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Chapter 1

He nervously walked through the large entrance hall of the university. He hurriedly climbed the stairs and arrived, slightly out of breath, at the door leading to the lecture hall. He stepped inside. Thank God he was on time. He hated it when he was late and numerous pairs of eyes turned on him as soon as he opened the door while the lecture was already in progress. This had already happened to him a few times, and each time, he cursed his habit of leaving home just before the deadline. Fortunately, there was still a lot of noise in the hall now, so nobody noticed that he had even entered. He sat silently in the penultimate row at the back, which was barely occupied, and dug his laptop, which he always used for taking notes, out of his black, inconspicuous bag. Although no one could tell from his outward expression, he secretly looked forward to the ninety minutes ahead of him. His favorite professor was already standing at the front, looking at his watch so that he could start the lecture on time, with his voice bubbling over with enthusiasm every time. And so he sat there in his last seat, as he did every time, and became a real crack when it came to the lecture topic of neuroscience. He was able to memorize every detail and hardly had to follow up on the lessons, and this was mainly because the professor's enthusiasm was infectious, and he felt like he was in the flow while attending the lecture. Two more minutes, and then it started. He opened the note-taking program on his laptop in anticipation and then stared blissfully ahead when he suddenly noticed a figure approaching him from the left out of the corner of his eye. His head automatically turned in that direction, and his gaze met a pair of brown eyes belonging to a woman whose beauty he could not have put into words. He could see her mouth twist into a sweet smile and cringed inwardly. She meant him. And he was already convinced by her voice that it was just as lovely as her entire appearance.

"Hey, is there still room here? Can I sit next to you?" She pointed with her hand to the chair right next to him. His heart began to beat faster while his eyes widened.

"Uh. Yeah, sure. Please, sit down," he mumbled, a little confused, and twisted his mouth into a mechanical smile, which he threw at her. Usually, he always sat alone unless his very best friend was attending the same lecture. He didn't know many students at the university, as he had always been more of a loner and, at the same time, far too shy to approach people proactively. He was used to no one paying attention to him, especially not pretty women. They preferred to sit with the loud, laughing, and goofing around students. But now, one such woman was suddenly sitting next to him, packing her things onto the small folding table in front of her. He stared ahead and didn't even notice how his favorite professor was already about to announce the next topic of the lecture and then delve deeper into it. He was out of breath. Yes, that was something new. He glanced furtively at the brown-haired beauty. And bang, their eyes met again.

"I'm Camila, by the way," she smiled at him again, her immaculate white teeth gleaming at him.

"Oh, yeah, hey Camila, I'm Elliot," he replied haltingly, visibly nervous, holding out his hand as if it were a formal job interview she was conducting with him. Smiling slightly, she squeezed his hand. For a brief moment, he could feel her warmth. Her dark red nail polish flashed in his eyes. She wore several rings on her delicate, well-groomed fingers.

"I'm still relatively new here, so you probably haven't seen me. I'm from Cuba and am here for a semester as an exchange student. Well, actually, it's not really an exchange. No one has gone to Cuba in my place." Her bright, soft laugh resonated directly in his heart, now beating even faster with excitement as if to say: "Come on, Elliot, say something witty in return."

"Oh, I see. Then, I look forward to this lecture here. It's great because the professor is enthusiastic about his subject and presents it excitingly," he whispered to her. He finally devoted himself to the lecture, even though he had to keep glancing over at Camila. She looked simply stunning. Graceful, feminine, and elegant, she seemed like a goddess to Elliot with her sweet smile, lovely voice, and warm brown eyes. He had always been fascinated with the various women at his university but never got close to them because they were way out of his league. But Camila seemed to top them all. He glanced nervously at his watch towards the end of the lecture. Then his gaze drifted back to her. She was typing something on her laptop. A website opened, and he realized that it was a fashion site. She scrolled through the various cocktail dresses.

"Would you like one too?" she tore him away from his stare.

"What? How?" he asked in astonishment.

"Well, you're looking at my laptop with such fascination. I thought you might want one of those dresses too," she grinned cheekily at him.

"I- no, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to be intrusive," he apologized directly, with a lowered gaze and barely noticeable pinking cheeks.

"Never mind, I'm curious too. How do you like this one?" She pointed to a cute, short burgundy cocktail dress that looked truly elegant yet modern and fashionable at the same time. Elliot nodded eagerly. "Looks great! I like it a lot. I'm sure you look great in it."

Finally, the lecture was over, and they packed up their things.

"You didn't find the lecture that exciting, did you?" Elliot asked, his heart pounding. His inner restlessness and insecurity made it difficult for him to continue conversing with a woman as pretty as Camila. Still, there was something about her that drew him in like magic. He wanted to get to know her better.

"Yes, I found them as exciting as you made them out to be," she smiled at him. "You mean because I was looking at the dresses? I need one for the university party next Friday. Will you be there?"

"University party next Friday, um..." he mumbled, feasting his eyes on the sweet lips that adorned her pretty face. He'd never been to a university party before. "I don't think so."

"Aren't you that much of a party person?" she asked him, grinning at him with a slightly amused smile as if she wouldn't be surprised if he answered her assumption with a resounding yes.

"No, not like that..." Elliot replied, visibly embarrassed by this answer under her eyes.

"Have you ever been to a party here?" She was looking at him directly now while a feeling of shame built up inside him, forcing him to noticeably look down and silence his voice.

"No, actually not, I don't like parties that much..." he mumbled as a miserable reply.

"Oh, maybe you'll reconsider. We can go to the party together," she replied, smiling at him encouragingly. His eyes met her eyes again, having become bright-eyed. Go to the party together? Wow, with a dream girl like that? Am I watching the wrong movie?

"Oh, what else do I want to ask you? After each session, we must write and hand in a short mini-summary for this lecture. I wasn't even there for the first session, but now I must hand it in. Can you help me with that?" Her eyes widened at the question because they now looked even sweeter to Elliot.

"Yes, of course, I ... - I can rewrite my summary and send it to you tonight," he stammered excitedly. "You just have to give me your e-mail address." His insides lit up. The pretty Camila had a pull on him, and he was happy to be able to help her. She immediately wrote down her e-mail address for him.

"Perfect, thank you," she said. "I have to go. Maybe I'll see you in another lecture or return here next week. Bye-bye."

"Yes, I'd be delighted!" he called out and wished her a nice day. Still dazed by her charm, he grabbed his bag and slowly left the room.


Chapter 2

With his head down and still thinking about the encounter he had just had with Camila, he walked along the street in front of the university. The city was already getting dark, and the streetlights cast cool light on the dark asphalt. He had moved to Humilville a few months ago to study here. During this time, he thought he hadn't entirely warmed to the medium-sized student town, which was quite far from the beaten track and had a strange aura. He had hardly made any friends, apart from his best friend Jonathan, whom he met regularly at university and with whom he often arranged to play video games together or explore the surrounding countryside in the summer. Otherwise, he didn't have much to do with the other students. He often walked through the city alone during the day to take a break from studying. He saw so many young, pretty women that he was left speechless in the first few days of his arrival in Humilville. They were having fun, laughing, standing together in groups, being taken out by their lovers or boyfriends, going shopping, cycling, and strutting around town in stylish clothes. At first, he explained this to himself by saying he was new to the city and noticed the women here more, just as he had done on vacation in other countries. But even after a few months, he couldn't shake the feeling that Humilville was a magnet for an excessive number of pretty to beautiful young women who looked good enough to kneel on.

"Don't you think there are many more pretty young women here than anywhere else? Well, I mean really, than anywhere else. It's exaggerated here, or does it just seem that way to me?" He had confronted Jonathan with his feelings. But he had immediately waved him off. "Many people are here, but it's a student town. What do you expect?" Elliot didn't miss the mysterious smile he gave him afterward. Jonathan seemed to agree with him secretly, but his answer was precisely the opposite. But perhaps that was just another deceptive feeling that he was baselessly harboring. Maybe it's just a town like any other. Shrugging his shoulders, he let the conversation rest and didn't ask any more questions. And he didn't think about it now either because he only had Camila on his mind. He wanted to get home quickly and prepare the summary for her, as he had promised. In his mind, he ran up the stairs to his small student apartment, sat at his laptop, and rewrote his summary so Camila could hand it in. It was an incredible feeling for him to be able to do this for such a beautiful woman. He felt the inner excitement that contact with the elegant Cuban woman gave him. Typically, women hardly paid attention to him, but now he was sure of Camila's attention, as he could be helpful to her. A feeling of bliss flowed through him as he finished writing the e-mail to her. He thought of her feminine charisma and her wonderful smile. Nervously, just before sending the email, he added: "I can help you with the other summaries too, so you don't have to do them all yourself." He stared at the words. 'Was that too much?" he asked himself excitedly. But then he sent the email off without further ado, took a breath, and hoped fervently that Camila would allow him to do the rest of the summaries for every single future lecture session for her. He thought of her sitting there looking for a cocktail dress without really listening to what the professor was saying. An immense heat rose in Elliot that he couldn't explain. The thought of Camila shopping for the next university party while he took care of her summaries was sweet. He kept checking his emails to see if Camila hadn't replied to him. But there was nothing. The days passed, and he indulged in his fantasies, as was not unusual for him. This semester, he mainly had small group seminars in which only some of the other students of his year were represented and not so many lectures, so unfortunately, he kept looking for her in vain. He feverishly awaited the day of the neuroscience lecture. Then, he would see her again when she sat down beside him. Hopefully, the day came, and Elliot sat excitedly in the seat he had taken the week before. Camila was still nowhere to be seen. He fiddled nervously with his things and slid restlessly back and forth on his seat. His excitement was not only due to the joyful anticipation of seeing Camila. He had also taken a step that had surprised him: he had arrived at the university extremely punctually so that he could quickly dash into the university café to get himself a coffee. He had decided to buy Camila one without further ado, and now it was steaming on the still-empty seat next to him. His heart was pounding in his throat again when he saw her slender silhouette moving towards him.

"Oh, is anyone sitting here yet?" she asked him, her face visibly disappointed.

"No, no..." Elliot replied briskly. "I've just been to the café and brought you a coffee too. I wasn't sure if you drink coffee, but I thought I'd have two or something if necessary..." His face turned slightly red at his words, and he was inwardly annoyed at his overwhelming emotions.

"Oh, that's sweet of you," Camila said in her sweetest voice. Her lips curled into a grin, which she maintained as she unpacked her things and sat down. Her words went straight to Elliot's excited heart, which now wanted to jump for joy. His eyes lingered on her as she gently pulled out her laptop with her delicate fingers and set it up in front of her. Then their eyes met again.

"Here, I've brought you a little something, too. You sent me your summary, which was helpful for me," she said, placing a small bar of chocolate in front of him with 'Well done' written in small golden letters. "I actually wanted a bar that said 'Thank you,' but unfortunately, it was sold out," she explained to him with a grin.

"Thank you, that's nice of you," he smiled happily at her. He liked the 'well done' even better than a simple 'thank you', but he didn't tell her that. "But that's unnecessary, and I'm happy to do it for you. I'll also be happy to send you my summaries for the other sessions, if you like, even rewritten for you," he blurted out. He couldn't help himself. Her grin had a stunning effect on him. Her joyful brown eyes were like a sweet mist that surrounded his, and her graceful, beautiful femininity was like something he wanted to keep close to him.

"That's right, you already offered that in your email. I'm happy to accept the offer because I find the subject exciting but also very complex. I could need some help." She grinned at him again as if there was still some kind of communication between the lines that Elliot overlooked. He was utterly smitten with her again.

"I'd love to help you!" he replied quickly and emphatically, looking into her big, brown doe eyes. The lecture flew by for Elliot. He eagerly took notes, driven not only by the exciting topic but also to make the mini summary for Camila in the best possible way. Nevertheless, his eyes were drawn to her again and again. He quickly realized she was busy with something completely different on her laptop again and didn't seem to pay much attention to the lecture content.

"Hey, tell me, do you know the name of that guy in the front row, the one with the long blonde hair in a plait?" she suddenly asked him during the five-minute break, pointing her finger at the student she was referring to.

"Oh, that's George. He's in a seminar with me," Elliot replied. George was the team captain of the university football team, very muscular, and had a loud mouth. "Why do you ask?"

"Oh, I was just interested," Camila replied with a smile and then looked at Elliot's laptop, on which the numerous notes he was taking on the lecture were open. "Could you maybe send me the mini summaries we must hand in and your notes on the sessions? That would help me a lot. I'm also writing the exam at the end of the semester because I have to write at least one here to get credit for the semester at my university in Cuba. I could use your support with that." Her doe eyes rested on Elliot, who got a tingling sensation in his chest at her words. Taken in by her beauty, he replied briskly: "Oh, sure, I'll send them to you after every session! It motivates me when I'm not the only one benefiting from my notes. And if you need help with your studies before the exam, just let me know, and I can help you too!"

"Excellent," she grinned at him. "You're nice." Then, the lecture continued. Elliot's fingers flitted across the keyboard of his laptop even faster, as if newly inspired, so that he could take even more detailed notes for Camila. Finally, this session came to an end. Camila was about to leave when he thought of one more question.

"Have you found a suitable dress for the university party?" he asked, somewhat impetuously and out of nowhere but out of a feeling that he wanted to enjoy a few more seconds of her attention and charisma.

"Unfortunately, not yet," Camila replied. "I have to go out here in Humilville. I have to try it on, and I don't like buying clothes online."

"Yes, I can understand that," said Elliot. But he couldn't think of another question to continue the conversation. But Camila came to his aid. "Would you like to come with me? Then you can tell me which dress looks best on me." His eyes widened, and his heart leaped for joy. "Yes, I'd love to," he replied with a surprised smile.

"Right, I want to leave tomorrow morning, so let's meet by the big clock at 11 a.m. at the Yield Plaza. There are plenty of stores there that we can check out."

"Yes, I'd love to!" Elliot replied, beaming, which brought an amused smile to Camila's face.

"Oh yes, if you get there before me, you can buy me another coffee. See you then!" And with those words, she turned and stalked off. Elliot didn't take his eyes off her until she had stepped out of the lecture hall door. In love, he packed his things and was already dreaming of tomorrow's meeting with Camila, who gripped him like no other woman had ever.


Chapter 3

"Oh, good boy, you really did bring me a coffee straight away," Camila grinned at her admirer Elliot, who looked at her with an amorous expression. "Great, then we can go straight away. Look, over there, that's one of my favorite stores. We'll go there first."

At the sight of her and especially after her praise with the words "good boy", he felt as warm as the cup of coffee he was now holding out to her. The smile he could conjure up on her face with just this tiny gesture only enchanted him further. Something of him melted under her penetrating eyes. He could feel himself getting comfortable in his position and would have liked to tell her how much he enjoyed her praising him. With her angelic, bright voice. With her sparkling white teeth and full reddish lips that seemed so sensual to him, tightening into that unique smile in front of him that always had a hint of a smirk that only made him feel even weaker for her. If Elliot had the time to look deep inside himself, he could even verbalize what it was about her smile that thrilled him so much. She expressed that hint of amusement and superiority towards him, which shifted the dynamic decisively in her favor. Yes, if Elliot's smile and gaze were so pure, so innocent and enraptured with sweetness, her smile was already slightly above him and, in addition to a certain mildness and feminine elegance, also had a subtle dominance that was aware of her attractiveness and amused by him and his efforts towards her, which caused an extraordinary tingling sensation around his heart that he had never felt before.

"I want you to carry the coffee for me because I want to have my hands free when we go to the store and look for a dress for me, okay?" she posed her request as a question. Still, the sound of her voice had no particular pitch at the end of the sentence, so the question word only seemed pro forma at the end. Elliot barely noticed the subtle rhetoric. He was still ecstatic that she was taking him shopping. And although they were roughly the same height, Elliot was even a little taller than her, and they looked into each other's eyes at the same height. She grew taller and taller in his mind with every gesture she made towards him, with every favor he did for her in his absolute joy. She grew upwards as if she was slowly climbing up tiny steps in front of him onto a pedestal that separated her more and more from the ground on which he took his steps. To an outsider, a closer look and witnessing their interactions would have already revealed just how much of a gulf there was between them, as the sparkle in Elliot's eyes exceeded the usual interest for a first date. The expression of his intense interest, his slightly submissive demeanor, and the tingling, excited aura he brought to her made Camila feel heightened; indeed, she soaked up his attention, breathed in the air he had pleasantly warmed and rose-scented, tasted the aroma of the coffee he had bought much more strongly than if she had gotten it for herself, felt reflected by his shining eyes and confirmed in her feminine power. She also felt a tingling sensation that directly responded to Elliot's behavior. Grinning, she climbed the little sticks he conjured out of the air for her while increasingly attractive greed mingled with her otherwise sweet and innocent brown eyes.

"That's chic," said Camila, holding up the black cocktail dress. "I'll try this on. Hold this for me!" And bang, he already had the first item of clothing over his right arm, which he was now allowed to carry behind her. In his left hand was the coffee cup, which she took from him occasionally, sipped from it, and gave back to him. They continued like this and collected two more clothes. Then they went to the changing rooms. She disappeared into one, put on the first of the three dresses, came out again quickly, strutted over to the large mirror in front of the cubicles, and posed like a model.

"Well, what do you think?" she asked Elliot, again with a slightly amused grin, as if his opinion was only secondary to her and as if she was asking the question to fan further the flames that had formed inside him. She turned once on her axis in front of him. She then looked at him playfully with the facial expression of a modern model, somewhere between cool and challenging and provocatively sexy. She played with her charms in front of him, and the effect could be seen on Elliot's bright, radiant face, which suddenly found itself in ever-increasing heat. She was so feminine and so beautiful that he completely forgot himself. She bewitched his senses, and if he could give an outward expression to the inner feeling that was now engulfing him, he would probably have to pant like a puppy, looking with beady eyes and wagging his tail, barely able to keep the saliva from dripping to the floor.

"I think it's beautiful on you," he said sincerely, looking her up and down. She looked incredibly sexy in it.

"Let's try on the next one," she replied, disappearing into the cabin. She performed the fashion show in front of him twice, and Elliot couldn't help but say the same thing to her repeatedly. He thought she was gorgeous, no matter what she wore.

"You're not much help," she laughed, "You think I'm beautiful in everything."

"Yes," he replied immediately. "You could wear anything and still be just as beautiful as you are." As soon as he said it, his face turned slightly pink as he realized what a strong compliment he had paid her. She just smiled at him without commenting on his words.

"I think I'll go for the black one I wore first, and I like it best." She changed again, and then they strolled to the checkout. Elliot's heart was beating like crazy. He felt this inner impulse to show her how much he would do for her, wanted to win her over, wanted to give himself to her. They could already see the cash register coming closer to them. No one else was in the small, pretty store for miles around, so they didn't even have to wait in line. He gave himself a jolt, turned his body entirely in their direction, and stopped.

"I wanted to ask..." he began, faltering slightly. "I wanted to ask if I could maybe give you the dress as a present?"

She grinned at him. "Are you sure about this? You don't have to do this."

"Yes, I'm sure I would absolutely love to buy it for you," he replied as if shot from a pistol. His eyes looked at the pretty goddess in front of him, and at that moment, he wanted nothing more than to become the financier of this magnificent beauty in a black dress. The sight of her in the exquisite cocktail dress had burned itself into him. Her sweet movements made his hormones dance for her. Her smile brought the sun to his heart.

"You're so cute," she smiled at him. "But then you must accompany me to the university party tomorrow and see the dress in action! You can't avoid it!"

He nodded with a laugh, inspired by her reaction, and with slightly trembling fingers, he pulled out his bank card at the till, from which the money for Camila's beauty flowed. At the moment of paying, he felt his boxer shorts become slightly wet. He could no longer deny it to himself; the heat was going to his head, and Camila was the source of the fire that made him do these sweet things. His tingling for her grew stronger and stronger. After the sales clerk had put the dress in a bag, he took it as a matter of course and carried it for Camila as they left the store.

"A complete success!" Camila shouted with a laugh as they walked through the door back out onto the open street of the Yield Plaza.

"Yes!" Elliot joined in. "Is there anything else you need?"

"Hm, I'd need new shoes too, but that's unimportant. I've got some to match my dress for tomorrow evening, but we could go for something to eat if you want." She smiled mischievously at him. He wanted to. And how he wanted to.


Chapter 4

"Our trip was very nice and rewarding for me..." she grinned smugly at him after they had settled down in a restaurant, dined together, and had a good chat. He had learned a lot of new things about her. Also, he revealed a lot about himself so that not only did the adoration of the beautiful woman who spent her time with him continue to grow in intensity, but also a warm, sweet feeling of sympathy settled around his heart. He had assured her with numerous compliments on how good he thought she was, while she accepted them with a grin but did not return them. To her, he was like a fish on the hook of her long fishing rod, and she had no intention of letting him get away with it. On the contrary, with every attentive gesture from Elliot, who also took over the shared meal, she became increasingly curious about what else she could do with him.

"... but I have to get going. I have to go to the post office to send something, and I have an appointment with a friend later," she finished her sentence after pausing for a moment to let the word "productive" sink in. His sympathetic, big eyes sparkled at her. She still blew him away.

"Yes, of course, it was great that you took me shopping, and I really like you; maybe we can do it again," he replied with a smile.

"We should," Camila smiled and then looked at him hesitantly, scrutinizing his features and gaze and pausing momentarily. "If you like, you can accompany me to the post office, but I must warn you, I'm sending something very delicate that I must pack."

"Okay, something very delicate?" Elliot repeated in amazement.

"Yes. I'm sending my worn socks." A broad grin filled her face, and her eyes focused on his face so as not to miss any reaction from him. There was silence for a second. Elliot's facial features slipped. An astonished look and an open mouth now stared back at her. Then, the two words shot out of him. "Please, what?"

Camila laughed out loud. "Your look is so funny!” Then, she slowly regained her composure.

"I have a sub back home who regularly buys my worn socks from me," she giggled. "He also occasionally cleans my apartment, or I take him shopping. So you're not the only one keen to give me something."

Elliot had to process that first. "You have a sub?"

"Yes, exactly, a submissive man to serve me. You know what a sub is, don't you?" she asked him.

"I... Uh, yeah, I've heard of it before, but I've never really tried it," he replied, still looking at her a little troubled. He felt a small tear in his heart as he realized that there seemed to be someone else who was struggling for Camila like he was.

"For having no experience, you're doing brilliantly," laughed Camila, now a little taken aback herself, as she had assumed that she had a full-blooded submissive sitting in front of her. Meanwhile, Elliot's face became heated and bright red. A few seconds of silence passed again.

"Wow, he's really buying your socks?" Elliot asked again as if he still hadn't understood.

"Yes, the socks I've been wearing smell nice and that he can adore," she grins. "I've been wearing them since the day before yesterday, and I just have to take them off. I then put them in an airtight plastic bag and send them to him. He became addicted to them and can't do without them," she laughed again.

"Wow," Elliot repeated. All sorts of fantasies started running through his head. "Can I take them off for you?" he asked carelessly out of sheer inner excitement, which Camila acknowledged with a smug grin. "You've been perfect so far, you've already brought me a coffee twice, the first time all by yourself, you're doing all the summaries for the lecture for me, and you invited me shopping - I think someone deserves a reward, don't you?" She smiled amusedly to herself.

"Oh, yes," Elliot replied with wide, shining eyes and then had to laugh at his reaction.

"You have a foot fetish, don't you?" she asked him curiously. "But you've never served a woman as a sub before?"

"Yeah, I like feminine feet immensely. My ex-girlfriend let me worship hers too, but I wasn't a sub or anything," he said. "I don't have that much experience anyway, to be honest. It's also new to me that I feel the need to be useful to you, with the coffee, uni, and everything. I've fantasized about it occasionally, even just since I moved here, I think. But then you sat down next to me, and you kind of triggered that in me." Again, the color of his face changed to a striking pink.

"You're adorable," Camila laughed at him. Then she looked him in the eye with consideration. "So it's only since you've been here in Humilville that you like it, mhm yes, the town seems to have something about it." Her eyes flashed mysteriously at this sentence.

"What do you mean?" asked Elliot.

"Oh, it's not that important," she waved it off. "It's much more important that I still have to finish the letter. Oh no, you're going to finish the letter for me. Wrapped up by a prospective sub to my sub back home," she grinned at him almost mockingly. "Come on, let's get going. The post office is where I have to go anyway, and there's a small forest nearby; you can take my socks off there." No sooner had she spoken than she stood up and strutted gallantly out of the restaurant with Elliot in tow. Elliot's mind was working. His anticipation of being allowed to get so close to Camila, albeit in a somewhat unusual way, grew stronger with every step they took towards the edge of the forest she had announced.

"How often does he get your socks?" Elliot asked curiously. He now saw Camila from a completely different angle. The pedestal on which she stood for him now grew even taller.

"He needs them every week or two now. He's crazy about them, and I love them because he pays fifty euros a pair." She walked quickly down the street with Elliot, who only said "Wow" in response. Soon, the green oasis in the middle of the otherwise quite natureless city was already in sight, and they walked towards it.

"So, here we are," Camila said and looked around briefly. "No one to see, clear air, but even if there weren't, it wouldn't be so bad," she laughed for a few seconds. Elliot didn't notice anymore. He was staring at her ankle-high boots, which he thought looked elegant and dangerous with their shiny black leather.

"Well, someone's keen on my socks, aren't they?" Camila articulated the rhetorical question in her soft, warm voice because his eyes were already filled with greed.

"I'm really excited, I can tell," he said, gazing back up at her and her beautiful brown eyes.

"That's it, that's the most fun," she whispered to him while the forest and all its trees stood still behind her. Elliot was already staring at her shoes again as if he were in a trance. A whole new feeling unfolded inside him. A mixture of an excited, warming tingling in his chest and a pulling, trembling feeling in his hands and face unleashed itself in him as if his body wanted to push him closer and closer to Camila. Suddenly, a loud voice whooshed around his ears, seemingly refusing to listen. "Kneel!" The whole expression in Camila's voice and face had changed. A mixture of emotions had risen in her, too. She directed him to the floor with a calm gaze and a sharp tongue. His knees collapsed into the sea of blades of grass, burying a few beneath them. His hands felt the cool green of nature beneath them. Suddenly, a momentary rush of relaxation shot through his torso as if stars were emerging from the outline of his form in all directions, each catapulting a heavy bag of tension out of him. A slight goose bump appeared for a second and then disappeared again. His gaze fell on her shoes, crowned in front of him. His eyes traveled up the leathery black, over her legs, along her upper body to her neck, and finally ended in her eyes, his head stretched out towards her. Their eyes met. And then he suddenly knew what he was feeling. He felt seen. He thought he had arrived. He felt right.


Chapter 5

They looked at each other for a few seconds, letting the magical moment sink in. It was as if two streams of invisible energy were flowing between their eyes, as if in an exchange, in both directions. One stream went upwards from Elliot to her. The stars with their bags seemed to gather in it, flew up to Camila, and were greedily absorbed by her. The bags were not filled with his tension, as he had initially thought, but they were filled with power, with power over him. He let them go, left them to Camila, and allowed himself to be overpowered by the trance of their shared dynamic and her voice, which made him sink harshly to the ground and, at the same time, gently embedded in absorbent cotton because finally all the tension that he felt so intensely in everyday life was gone. Yes, he was allowed to let go. In a matter of seconds, his mind replayed his experiences, how the money flowed out of his account for her new, fancy dress, how he handed her the coffee mug, how he sent her his summaries. He had always produced something outside himself that he could present to her and thus gain her attention. And now it was the power over himself that he laid at her feet. His insides were suddenly swept clean, his head paused, and everything around him seemed so intense and as if it were happening in slow motion. At that moment, he felt himself giving everything to her, emptying himself in front of her to be refilled by her. His gaze was locked into her brown eyes, which looked at him, which seemed to look into him, but not only that, which was the second stream emanating from Camila in his direction made him shine brightly because Camila's full attention was on him. She saw him and did so with complete concentration, as if she were shining a spotlight on him, making every little movement visible to her, allowing her to see him from the outside to the inside. The light shone on him and warmed him. He was now getting exactly what he had dreamed of from her, her full attention, while he showed and gave her everything of himself. Camila was almost speechless and so eager to soak up all the bags of power from him, to absorb him with her gaze. Her whole body tingled in this magical moment of invisible energy exchange, and for her, too, everything was happening in slow motion. She grew up inside, became bigger and bigger, expanded, felt this deep power within her, and felt the full power of her femininity, beauty, and grace. She felt the inner expansive openness like an infinite ocean, lapping its waves forward towards Elliot, whose waves could catapult him anywhere she wanted. He now seemed smaller and smaller in front of her. It was as if invisible strings were rising from his hands, his feet, the center of his body, and his head bent down, pooling in her hand. His insides were so open to her that it was as if she could have a tremendous effect on him with every word, every gesture, every movement, no matter how small. While his head switched off, hers focused entirely on him.

"Take off your jacket and put it in front of me! I don't want to get my feet dirty with the floor you're kneeling on." Her voice slammed through the air between them, overcoming it and bursting into his ears. Without even a second's hesitation, he followed her command.

"Now you can take my shoes off slowly," she whispered in a light, gentle tone, lifting one leg slightly into the air and stretching her foot out towards him. Shortly afterward, he moved his fingertips closer and closer to the leathery and shiny black of her shoes. The excellent leather felt so good against his skin. Slowly and gently, he slid his fingers to the zipper on the side of the shoe and pulled it open. He was entirely in the moment, with her boots, and had utterly forgotten about himself. With both hands, he pulled on her boot, and with gently increasing force, he freed her foot. As if it were a very fragile object that could shatter into a thousand pieces if he wasn't careful, he placed the black shoe on his jacket on the floor. Only then did his gaze fall with full attention on her foot, which was now so close to him and resting on his coat. Wafer-thin and just below the exposed ankle, it was covered with a white sneaker sock. He could see the contours of her foot underneath, the toenails, and the wonderfully curved shape of the slender symbol of perfect divine femininity. Again, he automatically felt the impulse in his body to push him forward, straight towards her sweet foot.

"Second shoe!" Camila reminded him of his task sternly before he slipped entirely into the land of dreams, which he could now indulge in for hours at the sight of her little foot. He also gently and sensually pulled the second of her boots off her socked foot, which magically focused him on her. He couldn't describe how the sight of her feet made him feel. It was an incredibly intense mixture of pure desire, insatiable greed, the heavenly dream of throwing himself into his most entire devotion to her under Camila's eyes, and the visual expression of pure beauty, genuine grace, and sweet femininity that a man would give his life for, just to be fooled by her for a brief moment. Everything inside and outside him that he saw drew him, indeed, dragged him to her feet. He wanted to be the jacket she was now standing on. He wanted to become the floor she decorated with her footprints and caress the wafer-thin fabric that separated her feet from him. It was maddening. Everything became more intense, even the colors of the green grass and the green of the forest that bathed the whole scene in such a unique naturalness. It was as if heaven on earth was opening up for him, and he was right in the middle. Camila felt his stare on her feet like a warming fire. She lifted one foot slightly and held it towards him again. Elliot audibly sucked in his breath. His heart beat wildly, his fingers trembling as he approached her elegant foot.

"Don't you dare touch my tender, bare skin? You haven't earned it yet," came the stern voice from above. "Touch the outside of the sock, pull it down, and put it in the plastic bag. There!" she shouted, throwing the pre-made A4 envelope at him. He quickly took out the small plastic bag that was inside. Then his trembling fingers returned to her sock, which he delicately pulled first over her heel, then over the top of her foot, and finally, only her toes were covered. His whole body suddenly trembled. He jerked on the floor, gasping for air. The moment when he let himself fall was so impressive for him. Everything in him wanted to show her how strongly the sight of her affected him; he didn't want to hide anything - how could he? His head was empty, and his body filled to the brim with an extraordinary ecstasy that made him shake and tremble more and more. Her sock sloshed off her foot, revealing her toes in full glory. Elliot let out a soft moan at the sight of this absolute perfection. She had painted her toenails with white nail polish, immediately catching his eye. Together with her delicate-looking skin, her foot stimulated him. He gently placed the little sock in the plastic bag while she put her bare, beautiful foot back on his jacket. Then, it was the second sock's turn. It was also wrapped in transparent plastic, and Elliot carefully closed the bag and put it back in the envelope. He licked the adhesive strip of the envelope with his eyes closed, as if he was just allowed to explore the sole of her foot, and finally sealed the letter, which he held up in awe with his trembling hands and handed to Camila.

"Good boy," she whispered, and the word went straight to his heart.

"Wow," came out of his mouth. "I feel so ... I feel so light and so vulnerable." His wide eyes were filled with the sight of Camila.

"Because that's exactly where you feel comfortable, Elliot. It's exactly where you want to be right now." Camila's eyes shone with happiness. She was deeply moved by his devotion, completely gentle, tender, slow movements, sensitivity, and unplayed reverence for her. She threw him the black socks she had taken as a change.

"Put them on nicely; you can admire my feet long enough. What do you think of them?" she asked him.

"Incredibly beautiful," he groaned, staring at her white nail polish. In Humilville, he had just seen the most beautiful woman with nail polish like this in the summer. It seemed to be the trend, and he could get intoxicated by the sight. How innocent and young the color white looked on her toes and how incredibly sexy and attractive at the same time.

"Come on, sensual little foot-crawler down there, put them on me, but delicately, you don't have to touch me!"

"Yes," Elliot simply breathed in response and pulled on her black sneaker socks, which impressed him no less than the white ones, which were now to take a trip to her home in Cuba. He helped her slip into her boots, so she finally stood fully clothed in front of him again, still standing directly on his jacket.

"I like that you have no experience, and yet you are already so sensual, courteous, and well-behaved," she said to him and grinned to herself. Her whole body glowed with a pleasant warmth. His eyes were already back on the black of her boots, which seemed so cool and attractive simultaneously. He was still entirely consumed by his feelings; he still felt the deep desire to be completely thrown to the ground by his own body. He looked up at her and saw her grinning face, brown eyes, and beauty, which became ever more picturesque for him and caressed his heart ever more sweetly. Words were on the tip of his tongue, whole sentences to express how much he adored her, how much he liked her, how much his heart throbbed for her. But something completely different came out of his mouth.

"Please. May I kiss your shoes?" he blurted out, his glazed eyes underlining his deep desperation, desire, and adoration. Trembling, he waited for her to respond as he looked up at her with his head held high, feeling tiny in front of her. A few seconds of silence passed as their eyes met. Then, her grin twisted into an even more smug tone.

"You may," she said. No sooner had she formulated the two words than his arms snapped, pulling him to the ground and bringing his face close to the shiny black leather that separated him from her feet. With his eyes closed, he approached her. His lips felt the remarkable leather, and his first kiss dragged on. He nuzzled her shoe for seconds. She could feel his lips; it was just a hint of a feeling, but she felt it. He continued to kiss her boots sensually. He became more and more intoxicated, faster and faster. Then he threw his arms around her feet and buried his face in the leather that attracted him. He kissed like crazy while feelings of complete detachment from his other life spread inside. A wave of lust washed through him, along with a wave of gentle warmth. His eyes became moist, as did his boxer shorts. He kissed and kissed. He was under a spell. He lingered on her boots for minutes. For minutes, he felt the ecstasy of lying at the feet of such a beautiful, sympathetic woman. He was incredibly intoxicated and out of his mind. And it felt great, like nothing he had ever experienced before and everything beautiful he had ever encountered, in concentrated form.

"Wow," he breathed, completely exhausted and out of breath from all the quick, ecstatic kisses after straightening up a little. He felt like he'd had an orgasm, in blissful bliss, deeply relaxed, but he hadn't had one. He felt so connected to Camila, so respectful and submissive towards her, and at the same time so warm and supported. Her gently smiling face came towards him as she leaned slightly towards him.

"That was beautiful," she whispered, stroking his head, which gave him goosebumps. "I'm going to the post office now. I'll see you tomorrow before the party." She dropped something and then strutted around the kneeling Elliot and walked away. Speechless, he watched after her until she disappeared behind a wall of houses. He had forgotten that someone could have walked past them at any time. Maybe that was the case, and Camila hadn't said anything. His mouth twisted into a smile and an even bigger one as he looked at his jacket. There was a small, white piece of paper on it. Her cell phone number was written on it in prominent characters handwritten in blue pen.


Chapter 6

"Hello, my little shoe kisser, you can pick me up tonight at 7 pm. The party starts at 8 pm. Be on time. Lilienthal-Weg 23, not far from the forest's edge where we were yesterday. See you then, Camila."

Elliot read her text message excitedly. He had written to her yesterday and thanked her for this wholly new and, for him, unique experience. Nervously, he looked in his closet to see which dusty shirt he could revive to appear halfway adequately dressed. He hadn't been to one for a long time. In the evening, he set off to pick up Camila. With his eyes darting around, he searched for the street indicated, holding a red rose that he had just picked up quickly in a flower store on the way. He finally found the entrance to her apartment building, rang the bell, and stood before her open front door. His cheeks turned a light shade of pink as he held the rose out to her.

"I don't want to be pushy. I just wanted to tell you that I enjoyed being with you yesterday." He smiled at her.

"You're not going to hand it to me like that!" she replied, pointing downwards with her gaze and a slight nod. He understood immediately and got down on his knees in front of her, bending his head low and moving his right arm with the rose far upwards.

"That's better," she grinned and took the rose from him. "So, now, wave out the door again. The neighbors must have been playing house," she laughed at him. The door was still wide open the whole time, and the neighboring door was opposite. Surprised, he looked at her briefly, then turned around on his knees and waved out the door.

"I was joking," Camila laughed at him and threw the front door into the lock with a thud. "Crawl into my living room. You wait there. I'll be right there. I still have to put on my new dress that you kindly paid for me." She disappeared into another room. Meanwhile, Elliot crept into her tiny living room, stayed on his knees, and waited. After about ten minutes, she reappeared. The tight black cocktail dress lay elegantly and chicly on her body, adorning her like the dark petals of a black rose. Lightly made up, her lips painted red, she looked like an enchanting goddess to Elliot, who could hardly get enough of her.

"Well, how do I look?" she laughed at the sight of his enraptured expression and turned gallantly in a circle, twirling around on her bare feet.

"Beautiful," Elliot murmured, feeling the submissive excitement and joy rise in him again.

"The only thing missing now is the shoes," she grinned, "I'll let you put them on me." She returned with a black pair of open-toed stiletto heels, which, with just two straps at the top and bottom, hugged her feet and revealed almost everything about them simultaneously.

"Isn't that too cold for you?" Elliot asked in amazement.

"Come on, the party's not far away; now put them on for me; that's what you're here for!" she grumbled, sat on a chair, and threw his shoes to the floor. With skillful finger movements, he obediently followed her request and held the shoes out for her to slip into, fastened the delicate strap that snaked along her ankle, and admired her now-framed feet for a few seconds. Her white nail polish was still immaculate on her toes and captured his gaze. This time, too, he had been careful not to touch her without permission, and at the same time, a fire burning inside him, greedily wanting to throw himself all over her feet, wanting to touch her, wanting to feel her softness.

"You haven't earned this yet," she had told him, and he complied. Suddenly, she picked up the red rose he had brought her, smelled it once, and held it out to Elliot, who also put his nose to the soft petals that expressed his infatuation with her.

"The flowers are edible, as far as I can remember," Camila whispered, creating a sweetly intimate atmosphere with her voice alone. She picked up the rose again.

"Look what I'll do with your expression of love," she whispered slowly to him and began to tear at the head of the rose. Yes, she tore off the red rose head. Elliot experienced a first shock. The second followed when she let the red splendor fall to the ground before her. His eyes followed the short flight, not without seeing the smug grin of her red lips out of the corner of his eye. She lifted her right foot slightly, the sole of her high heel resting menacingly over the rose head. 'She's not going to...' thought Elliot, staring spellbound at the scene slowly unfolding before him. Her sole moved bit by bit downwards, driving into the nest of rose petals, jamming it against the ground and causing the third tremor in Elliot's body, which began to shake and jerk again. He fell forward onto his hands, now on all fours and with his eyes closer to the action. Her foot turned left and right. She razed the rose head to the ground, crushing and squashing his expression of love as if it were worth nothing to her. Elliot breathed a sigh of relief but couldn't take his eyes off the force of her foot against the delicate red flowers, now transformed to mud. He felt as if she had slapped him across the face. As if he had laid everything about himself, all his feelings for her, neatly at her feet, and now she was stepping into them. She flattened everything he had put up for her. And she did it with her beautiful feet. With such grace and beauty. There was a contrast of dark destruction and immense beauty in this scene that captivated Elliot. For a moment, the fantasy flashed through his mind of how he was lying under her huge sole, and she was crushing him carelessly like a bit of ant, how he was being razed to the ground. He felt a feeling that ran so glisteningly through his body and was a novelty; he thought it was good, too. He still thought it was worthwhile. Yes, he also thought it was incredibly hot! Confused and completely taken in, he stared open-mouthed at Camila's elegant foot. She now raised it back into the air, right in front of his face, angled her foot slightly upwards, and presented him with the light brown sole of her high heel, which separated him by just one centimeter from her barefoot sole, which was undoubtedly incredibly soft. Almost the entire rose head, now just a muddy mess, was stuck to her sole. Startled, he stared at it.

"Eat!" Her terse command thundered through the room. It struck him like a bolt of lightning, shooting into his heart, which had already suffered a slight tear from the previous destruction of the rose. And yet, despite this, a heat slammed through his body, driving him further and further into Camila's hands. He fell forward, his face slapping impetuously against the sole of her shoe, which she held right in front of his nose. With his mouth open, he sucked on the sole of her shoe. With a greedy tongue, he licked the flower sludge into himself. He had the feeling that he was falling. Deeper and deeper into himself and the moment. How close he was to her bare, precious foot now! How nice the thin sole of the shoe felt! He absorbed all the mud, freed her sole from all the flowers, then fell to the ground to free it from the symbol of his infatuation that he had brought and to absorb it, consume it, and swallow it. He felt as wild as an animal yet so small and insignificant under her gaze. Camila watched him, enraptured and grinning sadistically. She was impressed by his passion. Her eyes shone as she pushed him further and further into submission, and he willingly accepted his new role and enjoyed it more and more.

"I want you to be my servant at the party!" she said, grinning as he looked up at her after taking in the crushed rose head.


Chapter 7

"Wow, you're there too, Elliot?" Anna asked, laughing and looking at him a little incredulously. The hostess of tonight's party had only just opened the door for him and Camila. Music and loud snatches of conversation could already be heard outside. "Hey Camila, it's so nice of you to come! Are you two ... together?" Anna had clearly already had a glass or two of wine and was happy and stimulating.

"No, we only met briefly beforehand to come here together. I persuaded Elliot to stop by," Camila explained with a smile.

"Beautiful, beautiful, wow, you've dressed up. What an honor for us!" Anna laughed and looked at the pretty Camila in her open high heels and cocktail dress, which peeked out from under her thin, unbuttoned coat. "Well, come on in then! Make yourselves comfortable! Elliot, you've never been to my place before. We have the whole house to ourselves. My parents and siblings are away. We've got a table football upstairs, we'll open the dance floor in the living room later, and we've got plenty of drinks; treat yourselves!" Anna called out, and they entered together. Anna scurried off again and mingled with her other guests.

"She's cute," Camila said to Elliot, who could only nod in agreement. He was still a little foggy from his experience at Camila's house. The trampling of his rose had left a lasting impression on him, and at the same time, he felt magically drawn to her more and more. He was supposed to be her servant at the party. What has she meant by that?

"You can scout out the drinks and bring me one you think I'd like," she said, grinning at him. "Chop, chop. In the meantime, I'll look around to see who I already know here." That was his first evening assignment, and he fulfilled it immediately. He felt a little uneasy, as he didn't know anyone here particularly well, apart from a few exchanges of words in the seminars at university with the one or other person present. Nevertheless, he quickly found the kitchen and asked to see what was available. He decided on a glass of wine and took one with him. He searched through the living room and found Camila sitting on the couch next to a younger-looking, pretty woman who had also made herself up. His gaze immediately fell on her feet, adorned with dainty, very open black high heels. He had to be careful not to stare, but her toenails were also painted white and drew his eyes like magic. He shyly sat down next to Camila on the free leather couch and waited as the two women beside him were engrossed in conversation and didn't even notice him. He sipped his red wine once, hoping the alcohol would loosen him. Finally, Camila turned to him and looked at the two full glasses in his hands.

"Red wine, not bad, good choice, I fancy that," she said with a smile and took a glass from him. "Oh, you just brought yourself one too, or what?" she looked sternly at him. "Did I give you permission to do that?"

"Uh... I thought," he stuttered in response, surprised.

"Yes, what did you think?" she said harshly. "That you're here for fun?"

"I... er... sorry, I didn't know..." he replied quickly. His head suddenly turned bright red, and he sincerely hoped the music was loud enough so the younger woman next to Camila wouldn't notice so much.

"Give me your glass!" Camila ordered him and took it from him without further ado. She looked at him silently for a second with raised eyebrows. Then she suddenly spat into his glass, and not just too little. Grinning, she gave it back to him.

"I'm going to make an exception today, but I've given you a bit of a makeover." Elliot looked at her, astonished and speechless.

"Go on, have a drink if you've already got it," she teased him. Slowly, he put the glass to his lips. Part of him was incredibly attracted to the way Camila treated him. Another part was deeply disgusted that she was doing it so publicly. And yet he swallowed the wine that mixed with her spit, imagining how close he was now indirectly coming to her mouth, her lips. Suddenly, he heard laughter coming from a little further away from Camila.

"And he drinks it nicely, too," laughed the young woman with the white-painted toenails. "You've got him under control."

"Yes, he's doing well for a start," Camila replied with a laugh, while the wine made Elliot's blood rush to his head and his shame. He wanted to sink into the ground. What had he gotten himself into here? But the smartly dressed young woman leaned towards him, looked at him with a smile, and even stroked his knee reassuringly with her hand. "Don't worry about it. You like it, and that's the main thing; it's nothing." He nodded silently in reply and let the situation sink in. He took another large sip of his wine.

"I don't think he's arrived in Humilville yet." The women giggled and looked at him.

"I'm Sally, by the way," the pretty, unknown woman smiled at him. He nodded at her. "Elliot - nice to meet you."

"Yes, very nice," she grinned. "What do you think of our feet?" she then laughed and looked at Camila, who joined in her laughter. "Don't they go wonderfully together?"

"Wonderfully pretty," he replied. "I love it when women wear white nail polish."

"Well, take another sip of your wine and kiss our feet if you dare," laughed Sally. A shiver of excitement went through Elliot's body at her words, and he looked around the living room uncertainly. There were groups of students standing and sitting everywhere, chatting animatedly. He put his glass to his lips again and let the red juice run towards his tense excitement. He could already feel the effects of the wine in his blood and his head. The pretty feet of the two women before him now seemed so close - and so sexy. His courage increased as his gaze fell on them, and he tried to move from his seat.

"But only one kiss per foot. You don't deserve more by far," Camila reprimanded him. He slowly dropped to his knees on the floor before the two beauties. He benefited because a small wooden coffee table obscured his view at least a little. His lips approached Camila, watching him from above with a grin. She was whispering something to Sally that he didn't notice. He saw her feet, now only a few centimeters away from him. The lust shot through his loins and gave him a jolt. He was already kissing her foot. He had chosen the bare, slender back of her foot and kissed it for seconds before switching to her other foot and doing the same. A warm, comforting feeling ran through him. Finally, his face moved on, right in front of Sally's sweet little feet, which he found incredibly attractive. His heart pounded with excitement. His cock stood out in his boxer shorts, and he wanted to throw it at her feet, but hesitantly he paused and turned his gaze upwards to Sally, who was smiling at him with pleasure, then to Camila, who nodded at him.

"Can I really?" he asked her timidly and shyly. Camila understood him immediately. A slight, barely noticeable, warm tingling sensation covered her heart. Her hand automatically moved to his mop of hair and stroked it.

"You can, but it's sweet of you to ask me first," she smiled at him. "Apart from the fact that it's the right thing to do!" Her affectionate smile turned back into her smug grin, and she nodded at him again. There was no stopping him, and he kissed both of young Sally's feet as if she were a goddess to him, too, whom he loved more than anything. 


Chapter 8

"Now I want to spit in your glass too," laughed Sally after Elliot had stood up again and taken his place next to Camila.

"Why don't you spit in his mouth straight away so he can take it all in," said Camila, who had already taken three or four sips of the solid red wine.

"Okay," Sally replied with a solemn expression, which prompted Camila to burst out laughing. "Let's take him out for a bit then!"

"But then he should get us another bottle of wine to take with us," laughed Camila beside herself and then looked at Elliot. "Hop, hop, let's go out onto the terrace. You're not uncomfortable, are you?" she asked.

"No, I find it exciting," he replied, already with a few percent in his blood and some blood in his cock. He stumbled off, organized the bottle of wine, and finally found the two chic ladies on the sparsely lit terrace, which had little traffic from their fellow students, so they were pretty undisturbed. Sally and Camila continued tippling as soon as he arrived with the new wine. And he, too, was now much more relaxed and at ease than at the beginning of the party.

"Can I ask why you're so open with everyone?" he turned to the pretty Sally. "I've been meaning to ask you that all along. It's very unusual, isn't it?"

The two women looked at each other meaningfully and then giggled. Elliot couldn't shake off the feeling that they knew more than he did and something crucial that he hadn't yet understood. Finally, Camila answered for Sally. "Sally is my best friend. She knows my lifestyle and has subs herself."

"Ahh, okay," Elliot replied, beaming with joy. He was visibly relieved that Sally was also experienced and felt he was in good hands. "But you live here in Humilville, don't you?"

"Yes," smiled Sally. "I'm studying here, and it was the best decision of my life." At the last part of the sentence, she looked at Camila with an amused chuckle.

"I would also like to move to Humilville, but I still have to finish my studies in Cuba, so unfortunately, I can't just move here to you. Otherwise, I would have been here forever," Camila sighed.

"But why Humilville of all places?" Elliot asked thoughtfully.

"You don't seem to have noticed much around here yet, do you?" Camila laughed mockingly, causing a slightly surprised expression on his face. "Haven't noticed what?" he asked in surprise.

"Elliot, you're not the only one who discovers and lives out his submissive tendencies here," Sally smiled at him. "The town attracts a lot of submissive men, especially young men. Haven't you ever wondered why there are so many pretty young women in Humilville?" she asked him with a curious look.

"Yes, but I thought it was just my imagination. But what does one have to do with the other?" he asked inquisitively.

"You haven't been around much her. Use your eyes!," laughed Camila. "Look around the city; hardly any women here go to work alongside their studies, and when they've finished, they don't either because they often have so many subs around them that they just let them work for them."

"Really?" Elliot asked incredulously.

"We all have our subs and simps," Sally confirmed. "Of course, ordinary people still live here, too," she laughed. "But even in insider circles, Humilville is celebrated as the femdom town where power increasingly falls to women. But no one knows exactly why it's here. The town seems to have some magical aura."

Camila nodded in agreement. "That's why I want to come here! I also have my subs in Cuba, but here, it's something completely different; it's much easier to exchange ideas with other dominant women who do it. There's even an online femdom forum for Humilville where you can exchange ideas and, of course, meet up. That's also how I met Sally."

Elliot just nodded and didn't know what to say. He had to process this first. What kind of town had he come to?

"There, get on your knees!" Sally brought him out of his thoughts. "I'll spit in your mouth now and you thank me for letting you get so close to a goddess like me, simpy boy!" she shouted with a laugh.

"Give it to him, Sally," grinned Camila. Beguiled by her command, Elliot was already kneeling before the two beauties.

"Open your mouth," Sally laughed dirty and bent down to him. Her face grew bigger and bigger before his eyes. Her green eyes looked at him with amusement. Her long, beautiful hair nestled against her cheeks. He opened his mouth in a mannerly manner. His cock throbbed in his boxer shorts, and he felt his submissive desires growing strong inside him. He saw Sally collect spit in her mouth, and then it was time. A bullet of transparent liquid ended up on his tongue and the roof of his mouth.

"Enjoy it, servant," Sally laughed at him. "Swallow well, yes, you're a good boy. You think it's hot, don't you?" she teased him. He swallowed her spit and nodded at her.

"I want it too! Come on, you spittoon, open your mouth again!" Camila shouted, and she also collected spit and shot it into his mouth. She hit it so accurately that her spit flung itself deep down his throat, and he almost choked on it, which only made the two hot women laugh at him even more. The wine continued to go to everyone's heads. Elliot didn't want to get up from his kneeling position, as he had fallen for the hot legs and feet of the women standing in front of him.

"What are your subs doing right now, Sally?" he asked, surrounded by an inner glow of lust.

"Good question," Sally grinned at him. "One of them is currently writing my bachelor's thesis."

Camila roared. "Really? How cool! But do you think it'll be any good?"

"Yes, he's done much of my homework since I've been studying here. I picked him up online, but he lives here too, but I haven't met him yet; he's timid, I think."

"Sweet," Camila replied.

"And you? What are you good for, apart from spitting in?" Sally asked Elliot groggily.

"He took me shopping yesterday and did a few university things for me, didn't he?" Camila answered for him.

"I'll gladly take more for you, too," Elliot said in his profound arousal. He was now just thinking with his cock, barely able to keep himself from immediately falling to the floor to lick the shoes of the two goddesses in front of him.

"You will," laughed Camila. "That's what you're good for." Suddenly, unannounced, she spat in his face. "And this is my thanks for that."

The two of them laughed themselves silly.

"Open your mouth," shouted Sally, and as soon as he opened his hatch, she tipped the entire contents of her wine glass right into his face. Only some of it found his mouth. The rest soaked his face and ran down his shirt. This incredible arrogance and humiliation only intensified the bittersweet feeling of lust in his body. He gasped for air.

"You can kiss our feet again," Camila suddenly smiled mildly. "You still like it, don't you?"

But before Elliot could answer the question with a nod, he had already dived downstairs, happy and excited to be able to devote himself once again to the glorious treasures of feminine beauty that he was so fond of.


Chapter 9

Finally, the three of them returned inside and sat on the couch while the dance party was still in full swing.

"Look, there's George," Sally said excitedly to Camila, pointing to the handsome, blond, broadly built guy dancing with a woman.

"Oh, I'll have to grab him right away," grinned Camila, pulling out her cell phone and checking her reflection in the mirror with a glance at the selfie camera. Elliot looked at her in amazement. He was still wholly aroused from the action on the terrace, but the excitement was no longer strong enough to hide the fact that he liked Camila. A slight tug in his heart, the same one he had experienced when his rose had been crushed, made him feel that he had already been enchanted by the pretty and dominant Camila, who now stood up and joined George, who was saying goodbye to his former dance partner. No sooner had they exchanged a few words than Camila was already dancing with him while Elliot could only watch.

"Maybe she'll catch him tonight," Sally whispered to him. "He's a real alpha, too."

"How do you know that?" Elliot asked because he couldn't think of anything better. He was struggling with his emotions.

"Oh, I've had a thing with him before. He's sexy," grinned Sally. "But the women are queuing up for him too."

A short time later, Elliot watched Camila kiss her crush while they danced, and they danced closer and closer together. Suddenly, Camila broke away from George and came towards Elliot.

"Find Anna and ask if they have a spare room here that I can use, hop hop hop, I'm about to get fucked," the drunken Camila laughed at him. A little troubled, he scampered off and immediately found Anna in the kitchen with a few other girls. Shy but disinhibited by the alcohol, he approached her. "Anna, can I ask you a quick question?"

"Yeah, right. What's going on?" she grinned at him and walked a little to the side with him.

"Do you have a bedroom here that's free and could be used?" he asked, unsure whether this was how it was done here or whether Camila was simply so drunk that she had him completely disregard etiquette with this question and even made a joke of it.

"Uh ... yes, upstairs on the second floor, the room on the far left, that's a guest room. You can let off steam there if you like," Anna replied, looking at him in surprise. "For you?" she asked curiously. "No, is it? No, I've seen Camila's white nail polish. You must be her sub."

Elliot blushed slightly. "Eh?" He no longer understood the world. "What's that got to do with the white nail polish?" he asked, slightly annoyed that the whole world suddenly seemed to know he was serving Camila.

"Oh, it's a distinctive sign here in Humilville," Anna waved it off. "Doesn't always mean anything. So yes, first floor, left. Have fun." And with that, she moved back into the living room with the girls she had just been talking to and Elliot. Meanwhile, Camila was dancing with George again. But when she saw him coming, she excused herself again and approached him.

"And, servant?" she asked him.

"On the second floor, the room on the far left, that's free, and you can use it," he replied thoughtfully.

"Wonderful," she grinned at him. "You are a good servant!" Then she disappeared up the stairs with George.

"Let's go up and see how they're doing," Sally Elliot suggested.

"What? Why? I think they want to be undisturbed."

"Yes, of course, but Camila has done that to me before. She doesn't hold it against us."


Chapter 10

Loud moans came through the door to them outside. Sally and Elliot stood outside the guest room. The tear in Elliot's heart grew more and more painful. Suddenly, images of his servitude to Camila flashed through his mind. How he was allowed to kiss her shoes, pull the socks off her divine little feet, pull out his bank card for her, let her spit on him, and humiliate him. And how he enjoyed all this twisted attention from her, how he worshipped her like a goddess. And now this revered goddess was in the room, separated from him only by a door, having sex with another man. With George, a natural alpha, as Sally had called him, suddenly, he thought of Camila taking her worn socks, which he had been allowed to take off her, to the post office to send them to one of her subs in Cuba who was addicted to them. He thought about how she must have been surrounded by so many attractive men he couldn't hold a candle to. But that was not enough; other subs also adored her. The pain in his heart suddenly mixed with the fear of losing Camila again, of being deprived of her attention; he suddenly no longer saw himself as just a curious enjoyer of the femdom introduction she gave him but also as a sub who had to fight for his goddess. A feeling of vulnerability coursed through his whole body, bringing out the need that felt so deep to throw himself at Camila's feet. He wanted to retake her shopping, wanted to kiss her shoes again, to squirm in front of her, to place himself in her hands, desperately panting for her attention. He tried to woo her uniquely and relieve her of all her university tasks to see her smile at him again. A tearing sensation of lust and suction erupted in him as Camila's passionate, high-pitched moans reached his ears. His cock stood out in his boxer shorts and signaled to him how much he longed for her. He felt shaky with every other high-pitched moan he heard from her without being allowed to see her.

"Let's go into the bathroom. You might hear even more there," Sally suddenly said to him, pushing him towards the door next to the guest room. Without giving it much thought, he followed Sally's words while the turmoil of his emotions grew ever more significant.

"Well, how do you like it that your mistress lets beautiful male visitors into her?" the youthful beauty Sally grinned at him as she sat down on the closed toilet lid. It took him a few seconds to answer.

"I don't know ... it's a strange feeling," he replied truthfully.

"But isn't it nice to know that your mistress is having the time of her life now?" Sally smiled mildly at him.

"Yes," Elliot murmured thoughtfully and somewhat hesitantly.

"Get on your knees!" Sally then ordered him with her bittersweet smile. He could see in her shining eyes that she was inwardly savoring his situation with relish. As soon as she spoke, he fell to his knees, as if automatically, landing on the soft, small, circular bathroom carpet. A sound of clapping and moaning reached them from the left through the seemingly thin wall between the guest room and the bathroom.

"Open your pants!" Sally grinned meanly at him. "I can see how horny that makes you. You're courting her nicely, but she's letting someone else in. Go on, show off your bulging beta cock!"

Her words only got him going even more. With trembling fingers, he ripped open his trousers and pulled down his boxer shorts. His heart pounded excitedly. He could hardly take his eyes off young Sally's sadistically sweet grin. It reminded him of Camila's grin. It had a very similar aura. As if he were an automaton that had just been waiting for the correct input, her words made him want to touch himself. He jerked off to the hot sex sounds of Camila and George while he lost himself in Sally's wide grin. He imagined Camila sitting in front of him, grinning at him, enjoying herself, and him enjoying it intensely. His blood began to boil, and his breathing became louder and more frantic.

"Good boy," Sally purred. "Jerk off to your goddess getting fucked by an alpha while you're only good as a servant." The burning fire in his loins shot to his head and burned his mind. Mechanically, like a doll, he moved his hand smoothly while his body reacted more and more tensely and frantically. Suddenly, Sally leaned down slightly and held out a wad of toilet paper on her outstretched palm.

"Oh, this will be your first cucky orgasm," the young blonde beauty in front of him said happily.

"M-m-m-my what?" he stammered with lust.

"Shut up and wank," Sally laughed. "You're allowed to cum just like your mistress has sex. I'll even let you come on the toilet paper in my hand, come on!" she cheered him on, and he instantly quickened his movements. His head was smoking. His cock was swirling in the fiery heat that made his whole body feel so sweet. He stared at the white leaves on Sally's hand.

"I feel so replaceable as a sub," he groaned as he understood where the crack in his heart was coming from, now expressed in his sheer desperation, mingling with his horniness, even seeming to cause that horniness himself. Sally's laughter grew louder.

"Well recognized, you have to work hard for her attention. Otherwise, she'll find someone else to serve her," she grinned wickedly at him.

"Something about it is so hot," Elliot groaned, his eyes closing reflexively, his face slapping the air to the side. A violent twitch shot through his body.

"Yes, it's cool that you're just a beta who's allowed to serve a woman, a loser who can't get to her," Sally laughed in his face. Her words sent him on the verge of exploding.

"Shoot your sperm into nothing for her," her words slapped in his ear. The barrel inside him spilled over, and the wave knocked it to the floor, causing it to leak out.

"Yesssss," he emptied quietly to himself and came up with several jerks on the toilet paper under the laughter raining down on him from Sally, which even drowned out the moaning and clapping from the next room.

"Oh God," he groaned, entirely out of breath, while Sally threw the splattered paper into the toilet and flushed.

"Good boy," she smiled at him again and scratched his head briefly. "You're a quick learner," she grinned at him. "Come on, close your pants, and we'll go back downstairs and wait for Camila."


Chapter 11

Still in a daze from his feelings, Elliot saw Camila join them in the living room. He had barely spoken to Sally, sitting next to him on the sofa, busy with her cell phone. He stared at the floor. An inner restlessness had spread through him. An oppressive feeling rose inside him, and he wanted to leave the party immediately and crawl into his apartment. Camila's face, striding gracefully towards him, had a calm, unexcited glow. Her eyes shone, her complexion seemed to glow warmly, and her self-confident gait, outwardly arched chest, and black dress gave her an almost regal aura. Her white teeth flashed at Elliot as they revealed themselves beneath her broad, open smile. Her voice seemed to have an even more beautiful and exuberant melody than it already did.

"Here I am again," she sang formally to the group, eliciting a grin on Sally's face, who immediately put her cell phone away and looked at her questioningly. "So, how was it? How was it?"

"Great," smiled Camila. "It was cool! You didn't promise too much!"

"I told you George was great," Sally grinned, then glanced briefly at the visibly dazed-looking Elliot before quickly switching back to Camila. "You, I think you should take care of your sub a bit. He's been a bit affected."

Sally stood up and stepped closer to Camila, whispering something in her ear for a few seconds that Elliot couldn't hear. He watched the two ladies, but his gaze was still shaken, focusing most of his attention inward rather than what was happening around him. Suddenly, he felt a touch on his right arm. It was Camila's warm hand stroking him gently.

"Will you walk me home?" her sweet voice reached his ear. He just nodded, and the three of them left the house to say goodbye to each other on the street. Sally rode her bike in a different direction. Elliot and Camila walked the short distance to her home.

"Maybe that was a bit much for you. You look worn out," said Camila, looking at him attentively.

"Um... Yeah, it was... I didn't think it would happen like that at the party. I don't know..." he mumbled, somewhat unintelligibly.

"You seemed to have enjoyed the thing with Sally, didn't you?" Camila asked gently. "Your eyes lit up when we spat at you, and you were allowed to kiss our feet afterward."

"Oh yes, that was hot," he exclaimed out. So quickly that he was surprised at how much he had enjoyed it.

"Well, that's good," Camila laughed and looked at him with amusement, then became serious again. "So you were shocked that I was having fun with George?"

"Yes, I kind of thought we had a connection and a nice game, and then you were gone so quickly and suddenly somewhere completely different..." he stammered, blushing slightly. His heart was pounding in his throat as the words came out of him.

"Then I was suddenly with George, yes..." Camila nodded in understanding. "Sally told me that you obeyed, and she told me that you thought it was really cool, too, that you even came."

"Yeah, I thought about you having other subs at that moment too. Then I felt so interchangeable, and something about it was also incredibly horny, but after that, it didn't feel good anymore," he murmured and looked shyly into her eyes as they walked through the night on the street lit by lanterns. A slight stirring in Camila's heart suddenly wrapped her chest in a light warmth.

"That's how many sub-newbies feel after cumming," she said. "At first, it feels really hot, then you relax, and you think a bit more rationally again, and the feelings of happiness disappear, but that's completely normal."

"But it's not normal for me to be into that right now, right?" Elliot replied.

"Yes, that's normal too, especially in Humilville," smiled Camila. "You're definitely not alone in that. And what's normal when it comes to sexuality? People have different preferences, and that's fine as long as you don't harm anyone. You like serving me, kissing my feet, and seeing me have fun. And that's exactly what makes it so appealing to me. I like to play with my subs, let them worship me, and shape them to my liking, but they don't have sex with me, and that's exactly what I like. They still go all out for me, want to lay everything at my feet and fight for my attention - and that's exactly what you find so hot. We can still build up and have a good connection as mistress and sub. And I like you; I like how passionate you are about discovering these preferences in yourself with me. I want to continue doing that with you because I enjoy seeing you develop under my hand." Her sweet smile had its charm, as did her words, which now gave Elliot food for thought.

"I've loved everything so far, and I'd like to keep doing it with you, but the thing with George ... I don't know ..." he replied.

"So you don't treat your goddess to the hottest fun in the world?" Camila grinned cheekily at him. Elliot laughed uncertainly for a moment. "Yes, I do ..." he said, looking at the small entrance to the house that led to her apartment.

"Come in with me," Camila said with a grin and walked forward. The front door keys jingled in her hand.


Chapter 12

"Ah, ah, ah! Are you going to get down on your knees?" Camila rebuked him as he entered the hallway of her apartment behind her. "When we're alone, and at my place, that's your position, got it?" Instantly, Elliot found himself on the floor at her feet while the change in Camila's slightly demanding tone worked throughout his body like a spell to bring him into submission.

"Yes, goddess," he said obediently - and there it was again. The tingling in his chest that made this game so appealing to him. She stalked into the living room, sat on her couch, and directed him to kneel before her on all fours. Then her voice became soft and purring as if trying to hypnotize him.

"Look at my beautiful high heels," she almost whispered, turning the foot of her crossed leg, which was now right in front of Elliot's eyes, in circles in all directions. "I spent the whole evening in these. I've been refining them with my feet. I'm sure they've also absorbed some of my foot scents. What do you think of them now?"

Elliot's gaze followed her movements. He took in her slender feet with the white nail polish framed by the elegant high heels. "Beautiful," he breathed in response, unable to take his eyes off her beauty. He remembered how she had trampled the rose he had brought and let him lick the mud off her soles. He fell deeper into his submissive streak again, which had retreated somewhat due to the emotional shift at the party.

"I danced with them, too," Camila continues calmly. "And should I tell you something?" she asked with a mischievous smile. "I even left them on during sex with George." The sentence rattled through the otherwise completely silent room. A wince went through Elliot's body as soon as she said it. As if she had slapped him across the face, his head twitched to the right as he let go of his control under the influence of her voice. As if automatically, his eyes closed, sensing that feeling of eternal falling, of sweet desire that he found so indescribable. In no time, his head straightened again, and his eyes fixed on the foot of his goddess enthroned before him, who watched her subject with a thieving grin as he once more writhed in submission before her. "A real alpha fucked me in those shoes," she continued to purr down to him, leaving him with a regular, slight tremor that kept him wholly caught up in the moment. He couldn't suppress a soft moan that was little more than a loud gasp. Her words tied him to her voice. "Did you think I'd let a loser like you get close to me?" she laughed out loud. Her choice of words slapped him in the face like a second slap. Suddenly his cock was rock hard. The tear in his heart, which seemed to have healed for a moment, suddenly pulsed again and kicked him into the pain of this humiliation and exposure. But it acted like gasoline for his greedy fire to submit to his goddess. He felt as small and insignificant again as he had before the party when he lay at her feet and dreamed of being trampled flat by her soles like an ant. A torrent of pure desire flowed through him. Gasping with emotion, he looked up at the sadistically grinning Camila. All that was missing was the dazzling flash in the black sky that could be seen through the window of her living room, and he would have believed that he was entirely under the spell of a black-clad, cruel witch who enchanted him with her magic and beauty until he had utterly forgotten himself. "Did you think you deserved my pussy, you shoe licker?" this dark beauty asked him.

"No, goddess," he breathed. "No." And with those words, he fell deeper and deeper into himself.

"You just belong at my feet, which you can gratefully kiss," she whispered to him.

"Yes, goddess," he breathed again and squirmed like a little worm in front of her precious little feet, which seemed so valuable, so magical to him. He could hardly get any more words out of him, and he was so gripped with lust, so much he let go of himself. He was finally able to switch his head off again. A shiver of goosebumps ran through his body and made him shed even more ballast.

"Suck my heel, loser," Camila ordered him with a grin, and he threw himself at her shoes. He took her heel in his mouth with immense passion. He sucked it, he licked it, he sucked it. "Beautiful," she said happily, her throbbing heart gazing with fascination at her new slave, whom she could direct as she wished with her voice. "Beautiful, how my puppet dances for me." Elliot spent himself more and more stormily on her shoes, now licking her soles too; there was no stopping him; he threw himself with all his strength into the violent storms of his arousal, let them swallow him up, and let his desire take him over completely. He was nothing more than the deep-seated urge to give himself to Camila completely. "And yet I'm fucking someone else," she laughed out loud at him, thrusting her heel hard into his mouth. This only spurred him even more, like someone was putting rose-colored glasses on him.

"Yay," he shouted, entirely out of breath, and threw himself at the other heel.

"Drop your pants!" she suddenly ordered him sternly. "Let me see what you would have offered me." He hurriedly began to unbutton his jeans and pull them down. His boxer shorts were wet. He hesitated for a second just before pulling them down, too. Feeling shame made him hesitate, but then he pulled them down under Camila's greedy eyes. His cock emerged, now only half hard, because the shame had gotten to him. Elliot's heart was pounding.  Between excitement and uncertainty, he looked up at Camila, who was about to bend down to him.

"Oh, hahaha," she laughed when she saw his stalk. "You would have offered me this puny thing? I should have had sex with it?" she laughed at him. "You should be ashamed of yourself for even thinking about it." She moved her face closer and closer to his cock, inspecting it more and more closely, and her laughter didn't stop. Her sweet, bright laughter with a bitterly evil undertone that could not be ignored reached him. And it worked. His self shrank to the size of an ant beneath her while his tail went in a completely different direction. It shot up, stretched, further and further up, further and further towards Camila's laughter. The lust glowed inside him. He became stiff as a board, as if he was proud of the feminine laughter of the dream woman before him as if this was the applause that drew him out of his reserve. This was his entrance. Filled with blood and hunger, he fought his way onto the stage to be seen by Camila, and he was. His immense arousal caused her to laugh louder and louder. Elliot didn't know what was happening to him, and yet his body was burning with lust, longing for any further humiliating reaction from Camila. She suddenly pointed her index finger at his stretching cock. "Shall I show you what my pussy says about that?" she laughed into his face. Without waiting for his answer, she showed him. There was no stopping Elliot. His eyes widened, and he groaned loudly. "Oh God..." As if automatically, his hand slid to the shaft of his cock, and he began to flit over it. He moaned and breathed louder and louder. The fire inside him grew louder and louder. Camila unabashedly stuck her middle finger in his face, which seemed to burn away all the synapses in his brain. Completely headless and out of control, he wanked himself into complete ecstasy. Shocked, Elliot realized how horny it all made him. This shock had a similar effect to the aching tear in his heart as a stimulating aphrodisiac now taking full effect. "And you're jerking off, too," Camila continued to laugh at him. Then she stood up. "You thought we had a connection," she grinned at him. "Let me show you what kind of connection we have. What you trigger in me as the submissive sub you are to me." All at once, she pulled her dress up. Her red lingerie panties caught his eye. And then he realized what she meant. They were soaking wet. Excited, he looked up at her. She nodded at him with a grin, and this revelation pushed him over the edge. With a high arch and groaning passion, he catapulted his life force outwards. Stunned and breathless, he looked back up at his goddess. They gazed silently into each other's eyes for seconds.


Chapter 13

Elliot walked through the bustling city with his heart pounding, a bouquet of roses in his hand, and exquisite chocolates in his rucksack. He noticed more and more often that some women were very flirtatiously showing off their white-painted toenails to the public with their choice of shoes, often with a man at their side who didn't look like their boyfriend. Today, he had an appointment with Camila, who wanted to use him again as her personal foot masseur. She was about to return from sports, so he hurried through the streets. His heart wasn't pounding because of his job, which he had been doing for her regularly for several weeks now, as well as cleaning her apartment, helping her with her university work, and other things. In between, there were always rewards and an exciting game for him. However, she had written to him that she had something to talk to him about today, and this made him sit up and take notice and made his heart, which she had taken, beat faster. After he arrived, she ordered him around and used him to relax. She finally came to the subject that had arisen in her mind.

"We'll have to think about how to continue this because I have to go back to Cuba in two weeks," she began severely, looking him directly in the eyes half a meter below hers. He was still massaging her feet. He nodded sadly. He had been pushing the subject aside for weeks, deliberately not looking at his diary so that he could forget about the end of the semester. His eyes found the floor, and he didn't know how to respond.

"I think it's a shame that you're leaving. I want to continue serving you," he said sadly, lovingly kissing her bare feet, which had done him so much good. His heart radiated a wistful warmth at the thought of missing her soon.

"How sweet you are," Camila smiled, stroking his head.

"Maybe I could come and visit you regularly," he thought but was unsure whether she even wanted that.

"Yes," she grinned at him. "You won't always be able to come because the flights are long and expensive, but I'm sure you'll be able to come now and again. I'll also keep you as a sub and send you tasks you must do for me online. I'm thinking mainly of my university, where you can take a lot off my hands." Elliot nodded, beaming with joy, even though he didn't like that he could hardly see her in real life.

"I also have another idea," Camila said, catching his eye. "I want your education as a perfect sub and slave to continue, and I don't want our physical separation to cause everything to get lost again. That is why I will lend you to Sally; you will serve her as you serve me. Then you will have two goddesses for whom you can give yourself up." Her mischievous smile enveloped him in bliss while he wanted to scream joyfully inside. He found Sally incredibly hot because of her natural beauty and passionate dominance.

"Oh wow, I think that's a perfect idea!" he replied, kissing Camila's feet again.

"I knew you would like her," she laughed. "You'd be missing something in life if you weren't allowed to spend all your time and money on a pretty woman!" she teased him. "I'll text Sally immediately to let her know you're okay with it; she'll be happy; she still has capacity in her slave stable." And while Camila turned her attention to her cell phone, her sentences affected Elliot. He realized how he was about to maneuver himself further and further into slavery, which seemed so bittersweet and exciting at the same time that it posed such a completely different relationship with a woman than he had previously imagined. Yet, there was a deep satisfaction in it for him. He was not yet clear enough about himself to be able to name exactly what it was that fascinated him so much about his enslavement, apart from the almost unbelievably captivating lust. Still, he knew that this fascination would not soon let him go. He wanted to have more experiences, to throw himself into it, to get to know himself, to realize what it was that had made him so will-less at the feet of a hot woman. An exciting and intense time with Camila was ending, and a new one was about to begin for him.

Finally, the day had come to say goodbye. Sadly, he trotted back to Camila's apartment, whose flight back to Cuba was leaving in a few hours. When she opened the door for him, he was surprised to hear Sally's voice in the background. He was to kneel before Camila for the last time. He had an uneasy feeling. He already missed Camila, and at the same time, he was curious about his future servants for Sally. He knelt before the two beauties as he laid out the numerous gifts for Camila at their feet while they sipped their farewell champagne. All kinds of chocolates, her favorite chocolate, a few pairs of new socks, and even cute shoes for the beginning of spring. On top of everything, however, he placed his most personal gift: a handwritten, page-long letter with expressions of love and a reflection on their time together, which he had lovingly decorated with sweet red hearts and a few banknotes. After he had laid all this out in front of her, he unbuttoned his shirt. "Thank you for letting me serve you!" were emblazoned on his shaved chest in large black letters, which he had drawn on with a sharpie. Camila looked at him in rapture. She would hardly have thought it possible herself, but the feeling of connection to Elliot was even stronger than before.

"Awww, how sweet," the two beauties exclaimed, grinning and toasting each other with their champagne glasses: "To our sweet, eager sub."

"I've got something for you too!" Camila then called out excitedly and gave him a flat package wrapped in wrapping paper, which he could open immediately. It revealed cute, white sneaker socks wrapped in an airtight plastic bag. "I wore them for you for a few days. They smell nice like me!" she said with a chuckle. There was also a tiny note with handwritten words: "For my favorite sub - from your goddess Camila." Elliot's heart was pounding with happiness. It was a lovely and successful farewell for everyone involved. But then Sally intervened. "So, now you've exchanged your sentimentalities," she grinned at Elliot. "But watch out, I expect a lot from my subs, and you're not the only one I've got!" Her voice took on an almost begrudging tone. Camila, meanwhile, laughed to herself, knowing what her friend was like. "Just so you're prepared," Sally continued with a grin. "I have a few subs who take me shopping or do a little something for me now and then, but I met this one guy a few weeks ago who wrote my bachelor thesis and who was too shy to meet me before - and he's doing well! He's trying hard for me!" The girls laughed together.

"Oh, so he's going to have real competition with you, is he?" laughed Camila.

"But hello!" Sally replied with a mean grin.

"I think that's good for him; then he won't get lazy!" said Camila, and then he turned to Elliot. "I'll be in constant contact with Sally. I'll hear your every failure, so you'd better not do that. Do we understand each other?"

"Yes, Goddess," Elliot nodded eagerly but felt a slightly oppressive, uneasy feeling inside about the whole thing. He had not been prepared for a competition.

"I haven't even shown it to you yet," Sally laughed, typed something on her cell phone, and then turned the screen in Camila's direction.

"Haha, wow, he was allowed to carry many bags behind you," laughed the brown-haired Cuban beauty.

"He took me out nicely a few days ago," Sally grinned and turned the display to Elliot, kneeling on the floor. "Look, I want to see you like that!" He looked at Sally's selfie, which showed a young guy in the background who seemed to be carrying many bags from different stores behind her in his left and right hands. Elliot felt a slight tightness around his heart, as he wasn't used to seeing other subs spending themselves on pretty women. If he had listened more intently then, he would have realized that the constriction around his heart was jealousy. But his gaze fell on the face of the bag-carrying sub in the picture of Sally, and he was startled. His eyes widened. That was the face of his friend Jonathan! His heart tightened further, and he wasn't sure whether he should be happy about it or not. How would Jonathan react when he finds out Elliot is also a submissive? And now they were supposed to be serving the same woman? Little did he know that this would put their friendship to the test.

But that's another story from Humilville and will be told another time.
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Unhappy submissive Alex hasn't given in to his submissive cravings for a dominant woman in years. Suddenly, he discovers a fetish ad: Three beautiful female students are looking for a shared apartment slave.

When he decides to finally turn a long-awaited femdom dream into reality, he is overwhelmed by the cold-blooded and imperious dominance of Vivien, Katha and Janina.

The three show him how modern, young women deal with submissive men nowadays. His last dignity is taken away from him and he can't defend himself against it.

The power of women is stronger than him...

Click here for the book: “24/7 Slave - Exploited & Cucked”
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