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The fetish ad

We, 3 young female students (19, 21 & 22) are looking for a reliable slave in our shared apartment. You will move in with us and of course pay our complete rent (about 630 € per month). In addition, you will clean, tidy, cook, wash and whatever else we need you to do. You will be kept in chastity, because sexual contact with us is taboo. If you satisfy us, you may be at most the cuck at our male visit. We are not looking for a wannabe slave who disobeys just to be punished or has some wish list, but a perfect slave who makes no demands. Remember. Otherwise, you are easily replaceable.

With a spellbound gaze, I stare at my laptop display as I read these lines. I have just typed "WG slave" into the search engine and now I have landed on this ad. Incredulous I look at the indicated place of the three young ladies. It is the town I live in! Then I scroll down and notice the picture they have attached of themselves. Three beauties are looking right at me through my screen. Tightly packed, as usual for a selfie, the three are looking directly into the camera. Two of them with blond hair. In the middle, a black-haired woman looks at me with large dark brown, almost black eyes. All three have flawless features, perfectly plucked eyebrows and a strong look. On the right, the blonde and the black-haired one contort their mouths into a cute little duck-face-like pout. Wow. I'm blown away. There are just three absolute dream mistresses looking for a slave - very close to me. At the sight of the picture an impulse hunts by my body which lets my hand reach instinctively into my step. I get all horny from the idea of serving these three goddesses. My cock is hard and I move my pelvis slightly back and forth on my desk chair while I read through the ad text again. With my hand I play through the boxers on my hard cock. My heart is beating fast and I'm getting more and more turned on by my fantasy. Three beautiful, perfect women at once. And didn't they even write something about moving in?! I can hardly take my eyes off the picture. I squeeze my cock through my pants and feel the drops of pleasure wetting the fabric. I close my eyes and it goes black around me. My imagination takes over. I see the three of them saucily bossing me around, letting me experience the sight of feminine perfection on a daily basis, taking advantage of me and laughing at me.

"Yeah, clean the whole apartment for us, loser," the imaginary voice of the black-haired girl with the full, red lips calls out to me. My body starts to shake. Breathing deeply, I reach into my boxers and clench my fingers around my hard, short cock. Inside, I'm tearing up with horniness. "Oah," I moan out softly. "Oah, that's horny." Just before I come, I tear open my eyes and stare at the image of my three, already highly revered, goddesses. Their gazes meet me. I melt in front of their pretty faces. "They're completely out of my league," I think. That's when the excitement inside me stings and I cum with wild, rapid jerking of my cock into my boxers. "Ooooh," I breathe out loud. "God, how awesome was that?" Breathing wildly, I sit there in my office chair at my home. My cock in my hand and my pants soiled. This ad has brought me completely out of the concept! I actually wanted to do something for work. Slightly sour, after my blood spreads towards my brain again, I click the ad page away. "Alright, a quick fap, but now I really need to get back to work!", I think as I walk to my bathroom.

I haven't really gotten back into my work all day. I did get some work done, but that ad from earlier kept popping back into my head. The picture. The text. The short fuck on the three looks of these dominant dream women. It won't let me go. Suddenly my cell phone rings.

"Hi Alex, are you with us today? We wanted to go to the pool. Are certainly many hot girls there today. Patrick is coming too," Daniel's voice rings in my ear. Daniel and Patrick are my best friends. And all three of us are single. This summer, just for fun, we set a goal for all three of us to get someone by our side.

"Whew," I say into the receiver. I kind of don't feel like looking at any more hot girls right now. Now that it's summer, I'm freaking out almost every day anyway. Everywhere lightly dressed women who present me their long, beautiful legs and especially their sweet, bare feet. Yes, as a fetishist it is not easy. I always have to watch out that my furtive looks down to the feet do not attract attention. It almost feels like an addiction. I could also jerk off every time I come home from the road, so horny I am from all the impressions of the many great women.

"I don't feel like it right now and I also have a lot to do for work. If I feel like joining later, I'll let you know, okay?", I then answer truthfully.

"Is everything okay with you?" asks Daniel.

"Yeah, everything's fine with me, I'm just not in the best mood right now because I was so distracted at work today."

"Okay, no problem, tomorrow will be better for sure, get in touch if you're up for it after all."

After I hang up, I sigh loudly for the first time. My head is empty. I don't know what to do now. With my thoughts turned inward, I open the ad from before almost automatically. Suddenly, an idea takes hold of me and I become completely awake and clear-headed again. But also insecurity and doubts make themselves broad in me. Should I perhaps...?

Slowly I start typing on my keyboard, again and again I delete my text and start again, but I am completely focused. The idea of replying to the ad won't let me go. Just see if anything comes back, I think. As I write, I feel my inner thirst to be dominated and enslaved by the three goddesses in front of me on the screen. Various images pop up in a flash before my inner eye.

Dear Ladys,

I just came across your ad and could not refrain from contacting you. I have already had some experience as a slave, but living in a shared flat as a permanent servant seems like a dream come true.

A few words about me: I am Alex, 28 years young, I know my submissive side since my youth and I love to serve a woman, to be useful to her and to relieve her of annoying tasks. If there are several women, as in this case - all the better.

I am neither a wannabe slave, who only finds the fantasy horny, but can't stand the real consequences, nor a wish list slave, who is always focused on his own needs. Already in my everyday life I have always liked to hold the door open for a pretty, self-confident woman, to do her a favor or to offer myself for help. Just from dealing with beautiful women I get a lot of satisfaction for myself. If this woman is dominant and mercilessly exploits my submissiveness for her pleasure, then I float like on cloud 7. I just cannot help it.

I would like to meet you, look at the flat and present myself to you, so you can assess whether I am suitable for you as a slave or not. I already have experience with chastity and I like the tasks and errands that you have mentioned in the ad. In addition, I work full time, so I can afford the rent.

I may even be able to get bonus points with you already because of this: I work exclusively from home and can freely arrange my working hours, so in principle I can always be on call for you. However, I can also work outside, e.g. in a café, in case you don't want me be in the flat all the time.

I would be very happy to receive an answer from you!

Submissively,

Alex

My hard cock underlines the importance of my writing. I read through my text again. I think I have succeeded. I appear authentic and confident and yet it comes through that I am willing to serve. Inwardly, I feel a positive excitement that always arises when I dare to do something new. Something new with an uncertain outcome. But I try to restrain myself. After a moment's thought, I click the submit button and take a breath. Maybe the three of them have already found someone else, or maybe they're not that serious. I turn my attention back to my work and realize that once again I can hardly concentrate. But this time I don't feel any frustration. I leave work for today and indulge in my thoughts. I feel good, because I have hardly made room for my submissive desires the last few months, but always tried to meet a woman in the normal way, which has not worked out very well so far. It feels good that I have again taken a first step to get to know really dominant women...


The apartment tour

I wake up unusually early. I think briefly about the day ahead and am wide awake. I feel my heartbeat quickening and I straighten up in my bed. Today is the day of all days for me. The three pretty girls from the shared flat have actually answered me and invited me to get to know them!!! It’s crazy! I didn’t really expected any answer!

Today at 3 pm. I am really excited. I don't know if I'll be able to get anything done for work today. My thoughts are circling around the meeting. What do I wear? How do I make an appearance? Should I bring a gift? How do I actually talk to them at the beginning? Should I appear directly in my role as a slave or not? Questions over questions. While I'm getting ready, I keep looking at my watch. I still have a few hours. But it feels like the clock is turning faster today. I can still feel the positive excitement around my heart in my chest area. But the closer I get to the meeting, the more nervous I get.

‘Get your shit together!’, I think as I search my closet for the right clothes. Today, somehow, everything takes much longer than usual. I look at the clock again. Shit. I really have to go right away. But I wanted to think about it so much beforehand! Somewhat annoyed with myself, I finally pull out a casual shirt from my closet, in which I always feel very comfortable. A black jeans and in addition my white, flat shoes. I look at myself in the mirror. Looks good, I think, and take a deep breath. My nervousness is getting stronger and stronger. By now I've thought more than once about maybe just canceling again or just not coming. What if I do happen to know one of them? Maybe this is also a bit too crazy, moving directly into a shared flat as a full-time slave? The concerns and doubts pile up inside me. But deep down, I know they're all just excuses. I have always said to myself in the past that I need a time in my life when I really have to live myself out fully, with everything that I am and like. Because I am sure that if I don't do that, I will surely regret it at the end of my life.

Well, now, let's go!, I think, after another glance at the clock. I take another deep breath, look at myself in the mirror and say to myself: Don't rush off, you go there now calm and relaxed and see if it fits or not. If yes, cool. If no, also fine. Let's go!

As I stand at the front door about to ring the doorbell, I feel my heartbeat throughout my body. My throat is slightly constricted, my mouth a little dry. Fuck, am I excited. With a slightly shaky hand, I guide my finger to the doorbell, take a deep breath, try to calm myself down, and press it without thinking any further. There's no turning back now. Even on the train, I was still considering whether I should just get off and go back. The buzzer snaps me out of my thoughts and I open the door. Second floor it is. I slowly walk up the stairs. Desperately, I try to breathe slower and slow my heart pounding, but it's no use. I'm just a nervous mess right now, probably about to embarrass myself. Finally, I've arrived at the last staircase to the second floor. Out of the corner of my eye, I can already see the open door and one of the women there waiting for me. It is the dark-haired woman with the large dark brown eyes, who examines me insistently. Excited, I smile at her.

"Hello," I bring out and clear my throat right after, as my voice rolls over with excitement and the word comes out of my mouth like an uncertain question. The pretty lady in front of me smiles at me.

"Come on in!"

She has a sympathetic smile on her lips and I step inside, quickly taking off my shoes and then looking at her expectantly.

"I'll show you around the apartment first, so you can get a picture of it and then I'll introduce you to Katha and Janina. I'm Vivien, by the way."

"I'm Alex. That sounds great. Thanks for the invitation! I'm really excited."

I'm surprised. Positively surprised. It feels like a normal apartment tour. I'm not on my knees and I'm not immediately dubbed a slave, which is actually what I assumed how it will go. Vivien is super sexy. Equipped with a cheeky look and a fantastically shaped body that stands out under her tight clothes. With effort I force myself not to immediately inspect her from bottom to top. But at least her long, pretty legs catch my eye immediately. She wears only a short black skirt and her eyes are so beautiful I could fall in love with them right away. Despite her hot beauty, she has a way about her that calms me down and so my heartbeat returns to normal a bit.

"So, here is our beautiful, bright kitchen. As you can see, we don't have a dishwasher, which means if you become our slave, you'll always have to wash everything by hand."

Boom. She's getting right to the point. She looks like the sweet, naughty girl next door and tells me quite unabashedly about her expectations of her slave. This informality and her self-confidence, embedded in the normal feeling of an apartment inspection, makes me a little excited again. My lust is touched.

"Over there in the corner are all sorts of cleaning utensils and the vacuum cleaner. We expect the apartment to be in a clean condition at all times. We put a lot of emphasis on that. For you, that means cleaning the whole apartment at least once a week, and otherwise checking every once in a while to see if something has gotten dirty somewhere and then cleaning it up on your own."

I nod at her as she continues.

"Here on the bulletin board is a list of all the things each of us don't eat. For example, Katha only eats vegan. Janina and I are vegetarian. You'll also get a script with our favorite dishes, but we expect you to come up with new recipes on your own as well. After all, we wrote that you will cook for us. Can you cook?"

She gazes steadfastly into my eyes. Her eye contact is strong and I find her confidence very attractive about her.

"I definitely love to cook. I've usually cooked for myself or even for friends, and I definitely have a few good dishes in my repertoire already. I also usually eat vegetarian, so I'm used to cooking without meat."

"Good," she replies curtly.

"You are definitely very well prepared, I didn't expect that at all - with the script and the note with your eating habits. So you're really serious."

"Of course we're serious," she almost snaps at me. "We hope you are, too! We've had a few viewings, but it hasn't worked out with anyone yet. Let me show you around."

She shows me the bathroom and her room and Katha's room. Then she leads me to the third room, which probably belongs to Janina. She opens the door and I see the other two women sitting on a couch. In front of it is a large beige carpet. Vivien runs to her roommates and throws herself on the couch. All three are now looking at me expectantly. Uncertainly, I enter the room. My heart is pounding in my chest again. Together, the three of them look even prettier than on their photo. My mouth goes a little dry again.

"This is Katha and this is Janina," Vivien introduces her two roommates to me from the sofa. A curt "Hello" crosses my lips, which I contort into a nervous smile. ‘A dreamlike trio’, runs through my head. All three are wearing cute little sneaker socks on their feet. I noticed this as soon as I walked in. Their faces are delightfully beautiful. I feel transported back to my college days, when I used to shyly admire the beauty of the hottest women from afar, never thinking I had a chance with them. What did I dream about, to lie at the feet of such a dream woman. And now I stand completely insecurely in front of three of this kind.

"Don't just stand there like an idiot. On your knees with you, as is proper."

The blonde Janina with the pure, angelic face looks at me sternly. The tone in her voice makes me knee down and take notice, showing me that this isn't the first time she's spoken to a man like this.

"Yes, of course, please excuse my uncertainty. I'm really nervous today."

I quickly move in front of the three of them on the carpet and get down on my knees. Directly in front of their feet, I now find myself looking at the three of them up close. A squeeze in my intimate region spreads. My sexual organ tells me that I am exactly right here.

"You can be nervous, our expectations of a slave are high," Vivien smiles at me. From the photo I would have thought she would be the most dominant of the three, but she seems infinitely sympathetic and reassuring to me. Her eyes meet mine and I feel a desire rise in me to want to serve this so sweet-looking yet so confident woman. I smile back at her.

"Take off your clothes!", finally Katha, who had been looking at me completely expressionless until now, addresses me as well. "You're going to be naked in this apartment most of the time you're serving us anyway. So show your body."

Gruffly, the words come from her lips. She has the sternest look of the three women on it and with ice-cold eyes she looks down on me. I can literally feel how she sees only a slave in me. At least I imagine it. Wow, the combination has it in itself, I think. Sweet Vivien, flawlessly beautiful Janina with her soft, full lips and dominant voice, and Katha, who already seems relentless and enormously arrogant to me.

I start to unbutton my shirt and take it off. Then I continue with the jeans buttons.

"You better be shaved, otherwise you can leave right away," Katha comments on my undressing with a hard face, and I'm glad I actually did this today. She seems to be completely annoyed and listless. Surely the other candidates were all not to her taste and slowly she is losing patience, I try to explain her manner. But maybe she is just extremely dominant. My cock stirs in my boxers. Embarrassed, I get slightly red, hot cheeks. I dare not say anything, but then finally pull bare. My tail straightens up completely before the eyes of the women. Completely naked, I look to the floor and do not dare to look up.

"Well, you're already quite horny," laughs Vivien. "Come on, tell us, what's got you so horny already?"

Her big, curious looking eyes catch me and make me fall in love with this wonderful face that looks at me so provocatively.


“Haaach”

"I find all three of you so incredibly beautiful, and I was just thinking about how I used to adore pretty women like you from afar in my studies and was always happy when I could be useful to them," I reply quite honestly.

"That's how it should be as a slave. Do you have any experience serving women then?"

"Yes, I've served as a chauffeur and also cleaned for women or gone on a shopping spree as a slave, but those were often one-time things. I don't have any experience as a full-time slave yet, I say honestly, but I can imagine it very well."

"That sounds pretty good already. One thing should be clear in any case, though. We are not responsible for your sexual satisfaction here. You will be kept permanently chaste and trained to keep your loser seed inside you. It has been our experience that sexually frustrated slaves become more submissive and accommodating over time, and that's exactly how we envision it," Katha speaks to me with her cool manner.

"If you are well-behaved, then you will be allowed to serve us as a cuckold and worship us while we are nicely satisfied by our real men. We have regular visitors, so you won't be able to avoid that anyway." The women start laughing. Even Katha contorts her expression into a spiteful grin.

"We are young and enjoy our lives and there is no time for cleaning, laundry, cooking and so on. That's where you come in as our slave and will do everything for us while we party away," Janina laughs in my face.

"I'm very happy to be there for that," I grin with played pangs at the thought that I'm letting myself be used really nicely here and I'm not even allowed to jerk off, while the girls are probably going to have the sex of their lives. But I cannot help it. At the idea my cock twitches and the blood flows fully into my good piece that stretches and stretches before the three dream women.

"But I'm allowed to cum once in a while, right?", I ask with a self-deprecating grin and with the trace of self-confidence that always surges up within me when I feel good. My heart isn't beating as fast as before, and I can truly enjoy the conversation by now.

"Only if you do very well and deserve a reward," Vivien smiles at me again. "Maybe we'll even do a little foot show for you then. I bet you're really into feet like all the other slaves, aren't you?"

"I have to force myself not to stare all the time at your beautifully shaped feet in those cute sneaker socks you all wear," I smile back.

"He knows his place," Janina grins at her two girls.

"Okay, so far it's looking good with us," Vivien grins. "Now let me show you the room we're going to give you."

The three of them lead me to my potential future kingdom, open the door and I look at a very small, oblong room with a window. A small single bed stands in it, a desk and a narrow closet. There is a plant here and there, but nothing else in the room.

"That's where you can work for us and bring in the dough you'll spend on rent and other things for us," Janina laughs.

"We've also been thinking about putting cameras in here. Then we can always watch you and have fun laughing at you working for us while we have fun, but let's see, we haven't installed anything here yet."

These girls are awesome. I get the impression that they are really enjoying the whole thing and I laugh mischievously with them. I feel comfortable here with them and yet at the same time humiliated in a horny way. On the way out, I tell them how much I enjoyed it and how much I can imagine moving in here. They would think about it and then get back to me, they said. And with that I leave them with a good feeling. Once outside, I take a deep breath. This apartment tour alone was an experience in itself that I will probably never forget. Still thinking about the ladies, I drive back to my home. Once there, my cell phone rings. It's Daniel again, my best friend. After he tells me about the numerous pretty girls in the pool, I excitedly explain to him what might be coming up for me soon.

"I might be moving soon. I was just looking at a shared apartment and I'll tell you what, I'd have three roommates and they're all fucking hot."

"Uh, you want to move back into a shared apartment. Didn't you say you totally liked living alone?"

"Yeah, actually I do, but I spontaneously saw the ad of the three on the internet and thought I'd check it out."

"Cool thing. I'm curious."

"I have to hang up, I think I just got a message from them," I stutter excitedly into the receiver and hang up. Sure enough, a text just came from Vivien. We had exchanged our phone numbers while we were still saying goodbye.

"Hey slave, you made it. We want to try you out! You'll move in with us as a subtenant starting next week Monday. We'll test you out for a few weeks and if you do well, we'll let you stay."

The cell phone shakes in my hand. So next week it starts. I have no idea yet what I'm going to do with my current apartment, but in a pinch I'll just pay double rent, I can afford it. Suddenly I start laughing. I ask myself: What am I doing with my life? But the memory of the three hot goddesses, whom I was already once allowed to kneel at the feet, comes back into my head. My cock presses against my pants and suddenly I am seized by a tremendous power. Trembling, I quickly throw my smartphone on my sofa, pull down my pants and enclose my rock-hard member with my hand. I feel the horniness in my loin ignite like a fire. My heart throbs and my hand rubs. Slippery wet with lust is the tip of my cock. "Oh how hot this will be," I think and moan softly. In my fantasy the women are already putting the chastity belt on me, taking me further and further into despair and making me more and more humble and abject before them. "Oah would that be cool to clean the whole apartment naked and locked," the thought bursts in my head like a flower pushing open the cocoon of the bud. Violently I fling my hard cock through my hand. The laughter of the three hot mistresses resounds in my head. The ice-cold expression of Katha. The dominant voice of Janina. The sympathetic smile of Vivien, who would be a dream woman for me and she might even let her fuck another man in front of me someday. "Oah," I groan out. As a cuckold I have not yet the slightest experience, but the excitement pierces any doubts. How horny that would be!

Suddenly my cell phone rings again. Slightly sour I run to the sofa to look at the display. Oh shit, it's Vivien. Breathing loudly, I quickly answer it.

"Y-yes, hello?", I bring out, my hand still on a hard dripping cock.

"We just wanted to let you know ahead of time that you can expect us to wildly use you for the first week, loser."

With seductive-erotic voice she finishes the sentence. Afterwards I hear the laughter of the other girls in the background. A quiet moaned "Oh" escapes me. The blood shoots me in the face before shame. Completely horny I have the receiver to the ear.

"I'm looking forward to that. Thank you for the honor of serving you," I stammer quickly, in a pitiful attempt to mask my excitement.

All I can hear in my ears is Vivien's loud laugh as she says goodbye. Then she simply hangs up. That brief phone call alone rocked my world. The urge to see the three of them again seems like a pull to me. With my heart pounding and my member hard, I put the cell phone away again. Then I gently touch my cock with my hand and fuck them. The word "loser" plays in my head, like a stuck record. The smug, yet seductive voice of Vivien. How she pronounced the word. Like flashes, single images from the apartment viewing come back into my head.

"The 24/7 slave loser," I mutter to myself as I rub my cock and lose myself in my endless fantasy. How horny I am. This is abnormal, isn't it? I pick up where I left off just before the phone call. Faster and faster. More and more wet. More and more horny I get at the thought of my future task. What will it be like to live the dream of every slave?

I get down on my knees and imagine myself on the floor in front of the three goddesses again. Breathing loudly and with a groan, I come down on the bare, cold floor in front of me. My pounding heart literally sucks up the ecstasy. I feel so alive, so newly awakened by life. An incredible euphoria flows through my body. I am really doing it. I am now living out my femdom dream! No matter what others think! With a "haaach" I let myself fall deeper into the relaxation that now spreads throughout my body and I support myself with my hands on the floor.


Things get serious

It all happened very quickly now. The days have flown by. And with every day that the move in came closer, I got a little more nervous. But then the time has finally come. With the most necessary things in tow, I occupy the small, sparse room in the women's shared apartment. A bed, two or three houseplants, and a closet that I now have filled with my clothes. That's all I have. I am a slave on trial now. I feel like the main character in a movie who is finally taking the plunge into the life he always dreamed of. Yes, the initial euphoria about the idea is still there. And it literally spills over when the three girls order me to their feet to give me my first task. I crawl on my knees into the room next door, where the three are already sitting on the sofa. They ordered me to get rid of my clothes, gave me a short time to arrive and then come to them naked and in a humble position. I did not let them tell me that twice. Now my field of vision fills again completely with the hot, long legs and the beautiful feet of the ladies. Embarrassed, I look up and at first I don't know how to behave, whether I should say something, just smile, whether I should present myself even smaller and more submissive or still be much more relaxed with them. I do not know. But the questions don't arise for a long time. The three give me no choice at all.

"So, we will now present you with the rules you have to follow in our household," Katharina starts to say in a cold, serious voice. I find the ice age in her eyes. Cool, she looks me in the face as I lift my head and my gaze swings from my new goddesses feet to her eyes.

"Yes, I'd love to follow your rules," I answer her uncertainly.

"Ah, already the first mistake!"

Suddenly, everything happens very quickly. Katha bends forward with her upper body, takes a swing with her flat hand and slaps the left side of my face. Completely unabashedly, she had looked me in the eye a second before. My face turns red. I was not prepared for this. Startled, I look at her.

"When we speak to you, you are to answer us by salutation. Goddess, Mistress, Miss, it doesn't matter, you may choose or vary it as you wish. But just out of respect for us and to show us again and again that you are clear about your role here, you will do that. Are we clear on that?"

"Yes, Mistress Katha," I stammer out quickly. Her blue eyes sparkle at me. Her expression hasn't wavered one bit.

"Poor guy, is he about to be greeted like that," Vivien laughs with her sweet mouth agape and sitting next to Katha.

"After all, he has to be adapted to our needs and that's how he learns best," Katha replies, then turns her gaze back to me.

"So on with the rules. When you are outside your room, you are naked. A slave doesn't need clothes. You always present your pathetic body to us fully. We don't care what you do in your room. So when you are working, you may have clothes on. You will wash, dry and put away our used dishes in the kitchen every night. Every morning the kitchen will look spotless. You will also clean the entire apartment from top to bottom once a week. You don't have to do the windows, but the floor is spotless. Everything is cleared of dust and everything is cleaned. We also have a joint shopping app. In it, all three of us can enter what we need and you will go shopping regularly and get and, of course, pay for the things we want. If something isn't available in one supermarket, you'll go to the next one and buy it there. We don't want to hear 'unfortunately it wasn’t available to buy'. It's your responsibility to make sure we have and get everything we want! Our favorite dishes and what we eat and what we don't eat is written on the notes on the clipboard in the kitchen. We expect you to cook fresh and healthy meals for us every day, not the same thing every other day. Make sure you can do that. You can then eat the leftovers that we leave for you. But you can take a few kilos less anyway."

With these words, Katha kicks me lightly with her socked foot against my small overhanging belly, which isn't particularly pronounced, but doesn't look super athletic either. I guess she's right about that.

"Anything else, girls?", Katha then asks the other two.

"If we have uni stuff that even a slave idiot like you can do, then you'll take that off our hands as well," Janina addresses me in her dominant voice.

"Oh yes, very good idea!", Vivien agrees. I think she is cute as a button. Janina and Katha are incredibly dominant and Vivien can have a catty tone too, but for me she is the one who seems to be the most inexperienced or just the most friendly of the three. Her dark brown eyes shine at me. She catches me in the middle of my submissive lust, which has been stirred by the hardcore list of rules that Katha has presented to me. Something clicks in my head and it's as if our gazes lock into each other. I smile at her and nod eagerly. In me glows the lust that the dominance of Katha and Janina trigger in me and that now mixes with a feeling of surrender in front exactly this sweet radiance of Vivien. In me awakens the desire to make a special effort for her. Inside me the voice whispers: For Vivien, you want to do all this. Make an effort. You want to make her happy and serve her to her full satisfaction. My cock throbs and straightens up. I am completely captivated by the scene that is unfolding before me. Deep goes my breath. Strongly, my heart is pounding. I feel the warmth in my body.

"And other than that, we'll be able to use you for a few more things," Vivien laughs at me, then turns her head to the left to Janina, then to the right to Katha as she raises her eyebrows and her red lips twist into a mysterious smile.

My three dream mistresses start laughing out loud. They already seem to be looking forward to something very specific, it seems to me.

"That's where the little tail of yours is already standing," Janina grins at me meanly. Then she leans down to me and looks me piercingly in the eyes. "We're going to make your submissive sexuality really work for us," she formulates the words almost breathy, with razor-sharp pronunciation. Every word she seems to celebrate. "Your ridiculous loser horniness will be our goldmine and you will get nothing in return."

Her laughter still booms in my head seconds later. Her words have softened me and fanned the embers of lust in me into a fire. I burn with desire and at the same time I am so impressed: The three know exactly how to deal with me.


Surprise!

"I am exactly right here!", calls a voice inside me, which I have suppressed for years. "Finally, I can really live my submissive side!" I can hardly get the grin off my face as I finally sit alone in my room at bedtime. My blood is still pumping and I can feel the desire pressing in my cock. My hand is dripping with lust as I push it into my underpants, which are already soaked. Pre-cum sends its regards. Hach, that's hot. It drives me through the limbs. I breathe in deeply and then out again, let myself fall into the happy land of lust, which catches me as if it were a absorbent cotton landscape. All of a sudden I hear a knock on the door, which is torn open immediately afterwards. Startled, I tear my hand out of my pants.

"Well, someone's not asleep yet," Vivien grins at me. The three of them come in to me. I sit on my bed, still surprised.

"No, I uh..." - That's all I can get out and I look at the three of them with wide eyes. Only then does my gaze fall on the light clothing of my adored goddesses. Lingerie and little socks. My eyes attempt to fall out of my head. The three have dolled up as if we were all on a sex date! Wait a minute, am I in the wrong movie? Speechless, I stare at the shapely bodies, the naked skin they present to me as if I were the chosen one. Then my gaze reaches the very bottom. Sweet little socks adorn their feet. All three of them even wear the same ones. Dark nylon fabric with white dots on it, at the toes, at the heel and black opaque fabric at the top. Wow, a real eye catcher for me.

"We thought we'd show you today who you're actually allowed to serve here," Vivien smugly elaborates and laughingly turns once in a circle in front of me while she wiggles her sweet ass. I literally melt away.

"Come on, in your place or do you want to put your dirty hand back in your pants on your little bed?", Janina sneers at me dominantly and points with her hand on the floor in front of her. "We all know how much you like being teased and exploited by hot women who are completely out of your league."

"Oh god, yes," I groan in surprise, quickly ripping the boxers I'd put on off my midsection and moving quickly with my knees to the cool floor.

"This is what only our lovers usually get to see here, but we thought we'd show you what you'll never get. No matter how much you satisfy us," Katha laughs, grabbing her vagina, covered by the thin black fabric of her lingerie, right in front of me. For the first time I hear her laugh and feel how much she enjoys making me hot. "That's only reserved for real men," she taunts me to my face. She's gotten really close in front of me by now and is circling her pussy in front of my head. I'm getting too much. My cock straightens up. I have never experienced this before! I don't even know where to look. In me the male drive stirs, the greed for the hot bodies of the girls, which they hold shamelessly in front of my face. Then I can't hold on any longer. I lead my hand to my hammer-hard cock and start to jerk it slowly.

"Take a good look at your new mistresses," Vivien whispers to me in an erotic voice, while she too lasciviously runs her fingers over her covered pussy. "Tomorrow we will lock your little one away down there. Today you have another chance to show us with all your passion how much you want to serve us."

"And how I want to!" it bursts out of me. Followed by a low moan. The three of them goad me to no end. I feel myself losing more and more control over myself and my horniness. My breathing gets louder, my jerking faster. "I want nothing more than to serve you, my honored mistresses!"

"Do you want to let us hot, horny women take advantage of you in a really nice way and clean our apartment spotless?", I hear Katha in my ecstatic delirium.

"Yes. Yes," I moan out, my cock already wet and I thrust into my hand. I fuck my hand in front of the three divine women who literally dance in front of my face with their erotic, half-naked bodies. Threatening to suck me in, to take me in, as if I am unable to resist them. "I want even more than that! I want to clean your apartment, do your university assignments, cook for you, I want to give you presents, pay for them, prepare a nice life for you, I want to slave away for you, humiliate myself, make a fool of myself in front of you, like a pig, like a loser," it gushes out of me uninhibitedly, while I feast on the long legs and sweet socks of the three. Like a waterfall, the words gush out of me, garnished with moaning sounds. I feel like a little pig before these adorable goddesses who seem so big to me from down there.

"I want to throw myself at your feet and show you how much I want to serve you!", I shout out loud as I thrust into my hand, on the verge of an orgasm. "Thank you for letting me experience you like this today, Goddesses!"

My voice already sounds like I'm out of my mind. Whistling from the last hole with horniness.

"Well, let's go!" laughs Vivien with a spiteful note in her voice that makes me throw myself to the floor. I fling myself at her feet and kiss the velvety fabric of her nylon socks, which are so sweet and hot at the same time - they drive me crazy. She slowly lifts her right foot, letting it hover a few inches off the floor, then thrusts it into my mouth. I can't get out of sucking and licking. Her taste, her scent beguiles me. I can't get enough. Everything in me screams for more. For more Vivien. For more of her socks. The mean laughter in the background only pushes me further.

"You may even undo the bows on our socks and take them off us," I hear Janina's pleasant voice. Still I fuck my hand like there is no tomorrow. The three of them put their feet to me in turn, the right one positioned on the tips of their toes, offering themselves. Seeing these shapely, slender, sweet feet of my mistresses like this almost makes me come. But I just manage to restrain myself. I tremble all over my body. The excitement has me in its grip. Excitedly, I remove one sock after the other from her feet and notice that all three have nail polish on them. Blue, red and white. Each a different one. I get too much. I groan out loud. The sight of those slender ankles, those slender, sweet toes. Suddenly all three of them turn around as if there had been a command, their plump asses falling into my view, which then works its way back down her bare legs very quickly. They lift one of their feet and present me their soles. My cock is about to burst.

"Squirt, you loser!" shouts Vivien with a laugh.

Hardly uttered, I explode in tremendous ecstasy. My hand just slides over my bulging cock. At record speed, I jerk off into the sky. Then I run out in front of the three most divine women I have ever met in my life. Oh man, the three have it so on! Heaven! Where have I landed here!

Moaning loudly, I'm just mud on the ground at the feet of my mistresses. I feel like putty in their hands.

"I really want to serve you so much... You are the absolute madness... Really!", I get out breathing heavily and meaning every word as I say it. I collapse in front of them like a soufflé and am suddenly sucked into my world, in which the scenes from just now play themselves out again and images appear like flashes before my inner eye. Janina's voice brings me out of my subdrop.

"We're going to lock your Mini away right now, after all, we just decided. You're all messed up. Not that you'll be jerking off all night and you'll be completely knackered tomorrow and can't work for us," she smiles sweetly at me all of a sudden.

"Yes, it's fine, Miss Janina...", I smile back. I am still overwhelmed by the impressions and suddenly feel more tired than ever before. Vivien strokes my head. After I have cleaned myself briefly in the bathroom, the three of them put on the chastity belt intended for me, which fits but is very tight and apparently escape-proof. Afterwards I fall into bed exhausted, but incredibly happy.


Creeping in the dust

My debut into the slave life under the leadership of my three favorite Dommes started with an absolute bang. The evening remains unforgettable for me. But today it should really start for me. Katha has assigned me directly with a few summaries for the university, which I may do for her, fully bombed, on which I will sit the whole evening after my work. For the first time I'm allowed to cook and go shopping for the girls today. And I actually manage to do all that quite well, considering that it's the first time. I'm conscientious and careful on the way, undressing completely every time I come out of my door and crawling along the floor on my knees, even if I don't meet any of the three in the hallway or in the kitchen. At lunch, however, Vivien reveals the next surprise to me.

"Did you put a plate down for yourself, too?" she asks me, pointing to the fourth plate I just placed on the table because, after all, I have to eat something, too. I look at her, puzzled and somewhat embarrassed, from my low position on all fours on the floor.

"I, yes, I thought, I have to eat something too..."

"Yes, but not at the same table as us. Look girls, he actually wanted to eat at the table with us," Vivien laughs at Janina and Katha.

"He's lucky to get anything at all, and then such audacity," Janina replies. Katha doesn't answer at all. She goes straight to action, comes up to me, bends down to me, looks at me with her usual icy coldness and matching steel-blue eyes and slaps me hard in the face with the flat of her hand. Faceslapping seems to be her favorite means of education. This time I have already seen it coming and yet the clapper hurts and shows effect, because I really do not like these hard blows.

"If you allow yourself again such a stupidity, then I collect horse shit for you and then you get a week only that to eat. Are we clear on that, bitch?" she blurts out to me with a threat that I absolutely buy. She would actually do this and have no mercy on me. I'm sure of it. My blood still freezes at her strict dominance, which I don't know if it's more of a deterrent or if it's more of a way to draw me further and further under her spell.

"Yes, Miss Katharina," I answer in a pained voice.

Suddenly I hear her clear her throat, look at her mouth, which narrows and then spits unexpectedly in my face. The liquid runs down my face and I feel more humiliated than I have ever felt in my life. I humbly look down at the floor and feel her gaze on me.

"Just watch how you act in front of us or you'll really eat shit soon!" she shouts in my face and sits back down at the table.

"We've got something else for you. Here, you eat out of this," Vivien finally turns to me again and sets a dog bowl down for me, into which she now pours some of the lunch I've cooked. "You may go clean yourself up and then eat at our feet."

"He can keep my spit in his face, Vivien. I'll spit on his food again, too," Katha laughs meanly. Her initial permanently expressionless, cool manner has turned into an alternating bath of icy coldness and spiteful laughter. She seems more and more dominant and experienced in the whole thing. Somewhat cramped, I finally eat my portion from my bowl, feeling quite small and bullied in the process. My little tail presses against the tight chastity belt I've had to wear since last night, with the key dangling from an anklet on Vivien's right ankle. I'll be honest, I can't really enjoy my food that much. I've never been spit on by a woman before. Part of me finds it incredibly horny. Another is just a little shocked by the crass way Katha treated me. But I have to admit that her educational dominance is having an effect. I wouldn't think of doing anything again that could even be interpreted as something that would bring me back on par with my mistresses. A slave pig like me has to obey and is especially rebuked at the beginning. And Katha does that really well. But I also feel how this was not the last time that she corrected me harshly. And I should be right.

The next day, cleaning is the order of the day. The whole apartment has to look spotless and when I start cleaning the rooms one after the other, I notice that it is really necessary that someone takes care of it. It's not totally filthy, but there is a lot of dust lying around. I think about Vivien and how I'm now making sure that she can feel comfortable in a completely clean apartment, and even if it sounds strange, it's exactly this thought that motivates me. I really get into the flow while cleaning and enjoy dusting naked in the rooms of my mistresses, while they are busy with other, more important things. At the end of the day my work is inspected. The three of them go through all the rooms to get an idea of my usefulness to them.

"Looks good, slave," Janina praises me after looking at the bathroom. "Good boy."

"Thank you, Mistress Janina," I reply overjoyed at the first praise I've managed to grab. The words "Good boy" burning themselves into my mind. Janina breathed them excessively, sounding like a Mistress I used to watch online who said it all the time.

"Pass me the broom from the kitchen please, Janina," Katha finally comes out of her room. "I have something to show to our cleaning slave."

My heart is pounding and I'm getting the jitters. Have I missed a spot? Slowly, I crawl behind Katha into her room. She leads me to the back right corner of her room where her desk is and a small palm tree next to it. Around the golden pot in which the delicate little palm tree finds its place, I already recognize the dust fluff that I must have apparently forgotten to wipe away. My face turns red. The humiliation of Katha's punishment is about to begin. In the meantime, she has already gotten me so far with her ways that I truly feel fear of her educational slaps.

"What's that?", Katha asks me in a stern voice, almost showing me off, glaring at my face and pointing her finger at the dust on the ground in front of the palm tree.

"Uh... I guess I forgot," I almost choke on the last word. "I apologize so much, Miss Katha, it really wasn't my intention. I must have overlooked it. Please have mercy," I finally add, almost whimpering pitifully.

"You can kiss that goodbye, slavebitch. We don't tolerate that kind of thing here. Off! Flat on the floor!" she shouts at me. I'm still looking at her, unsure what to do now.

"Down with you I said!" she repeats louder this time, pushing my head down with her hand. "Lay down nice and sideways, you douche. Now I'm going to show you how to clean properly."

She uses the broom to sweep up the dust I've forgotten about, all done under the giggling scrutiny of my two other roommate goddesses. A small pile of dust gathers together and is now right in front of my face.

"Mouth wide open!", I hear Katha shout. She's not going to...

"Well, go! Open wide and stay on the ground, so I can sweep the dirt into your pathetic mouth. If you don't clean up properly, that’s what you get!"

The two girls laugh in the background, while Katha applies the broom to the final push. My eyes are wide open. It's unbelievable what I'm letting them do to me here! And I've barely been in the flat for a few days. With a jerk, Katha pushes the dusty pile into my mouth. I feel the dry dirt first on my tongue, then on the roof of my mouth. Katha slaps me in the face with the bristles of the broom and the dust just flutters into my open mouth, which suddenly feels completely dry. I have a coughing fit and spit out half the pile of dust. But Katha drives with the broom again the dirt into my gullet.

"Need a little liquid, dork, huh?" she grins saucily at me from above, and I nod eagerly. "You got it."

She bends down low to me and gleefully spits several times into my open, dust-covered mouth.

"Swallow nicely, loser!"

I obey obediently and get some of the completely dry dust down together with her spit. But it is still not enough.

"Girls, we need your support, spit also into our new dust mop," calls Katha suddenly quite enthusiastically. She obviously enjoys torturing me like this and this enthusiasm in her voice makes me hot. Meanwhile Vivien and Janina come towards me. One after the other spits in my mouth and I get more parts of the dust down. Then Vivien has mercy on me and dumps some water into my mouth so that I can get it all down. Gratefully I look at her and feel how my mini stirs in the chastity belt and bumps against the metallic border.

"There's some more here on the floor, I'll let you lick it up with relish, slave!"

With every punishment and humiliation that I experience at the hands of the women, the awe of them grows in me. Before I moved in, I would not have thought that the three of them would be so dominant. I had assumed that I would clean in between, cook here and there and then be allowed to kiss the feet of my goddesses as a thank you. But that I am taken here immediately so strongly, I did not expect. In the evening I must first process the experiences. Here and there the doubt arose, whether I do not let myself humiliate too blatantly and have already completely lost all respect of the women. At first I also thought that it might degenerate into a temporary role play and goes back to a softer contact on eye level, that's why I put my plate on the kitchen table. But now I can't get out of my role, because it's not a role. I am enslaved. 24/7 a slave. The initial euphoria has subsided somewhat and I realize what my everyday life here will now be like. And yet I don't want to complain, after all, it's exactly what I've always wanted to try. I just had no idea what would be waiting for me the next day and what would put me to a hard test...


Cucked

"Today Jason is coming. Slave, that means for you, you may experience today for the first time, how it is, when a beautiful, hot woman is well fucked. I'm sure you've never experienced that in your life," Janina laughs in my face. "I'm sorry I'm not there because I have a meeting for college, but with your other two mistresses I'm sure you'll have fun," she grins at me as I prepare her morning coffee and hand it to her on my knees.

"Oh god, what! Already? I've barely been there a few days...", I think to myself as I try not to let any of my slight horror show.

"Good boy" Janina thanks me after I put her coffee on the kitchen table.

"When is he coming, if you don't mind me asking?"

"Sometime in the afternoon, he’s a lover of Vivien, you can expect that to happen more often, we have a lot of male traffic here," she laughs at me. I blush slightly. I have never presented my submissive streak to another man and am a bit shocked to have to do so now. Sure, the three had written something about cuckold services in their ad, but I didn't expect it so quickly now. The girls seem to be feverishly awaiting the afternoon. Again and again I hear their giggling and their mean laughing at me when I meet them and also at lunch Jason is the number one topic.

"First time with a slave today," Katha laughs.

"I'm so excited to see how I like it," Vivien grins at me.

Then everything happens very quickly. I get to help Vivien get dressed and admire her gorgeous body, arrange the condoms on the nightstand next to her bed and repeatedly tell her how perfect and flawlessly beautiful I think she is. I can hardly hide from her my longing look that says something like "Wow, is this guy lucky to have sex with her". Then finally the doorbell rings and Jason comes into the apartment. Katha seems to be already acquainted with him and my two mistresses introduce me to him. Naked, I kneel in the room of action and hardly dare to look at him when he enters. Jason is a stocky, well-toned guy who wears a sunnyboy smile on his lips as if it is his permanent accessory. His laugh is loud and infectious. His tanned body suggests he's from a southern country. I feel uncomfortable under his gaze, but he doesn't seem to mind the presence of a slave like me. On the contrary, when our eyes meet for a moment, he even winks at me with a broad grin and then leads his hand directly to Vivien's shapely ass, pulls her close and kisses her long and intimately in front of me and Katha, who is also there the whole time.

"He cleans for us, always cooks our food, does university chores and kisses our feet as a thank you. He also pays for all the shopping and our rent," Vivien finally explains to Jason about my position here. I want to sink into the ground.

"Cool thing," he replies only in his dark, yet sympathetically open-minded sounding voice. "To each his own," he adds with a laugh. Katha joins in his laughter and I feel humiliated, just staring motionlessly at the floor. Jason leads Vivien onto her bed and they make out for a while. Katha is so mean and presses her hand against my chin so that I can't hang my head in shame but have to watch everything. She stands behind me.

"Nice to see what you loser will miss in life," she laughs up behind me. "You won't get anywhere near a pretty woman like that."

I watch as Jason slowly undresses Vivien in style. I would have expected some stormy play, but he is quite the gentleman and treats Vivien tenderly and with tact. So charming and sizzling erotic at the same time. I would never have managed that under the eyes of onlookers. Probably I would have trembled all over my body and my cock would not have stood up at all. But Jason doesn't seem to mind all that at all. Finally, he presents his cock, which already seems to be bulging with lust.

"Mhm, nice thing," Vivien murmurs and immediately embraces him with her delicate hand. My mini couldn't even keep up with that.

"You'd like one of those, wouldn't you?" whispers Katha into my ear from behind. My little companion is already pressing lightly against his cage and I feel the first beginnings of a lust rising in me despite the shame and the overwhelming demands of the new situation. I imagine how I would be in Jason's position. How nice Vivien's wet pussy must feel when I stimulate her pussy with my fingers in circles. How hot the loud breathing and moaning must sound when I am very close to her. How heroic would I feel to bring such a hot woman to an orgasm? Not to think... But it remains denied to me. In my place is this attractive man, to whom I can only look up and who is now getting his big cock ready to penetrate Vivien's tight opening and feel her grotto, to feel inside her, to take the pussy for himself. "Hach, would that be hot - for me too," I think and watch longingly as Jason penetrates my sweet dream mistress.

"Isn't it cool that you're the stupid slave for everything for us, cooks for us, cleans, eats dust and we still don't let you get our pussy, huh?", cheers me Kathas enthusiastically and with an erotic whispering voice as well. In front of me I see Jason driving his bulging cock over and over again into the freshly shaved, sweet cunt of my adored goddess Vivien. "Look how beautifully Vivien is being fucked right now - by a real man, not some loser like you who would do anything for her," Katha laughs spitefully. She is fully in her element and slaps my face again with her flat hand.

Vivien's moaning turns into kissing sounds. I watch as Jason buries his hand deep in her dark brown hair, pulls her head towards him and kisses her as he continues to fuck her. The sight loosens any inhibitions I may have had a moment ago. "One hell of a couple," I think to myself and can hardly take my eyes off the hot sex the two are having. Then Jason really gets going. With elegant hand movements and a slap on her horny, plump ass he brings Vivien to kneel in front of him on the floor. He turns so that I can see his fulminant, light brown cock and am reminded how small my own is in comparison, which is now already stretching slightly painfully in my chastity device. Katha presses her hand against my neck and chin.

"Watch nicely what you will never get, you submissive fuck failure," she literally laughs at me. Jason gives me a quick glance and a sardonic grin. I quickly look down. I'm still a little uncomfortable being seen in such a position by such an attractive man. My face flushes. But I don't manage to take my eyes off the scene for long. Vivien moistens Jason's hard cock, caresses it, licks it and then takes it completely into her mouth and starts to suck it. But he pulls it out again after a short time, goes around her once. Smack! Another smack on her bare ass, which he then feels and positions. And exactly in such a way that Vivien is turned with her face to me and looks at me. In her look I see how horny she is for him. How horny she is for his cock, which is about to fuck her doggystyle. She grimaces, rolls her eyes and then grins meanly at me.

"Jason's going to keep fucking me right in front of you and you get to watch the hot woman of your dreams get off and you can't even get out of your little cage!"

Then he slowly penetrates her from behind. A sighing moan emanates from her. She is quite willing for him. She thirsts for him. I can literally feel that. In me the feelings flow like a waterfall. The horniness envelops me in a veil. My mini dick presses against the metal. The face of sweet Vivien, whom I have adored from the beginning, turns into the face of a goddess for me. A woman completely unattainable for me, who would rather give her hot, slim body to another man than to me. A crack in my male ego, which is already barely there anyway due to my femdom inclination, spreads in the form of a teeny tiny twinge in my heart. And it is exactly this twinge that ignites the submissiveness in me that I have never been allowed to experience before. "You stupid cuckold," cries an inner voice inside me. My cock burns with lust. It drips out of my cage. My goddess's face contorts with lust. Jason's body slaps rhythmically against the dark-haired beauty's ass as his cock pleasures her.

"Aaaah," Vivien moans. Over and over again. Then she speeds up.

Out of the corner of my eye, I notice how even Katha has a hand under her pants by now and laughingly sticks her tongue out at me as I briefly turn my face to her. I suddenly feel quite helpless and small. Brief episodes of my life suddenly pop into my head. All the attempts to date women in a normal way that didn't work out very well. The moments when I would have loved to tell a woman that I was totally into being dominated and humiliated by her, but which I let pass by idly. And now I'm kneeling here naked on the floor, my little tail trapped in an impenetrable metal box, with a small lock dangling from it. Locked away by three laughing women, one of whom is now fucked right in front of my eyes, while the other laughing over me strokes her pussy wetly. Vivien presents me her naked beauty, the full breasts, the full, red mouth, the tight looking, wet dripping pussy and yet she stretches this to someone completely different than me. A man who can take her properly, who knows what pleases a woman, while I'm just the ridiculous-looking, submissive figure who is exploited by women and gets nothing at all for it in return. Inwardly I buckle under the waves of my feelings. The laughter of Katha booms sideways into my left ear. The moaning of Vivien slaps me in the face from the front. Painfully my cock squeezes and presses itself against the narrow cage. I feel as if I were part of one of the numerous femdom porn movies I have seen in my life, in which the submissive "man" is so brutally bullied and humiliated until his last dignity and self-control is completely shot to the wind. All the shame of the last years, the greed for hot women, the suppression of my preferences now come up in me. As if someone were tipping gasoline into my inwardly burning fire, the realization suddenly ignites in me to simply let myself fall, yes, to let myself fall deeply into the needs that I have not lived for years. As if in a trance, I begin to move my pelvis back and forth. My cock aches with horniness. My mouth is wide open and then I allow life to slap me in the face. I moan loudly, gasp for air, move my pelvis faster and faster. The force of the scene that takes place there in front of me unfolds its full effect. I roll my eyes under the moaning soundscape of Vivien, who, judging by the sound, is just experiencing the sex of her life. I close my eyes and feel the power a woman can have over me, savoring the vulnerability of my submissiveness. Gasping and trembling, I feel a slight vibration at the tip of my cock and hear a soft buzzing beneath me. I groan loudly. Then I tear open my eyes and discover Katha, who is now driving a large vibrator along my penis cage. As if electric impulses from the tip of my cock are distributed throughout my body, I wince regularly. Now I let myself go fully.

"Oah, that's so hot," I cry out, barely able to contain myself with lust. Meanwhile, Jason is fucking Vivien again on the bed. My eyes fall on the beautiful, graceful soles of Vivien's feet, which she now stretches out towards me, while she enjoys Jason's stiff cock with a loud moan. The key of my cage dangling from her ankle catches my eye. "Oah, that's so hot," I whisper, unable to say anything else. Over and over again I repeat the phrase as Katha's vibration and laughter fuel me.

"Imagine how pathetic that would be if you came through your tight cage right now, you jerk," she shouts in my face. She then audibly pulls up her nose and spits in my face. Her spiteful laughter accompanies my desperate squinting of the eyes. Spat at, used, humiliated and made into a cuckold. I feel so low as never before in my life and yet I love nothing more than to savor this moment, to taste this horniness, to feel this lust. How I would love to kiss and lick the soles of my dream woman's feet now, who lets herself be fucked by Jason and not me. With my gaze I penetrate the immaculate long legs, the sweet little feet of my beloved. The idea breaks my mind away. Suddenly the vibration on my glans becomes stronger and stronger. Desperately I push again and again against the vibrator. More, I want more. Then the fantasy of fucking Vivien's feet seizes my heart, eats through my brain and makes the spark spill over to my cock. A loud moan that lasts for seconds escapes my mouth. I feel like a perverted pig, barely able to hold on with ecstasy, collapsing flat on the floor at any moment under the weight of my greed. At this moment Katha pulls the vibrator away from me. All the lust gathers in my cock. Surprised and pleading for it, I look at the mean, ice-cold woman. I want to whimper for another treatment, but it is too late. With a mighty push, I press my pelvis and with it my entire intimate area forward. My dick tip presses out of the front hole of my cage. Moaning in pain and ecstasy, I close my eyes and in one miserable shot the white sauce runs out of my dick. Cold, quite unsatisfying, without warmth. Katha has given me a ruined orgasm that leaves me completely distraught and a few seconds later makes me realize how stupid I am. Katha starts laughing, she laughs at the top of her lungs and rubs her vagina faster and faster. It makes her really wet to see me being such a loser.

"I just ruined his orgasm, Vivien," she calls out laughing to the fucking couple on the bed. Only a loud moan along with a laugh comes back. Then Vivien comes with a loud scream. Her pussy was really spoiled, Jason really got it for her and I was allowed to watch. For seconds I watch as Vivien lies twitching in bed, her eyes closed, completely surrendering to the orgasm that now pulsates through her whole body. Afterwards she beams all over her face and lets her feet dangle over the edge of the bed. Like a trigger set off in me, I rush up to the bed. "I need this now," cries an inner voice inside me, crying out quite longingly for love and security. I bury my face in the feet of my goddess, who is now breathing a well-satisfied and relaxed sigh of relief, and kiss her at a tremendous pace, quickly leaving me out of breath. I feel her hand on the back of my head, caressing me and running through my hair.

"Yes, kiss my feet in thanks, my little slave. That's the spirit," I hear her soft, happy voice above me. I want to sink into the ground in front of her, become a puddle that she laughingly steps into, become rubber that she shapes to her liking, turn into whatever would bring a smile to her face. I am quite touched by her touches and crave more. I jerk my head up, come up to her hand with my mouth that was caressing me a moment ago, and kiss her furiously.

"You are a goddess," it escapes me. "An absolute goddess, I kneel before you and wish for nothing so much as to be allowed to serve you, please!"

Both girls laugh and promptly Vivien pushes her fingers into my mouth, which I immediately start sucking, licking and sucking off like the needy loser that I am. An incredibly nice feeling spreads through my chest. I suddenly feel so arrived, so accepted in life, not necessarily by women at all, but by myself. Yes, I love being taken advantage of! Yes, I love to kiss the feet of a woman! Yes, I love to present myself like a loser in front of the girls! Yes, I love - love - love to plunge into my preferences and live them out, whatever the cost! My whole body vibrates as I now kiss the flat palm of Vivien like crazy. "I use what life has given me, even if I did not want to admit it at first! I am now completely me! I want to live!" the voice inside me shouts. I enjoy every second of this experience and I feel how I could accept myself a bit more today and that would not have been possible for me without this absolutely blatant dominance and openness of my mistresses. A deeply grateful feeling surrounds my heart and I look deep into Vivien's eyes. Almost in love I look at her for seconds and I tell myself that at this moment she feels exactly what is going on in me, because she looks at me smiling benevolently and then strokes my head.

"Good boy, just be yourself, just be the loser that you are" she speaks to me. Her words send a shiver down my spine. They burn themselves into my head and at that moment I didn't know it yet, but these words will run around in my head for years after this experience and become my new motto in life. Deeply touched, I finally look down and give my mistress another long, heartfelt kiss on the back of her hand.

"Look what else we have for you here, slave," I hear her lovely voice again and look up at her. In her hand she holds a tied condom, filled with sperm.

"Oh God, please don't...", I think slightly disgusted. But whatever she intends to do with it, no order in the world would I be able to refuse from her now....

The End


You might also like these stories...
 

[image: ]

21-year-old Lea is a feminist through and through and has kept submissive Lukas (30) as her personal slave for almost two years. Over time, she has him completely wrapped around her finger. He regularly cleans her apartment and finances her lifestyle and studies with his money.

Eventually, she wants to introduce her servant to her friends and takes Lukas to a "feminism party" she is throwing together with her three best girlfriends. He becomes the main attraction of the evening and has to put up with the women's anger about the patriarchy and men.

At some point the women go too far for him and he wants to stop the evening. But they are completely in their element. The dominance of the women knows no boundaries and Luke gets into a whirlpool of meanness, which he has never experienced before...

Click here for the book: “Slave Of Feminists”


[image: ]

The deeply obedient Johann promises his mistress the world. He wants to lay his entire life at her feet. She takes him at his word. As a matter of course, the sadistic, merciless and downright mean Sylvia initiates Johann's enslavement. For her, there are no half measures. Either completely or not at all.

But suddenly he is gripped by fear of the dangerous vortex of dependence into which Sylvia is driving him. Johann descends into the depths of his submissive soul, while he experiences hardcore verbal humiliation, physical chastisement and exploitation in every way.

An odyssey of mental, physical and financial domination takes its course...

Click here for the book: “Merciless Mistress: Complete Enslavement”


About the Author

You can find all Femdom Stories from Brent Starr here:

Brent Starr’s Author Page


Nothing turns Brent Starr on like a passionate dominant woman who makes submissive men dance to her tune. Especially when she psychologically skilled dominates and humiliates a man. And when she then fully enslaves him with her slender, sweet feet and laughingly exploits him for herself, it's even much hotter! 

FEMDOM | Feet | Verbal Humiliation | MINDFUCK | Psychological Dominance | Ballbusting | And much more!

Do you have suggestions, ideas or feedback? 
Write an email to: stefan.starr@t-online.de
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