”, with the tail being a butt plug and the donkey being a man. All the ladies had a go, donning a blindfold before trying to find the lubed-up ass of Mistress Dee’s bound and bent-over husband. When Lucy managed to get it in one go she was rewarded with her prize - an opportunity to pound that ass with one of Marie’s premium strap-ons.

Lucy clapped with excitement. She had been telling anyone who would listen how much she had been wanting to try pegging, and now she was going to have a golden opportunity. She quickly stripped out of her skirt and unbuttoned her shirt, revealing her large breasts in sexy red lingerie before stepping into the harness.

“Don’t go easy on him, make that little fucker squeal,” Mistress Dee laughed, happy to see her husband of ten years used and degraded in front of their friends. They were the sweetest, nicest couple in their day-to-day life, but when they played they played hard.

As Lucy entered him the women started to clap, encouraging her in her rhythmic pounding. Luca could see Emmi’s eyes brighten with arousal and felt his cock stiffen as much in response to her expression as to the scene around them.

“Eat my pussy,” she said quietly.

“Here?”

“Here, Goddess,” she corrected. “Yes. Reach up, take my panties off, and lick me until I come.”

She hiked up her dress as Luca moved to obey, hands shaking with submissive desire. After everything he had done so far this this would be the least humiliating, and in any case he would have accepted any amount of embarrassment to service her right now. Emmi shoved the panties into his face, demanding wordlessly that he smell her excitement on them. The pheromones flooded his brain, driving him wild. He bent his head gladly to his task, trying his best to start slow despite his instinct being to dive hungrily into her cunt.

Luca heard muffled words of encouragement as the other woman noticed what was going on, but focused entirely on his favorite task. Emmi tasted as sweet as ever, her amble juices a testament to how much this whole party had excited her. He felt her fingers grip the back of his head, running them through his hair and giving him direction in a secret language that they had developed through long hours of servile cunnilingus. It didn’t take long until she was bucking and grinding against his face, her need for release overwhelming any desire to take it slow. She allowed him to keep licking her gently as she came down from her powerful orgasm, stroking his head idly while sipping her champagne with her leg draped over his back.

Luca pictured her taking in the scene around them like a queen surveying her court, watching the men suffer at the hands of her kinky courtiers. Meanwhile he, her husband and the man who had once regularly dominated and toyed with her, was reduced to the level of a body slave. He was her cunt-cleaner, her pussy-pleaser. His face was her cumrag and his body was her toy. As he ran his tongue from her crack to her clit, gathering up her holy nectar as he went, he knew that there was no place he would rather be.

Eventually, it was time to head out for some late-night drinking and dancing. Most of the men would be staying in the apartment, cleaning up the house and themselves after several hours of mutually enjoyed abuse. Luca was spared this task, being told to go and get himself ready to accompany them out, along with Philippe and Henry. Marie suggested that they join them on what would otherwise have been a girl’s night out, since they would need some people to go to the bar and carry their handbags.

They spent the next few hours dancing and socializing before heading home exhausted. The ladies allowed the men to serve them unobtrusively, all of them being experienced and professional enough to know that they shouldn't be drawing innocent bystanders into their kinky games by properly domming their submissives in public. It was a fun, celebratory night out after a long evening of sexy games. Both Luca and Emmi took it easier on the drink than they might have a few years ago, perhaps a mark of newfound maturity. Neither of them wanted to be too drunk to enjoy their day tomorrow, whatever Marie had planned for them.

By the time they got back to the apartment they were also ready to enjoy each other’s bodies. The apartment had been left impeccably clean and the remaining men had shown themselves out, leaving the place all to themselves since Marie had stayed out later. Nevertheless, they went straight through to the bedroom, craving the intimacy that came from privacy.

They made languid love in the large bed, kissing each other deeply. Emmi’s kisses tasted as rich as champagne and her skin tasted as soft as silk. She had him make love to her, staring up deeply into his eyes and gasping a little when he entered her with his desperate, dripping cock. Luca could almost have felt dominant in that moment, looking down on her as he began to thrust, but her words reminded him of his place as she lay back and enjoyed his efforts.

“You’re mine. You belong to me. Your cock belongs to me. Forever and ever. Say it.”

He repeated her words back to her, trying desperately not to come too soon. His mind began to swim with visions of what she might do to him, or have him do for her. Would she cruelly deny him as he struggled not to come, making him whimper and beg? Or would she demand that he explode inside her, having him fill her up before making him clean up his filth? Would she go out onto the balcony for a post-coital cigarette, making him lick the dirt from her soles while she enjoyed the cool night air?

In the end, she didn’t do any of that, perhaps deciding that they had both had their fill of humiliation tonight. She simply allowed him to come, kissing him deeply to silence his desperate apology at the moment of no return until she joined him in bliss, finding her own orgasm as he reached his shuddering climax. Seeming to read his mind, she whispered softly in his ear.

“We have our whole life for kink. I just want you to hold me.”

That was another job that Luca was always happy to do, his position as cuddler-in-chief never in doubt no matter how depraved their games got. He felt their heartbeats fall into a shared, easy rhythm as she pressed herself against him, falling into a dream together.


The Wedding

Luca waited on his knees by the alter, goosebumps rising on his naked skin as he tried to ignore the sensation of eyes on him. This ceremony was going to be very different from the one they had held a few weeks ago in front of all their friends and family. That day had been rigorously planned and had followed well-established beats. He had worn a formal kilt and Emmi had worn a white, layered dress. Their friends had given speeches and they had toasted with wine and whiskey. Emmi and Marie had planned this little event as a way of rounding out their weekend, and this morning his wife had decided that all she wanted him to wear was his birthday suit. He had no idea what else she had planned but knew it wouldn’t involve the usual wedding vows.

Marie, ever the show-woman, was officiating their second wedding. Her and their other friends never missed an opportunity to dress up, with the rest of their party sporting a variety of outfits that spanned from the silly to the sublime. Christina and Lucy looked glamorous in skin-tight dresses and killer heels, while Vicky and Dee had gone for the leather look. Marie herself was resplendent in a royal purple gown and bejeweled headdress, making her look like the priestess of some futuristic religion. None of the other men were present, something Luca had noticed but hadn’t had time to ask about.

The reason became clear as Emmi entered the room to the sound of the classic bridal march, a touch of tradition in this otherwise aberrant affair. She was being carried in by the other men in their party - Henry, Philippe, and all the rest - each clad in skimpy leather underwear.

Luca’s breath caught in his throat as he took in the sight, at once silly and sublime. They carried her in on their shoulders as if she were Cleopatra, laid back on a surprisingly sturdy and comfortable-looking litter sourced by Marie from God knows where. Emmi was stunning in a long white dress, her feet hanging off the side clad in white sandals. Her hair was tied up in a tight braid that circled her head like a crown. She looked less like a virginal bride and more like a Greek goddess, Aphrodite come to life. His goddess, from fantasy to reality.

Marie helped her off and led her to stand in front of Luca, opposite each other like in a traditional marriage but with him on his knees. He looked up at his wife with unashamed awe, momentarily forgetting his nakedness and the strangeness of the situation. She looked down at him, not sneering or lustful but with an expression of benevolent love. While this ceremony may have been a hastily cobbled-together whim, a semi-ironic twist on a traditional wedding, it felt like the real thing. Perhaps more real, in some ways, since it was truer to the core of their romantic and sexual relationship.

“I love you,” Luca mouthed up at her.

“I love you too,” Emmi replied, placing her hand on his face.

Marie began the ceremony, delivering a well-crafted speech explaining how the happy couple had met. She did a job that would make a professional celebrant proud, giving a good account of Emmi and Luca’s relationship up until their fateful vacation. She must have talked extensively about this with Emmi, showing the effort that had gone into this. She then got to the part where she met them, talking about that first night when they had appeared in her sex shop, a babydomme finding her feet with her adventurous but nervous sub. It was a sweet, funny, and poignant speech, bringing plenty of laughs but also a couple of tears to the eyes of the small crowd.

Rather than the usual best man and father of the bride speeches, Marie decided to go around the room and ask everyone to share a small memory of the couple. Each of the ladies had something to say, bringing back a litany of sexy, sweet memories to Luca. The time she had made him rub her feet in the back of a taxi, the way she had cared for him after he took his first hard caning at a club, the way he had gently encouraged her when she was learning her ropework. Each memory was a sexy step on the road that had brought them here.

It was soon time for the exchange of vows. They each repeated them after Marie, staring into each other’s eyes from different heights.

“I promise to protect, cherish, and lead you,” Emmi said, taking a necklace from Marie and fastening it around his neck. He couldn’t wear a collar for her in public, but he could wear this unassuming pendant. On this inside of the pendant was an engraving, unknown to the outside world but a reminder for him - property of Emmi.

“I promise to obey, serve, and worship you,” Luca replied, taking a key on a chain and passing it to his wife. Marie explained the symbolism. It would be the key to his heart, and his cock.

“You may now kiss your goddess’s lips, then her hand, then her sacred spot, then her feet.”

Luca stood to kiss Emmi’s lips, smiling just as goofily as he had in his first wedding pictures, before lowering his head to her hand. He knelt once more to kiss her crotch through her dress and then prostrated himself to his familiar place at her feet. A round of applause went up as Marie declared them wife and husband.

Luca got dressed as they all prepared to decant to a nearby restaurant. Before they left Emmi insisted on having him carry her over the threshold of the small room they had rented in a chapel-turned-bar. He scooped her up and did it, feeling strong and respected while being under her total ownership and control. Like the weekend in general this ceremony had been many things. A bizarre game that turned traditions on their head, a firm reminder of his place beneath Emmi, a thrilling display of feminine power over men. It had also been one of the sweetest, most meaningful, most fulfilling moments of his life.

As they sat with their new friends in the restaurant, receiving backslaps and congratulations, Luca took a moment to reflect on the fact that his life had brought him here. He could never have predicted that this was how their relationship would develop. Still, every day he thanked his lucky stars that he had met Emmi, this beautiful, caring, open-minded woman who he could now call his wife and owner. He was proud of the confident woman she had become, the way she had evolved from his caring girlfriend to his controlling but loving goddess, and he counted it as a stroke of miraculous fortune that he had made that silly bet all that time ago. They had overcome the obstacles in their minds, and years of social conditioning, to find the place where they wanted to be, nestled in a lush valley between normality and kink. Luca felt lucky to know Emmi and blessed to be owned by her. Looking at her smile and laugh next to him, he knew she felt the same way.
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