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Chapter 1

He hears the water splashing while he waits naked on his knees in the bathroom. He was ordered to place himself there with a singed look and exercise patience until he is needed again. The hot steam comes out above the semi-transparent partition that surrounds the bathtub. He can't help but let his gaze wander upward despite the command. Tentatively, he looks at the partition and can make out the shadowy outline of the woman who is wetting her body there in front of him. He bites his lower lip briefly, then lowers his gaze again to settle back into his role. The warmth in the small bathroom feels quite cozy to him now. Then the splashing of the water stops abruptly. He wants to look up expectantly, but then quickly forces himself to keep his eyes on the floor after all. Who knows what kind of scolding he would get otherwise. But then the partition is folded in and out of the corner of his eye he sees the naked skin that reveals itself to him there in its completeness and yet at the same time remains denied to him. An impulse hunts through his body and he doesn't manage to pull himself together anymore. It simply does not work any more! Without further ado, his eyes flash upward and behold the dream of his senses: Wonderful. Dreamlike beautiful. Naturally feminine. And blessed with an insane body. Like a goddess. That's how he would describe the woman just coming out of the shower. She elegantly shows him her body, which can only leave any man speechless. Her curves, her plump breasts and her slender legs have done it to him especially. Not to mention her firm, peach-shaped buttocks. A feast for the eyes. She smiles superiorly at him with her eyes. Her curly hair nestles damply around her pure face. All natural and without makeup, she gets by. And yet she is the most beautiful woman he has seen in his life so far. His gaze falls on her small, shaved vagina. Memories pop up in front of his inner eye. How beautifully tight she is when he slowly inserts his cock into her. How warm her grotto receives his penis. And how horny he gets when he feels her and his gaze falls on her full red lips that have already blown him a few times. How upside down she has turned his world. Because she is a real grenade in bed.

"Will you pass me the towel, honey?", Clarissa speaks with her voice brimming with warmth and confidence. He quickly grabs a fresh white towel, kneels down in front of the beauty and holds it up to her with a smile. Grinning, she takes it from him and gallantly turns around in front of his shining eyes and dries herself. He gets all hot at the sight of her and her elegant, feminine movements. She bends one leg and puts her foot on her toes while she dries herself, knowing that this sight pleases him especially. As he kneels in front of her, he sees her curved feet, her heels and her soles, while her legs look even longer than they already are.

"Good boy," she speaks to him in her sweet voice, patting his head after she's finished.

"You're so beautiful," he whispers. "I'm already getting horny again from the sight of you. I couldn't keep it together, I just had to look at you."

"I know, Felix, you can hardly contain yourself when you see me. But today I won't let you touch me. Today, someone else will have the pleasure. Today I'm going to let another cock into my pussy," she grins at him from above, running her slender, soft fingers over his lips. "You just get to watch. Although you're supposed to be in his place," she laughs, mockingly. The horniness of her words is inexplicable to him. He gets hot and his cock fully erects.

"Yes, my highness, I just get to watch you get all nice and spoiled," he replies breathlessly as he feasts on his girlfriend's beauty as if she were his goddess.

"With your little cock in your hand, you get to get off on me getting hotly fucked by a magnificent specimen of a man. Hach, what will I moan out loud," Clarissa's voice becomes more and more mocking. The words drive through him and ignite an excitement in him, by which he is surprised again and again. He breathes shakily and his face contorts slightly with desire. He still can't quite come to terms with the fact that he's so turned on by the idea of his girlfriend being fucked by a different, much hotter man than him. But every time they try this role play again, the horniness overcomes him like nothing else in the world. And even though it also makes him feel a little inferior in front of Clarissa, he loves it when she starts doing it again and rubs his nose in how horny it would be. Even now he hardly gets a word out in front of her, because the excitement takes him so much. And that, although they do not even physically touch each other.

"Take your puny cock in your hand already and then crawl after me. In a moment you can admire me in bed," he hears Clarissa say. She now strides past him with her angelic legs and incredibly hot body towards her bedroom. On his knees, he crawls after her as he begins rubbing his penis, which is already dripping with horniness. He loves her clear, humiliating words, as well as getting on his knees in front of her. There is an all-devouring, submissive force at work within him that gives him a deep desire to worship his girlfriend like a goddess and fulfill her every desire. Ever since they incorporated female dominance into their relationship, his sexual energy has been hard to contain. More and more he craves to present himself as submissive and small in front of her as he does now. She lies down in the large bed covered with white bed linen and lolls in front of him in it. She shows him her magnificent body. She shows him her feet, her soles and finally she opens her legs and presents him her hot pussy.

"Imagine a real man thrusting in there. With a force you couldn't even muster. Jerk off nicely to the idea of me being taken in our soft bed!"

Felix doesn't let himself be told twice. Fantasies are superimposed in his head. Several scenes shoot through his head. Her beautiful body. Her hot, slender feet, which she now stretches out to him. And how she withdraws her pussy from him and rather holds it out to another man. He jerks himself to the brink of ecstasy. Loudly he moans with ever deepening sounds. A jolt goes through his body when he sees Clarissa's mocking grin.

"Maybe I'll even let you touch my feet while I get fucked. Then you can worship me, adore me, kiss my feet while I get fucked by a much bigger cock than yours!" she laughs meanly. She knows how much he likes her feet and how humiliating this idea is for him. Louder and louder Felix moans out. Faster and faster he fires his rock-hard cock with his hand. He rolls his eyes with lust.

"Wouldn't that be cool if we tried this out in reality? Then I'll get fucked nicely in front of your eyes and I can enjoy your stupid face while doing it! Wouldn't that be horny?", Clarissa laughs sadistically. There is so much enthusiasm and humiliating dominance in her laugh at the same time. He can no longer answer. Ecstatically he rubs his cock. His girlfriend's humiliating laughter clashes with the submissive desires that have been building up in him for years. Horniness and warmth spread throughout his body, only to finally collapse in his cock. He contorts his face and in his completely submissive frenzy he squirts. How wildly he moves his cock and his hand. His breathing is fast. His heart is pumping.

"Oh God, this is awesome," he cries out as he sinks down before his goddess. Clarissa laughs as she watches Felix completely consumed by her.


Chapter 2

"Mhm, that was especially hot today, didn't you think?" Clarissa looks at him with her big, brown doe eyes. Felix, meanwhile, is lying next to her on the bed, slightly tired.

"Yeah, that was totally awesome again," he replies. "I don't know why that turns me on so hard, but the way you say the words, the way you laugh so mockingly and look at me like I'm just a puny little worm crawling at your feet, it's absolutely phenomenal. You're really so good at this, it's ... just wow."

Clarissa grins at him briefly, without offering a response. She's still fascinated by how enormously aroused she can make him feel through this role-playing. With what completely enamored-looking eyes he then looks at her, how blissfully and submissively he reacts to every word, to every gesture, to every command from her. And above all how much it turns him on when she rejects him quite openly and humiliatingly. She has always sensed her boyfriend's submissiveness to her, and wasn't particularly surprised that he got hot unusually quickly once she took the reins in bed. But she didn't expect the strength and pronouncedness of his preference at first.

"I just know by now what makes you horny, and I find it very exciting to see how much you respond when I turn you down," she tells him honestly, smiling at him. "Have you ever thought about what it would be like if we tried this out in real life?" she adds after a short pause in which she considered whether or not to bring this up now. Her decision, however, was then to press forward immediately. After all, they've already done this role-playing game a few times and Clarissa has the fantasy burned into her mind of sleeping with another hot guy who also has a bigger dick than Felix. By trying out this fantasy with her boyfriend, she has imagined it meanwhile, of course, but even outside of that she has already massaged her clitoris gyrating to the fantasy a few times.

"I don't know, I can't imagine that, I would really feel like I was totally the failure there, I think, and I would be afraid of really losing you then."

Felix stares at her face, startled. On the one hand, he's brave enough to talk to her about his fantasies, and at some point he also confessed to her on his own that he's incredibly into being dominated and humiliated, yes, even rejected by a woman. With time it turned out that he can be catapulted into incredible highs by the verbal humiliation and downright rejection by his girlfriend, that the fantasy just played out was not far off. On the other hand, he now shows his naive way at the idea that Clarissa is simply living out the fantasy with him as a role-playing game, without herself getting the taste to really try it out. The question from her triggers a fright in him. He feels this little crack in his heart and for a brief moment he is completely preoccupied with the rising shame he now feels in his chest area. Clarissa feels the question getting to him and puts an arm around him.

"I thought we should at least talk about it, since it makes you so horny."

"Yeah, I... yeah, it's fine. I just kind of really don't feel so good about it."

"It's okay, ssshhh, your mistress won't leave you," she whispers softly, flashing him her sweet smile as she strokes his head. "Good boy, you held that towel out to me earlier when I needed it. Nice and good, you waited for me on your knees." Her voice has that erotic sound to it that Felix can hardly resist. She even recorded an audio for him once and sent it to him while he was at work. The result was hours of interrupted concentration, which then led him to the employee restroom, so engrossed was her voice in combination with the degrading words spoken. Suddenly he feels Clarissa's hand on his cock, slightly aroused again by her words. She takes his little cock in her hand and rubs along it, making it hard again so that he starts moaning shallowly.

"I just thought you would find it quite hot after all, when your girlfriend just lets herself be fucked by another man, your girlfriend cheating on you," she whispers seductively in his ear, while he enjoys her jerking movements with closed eyes. Like an arrow it shoots into his heart, the shock and shame of a moment ago have not yet passed, but now they turn into a bittersweet lust that whips him up inside. She has never used the phrase “cheating on you” before and it penetrates him. Just the sound of that phrase drives him crazy.

"Mhm," Felix moans. "That is so horny!"

"Yeah, imagine me getting beautifully fucked. Nice in front of your eyes. How I just cheat on you with a man that I also find quite hot and attractive."

"Ooh, you're killing me," he groans out. She rubs against his cock faster and faster, wanting him to come a second time to the fantasy, and he's already on the verge of climaxing again.

"When I'm done with you, you're going to lick the soles of my feet while I'm getting really taken, by a horny man," Clarissa laughs mockingly in his ear. "And you do it over and over and over again."

That was really too much for Felix. He tears open his eyes, looks into the face of his girlfriend, contorted with mockery and adorned with a devilish grin, who looks deep into his now open eyes with her twinkling gaze, moves his pelvis back and forth with the last of his strength and comes in her hand, his face contorted with desire and a loud moan. His body twitches with excitement, until finally all the tension falls away from him again.

"I think I'd have to be completely horny from start to finish for me to make this real, but no... no, no, I don't think... no," he groans out, dropping his face into the pillow in exhaustion.


Chapter 3

The relationship between Clarissa and Felix ripples along. But in him the submissive desires are now completely awakened. Again and again he finds himself at the feet of his girlfriend. Again and again she takes the lead. And again and again she humiliates him and brings to the surface in him the fantasies of which he feels a little fear and yet which excite him the most. Isn't it wonderfully paradoxical about submissive men like Felix that this rejection, this humiliation they experience from a dominant woman leads them to sky-high, to consummate hot ecstasy, and yet at the same time the great fear lurks in the depths that this scenario will really come true? When Clarissa so openly rejects him and demotes him to her servant, he feels as if he is in a frenzy. But when this subsides, after he has cum and he has come to his senses again, the fear suppressed by the excitement only comes upon him more strongly. Then he wants to cling to Clarissa, embrace her, not let her go again, make sure she stays with him, then he doesn't want to hear anything more about her getting fucked by another. Of course, Clarissa also senses this roller coaster of emotions that Felix is going through and calms him down again and again, gently bringing him back to eye level with herself. But she can't help but notice that the more often they engage in fantasies and role-playing together, the more submissive Felix becomes to her, even in everyday life. She would say that he makes a mighty effort for her, tries to do everything right for her, and serves her more and more often without her consciously acting dominant towards him. The boundaries seem to be blurring for him already between role-playing and reality. The pleasure he experiences from his submissive role is too strong for him to be able to fight it. Again and again he greets her on his knees when she comes in the door and is already willing all by himself to help her out of her shoes, only to offer her a foot massage afterwards, not to mention some of her favorite tea that he has kept warm for her. Clarissa feels the power she has over him and his behavior, how strongly she can influence his brain when she directs him and shows him more and more often spontaneously the place at her feet, even in everyday life. And it is precisely this feeling of power over him that intoxicates her. It makes her feel good, strong and great. At the same time, however, it triggers something else, which the naive, submissive Felix certainly doesn't take into account while he lustfully indulges in his fantasies in front of her. Because in her the curiosity is aroused, how far she can extend her power over him, how far she can still drive this game with him and to what she will still bring him everything. Without telling him, she is already fantasizing about events that would frighten him if he were to find out about them. And all of a sudden, a genuine, authentic trace of mockery is added to the mockery towards Felix that Clarissa used to play only very well. The laughter at his weakness in front of her is now no longer fully acted, as it was when she tried to dominate and humiliate him for his sake. And even the words she hurls at him from above in her divinity now have a subtle sharpness that is hardly noticeable rationally to aroused submissive males. And all the genuineness, all the cool, unplayed note of this pure humiliation and dominance from her lead to such a terrific, exciting horniness being ignited in Felix that he has no time at all to think about where these fulminant feelings and this perfection that Clarissa displays in her dominant role actually originate. And then suddenly there's her sweet, innocent side again, breathing the energy back into him after he's let it pour out of him.

"Good slave," she now whispers in his ear after one of those intense sessions. "Always follow what the mistress says. You want to make me happy, don't you?"

"Yes," he whispers in reply, and just in his turmoil of emotions, he is deeply sensitive to the words she now formulates in her soothing voice. He feels her hands holding his head, all the pressure falls from him, he can give his heavy head into her hands.

"Let yourself fall nicely. Fall nicely into my hands," she whispers to him and he falls, suddenly feeling so caught up by her, so secure, not seeing her lips twist into a smug grin. He doesn't see how her eyes focus on him completely, looking at him with that expression of power and strength that would have sent him into turmoil if only he could have caught sight of it. Her aura has changed in a few seconds from that of a sweet, loving girlfriend to that of a power-hungry woman and mistress who is now tweaking her slave object, taking him into her possession and psychologically training him to her needs. Gently, she strokes small circles over his forehead with her thumb as she continues to hold him with both hands, allowing him to fall into her. Then she kisses his forehead as she imagines how she will continue to work on his brain. She almost cringes a little at herself as she realizes how strong her urge is after all, to make him more and more submissive. But she can't help it, because this lust for power that Felix has uncovered in her with his behavior was already there in her all along. The perfection in her appearance and choice of clothes, the leadership position at work, the impeccably educated, strong appearance when she interacts with other people, the satisfaction she feels when men turn to her, literally trying to throw themselves at her, or the professional subordinates who scurry around for her when she once again gives an instruction in an imperious tone that comes with time pressure. She has always enjoyed all this. But now this need for power has found a whole new outlet. And this outlet is the submissive soul of Felix, who nevertheless so longingly wishes to be put in chains by her. Her pussy is wet while a tear rolls down Felix's face. All the tension falls off him and he is deeply touched by his own act of letting himself fall like this in front of his girlfriend. And she enjoys every second of it and especially the fact that he has no idea what else she has in store for him.


Chapter 4

The alarm clock rings and Felix startles, sleepily waving his hand around on the nightstand until he finds his smartphone and stops the alarm tone, which is only set at a moderate volume, within less than three seconds. He turns to Clarissa, who is still asleep with her back to him. He quickly scurries out of bed, throws on some clothes, and quietly plods into the kitchen. He gets a large silver tray from the cupboard and then prepares everything for breakfast: Coffee, a small bowl of yogurt with fresh wild berries, scrambled eggs with bacon and rolls, along with various spreads. Neatly and with a certain sense of aesthetics, he places the items on the silver tray. He even bought rose petals yesterday and scatters them next to the plates and bowls on the shiny silver surface. Suddenly he is wide awake and immensely pleased to be able to wake Clarissa up right away. Now just don't drop the tray and carefully maneuver it into the bedroom. He quietly scurries back into the room and puts the things on the small nightstand next to her bed. Then he lifts the blinds in front of the windows and the sun shines into the room. He quickly undresses and kneels naked in front of the bed. Clarissa is already awake, opens her eyes and looks at her boyfriend with an expressionless face. Then she smells the scent of coffee, turns her head to the right and looks straight at the sweet decorated tray with all its goodies on it. Felix even added a piece of her favorite cake at the very end, which he also got yesterday.

"It's all ready for you, my goddess," Felix beams at her. His heart is pounding a little faster now and he is eager to see her reaction.

"Oh, and I didn't even order you to take care of breakfast today, like last time. You even scattered rose petals there, oh how sweet!", it escapes her quite joyfully excited. "Come here!" she calls out with a laugh, and he leans up to her on the bed as she sits up and puts a hand to his neck and presses his face up to hers. "That's what I like about you. You know how to pleasure me and you're even making it all by yourself without the need for my command." Their eyes meet and she looks deep into him. She moves her face closer, his gaze falls on her lips, which he already feels on his, he closes his eyes and pushes his head forward slightly, further and further. But as he kisses into the air, he quickly opens them again and looks directly at her lips, twisted into a bittersweet grin, set off by her gleaming white teeth. She has refused to kiss him, simply pulled her head back and is now grinning at him. When he notices this, a maelstrom rips through him. Arousal ignites in him and he is virtually drawn to her lips. Clarissa knows how much this refusal, this open rejection turns him on and has long since seen through the fact that he loves to seek exactly what he doesn't get. Her grin becomes even a bit more mocking and her voice just slams the words into his face: "While I will now enjoy your beautifully prepared breakfast, you may spoil me further, I have just decided. You may massage my feet nicely under the covers while remaining naked and on your knees in front of the bed!"

"Yes, Goddess," Felix breathes as if he is close to ecstasy. "Yes, of course." This ice-cold, cheeky grin of his girlfriend and this instruction, taken for granted by her, after he has already delivered her an indulgence through breakfast, makes his cock shoot up. Hastily crawling back down to the floor, he briskly hands Clarissa the tray into the bed, then quite eagerly sets to work on her perfect feet with his hands. He sighs a sigh of relief as he feels the graceful, slender shape of her soft-feeling little feet in his hands. With an eagerness and greedy fire in his eyes, he looks at the woman sipping her coffee, for whom he would do anything at this moment. The scene is incredibly stimulating for him. The beautiful Clarissa spoils herself with his breakfast, lets him massage her feet while doing so and then grins at him again and again so mockingly, as if he just wouldn't be good for anything else. He loves every second of it, how she now savors his submissive vein for herself and how he may spoil her.

"Isn't that hot, now I've even got you to the point where you're slaving away for me as often as you can, I don't even need to say anything, you know what I want from you," she laughs to him and then eats into the slice of her favorite cake. At the words, he can barely keep his hands by her feet. A pulse goes through his cock as he clenches his pelvic floor. It bobs upward in its plumpness and a droplet of pleasure gathers at the uppermost tip.

"Oh God yes, it's insane what you're doing to me," he breathes, completely taken in by his horniness and completely stimulated by the flawless beauty presenting herself to him, who can direct him with her voice like no other.

"I want you to spoil me from front to back, to read my every wish from my eyes and then, on top of that, to struggle to please me to the hilt, that's what I want from you, you little foot slave," Clarissa laughs out. Felix has already lost himself completely in his submissive thirst. Yes, he can barely hold himself up, he wants to throw himself to the floor in front of her and at the same time move his pelvis back and forth as if he were fucking her. Sex is something she has withheld from him for quite some time, and yet he is magically satisfied after each session in which she acts on him and his submissive vein, exposing it further and further without him being able to resist.

"Can I touch myself?" he then asks in utter desperation.

"Oh, someone got all horny, huh?", Clarissa grins at him. Of course, she's already read from his face that he's almost bursting with excitement.

"Well, touch your puny dick, no one else does anymore," she laughs spitefully at him. "You know, I was thinking, what's the point of your mini in my pussy if it's almost going to explode on its own just from looking at my pretty feet?"

Her laughter burns into Felix's brain at that moment. His hand rubs his stiff penis intensely, his bulging glans dripping with pleasure.

"Your feet alone are driving me wild!" he exclaims.

"Yeah, they're really fucking your brain out, mmm?" she smiles mockingly as she sits down on the edge of the bed, her feet suddenly close to him. She gallantly stretches out her slender leg so that the back of her foot gently touches Felix's thick balls. Felix moans loudly and closes his eyes, feeling her foot right against his testicles. "Oh god," is all he can get out. "That's so hot, that's so hot." Running his tongue over his lips, he's almost close to ecstasy.

"I want to kick your balls so hard," Clarissa says pointedly, taking a very slight swing with her foot and slapping a little bit against his scrotum as he continues to stimulate himself to the heights of pleasure.

"Oh yeah, that would be hot. That's such a hot gesture, you're rejecting my seed nicely with that."

"It's not just your seed I'm rejecting with that. Also your cock!", Clarissa laughs out loud and starts for another stroke with her immaculately beautiful foot. "It won't go in my pussy anymore. No, no, my pussy is reserved for another man's nice big cock now, hahaha."

Felix tears open his eyes, breathes deeply through his open mouth and is about to climax.

"You fuck failure, you are beautifully rejected and humiliated by me and yet you continue to work your ass off for me, isn't that glorious?" - "Hands off," she then suddenly exclaims loudly. Felix can barely hold himself up, but he has been trained by her so much in the last few weeks that he reacts immediately to her voice of command. He jerks his hands away. His cock twitches and pulses under the tension of his arousal. It quivers inside him, it cries out inside him for more, for the final threshold he has yet to be carried over, for the final spark, for the final word that will catapult him into the monsoon of utter ecstasy.

"I'm going to kick your useless loser seed out of your ridiculous little cock with my foot," Clarissa shouts in her dominant voice, kicking his balls and cock with her foot, in quick succession the kicks land in his midsection and at the touch of her foot, at her words, he closes his eyes, presses his eyelids together, leaks a loud moan from his mouth and squirts with all his might on her ankle and leg. His pelvis twitches after moving it back and forth incessantly while she kicked him in the balls. Accompanied by her loud laugh, he collapses to the floor.

"Oh God, that was so hot, that was so hot," he snorts out under loud breaths. "Oh God, I can't take it anymore..."

Clarissa got all wet herself at that. She didn't even assume it would work so well, but she actually kicked the white sauce out of him without him using his hands at the end.

"You may now lick your loser sperm clean from my foot and leg, just like we trained, come on!" her bossy voice drives at him and she pushes her leg into his face. He feels pathetic while his tongue licks away his own semen, but under the eyes of his goddess this almost brings him back into new states of arousal.


Chapter 5

"Wow, that was genius with the ballbusting, that was perfect," Felix says as he finally lies down on the bed next to his girlfriend. "How did you come up with that?"

"Well, you said once that you thought it was interesting too, so I thought I'd incorporate it right away."

"Phew, you're so terrific at being dominant, it's really so nice. But are you really not going to let me inside your pussy now?" he then asks timidly, to which Clarissa just laughs at first. Her look then becomes playful, she plays with her fingers on his nipples, pressing and squeezing them lightly as she replies to him, "I want to make you suffer a little."

Felix swings over her body and gets very close with his face to hers. Clarissa senses his little hunting instinct is now aroused and goes for it. They kiss each other long and hard, start to make out, to get wild. The lips press against each other, the tongues move dancing in circles, the bodies nestle against each other. A hot rendezvous begins to ignite. But all of a sudden Clarissa goes cold, letting his kisses fall flat again, just at the moment when he has become completely horny again.

"I know what this is going to be, but I'll tell you what, my beautiful vagina stays closed for you," she grins meanly at him, rips off her underwear and moves rhythmically in front of him while thus presenting her naked pussy, the sight of which makes him all horny. He drops down on the bed in front of her, his face close to her wet, bobbing up and down, prancing opening.

"Maybe I'll let you lick it if you beg real good," Clarissa laughs.

"Oh, yeah? May I? Please, may I lick you? I want to spoil you, taste you, lick you into ecstasy!" he exclaims to her all tearful begging. She hasn't let him touch her precious grotto for quite some time now. Clarissa is completely shaved, her skin seems so smooth and soft to him just from looking at her. The model dimensions of her figure bring him to full speed. He has this urge inside him that keeps going to his head. He pines for her body and follows her gallant movements as she moves in front of him.

"Come up to me and look me in the eyes while you beg," she commands him in a stern voice, which immediately steers him into the obedient mood he has become all too accustomed to, and which he cannot resist at all. Like a puppy, he responds to her voice, to her commands, and does not resist for a second. He moves towards her, looks up at her, gazes at her with his big, lustful eyes, is now very close with his face in front of hers, but stays below her.

"Please, Goddess, let me lick you, allow me to satisfy you, to pleasure you, to use my tongue for you, to let you use my mouth," he begs her with a submissive expression on his face.

"So you little slaveboy want to spoil me?" she asks him mockingly, bringing one hand to his chest, first touching his left nipple very gently with her fingers, then twisting her fingers and pressing them together. A slightly pained expression on Felix's face is the result, while he lets out a "Yes, I want that". His cock rears up in the process. He doesn't even know the nipple play from her yet.

"Do I allow my submissive servant to do that?" she hesitates, making a playful, thoughtful expression. "I don't know, does he deserve it?"

"Please, mistress, please, I'm really straining for you, I was already allowed to spoil you with breakfast and foot massage today, and now you can also use me nicely for your sexual satisfaction," Felix begs, making it quite palatable for her.

"Yes, that's right, you really did a very fine job with breakfast." Her mouth twists into a superior grin at that. Then she follows up with a serious look and a stern voice: "I expect my slave to make an effort for me every day, to toil for me and to put his own needs behind for me, understand?" With full dominance and matter-of-factness, she lets the words crash into his face, which is only a few inches from hers.

"Understood, Mistress, of course," he immediately replies in utter submissiveness that her harsh severity has triggered in him. Like an uncontrollable impulse the assenting words came out of his mouth, like a trained little animal he eagerly nods his head to them. It is as if his girlfriend's voice activates his submissive self at the push of a button. Suddenly, her hand extends and slams against his face. With the flat of her hand, she slapped his face.

"Well, what are you waiting for then?" she cheers him on, giving him the go signal. Still quite startled and bittersweetly taken by the unexpected slap, he plunges down, crawls back to his spot right in front of her pussy and soaks his mouth with her pussy. He feels her with his tongue, the soft skin, the dampness of her grotto and then he sets to licking her.

"Come on, lick faster, make me really hot, my licking slave," Clarissa calls to him after a short while. "Imagine licking my pussy and here next to me is a hot handsome man I kiss in your place. Or no! Even better, who I'm sucking his hot, plump, big cock while I'm not even getting close to your mini dick with my hand." She is deliciously amused by this notion and feels Felix's moans getting louder, coupled with suddenly quite eager tongue movements getting faster. She moans out.

"Because... what am I going to do with your balls? What are they good for?"

"They're only good for kicking in, Goddess, just kicking in while you suck that hot cock of his," Felix leers out. He himself is so horny and licks like out of his mind afterwards. Yes, he wants to lick her like he has never licked her before. His tongue already hurts, all her taste is already in his mouth and he fights, brings himself to full speed, while in him the idea makes all synapses go bang.

"I'm going to kick in there until the loser soup runs out of there by itself," Clarissa moans out, laughing dirty. She's getting more and more excited by her own words and how she's been humiliating Felix harder and harder since they started this game weeks ago. His tongue makes her float. Her body twitches. She rolls her eyes as Felix uses his fingers to stimulate her clit in addition to his tongue.

"Good job training you," she moans out. Then she comes amid loud moans, her body vibrating and she feels the unbridled pleasure expand from her vagina into all the other areas of her body, floating on a high for seconds. Then she suddenly goes wild, pulls Felix to her by the hair and kisses him passionately with her eyes closed as she enjoys her arousal. Their tongues touch and fire off a love firework. Then she tears her eyes open and whispers into his left ear: "I want to kick you really hard in the balls again, I thought that was so hot. ...Oh yeah, and I want to lock your cock away soon."


Chapter 6

"Wow, wait a minute, what? What did you just say?", Felix asks her, puzzled. "You want to lock it away?"

"Yeah, what would you do with a cock on the loose?" she replies sternly with a counter question. Then she grabs his junk hard, making him wince in pain. "I'm making this my property. This belongs to me. Your sexuality belongs to your mistress, we don't even need to discuss that. And if I want to lock that away, then it will be locked away, without any grumbling. Where are we? At I make a wish, or what?"

Clarissa is really getting into it now. She looks angrily at her boyfriend, who looks at her in bewilderment, having assumed that he would simply get out of this role-playing game. But now she seems to be completely serious. His face reflects the insecurity inside him. She tastes his embarrassment completely, seeing how much she already has him in her grip. He hardly dares to contradict her, so angry does she seem to him now. This beautiful woman with the insane body and this unbelievably dominant vein that always overwhelms him so much. The fear of losing her suddenly rises up in him without him wanting it.

"Well, have you lost your tongue now, or what?" she continues to nag at him. "Let me tell you something right now. Your cock is going to be locked up or you're not going to have to dream about ever getting anywhere near my vagina with it ever again. Are we clear on that?"

"I...," Felix stammers, looking into her eyes in a mixture of astonishment, uncertainty, and fear that now afflicts him with a piercing stare. Clarissa grabs him by the chin with her hand and presses her thumb and forefinger into his cheeks. "Do you think we understood each other there?"

"Yes, yes... I... Yes, of course, Mistress," he then finally replies, trying to free himself from her grip again. Wow, does she have some power. The fog is in his head. He doesn't even know how to react to it. His head tries to process the situation, but it doesn't work. He is quite intimidated by his girlfriend's strange tantrum, yet he feels a slight horniness triggered by her badass ways.

Suddenly, her mood changes abruptly. She turns back into the sweet, innocent girlfriend whose side he also appreciates so much about her.

"I'm sorry, that might have been a bit much," she speaks in a soft voice. There is a trace of concern in her gaze. "I was like, I was so into my role and I got mad that you just didn't just go along with it, but of course I don't want to force you to do anything you don't want to do. I'm sorry. I really am." She looks at him with her big eyes and inside she feels that tug. She's not playing him right now, she's truly terrified of the urge she feels, this overpowering need inside her to make Felix her slave, to take control of him and push him step by step into complete and holistic submissiveness, just as she's fantasized so many times before.

"No, it's okay," he replies, slightly confused, yet pleased with her current response. She hugs him and they kiss sweetly on the lips.

"It's just...," Clarissa starts, whirling him around onto his back and laying her body on top of him. "It's just that I love dominating you. I'm crazy about it. I love seeing how submissive you can get in front of me and how much it turns you on. My pussy is soaking wet, feel it! I just get incredibly horny humiliating you, having you service me, and then seeing your sweet submissive face on top of that." She kisses him on the mouth. "And then I'm going to get all wild about controlling you more and more, and then I'm going to want to make this my property," she grins at him again, slightly lustfully, and reaches into his junk again, but this time with a more delicate, pleasurable grip. As she does so, she feels his cock about to get hard again.

"I was wondering where that came from with you," he now replies calmly. "Well, you didn't enjoy it so much at first, but now it feels so incredibly real with you that it's almost a little scary," he laughs.

"Yes, in the beginning I played it for you, but also found it interesting, but now I want it so bad! I can't imagine it any other way!"

"Me neither, just now I was a bit overwhelmed," he laughs softly.

"Yeah, I can understand that, your hot mistress is just too dominant for you sometimes, mmm?" she grins at him. They laugh together and then cuddle together quietly for a while. All warm and soft their bodies feel.

"Maybe we can look together for a cage for my, uh excuse me, your penis," Felix smiles lovingly at her. A smile spreads on her face as well and they kiss each other long and hard. But Clarissa can't help but feel this pull again, which makes her so horny on the one hand and which makes her frightened of herself on the other. Not only Felix feels this power of his fetish, his inclination, which drives him further and further into submissiveness before Clarissa, so that it almost always resonates when he sees her. Clarissa, too, is drawn further and further into the lust for power and control over Felix. Deep inside she can feel this seductive dark side of her, which in the meantime helps her to incomparable orgasms and yet at the same time will still change their relationship tremendously. Now she feels the wet lips of Felix on hers and feels how the kisses from him hardly come close to the feeling that she gets from him when his lips hang on her feet and she can determine and dispose of him as she pleases. For she has already noticed that once Felix is in his horniness and on his knees before her, then he can no longer say no to her.

"Good boy, maybe I'll let you in my pussy again soon," she smiles at him confidently and kisses him again.


Chapter 7

"Oh, that's cool! We'll take that one!" Clarissa says excitedly, pointing her finger at the display of the tablet Felix is holding.

"Yeah, sure, definitely that one," he exclaims with a laugh when he catches sight of it. She joins in his laughter. It's a small, enclosed penis cage in red, but decked out in the front so that it takes the shape of a dolphin's head. After some time they find a suitable model made of metal and Felix orders it. When the package arrives, Clarissa is beside herself. She tears it open before his eyes and holds the individual parts in front of his face.

"Strip down and get on your knees in front of me, chop chop!" she orders him impatiently as she sits on the edge of the bed. Smoothly, his cock erects as he pulls down his boxers and then disrobes her completely. He suddenly gets all excited. She throws the pieces at his feet.

"Go ahead, put them on and tell me if they fit."

Under her smugly grinning observer's gaze, Felix picks the parts together, then, with some initial clumsiness, puts the cage on correctly after all, moves around with it a bit, shakes it, and then has to admit: "Well, it fits very well, but it's a bit tight and quite small."

"That sounds perfect," Clarissa grins at him. "It's supposed to! So, bang, bang, put the lock on!"

With fumbling fingers, he locks the small lock. Clarissa reaches out her open hand to him. "Good boy, hand over both keys, dear." She grins shamelessly at him as she does so, and he feels the first spark of horniness as he hands her the keys.

"Oh, I've got something else," Clarissa exclaims and dashes to the closet, fumbles around in it a bit and then finds what she was looking for. She goes back to the bed, turns her back to Felix, puts her right foot up on the bed and ties on the cute anklet that is about to surprise him. Of course, she threads the two keys to his cage as well, so they are now dangling from her ankle. She turns around, sits back down and presents Felix with the splendor of his bondage. His mouth opens as his gaze catches the beauty that shows itself to him there at the foot of his goddess. The beautifully slender ankle, the soft arch of her foot, her immaculately painted toenails, and then along with the thin, gold chain from which the keys to his manhood now hang. Arousal is almost an understatement as a description for what is now happening in Felix's body. Immediately his cock becomes rock hard in the tight, very confined cage and forcefully and for Felix visibly painfully pushes itself out of the front opening necessary for going to the toilet.

"Imagine now you could still squirt on my feet," Clarissa tells him in an insistent voice, only fueling his horniness further. "But you can't even do that now!" she laughs out loud. "Not that you're allowed to cum in my pussy, but no, cum on my feet, even that pleasure I've even taken away from you now, you loser." Her laugh is so mean and naughty, coming entirely from her heart, which is now throbbing faster in excitement and lust. She feels this inner satisfaction from restricting Felix further and further, binding him more and more to her.

"Look how beautifully the keys to your sexuality dangle from my perfect feet."

Felix can barely contain himself. Nervous and barely thinking straight from all the horniness, he moves his pelvis back and forth, thereby trying to at least get friction on his cock in some way so that he can enjoy the arousal after all.

"Yeah, try squirting on my feet with your little cage down there," Clarissa continues laughing. Her taunting sounds catapult right into Felix's brain, firing up his fetish synapses. Faster and faster he moves his pelvis, feeling a slight friction on his penis. Meanwhile, Clarissa claps her hands, even cheers him on. Suddenly his face contorts in pain. He seems to have caught a sharp edge while freehanding dry jerking in his cage and yelps loudly, leading to even louder laughter on Clarissa's part, now feasting on her sadistic inclination.

"Suffer for me, you loser, suffer," she outright laughs at him. Her pussy is dripping with wetness. She is now completely captivated by the sight of Felix desperately trying to orgasm in his cage. She did extra research before she bought it and made sure it was a very tight, small penis cage so even an erection would be uncomfortable for him. She has even read that possibly the dick can shrink even further with constant use or even impotence can be achieved. Just the thought of it now makes her wet like hardly anything else.

"Kiss my feet, come on!" she finally commands him after he has come to a complete stop, completely exhausted. "And thank me for finally putting my property away properly," she laughs at him, while he has already thrown himself on the floor to kiss her feet like crazy. But even this does not bring him any relief in his loins. His cock is still pressing against his prison and he feels the uncomfortable tightness.

"Thank you, Goddess, for taking control of my sexuality and locking away my useless mini-cock," he cries out, only to turn back to her feet in full passion. His lips sweep over her soft, smooth skin. His tongue lusts after the tender soles of her feet. His mouth is devouring her toes. And all this he can't enjoy now as he did before. But at the same time, this locking away, this merciless treatment of his cock fires up a hot desire in him that has never been greater. This feeling of not being able to have something and yet pining for it so hotly and intimately, pining inwardly for exactly what is not within reach, struggling for a woman who then only laughs off his submissiveness and only denies him her pussy even more the harder he tries for her. This is precisely this paradoxical desire that experiences its full manifestation in Felix. And with the chastity belt, exactly one thing changes: he won't be able to free himself from this craving. Quite the contrary. It will also increase. And Clarissa knows that too, having read through numerous reports of experiences with chastity on the net.


Chapter 8

In the meantime two weeks have passed and so far Clarissa has made no effort to release him from his cage. It is only for hygiene that she unlocks him and washes his tail with her own hands. "It's my property, after all, and just because my property is dangling from your body doesn't mean your hands have lost anything there!" That's how succinct her explanation was. Of course, the tail stands when she lets it out and then also washes it with her graceful, pretty hands, but in the meantime she always has ice cubes ready or simply brews ice cold water on it and then quickly closes it again. It's only a very short pleasure for Felix and he can already feel from his wet dreams and his daytime fantasies how his head is about to spin. "Make a nice effort for me every day," Clarissa had told him. "It's sure to increase your prospects of being unlocked. You have to understand that your pleasures now depend entirely on my mood toward you. So toil for me, so that I may soon take pity on you." Her subsequent laughter still hangs in his ears. How mean Clarissa is to him. And yet a part of him loves to be in this always pining for her, submissively almost bursting with lust, and writhing in it with no hope of escape from this bittersweet lust and torment at the same time that robs him of his sanity and yet won't let him get his fix. It is a very special feeling that accompanies him, because it is incredibly powerful and gripping. It distorts his view of reality. All of his behavior is influenced by this greedy quest for attention, by the pursuit of Clarissa's favor, by the hopeful hunt for what is sure to be an all-sowing redemption. And to such an extent that he hardly notices how much he is already doing for her. Yes, Clarissa would already go so far as to say that, through the cage and under the weight of the rutting lust that is milling more and more through his brain, he has focused completely on her. While she is still lolling in bed in the morning, he is already up and preparing breakfast for her. While she's meeting up with her friends, he's cleaning the apartment. While she fingers herself lustfully in ecstasy and indulges in fantasies of how she can control Felix further, he cooks for her and massages her feet dutifully before going to bed. In fact, he is on his feet the whole day just for her. But he doesn't notice how much this special relationship with Clarissa consumes him, how it absorbs him, and how powerfully he toils for her in the hamster wheel of his servanthood. It doesn't seem to be a burden for him at all. Yes, if someone were to look at him from the outside and observe him, that someone would surely say of him that he is even very happy with his situation. As if he were in a spiral, driven by his irrepressible and incessant lust, he runs deeper and deeper into his role as Clarissa's slave. And he does so with a smile at every praise he receives from her, with a hopeful look at every pat on the head she gives him, and with an excited, yet feeling safe heart, whenever she kisses him long and intimately before they go to sleep. Numerous times he has begged her on his knees, begged her to allow him a brief moment of freedom, to release him from his jam of semen and blue balls. But she often just caresses his testicles with the back of her foot, the keys still dangling from it, and calls out a "Get used to it." Mercilessly she wards off any pleading, any begging from his side and instead cheers him on to try even harder for her and to obligingly channel his lust into further pampering his goddess. Clarissa watches the whole spectacle, which reveals itself in Felix's behavior within only two weeks under her chastity training, with an inner pleasure, with such a strong lust, that she would prefer not to unlock him at all ever again. But today is Valentine's Day and in a moment Felix will come crawling in the door from his work, only to devote himself entirely to the happiness of his goddess. He enters the apartment with a bouquet of red roses, a package of the finest chocolates and a beautifully framed picture of Clarissa with a radiant smile in his hands and immediately wants to lay everything at her feet. He opens the door to the bedroom and finds his beloved sitting on the height-adjustable chair without a backrest. His eyes widen, he almost let the picture fall out of his hands. She is not looking at him and has turned so that he sees her from the side as he enters. She is wearing a dark red lingerie, stylish, with lace. His gaze travels along her absolutely gorgeous body down to her long legs to her feet. She is not barefoot, but wearing the black high heels that almost completely reveal her feet and that he finds so incredibly sexy. Then all of a sudden she turns her head towards him and he realizes that she has beautifully made up and dolled up for him. The dark red lipstick nestles against her sensual lips, very discreetly she has applied the rest of the makeup. For him, she looks like a model out of an underwear ad, a top model, a goddess he would like to throw himself at her feet right away. And after a moment's thought, he surrenders to his impulse. He sinks to his knees while she looks him in the eyes, hot and stern at the same time, without making a face. As if in a trance, he now moves towards her, crawls to her feet and lets himself be completely caught by her gaze, not looking elsewhere for a second. He feels a tingling in his whole body, a tremendous force is knocking there in him, everything in him is crying out for her, for her gaze, for her attention, for the closeness to this dream of a body, for the guidance of this grandiose dream mistress, who reveals herself to him there in all her glory. Arriving at her feet, he looks up at her, feels goose bumps run through his body and submits to this strong, stern gaze of this queen whom he may call his girlfriend. Tentatively and with trembling hands, he places his gifts, the chocolates and the roses at her feet, on the floor in front of her. Then he looks at her with a deeply touched, almost collapsing face. His heart threatens to burst, so deeply does he now feel this emotion within him. Slowly, he hands the picture up to her and shows it to her. She doesn't speak a word, but her eyes fall on the laughing likeness of herself in the photo.

"This is the smile I want to live and work for," he speaks into the silence, while with a trembling hand, so moved is he by her beauty and this moment, he takes the picture back down to him and sets it down next to the roses. She still does not return a word. Her feet in the high heels bob in front of his face. Her hot body would normally have captured all his attention by now, but he is completely spellbound by her gaze, which looks at him so coolly and sternly, almost expressionlessly from above. He feels the need to give himself to her, to let himself be absorbed by her gaze. His eyes widen and she looks deeply into him. She sees the emotionally completely seized Felix, who at the same time can hardly keep himself straight because of sexual tension. She sees this inner desire, this submissiveness, which she has uncovered in him and which now spreads out in a trembling of his body. She sees how spellbound he is by her, what strong influence she has on him and she feels for the first time in full strength this feeling of truly being his goddess. A shiver also runs down her spine as she feels this sensation in her heart. And yet she does not break with her cool shell, which she now presents to him and which is so attractive to him. Then, with a subtle gesture of her fingers, she signifies him to come closer to her. He follows immediately. She gently grabs him by the neck and pulls him very close to her face, still looking deep into his eyes. He almost feels as if she is hypnotizing him, so strong is his impression of her. In love, he looks into her eyes. Then he sees her open her mouth slightly and lick her lips with her tongue. Sexy she looks at him, hot and dangerous at the same time, as if she is about to devour him and yet despise him in his lowliness. His cock squeezes against its metallic confines. Then her lips move.

"My slave gets to enter his goddess' pussy today." She speaks the words in her seductive voice, driving Felix crazy. He looks at her with wide eyes, his heart leaps with joy and he is all out of his mind.

"Thank you, goddess! Thank you, thank you! I am so happy! You are so divine, wow, I don't even know what to say. You are so beautiful. I want to throw myself flat on the floor in front of you, worship you, adore you, idolize you. Oh God, I want to serve you, I want to spoil you, I want to...", he can hardly get out of his torrent of words. Nervous and trembling, he is in front of her.

"Kiss my feet in thanks, you little shaky foot fucker!"

Felix really doesn't let her say that twice. Completely out of his mind, he throws himself at his girlfriend's hot feet and kisses them in hotly-awaited passionate manner. Then he takes the heel of one of her shoes in his mouth and sucks it like crazy. He is so turned on, so full of lust, so full of feelings that he can hardly express them. His pelvis swings back and forth. Meanwhile Clarissa enjoys the show of her submissive slave, who is downright addicted to her and can't get out of his entanglement with her, indeed, doesn't want to get out at all. He would do anything now for this woman who has brought him this far to suck her heels all by himself.

"Take off your clothes and present me your wonderfully plump loser balls," Clarissa suddenly laughs and quickly he exposes himself to her, pressing his pelvis forward and showing her the plump, bloated sack he carries with him and in which the semen is accumulating like it hasn't in a long time. "I have a present for you too," she jumps up and retrieves a small package for him to unwrap. When he does, he suddenly finds himself holding a rubber penis to strap on. Puzzled, he looks at his goddess.

"Well, did you really think I let you put your ridiculously small mini dick in my pussy?", Clarissa laughs meanly grinning in his face.


Chapter 9

"Look how big and wide it is. Doesn't he look magnificent? Go on, strap it on!"

Grinning sadistically, Clarissa watches Felix kneeling in front of her on the floor, who now somewhat hesitantly and reluctantly puts on the strap-on. "Nice right above your locked away stalk, you'll get a good replacement for that now," she comments on his hand movements strapping down his new cock prosthesis. "Good looking one on you. Suits you!" she grins at him. "Come on, get up, you get to kiss your goddess." Felix follows her word, lets her pull him close, and kisses her.

"So you're not unlocking me today?" he then asks timidly, with a really sad face. This is not how he had imagined his trip into her pussy today.

"Let's see, first you're going to fuck me with a real cock today. And if you do that well, then maybe I'll let you cum on my feet." These words alone bring him back to his lustful mood. Everything in his body is screaming to finally be allowed to cum. Every fiber of his body longs for it and then also on the hot feet of Clarissa. His imagination is already going crazy again.

"How do you like my outfit that I'm wearing today just for you?" she whispers in his ear and then gently and erotically kisses his neck.

"You look so hot in it, I almost let the picture fall out of my hands when I walked in," he replies now also fully remembering his arousal. Slowly she runs her fingers over his bare chest, down to his belly and finally she embraces the new penis hanging there extended over the metal cage.

"Mmm, you've got a really hot cock now. We can have sex with it again and the best thing is that you feel nothing. Nothing at all. And that's good, because it's all about my satisfaction, my pleasure," she grins at him again seductively, but with that naughty touch. Then she begins to jerk his cock. "Maybe you'll feel something after all, with your locked misery bumping against me with every thrust from the outside," she laughs in his face. Her words and voice reignite in Felix the feeling of surrendering to her completely, of following her voice without a thought and just letting himself fall. Suddenly she kneels in front of him.

"Now I can finally suck you again," she speaks and looks up at him from below. She kisses the tip of his cock, tongues around it, only to take it wide in her mouth and suck it slowly but rhythmically. Felix has not seen the sight for a long time. Quite passionately she gives him a blowjob and keeps looking up at him. He stares down at her, wishing he could feel something from her tongue, from her graceful lips, but nothing. It tears him up inside. The gap between what his eyes see, the kneeling, sucking Clarissa in front of him, and what his pinched little tail feels is so great he can hardly bear it. He couldn't describe the feeling to anyone. It is a mixture of unbridled horniness with simultaneous complete despair that he feels nothing from her mouth. Indescribably, the two feelings are now slamming together inside him and when Clarissa releases his new cock from her mouth again, leans forward and slowly strokes his balls with her tongue for a brief moment, a desperate moan escapes him. She stands up again and he pulls her close to him, kissing her neck with a loud breath, feeling her plump, beautiful ass with his hands, holding her against his body so that the rubber penis is wedged between them. He wants to feel her, take her inside him, smells her freshly washed hair, feels her breasts still in their dark red lace bra, slides his hand along her perfect waist and breathes loudly and audibly. He's all drunk on her beauty now, all hot with unsatisfied desire.

"Fuck me," she whispers to him and pulls him onto the bed, pressing a small vial of oil into his hand and saying, "Make it nice and warm with your hand, rub it in nice for me." For the first time, he consciously feels the splendor above his chastely held little tail. It is noticeably larger and wider than his own and it feels good in his hand. While he rubs it, Clarissa is already fingering her vagina. She has gotten all hot from the sight of Felix and how he is now artfully preparing the cock for her.

"Fuck me, Felix, fuck me with your horny, hot cock," she calls out to him loudly and lustfully. There he rushes over her, penetrates her and moves his pelvis rhythmically back and forth, slowly at first, then getting faster and faster. Clarissa moans loudly with each thrust. She feels the big spanking inside her as it penetrates her much further than Felix used to. She closes her eyes and images form in her mind of kissing a man who has exactly the kind of cock Felix is now using to penetrate her. Out of his cage, his own little cock, charged with excitement and unsatisfaction, spills out of his front hole, slapping against Clarissa's warm skin with each thrust. He too is breathing faster and deeper now, moaning here and there. It's the same strange feeling as when Clarissa gave him a blowjob. It's so unsatisfying for him and that's exactly what fuels his horniness as well. How inferior he feels with his own little cock when he feels how loud Clarissa moans now. She has never been this loud with him before. How inadequate he feels when he feels how hard and big his new cock is. Clarissa is getting louder and louder, biting her lower lip and screaming "Fuck me even harder, your cock is so horny!". Oh is he horny! He's so much hornier than your old!" Whipped up by her hardcore words, he thrusts harder and faster into her. He gets sucked in by the fantasy of fucking her properly and moans out loud, even though he only feels minimal stimulation on his mini-pecker whenever he thrusts in. Clarissa adds her finger, circles her clit in sheer horniness, moans louder and louder, and is finally carried over the threshold of pleasure by the fantasy of kissing and fucking another hot man while Felix is only allowed to watch. She comes with a loud scream and jerks her body for seconds. Eyes closed, turning almost in circles under her lids, she holds her vagina with her hand and enjoys this completely immoderate excitement throughout her body. Finally she opens her eyes and looks at Felix, who feels a bit useless. She straightens up and they kiss. Hot kisses develop between them, Clarissa is completely satisfied and tongues his mouth.

"That was so hot, that was really so horny!" she breathes, still completely taken by the previous ecstasy. "I really like your new cock! I think someone deserves a treat." With the words, she makes him all wide-eyed. He looks at her hopefully and beams when she actually loosens a key from her anklet and he is allowed to take the strap-on off again for now. Then she slowly inserts the key into the small lock on his cage and looks at him with a smile as she turns the key around. Click. The lock comes off and he takes the cage off. Barely a few seconds later, his cock is at full size, but very different from the size of the rubber dick, looking downright small against it. He feels a slight shame rise in his mind at the comparison.

"Hands off!" shouts Clarissa sternly, when he already wants to guide his hand to his penis as if automatically. "Your mini-cock is mine and that's why I'm going to milk it today. Turn around!"

Then she suddenly nestles against his back, embraces his neck with her left hand and wanders to his stiff cock with the other. He even feels physically taken by her now and lets himself fall into her grip. He feels the comforting warmth of her body against his backside and how her hand now slowly begins to jerk his dripping cock. He makes a deep moaning sound. He feels so safe in her hands and at the same time, like her property, like an instrument that she is now playing, completely without any own control. The feeling turns him on and the fine, dexterous movements she makes on his cock anyway. Quickly she shoots him skyward. It's been so long since he came and he thirsts for it like nothing else.

"My slave is now nicely milked by me," she purrs in his ear. "Is about to be allowed to cum nicely, to finally get rid of his semen." Her calm voice cheers him on.

"Finally, the loser dick gets to squirt again," he whispers in response, then moans loudly. He's all sucked in by his fantasy, by all the role-playing they've already done. He remembers the ballbusting and suddenly moves his pelvis jerkily. He's on the verge of cumming.

"Oh God..." he groans out. "I'm about to come."

"Good slave," she whispers to him. She's all attention now, feeling every twitch in his cock, paying close attention to his breathing, which is now getting much faster. Then the moment has come. She feels how he is just about to cum, gasping and moaning, he writhes in her hand. Abruptly she tears them away from his cock, grabs his wrists and holds him tight.

"Aahh... please...", he still escapes. In pure lust, he violently thrusts his pelvis forward, wanting to tear his hands away from her, but it's too late. With a lyric moan, in which there is so much unsatisfied horniness, he comes in a burst of strength. She just ruined his orgasm, truly milked him, but without him reaching satisfaction. Clarissa can't hide a laugh, waits another second and then uses her hand to squeeze the remaining semen out of his still hard cock.

"That's how I'm always going to milk you from now on," she laughs in his ear. "A slave like you doesn't deserve satisfaction at all."


Chapter 10

After milking him, Clarissa ordered him into the shower and gave him an ice-cold shower before locking his soft cock away again and neatly hanging the key on her anklet. Felix is very sad. He was so looking forward to redemption and now actually feels a bit lighter and looser after cumming, but the greed, the longing for sexual satisfaction is still there unbroken. Just as Clarissa has planned it. Because she knows very well that once he has been satisfied again, it will take some time for him to return to full submissiveness when he is then locked up again and so she has chosen the gallant way of the ruined orgasm, which on the one hand ensures that Felix gets rid of his old semen and the extreme pressure on his balls, but on the other hand his lust remains unsatisfied so that he continues to focus all his energy on her. She is beside herself with joy and could have danced after the ruining worked so well. But Felix can use a little cheering up, she realizes. So she kisses him, cuddles with him in bed and talks him up, telling him how much she enjoyed the evening with him and how strong her need was to try a ruined orgasm and then she just did it. He snuggles up close to her and can't stay mad at her for being so sweet. Quite the opposite. In his head, the fantasies already start again, bring his juices running again and let him but again scared of what he imagines. Again and again the big rubber mallet he fucked her with today comes into his head. He imagines a man equipped with just such a thing fucking her in front of him. How she moans so loud again, maybe even louder than today, while he is completely getting off on her. How she sucks his bulging cock while Felix is just the ridiculous spectator she makes fun of. As if automatically the fantasies come flying to him and for a short moment he wants to repress and suppress them, but then they only come back all the stronger. Also in the next days he catches himself again and again, how he thinks in the everyday life about it, how it would be, if she is fucked by another man. The cuckold fantasies that he has been observing in himself for a while now have a completely different quality. He has to think about them more often, they feel more intense and quite frightening for him, they are the ones that drive him to the edge of ecstasy despite his cage, even if he can't cum. Then Clarissa surprises him again. One Sunday morning, she suddenly has his tablet in her hand and seems delighted to have finally found what she was looking for. Excited, she calls him over and shows him what she has discovered. When he catches sight of it, his tail begins to drip, his head going crazy.

"Will you buy me that, honey?" she asks him excitedly, beaming at him in delight. It's another rock hard, dark brown rubber cock, but this time it's not meant to be strapped on, it's on a box that's also made of rubber and models a man's stomach and the beginnings of two legs. It is meant for the woman to sit up there and fuck the imaginary man lying on his back. When she shows him this, he again thinks of thousands of fantasies in which he is merely the stupid cucky watching her have sex. But it turns him on so much that he agrees and actually buys it for her on the spot. As a reward, she kisses him intimately for it.

"Imagine how horny this will be. I'll fuck another cock while you get to watch me. You get to hold my hand, all romantic and yet I'm fucking someone else," she smiles at him. She is quite excited about the idea. No sooner has the half sex doll arrived than she is waiting for him in a hot mood after work. A romantic playlist is playing in the background and the new fuckable cock is lying centrally on the bed. Tentatively Felix smiles at her and gets slightly red in the face. He almost feels a little uncomfortable at the thought of what game she will now try with him. It's not a real other man, after all, but somehow it's close. But she already kisses him stormily as a greeting and undresses him with her skillful hands, with which she then feels his balls. A drop falls from his cage on the floor. All hot she makes him.

"Are you going to prepare him for me, my little cuckold?" she then asks him with a sweet smile behind which she hides her sadistic streak that has now gained the upper hand inside her.

"Prepare?" he asks.

"Yes, someone has to get him warm and wet and I had you in mind. Well, go on, give him a blowjob so I can fuck him nice afterwards," she giggles meanly and pushes Felix towards the bed.

"You want me to...?"

"Well, don't be like that, your goddess wants to fuck properly today, so you can suck her cock!" she shouts sternly and pushes him onto the bed, throwing herself over him, tearing at his hair and pushing his face towards her cock. Like a bolt of lightning it's gone through her and her dominant side manifests itself in boundless power. Felix is all compressed and is reminded of his milking sessions, in which she is also very close behind him. Slowly he approaches the long, wide cock in front of him with his mouth, then takes it into his mouth. Clarissa pushes his head up and down so that he can't help but suck obediently and nicely.

"Fine you do it, you loser. Give a nice blowjob to the cock I'm about to fuck," she shouts at him from behind, pressing his head down even harder. "Feel how much bigger, wider and hornier it is than yours. Good thing we put that one away!"

She gets all into it, yanking him up again and again, then pushing him back down with all her might. A few times he's on the verge of choking, so she takes it a little easier. But her dominance is suddenly boundless. Finally she pulls him back up by the hair, brings him to her, looks him ice-cold and penetrating in the eyes and says in a stern voice: "You fuck failure can now get on your knees next to the bed. I'll let myself be fucked by this horny cock in front now really nice. What you do not manage with your mini down there! March!"

Crippled and yet completely turned on Felix leaves the bed and kneels on the floor.

"Hold my hand while I mount him, loser," Clarissa calls to her boyfriend after she has completely undressed and her beauty once again blows the fuses in Felix's head. Artfully he takes her hand and feels completely connected to her. With a "mmm" she sits down on the cock, lets it slide deep into her dripping wet pussy and then pops off, propping herself up on the belly box with her other hand.

"Oh," she moans out. "Is that horny!"

Felix watches as she lets the privates penetrate deep inside her again and again, moaning as she does so. For the first time, he feels completely into the role of the cuckold watching his girlfriend fuck another cock. He can now really empathize with the situation and imagine what it would be like to have a real man lying there. His own horniness takes hold of him at this thought and his heart opens to the fantasies that are now hammering him. He lets himself fall into the situation, gives up resistance and stares open-mouthed at the fucking Clarissa. As if he has forgotten that he is wearing a cage in his private parts, he touches himself with his hand around the bottom. Then he feels the hard metal and remembers his position again. His gaze is completely focused on what is happening in front of him and he admires the strength of Clarissa, who is bobbing in ecstasy. Then his gaze falls on the soles of her feet, which she stretches out to him as she herself frolics on her knees in bed on his cock. Beautiful they seem to him now, so graceful and delicate. In his fantasy he imagines how he may lick and kiss her artfully while she is taken by another guy. He is suddenly completely open to the situation. His constant level of arousal, which has remained at the same level for weeks, makes him dive deeper and deeper into his fantasies. Daily he sees them in his mind's eye, daily they excite him, and daily the thought grows in him that perhaps it is perfectly normal and good for him to act them out. Maybe - or not maybe, but very likely - he would think differently if Clarissa hadn't put him away permanently by now, with only ruined milking in between. He would have seen the world much more clearly, not from the rose-colored glasses of his excitement, but more with reason. But Clarissa has driven it out of him nicely and she will take his mind even further until there is nothing left of it.


Chapter 11

"You did what to him?!" snorts Jacqueline, spitting a few splashes of coffee onto the brand new coat she recently bought. "Oh crap!" she then exclaims, wiping them away with her hands. Clarissa is currently sitting with her best friend on a secluded bench in a beautiful park, enjoying the sunny weather. Well aware that her submissive boyfriend is just once again fulfilling his duty to tidy up and clean the entire apartment. She has just told her friend about him, how she has made him more and more submissive over the months.

"And you really keep him locked all the time?" she asks with an astonished look.

"Well, regularly I do unlock him, every now and then the sack has to be emptied, but always only ruined, that is, without him feeling satisfaction, that keeps him well on his submissive line," Clarissa laughs and takes a sip of her coffee.

"My boyfriend would never do that, I think," Jacqueline also laughs. "But he's not submissive either, quite the opposite. But then you have the perfect boyfriend now, when he cleans for you, cooks for you, satisfies you and makes such an effort for you, don't you?"

"I have the perfect slave, yes," Clarissa grins at her. "But there's one thing missing, and we're dying to try it. Or well, let's just say I'm dying to try it, he's still a little unsure about it, but I've gotten him to the point where he wouldn't deny me that wish."

"Oh, what?" asks Jacqueline curiously.

"Letting another man fuck me while he just watches," Clarissa laughs and looks into her friend's eyes, chuckling. She looks at her, befuddled.

"Do you really think he'll go along with that?" An understandable question, after all, she has never seen Felix in his completely submissive manner in front of Clarissa.

"He's even into it!" laughs Clarissa. "He gets totally turned on by the idea, and I've been evoking the fantasy over and over again in him for months now, talking to him about it."

Jacqueline laughs. "You guys really have a weird relationship! But to each his own. And now you're looking for the right guy for it or what?"

"I haven't even started looking yet, but yes, he should definitely have a big penis and be able to fuck well and persistently," Clarissa grins. "Oh, he'll like that so much if the guy can satisfy me much, much better than he did me back then. And me first!"

Jacqueline can't stop laughing.

"Mhm, well, I actually know a guy from the past who is really very good, I had something going with him for quite a while. But he's a real womanizer, he fucks enormously well and has quite a big cock, as far as I can remember," Jacqueline laughs. "I can ask him if he'd like to do something like that. I don't think he'll say no."

"Do you have a picture of him?" asks Clarissa curiously.

"Uh, yeah, hold on, I'll see if he has a profile picture in there." Jacqueline pulls out her smartphone, scrolls around on it a bit, and then shows her a photo of the guy, who really does have a likable smile on his lips, Clarissa thinks. He seems well-built.

"Hot," she says. "Feel free to ask him out, I'll just have to explain it to Felix a bit and if he's up for it, I'll be happy to meet him for a date sometime. You're also welcome to send him a picture of me if you want."

"Then he'll definitely say yes," laughs Jacqueline, who has always admired her friend's elegant beauty. "Oh, you know what, I'll just call him directly. Maybe he'll pick up. He's really a very cool guy!"

"Hi there, well?" his deep, distinctive voice speaks through the speakers of her smartphone.

"Hey Alex. I'm calling for a specific reason that's kind of a little out of the ordinary and yeah, I hope you don't think that's weird, I...", Jacqueline starts giggling.

"Shoot, Jacky. You know me, you can ask me anything," he laughs. He really sounds very sympathetic on the phone, Clarissa already thinks.

"Alright, so I'm asking for a friend of mine, she's in a relationship right now that's been going on for a while and they'd like to try something new, together with another man and so I thought I'd just ask you."

"Okay, cool. Do you have a picture of her?"

"Yes, I do," Jacqueline grins.

"Just send it to me directly," he laughs into the receiver. She briefly navigates to his contact and sends him a picture of Clarissa still on her smartphone. She is smiling at the camera while sitting in a cocktail bar.

"Your friend is super hot," Alex laughs again. Clarissa grins when she hears that. "Sounds interesting to me, I'm open to it."

Jacqueline laughs as well. "That's what I thought. Maybe you guys could just meet up and get to know each other," she suggests.

"Sure, just send me her number or contact and we'll see."

"Okay great, I'll do that. That's it! I'm sorry, I'm taken, there's nothing you can do for me," Jacqueline laughs into the phone.

"I know, I know," Alex returns her laugh. "But cool of you to get in touch anyway. Take care for now. Bye-bye."

She hangs up and glances at Clarissa, who suddenly bursts into laughter. "That was really uncomplicated. What kind of easy-going person is that."

"That's Alex, he's very cool," Jacqueline grins, "I think you guys are going to get along great."

"I think so, too," Clarissa laughs.


Chapter 12

"Felix, I want to talk to you about something, come and see me," Clarissa says after she has come in the door and taken off her jacket. Felix is cleaning the kitchen, but leaves everything and comes to her immediately. She eyes him with a disparaging look.

"Say, why aren't you on your knees?"

"Oh, I'm sorry," Felix says and immediately kneels down in front of her.

"What did I say about you walking around the apartment in front of me when I'm there?" she asks him sternly.

"Always on my knees, goddess, and as naked as possible," Felix replies artfully.

"There you go. Crawl into the bedroom after me. Oh no wait, you can take off my shoes first. I was just in the park with Jacqueline." She holds out the first foot to him and he pulls on the zipper that is on the side of the ankle boot she is wearing. From the sole of them, he sees that they are slightly dirty from the mud in the park. He pulls off both of her boots, revealing the feet covered in black sneaker socks that always get him so hot. "You can clean those when you're done with the kitchen then!"

"Yes, Goddess," he replies in his well-behaved voice and his usual obedience that he assumes to her every day in full routine. He has learned that he does best when he obeys all her wishes.

"Well, come on then." She strolls into the bedroom, sits on the edge of the bed, points to the floor in front of her, and calls out loudly and commandingly, "Sit!" Felix quickly scampers to the indicated spot and looks up at her.

"Good Fiffi!" he hears her say. Then she places one of her socked, tender feet on his face and he immediately inhales her scent, which bewitches him completely. He feels the soft fabric of her socks on his face. Then she presses her toes against his lips, which he immediately opens so that she can penetrate his mouth with her foot. She has been consistently keeping him chaste for months, has driven out all his begging and pleading, and now regularly fucks the big rubber cock in front of him. While doing so, she commands him to be very attentive to her fucking movements, to take in the scene completely as she fucks another cock and always puts her feet on display for him as well. Because that's exactly what she wants to condition his suppressed sex drive to. He should feel the unbridled lust at the sight of his cheating girlfriend and thereby intensify the greedy need for her feet even more. In the meantime she even has an affirmation for him, which she tells him again and again and which makes him completely horny: "My feet are your sex."

So now she says this phrase again and fucks his mouth with her sweet little feet, whose socks he now sucks dutifully. He gets all fucked up and jittery at her feet and loves nothing more than when she presses these so wonderfully shaped, pretty specimens into his face. Yes, he even experiences a certain mental sexual satisfaction through this, which is denied to him in the physical manifestation through the cage and the ruined orgasms during milking. The occupation with her feet, the object of pleasure that has such an enormously strong effect on him, centers him inwardly, gives him pleasure and passion, yes, turns him into the will-less, thoughtless little dog that can nevertheless be so easily conditioned and trained by Clarissa through his chastity device, as she wants him to be. It is a disgrace to her that she cannot show the version of Felix he used to be, so completely free and unbound, so strong-willed and minded, his present state to witness the reaction on the face of his old self. "Look what I've made of you," she would tell him with a laugh, and then enjoy the terror on his face.

"Felix, I have wonderful news for us," she smiles at him as he continues to suck her foot and suck on her sock. "If we both want this, then I can have a date with another man soon. And maybe, just maybe we can finally try out our fantasy for real!"

Eyes wide, he stares at her as he continues to suck her foot, lost in thought, which she now pulls from him and leads him to his junk, scraping along his cage and then massaging his balls with her toes and the wet-sucked front part of her sock.

"Well, how do you like that idea?" she grins cheekily at him and finally plays with her toes at the itty-bitty opening of his cage, from which the bulge of flesh is already squeezing out again with excitement.

"Oh, that sounds hot," he replies with a hesitant smile. The resistance to the fantasy is hardly present in him anymore. All his pleasure now comes from his role as cuckold, foot worshipper and slave. She has conditioned him to it for weeks. Made it palatable for him, even took the time to discuss all his fantasies with him and reinforce the ones that relate precisely to the real aspect of cuckolding. Clarissa now leads him not only physically, but also digs further and further into his psyche, explores together with him the depth of his submissive desires and lets him fall more and more into her hand and her guidance. Not only his cock belongs to her. After months of living out femdom and almost daily training on his special role, she now also owns most of his brain, which she has focused, sometimes subtly, sometimes quite obviously over time, solely on fulfilling her needs. All of this with the power of chastity and the gradual introduction to the cuckold fantasies that scared him so much in the beginning.

"Then I'll finally get fucked properly and in front of you too," she says in a mocking tone, pulling his face towards her by the chin, looking deep into his eyes and realizing how much she has already broken him. But for Clarissa, this is not at all reprehensible. "I make him who he truly is. I help him to be happy to finally be free to live out his fantasies." And at the same time, she is very aware that it will be she who will get the most fun and benefit from the situation.

"Yes, Goddess, then you will finally be satisfied and pampered the way it should be," he whispers with glazed eyes looking at her in love.

"And while I come beautifully, you'll sit there with your mini dick locked away and worship me, will kiss my feet," she laughs in his face, only to come close to him completely afterwards, with her lips.

"Soon I'll be kissing another man and there's nothing you can do about it," she sneers at him. She denies him the kiss, lets go of his face and stuffs the other foot into his mouth, which he may now artfully spoil according to his task in this relationship. Clarissa is in high spirits. The satisfaction of this consummate power and control over Felix makes her pussy burn with lust. She rips her socks off her feet and lets one hand disappear into her panties and lies back on the bed.

"Lick my soles nicely, it makes me all hot," she cries and stimulates her clit with a moan while Felix tongues the beautiful soles of his mistress' feet like a puppy. His circling licking movements turn her on even more and in her mind she is already lapsing into the date with Alex that she had already arranged before talking to Felix. Already the next day it is so far.


Chapter 13

"Honey," Clarissa says as she joins him in the bedroom. She is completely naked. He looks around at her and immediately becomes quite agitated. Whenever she presents herself to him so naturally undressed, he is befuddled, wanting nothing more than to touch her and pay homage to her body. "I have a surprise for you. You may not touch me, but you may dress me for my date with Alex!" Her words reach him with that bittersweet aftertaste that the idea of becoming a real cuckold leaves with him. In this, the bitter note is the fear of losing her to someone else or even her respect for him, but the sweet note drowns out that fear, that crack in his heart, with a desire that is so lustfully submissive. And it not only drowns it out, it even transforms this bitter notion that exists in Felix into an arousal so great that he barely understands himself in the process. This immense humiliation, this rejection that goes along with the bitter side, is combined with such an enormous lust in him, so that this lust and the curiosity behind it, what it might be like when they try it out, is greater than the resistance that still stirs in Felix to a small degree. So this time, too, he follows his girlfriend's words and is allowed to pick out the things he finds hottest on her on his knees in front of her closet. Among them, of course, is the dark red lingerie set she already wore for him last Valentine's Day. A stylish, short cocktail dress is found, along with very thin, dark nylon pantyhose and black ankle boots that only accentuate Clarissa's slender legs. With pleasure Clarissa still puts on her golden earrings and sprays on her favorite perfume, draws her lips with the expensive red lipstick, puts on very light and discreet make-up and then approaches her boyfriend again.

"Kiss my shoes before I leave right now. If we're lucky, Alex is a hot guy," she grins meanly. "Oh, and keep your phone on loud. I'll send you updates on how it's going," she laughs. Surrendering and just nodding in response, Felix kisses her black ankle boots, smelling and feeling the cool, smooth leather of the shoes, and kisses her passionately, falling deeper into his submissiveness as his heart pounds up to his throat with excitement about the evening ahead. Then a question suddenly occurs to him.

"What does he have to have to be a hot guy for you?"

"Well, he should already be likeable and able to lead me. And of course he should look sexy. Oh yes!" and with that she bends down to her slave, runs a finger under his chin and says, "And of course he should have a much bigger cock than you!" and laughs meanly in his face. A shiver runs down his spine, so strong did her words and her red lips contorted into the mean laugh affect him. He feels the urge to get closer to her, to kiss her, while she looks deep into his eyes for another second and laughs. Then she lets go of him and strides away. The door slams shut behind her and Felix is left alone on the floor. Nervously, he runs a hand through his hair. A feeling of insecurity and uncertainty spreads through him. He sets his cell phone to loud, as Clarissa has instructed him to do, and then tries to distract himself, but his thoughts keep drifting to her and her date. I wonder how it will go. Maybe she'll even kiss him today? Maybe he'll even take her to his place right away? Restless, he walks through the apartment and doesn't know what to do with himself. Then he starts cooking, only to realize that he's not really hungry. He puts the food back in the refrigerator. Suddenly, he hears the ringtone of his smartphone, which always rings like that when a new message has arrived. He quickly runs to his cell phone, turns on the display and sees that the new message is from Clarissa. He reads it.

"Are at the restaurant now, he looks super hot!"

"Oh fuck," it escapes him. Well, great, he looks hot. His heart is pounding and as if automatically he grabs his crotch again, wanting to stimulate himself at the thoughts that are now popping up in his brain, but there's nothing more than poking around with his index finger in the teeny tiny hole on the front of his cage. Still, his tortured cock presses back against the metal confines of his sexuality. Half an hour passes, then another message comes from Clarissa.

"We're having a fancy dinner now, I like him. He's even really muscular and totally loose. I just told him all about us."

Felix throws the cell phone on the bed. He can hardly stand it anymore. He's stuck between a load of lust and a good portion of fear as to whether all this is even right for him. Tense, he walks through the apartment again. They are having a fancy dinner now. He has probably taken her to a really great restaurant. But maybe she has also chosen it. She hadn't told him that. His thoughts turn to her and their date. He imagines the two of them getting along very well - too well. Jesus. What... I think I should eat something myself first. Distract myself. His thoughts are now going in all directions. Then he rattles his cage and moves his pelvis explosively forward and backward to feel a little friction on his completely hard, crushed little cock and moans slightly. A drop of pleasure rolls out through the small opening and threads onto the floor in front of him. Taking a deep breath, he tries to calm down again and then goes back to the kitchen to throw the cooked noodles into the pan after all. For a short time, cooking actually distracts him. He calms down a bit, but soon his head is bombarding him with fantasies again. How he's preparing dinner for them in the kitchen while he hears the sounds of fucking and moaning from the bedroom. How she's about to kiss him in the restaurant... Or maybe already has?! After dinner, he stares at his smartphone in anticipation of the next message from her. But she makes him wait. Half an hour later, his phone rings. Startled, he answers it; he wasn't expecting a call now.

"Hey," he says in an uncertain voice into the receiver.

"Hey, Alex invited me to his apartment. We're on our way there right now, just so you know," Clarissa says as if this is completely natural.

"Oh okay, and what are you doing there?", he only gets out, almost annoying himself with this stupid question. But he is just enormously excited.

"What are we doing there, he asks," he hears her voice, probably turned to Alex, then she laughs into the receiver. "Let's see, babe," she then says to him, laughing teasingly. "I might call you again in a minute." Then she just hangs up.


Chapter 14

Felix's heart beats tremendously. With shaky hands, he stares at his smartphone until the display darkens again of its own accord. He can hardly believe that his girlfriend is on her way to her date's apartment while he is sitting at home locked away and she is also telling him everything as a matter of course. She is so hardened, so dominant towards him and now gets her fun, now pleasures herself with another, hornier man. His heart almost bursts with jealousy and yet his cock bumps against the cage in full excitement, wanting to break free, to get rid of him, to impose his will. The feeling of jealousy crashes against the arousal and only fuels this cocktail of emotions in Felix. He can no longer get out of the situation. Suddenly, the phone rings again. He quickly answers it, this time with the will to react more firmly. But, what awaits him surprises him too much.

"So, my slave darling," Clarissa calls sweetly through the receiver. "Alex may undress me now, I'll turn you up to loud and put you next to it, then you can listen."

He hears a brief clinking sound and then a deep voice in the background, "What are you doing?" That must be Alex's voice.

"That's Felix, he's allowed to listen to us now, I've put it on loud," Clarissa answers him.

"Oh, right, of course he wants to be there when I fuck his girlfriend," Alex laughs. Then Felix suddenly hears smooching noises. They're kissing now! His penis rears up again. The fact that he only hears the sounds, but has no picture to go with them, drives him completely crazy. His imagination is going crazy. Their breathing and kissing is getting louder and louder. They seem to be making out very close to the cell phone now.

"You picked a really great outfit today. It really looks hot on you," Alex tells her.

"Wait until you take off my first layer first," Clarissa replies teasingly. "He got to pick out my clothes today and also the underwear. I told him to pick out the hottest thing he could find from my closet."

"Uh, well then, let's see if your little cuckold has any taste." Then Felix hears a zipper being undone. Probably from her dress. He's shaking all over with horniness, now fully focused on their voices and the noises they're making, wanting to beam himself into the same room as them to see exactly what they're doing. But he is left only with his imagination.

"Mmm, very hot," Alex says. He seems to be able to admire her in her underwear now. Felix bites his lower lip. He already gets states at the thought of her hot, flawless body adorned with those dark red lace lingerie. And then those cute little panties of hers. Then he hears them making out again. It's getting stormier and stormier. He hears a banging he can't place. Maybe he hit her on the ass. Or maybe it was the bed.

"You have such a beautiful body. That your Felix even wants to share it."

"He doesn't even get it anymore, he's only allowed on my feet," Clarissa laughs. Then Alex joins in her laughter. Finally, they make out again. Felix goes wild with horniness. This derogatory laughter about him with the subsequent kissing noises balls up in his head. Then he hears Clarissa moan.

"You don't have to lick me, my loser can do that nicely at home, fuck me right through," she exclaims breathing loudly.

"All the better," Alex whispers.

"This is going to be so horny," Clarissa exclaims. "Felix, I hope you can hear us, in a minute he's going to fuck me so hard. In a moment he's going to penetrate me for the first time!"

Felix doesn't dare say a word. He is frozen with shock and excitement. His brain no longer works properly. In his imagination, he sees the bulging, hard rubber cock penetrating Clarissa's pretty, tight pussy, over and over again. And now this is supposed to happen in real life! He falls to his knees with the receiver to his ear.

Then he hears the slapping and loud moaning of Clarissa, coupled with the deep, rumbling moans of Alex. Oh God, they're doing it! Felix rolls his eyes, opens his mouth and pretends to lick the soles of his goddess' feet as he does it. He hears the fucking sounds and tongues the air. "Oh, that's horny," it escapes him softly. But apparently loud enough for the two of them to have heard him.

"Look, your cucky likes it too when I fuck you here like this," Alex exclaims, breathing quickly.

"That jerk can kiss my feet while I'm doing it next time," Clarissa moans loudly. It's a dream come true for her right now. Alex fucks her incredibly well. With hard, powerful thrusts, he penetrates deep into her again and again with his rock-hard, big cock. He moves his pelvis, sometimes faster, sometimes slower, sometimes swinging, sometimes just in and out. He really gets her ready. Her moans get louder and louder, the key higher and higher. Felix gets goose bumps. He has never heard her moan like this before.

"Oh God, oh God, Alex, fuck me," she cries, completely senseless with horniness. "Yes, fuck me! You are doing so goooo...." At that moment he gets even faster and harder. She leaks out a moan that stretches for seconds, over and over he slams into her. "Yaaa..." she screams, "fuck me, fuck me." She feels her brain turn to mush. She's sweating all over, jerking up with each thrust, feeling this tremendous force moving up and down her pussy, sometimes against the side, sometimes thrusting deep inside. With her fingernails she claws into Alex. She is almost beside herself with ecstasy and moans continuously. She has completely forgotten that Felix is on the phone. He no longer exists in her mind at that moment. She gives herself completely to Alex's driving, surrenders her body to him and just lets him fuck her like no man before him has ever managed to do so hotly with her. Her body explodes and an all-pervading shower of ecstasy now grips her from top to bottom. With an insistent moan she comes and comes and comes. For minutes she shakes all over. Today she finally got fucked properly again and she feels how much she has missed just that in the last few months: To feel the cock of a real man inside her.


Chapter 15

Felix has completely undressed and kneels waiting in front of the apartment door, which will open any moment. He has been able to follow the entire sex, from beginning to end, on the phone and it has gripped him not only sexually, but also emotionally. He feels all churned up. His whole inner being is in turmoil. He has gone through the most diverse phases of emotions: the deep-seated jealousy that suddenly arose in him when Clarissa went out on a date, the terrible uncertainty as to whether it wasn't a mistake to let it get this far in the first place, the greedy longing to be humiliated beyond all measure by Clarissa to the extent that she has now done, then again the doubts that mix with this abysmal excitement within him. He feels the little crack in his heart, this bittersweet agony that his sexual desire has imposed on him. Just how far is Clarissa going to take him? He is completely preoccupied with himself and his feelings when he hears it click in the lock, the key turns and the door opens. There she stands in front of him in her chic outfit, with her beautiful boots and her red lips twisted into a satisfied smile. He catches sight of her and is immediately swept away. He is overcome by a wave of emotions, whether it is complete horniness, longing for her embrace, doubt and sadness about how small and insignificant he now feels in front of her, joy about finally being allowed to live his sexuality, or all of it together. He doesn't know. He is drawn to her like a pull. Her, who has just kissed another man, let him take her over, laughing shamelessly at him and letting him listen. While other men would step away in disgust, all this triggers in Felix, who seems to be developing into a true submissive cuckold, the urge to throw himself at her feet, to worship her, to be close to her, to approach her lips and kiss her. He is longing for her hand, for her word, for her command. He is beside himself and rushes to her feet after she closes the door behind her. He hugs her legs, her boots, throws himself with his face towards her shoes and kisses her in complete submissive infatuation. Quick, hot kisses he leaves on the black leather, working his way up from the bottom and kissing her legs that are in her pantyhose. He can't stop at all. Totally gripped, he continues kissing and kissing wildly. He wants to show her how much he submits to her and how much he lives for her happiness. At the same time he fights with the tears. He is overwhelmed by his feelings and the situation. Clarissa looks down at her slave with a grin. She is quite taken with the sight and Felix's unexpectedly submissive greeting. Sensing how endlessly in a trance and taken in by his feelings he seems to be, she leans down slightly to him and pets his head, like a puppy.

"Yes, well-behaved," she tells him, actually speaking in such a voice as if she were speaking to a dog greeting her completely impetuously. "Well behaved, you've been waiting for me. Very well-behaved!"

Drunk with love, Felix looks up at her. In his eyes she sees how glazed they are, how tremendously sensitive he is right now and how strongly his fire burns for her. She bends down a little more, squats in front of him, holds his head tightly with both hands and kisses him passionately. They kiss like this for minutes without speaking a word. Lovingly, the two lips move together in time, hotly tonguing in their mouths. Felix feels completely held by her, the tension falls away from him a little. But his throat tightens. The emotions inside him want to come out. Tears suddenly run down his cheek. When Clarissa sees this, she takes him tightly in her arms, gently wipes away the tears with her fingers and presses him tightly against her, embracing him. She herself is quite touched by his emotion.

"I had to get that out," Felix smiles weakly after the tears have dried up again.

"That's okay, honey, you did really great today, that was a big step for us," Clarissa smiles at him. Suddenly she feels again the emotions she felt for Felix in her initial infatuation. His deeply touchable, sensitive soul that he shows her makes her feel again the connection that she had somewhat pushed aside in the process of taking complete control over him to satisfy her lust for power. But now the sexual desire to continue with hot Alex is mixed together with her love for Felix, who is completely trained by her to her needs, and who is trying so hard for her despite everything. She kisses him again while they both crouch on the floor there in the hallway. Then she unceremoniously pulls her boots off her feet and throws herself onto her bed, exhausted, along with Felix. They embrace again, cuddling together, and Clarissa enjoys the sensual, tender kisses Felix shares with her. She feels that by having just had really satisfying sex, with such an attractive man as Alex, she can feel the feelings for Felix again much more than before. This actually surprises her even herself. She had wondered how the relationship with Felix would turn out once she was in bed with someone else, and at the present moment she really feels that it was even beneficial for the relationship. Then her eyes suddenly fall on Felix's still closed cock and her lips twist into a grin. I wonder how far he will still go for me? What else will I make of him if she continues to keep him mercilessly chaste?

"What did you think of the evening?" she asks him, smiling sweetly. Felix playfully rolls his eyes, as if he is about to have an orgasm. The previous brief crying in his girlfriend's arms has made him feel all relaxed and loose.

"It was mega hot..."


Chapter 16

The next morning, Felix wakes up next to his girlfriend. She has already turned to him, caresses his bare chest with her fingers and smiles at him when he opens his eyes.

"Well, did you sleep well after I cheated on you for the first time yesterday?" she grins at him. She's in a devil-may-care mood, which she throws at his feet with a sweet smile, all wrapped up. Meanwhile, her hand wanders further and further down along his body to his metal cage and caresses the front, small opening. Immediately, he becomes horny.

"What a morning greeting!" he replies back with a grin and tries to kiss her, but she pulls her head back. Her hand moves to his bulging sack and massages the balls inside until he groans.

"My pussy feels so good today after my nice fuck yesterday." She looks at him with a mocking expression on her face. She gets him all hot and pronounces the word fuck nicely emphasized for him. A wave of excitement runs through his body.

"And I'm the dork who only got to listen," he breathes, only getting more aroused.

"Yeah, you're the simp that I locked away and wasn't even allowed to touch," Clarissa laughs mockingly. She runs her finger over his lips, then thrusts her index and middle fingers into his mouth, which he begins to suck from sheer horniness. After a few seconds, she withdraws them again and whispers seductively in his ear, "But you don't even need that anymore, because... what's your sex?"

A strong impulse runs through his body as he hears her question. The image of her legs and feet in the beautiful dark nylon pantyhose from yesterday appears in his mind.

"Your feet are my sex," he whispers back excitedly, suddenly straightening up, searching for the object of his desire and realizing that she is still wearing her pantyhose. She didn't even take off her clothes and fell asleep directly like that. A desire that carries him away transports him to the end of the bed with his heart pounding.

"Na! On the floor with you, if you kiss my feet, na go!"

He quickly jumps off the bed and she slowly guides her feet toward his face.

"You little goon get to pamper my feet dutifully for that, for cheating on you regularly now," Clarissa laughs at him. "Hop, hop."

And Felix gets going. He feels the soft nylon on his face, his tongue running from the back of her heel to the front of her stunningly perfect toes. Every inch of her feet he tries to explore and worship with his lips and tongue. He now throws himself completely into his fetish lust, wanting to become one with her feet, to take them in, devour them, feast on them and let them rule his life. She pushes her left foot into his mouth and he immediately begins to passionately suck and suck on the nylon fabric and the front part of her divine foot. With her other foot she wanders to his junk, stroking his balls with her instep and thereby only firing him up further.

"That's all you need, my little foot slave. This is exactly the sex you've always wanted," she breathes erotically to him as she thrusts her foot into him again and again. "This is exactly what you've been looking for all your life. And now you've found what your soul has been pining for all these years." Her voice catapults him even further into the sky. He comes fully undone at that moment, his cock almost exploding with horniness in its cage. Then she pulls her completely wet foot out of his mouth and runs it over his torso, making him feel her foot all over, then circles him over the heart area. Greedy for more, he looks at her.

"You are so perfect for me, you know exactly what turns me on, it's like a dream," he whispers in love. "You are so divine!"

"Yes, I am," she smiles at him. Then she follows up with, "Mouth open!" in a stern, cool voice. He opens his mouth wide again and she shoves her foot in as far as it will go, then mercilessly fucks him with it. As she does so, she enjoys the power she has over him and watches with a smug grin as she fucks his entire brain again with her feet now.

"Enough! I don't want to spoil you too much either," Clarissa then says and withdraws her feet from him again. "Other men would be happy to kiss my feet once and you get that every day. Consider yourself lucky, my slave!"

"Yes, Goddess!" he rushes up to her and looks at her with his artfully faithful, big eyes. "Thank you, Goddess, that I am fortunate enough to be at your feet, and every day too!"

"That's a good boy. Always remember all you have on me! Some submissives out there still haven't realized their destiny and you have such a hot mistress to make all your dreams possible. Always remember that! Every day I want you to realize that!"

"Yes, Goddess, of course! You are so incredibly perfect!" Felix is still all excited and would love to kiss his girlfriend from top to bottom, he is so aroused.

"Maybe I'll even let you cum on my feet again sometime soon," she speaks to him.

"Oh god, yesssss," he exclaims, beaming at her with a nod. He would give anything to finally be allowed to cum again and then on her beautiful feet. He's ecstatic at the idea.

"Maybe even tonight, if you do well," she grins at him. "Because I invited Alex to our house tonight. I told him you'd make us a nice candlelight dinner."

She responds to Felix's stunned, speechless face by laughing at the top of her lungs. Amused, she laughs right into his face. Then she claps her hand against his cheek, giving him a few slaps left and right while she amuses herself by saying, "It's going to be really horny for us today, my little loser, look forward to it!"


Chapter 17

Finally, on the evening of the same day, the time has come. Clarissa is just getting ready again, while Felix watches her naked on her knees and admires her putting on all the nice underwear and clothes stylishly fitted for a romantic date.

"Well, are you excited yet?" she asks him as she examines herself in the mirror.

"Yes, Goddess, I hope everything works out with dinner," Felix replies in a low voice. The nervousness clearly evident in his expression bubbles over the excitement he experiences at the sight of his hot girlfriend.

"Oh, you'll get the hang of it, you've cooked the tagliatelle with the salmon for me before, it was always very good," she cheers him up and smiles at him. Then she strokes his head, bending down to him briefly as his gaze falls on her ample cleavage, highlighting her plump breasts and exposing them for him to drool over. "You'll do fine, my little Cucky. Very well-behaved, you'll be at our service today." Her voice has a calming effect on him, as does her stroking. "You can go ahead and get the table ready. I want it to be super romantic. So, take the long red candles, the beautiful white tablecloth and decorate it nicely for our date!" And with that, Felix crawls into the kitchen and gets started. He really goes all out, picks out the prettiest plates they have, sprinkles the tablecloth with rose petals, and also already turns on the playlist Clarissa gave him so he can play it quietly in the background. Then the doorbell rings. That must be Alex. Clarissa lets the buzzer sound and meanwhile calls to him in the kitchen: "You stay there, squat in the corner on your knees and legs apart, so we can see your caged cock nicely."

Then Alex is already standing in the doorway. Grinning, with a bottle of red wine in his hand, he is quite the gentleman. "Good evening," he says gleefully, smiling seductively at Clarissa.

"Hey, come on in! I'm glad you came." Clarissa beams at him and is beside herself. She didn't let on in front of Felix, but she's a little excited herself and anxious to see what the evening will be like, now with the three of them and not just the two of them.

"It's nice that I can be there, with you," he replies in his distinctive, deep voice. "And that I get to meet your Cucky, too." He laughs merrily at that. Clarissa closes the door behind him, turns to face him, and already feels him putting his arm around her. He kisses her in greeting and she immediately joins in. Good feel his lips, which are slightly cool from outside. The shallow approach is followed by the first French kiss, they immediately make out loudly and intimately. Clarissa doesn't want to stop and throws herself up to him again when he is about to pull his mouth back. They kiss again with loud smooching noises that reach Felix in the kitchen. Bravely he kneels there and has opened his legs extra wide as ordered and formally presents his metal cage that has already accompanied him for so long under the guidance of his girlfriend. For the first time he hears her making out live without having seen Alex yet. His cock bangs against the perimeter of his cage and his heart throbs with excitement. Then the two come into the kitchen and grin at Felix.

"Hi there," chortles Alex, who seems to be absolutely not bothered by the fact that there will be a third person present tonight. When Felix catches sight of him, he gets all red in the face. Alex is a bit taller and broader than him, which is due to his muscles. He has a striking, angular face, which comes across as extremely likeable and attractive due to his broad smile. He is dressed as stylishly as Clarissa and is now setting down the red wine he brought on the table.

"Yes, that's right, this is Felix, my little cuckold, he's going to serve us nicely today," Clarissa laughs. "Isn't he?" she then looks at her boyfriend sternly and yet smiling at the same time.

"Yes, of course, I'd love to," he replies, his head still red. Alex's attractiveness suddenly leaves him anything but cold. A feeling of jealousy rises in him as he looks at the two of them together. He has the feeling that they could definitely be a good match in terms of looks. And the easy charisma that Alex displays in the following makes Felix seem very small. But at the same time, a certain incentive develops in him to pull himself out of his insecurity and to play his role quite confidently, outwardly at least. He suddenly feels this fire of motivation to make an effort for Clarissa. He wants to court her, to compete with Alex, to show her in his submissive way how much he fights for her. His heart becomes unusually fiery and the fact that no matter how hard he tries, Alex will emerge as the winner of Clarissa's pussy, makes his little tail, which has retreated in excitement, suddenly become quite hard again. Artfully he smiles at the two.

"Open the red wine for us and pour us some," Clarissa orders him. The two sit down at the fully decorated table. "Oh, and light the candles for us while you're at it, it'll be much more romantic here. And then you can take care of our food right away!"

The two sit down at the table while Felix gets started, pours them the wine, and finally begins cooking. The wine is already having its effect not a few minutes later, and the two tell each other funny stories and keep laughing at the naked Felix cooking there in front of them.

"It's a quaint situation," Alex laughs.

"Quaint, he says," Clarissa replies. "Isn't it cool to have such a slave doing this for me every day?" Then she turns to Felix: "The food better taste as good today as it usually does. If not your mini will stay closed for another six months... Oh no, wait, it will stay that way anyway." Clarissa breaks out into her usual mean laughter, which Alex is only too happy to join in. After a few more mean jokes about Felix, the meal is finally ready and he prepares the meal for the two of them, goes down on his knees and puts the plate on the table for each of them.

"Bon appetit, I hope," he says in an attempted-self-conscious voice, and then kneels back in the corner where he sat with Alex when they first met.

"Good boy, very fine," Clarissa breathes to him, even giving him a quick wink.

"It certainly looks and smells very good," Alex says appreciatively.

"Yes, cooking is something my Cucky can do... as opposed to other things," Clarissa grins and they both start laughing again. Felix has gotten somewhat used to the completely open bullying of his person by now. At first he was immensely uncomfortable in front of Alex and with reddened cheeks he stood in front of the stove. But slowly his excitement and also his embarrassment have somewhat subsided, after he was allowed to notice that Alex takes the whole thing with a lot of playful humor and even smiles at him from time to time, in order to slightly soften a mean humiliation afterwards. At least that's what Felix concludes from the benevolent glances Alex gives him in between. And indeed, Felix's excitement and additional sensitivity due to his presence is, of course, quite obvious to Alex from his reddened face. With a few purposefully understanding and smiling looks, he finally ensures that Felix can let himself go a little more and then, when he has arrived back on his knees on the kitchen floor, finally also feels the eroticism of the situation. Finally, the two look deeply into each other's eyes again and again, also allowing for an exciting silence between the conversations from time to time, and Felix is live there as a sizzle develops between the two, which he can feel all the way to the hard tip of his crammed cock. He is virtually sucked in by the tingling hot scene in which his divine girlfriend flirts with another attractive man and he is just allowed to watch silently and cagily, naked and on his knees.

"Very tasty indeed! But doesn't he get any?" then Alex suddenly asks, pointing to Felix's side.

"He can eat bread later," Clarissa grins, not even giving Felix a glance as she answers. The wine has hit her even harder than Alex's and she enjoys this mean bullying that comes so naturally to her lips. Inwardly, she is already pining for Alex. She has witnessed how charmingly and subtly he has guided Felix into a positive feeling and ensured that he is now completely focused on her instead of being ashamed of himself. This behavior of Alex alone, which contributes to the great evening and with which he shows that he, as a superior man in this situation, also cares about the well-being of her Cucky boyfriend and guides him, draws her to him enormously. He exudes such assurance and such masculinity in doing so that her pussy has already become wet for him.

"Oh, poor guy, maybe you should give him some pasta, he can eat it off your foot, I'm sure he'll like that," Alex says, as if it's completely natural for him. Clarissa snorts. "Great idea!" Then she turns to Felix: "You heard what Alex said, off to my feet, then you might as well show him how much you love them!" Felix crawls onto the floor directly in front of her. Meanwhile, she fishes for some noodles with her fork and places them on her left foot, which is encased in a white short sneaker sock.

"You can eat them off my sock, my little foot creeper," she speaks down to him from above. He gets right to work, touching his lips to his goddess' foot again and again as he delivers the noodles into his mouth. Just the visual sight of her slender little foot inside that thin sock, with her dark red nail polish shimmering through underneath, gets him all hot and bothered. A few noodles still fall to the floor as he tries to be as clever as possible with his mouth.

"Ah, you can eat them off the floor in front of me!", Clarissa then calls out and points her finger demonstratively at the fallen pasta. "You lick the stains from the sauce clean, too!" Her voice is stern and she almost gleefully directs her slave friend in front of her date. She watches her boyfriend very closely as he now finishes licking the floor clean at her feet. Then she lifts her left foot up in the air and shows him her sole.

"Look how dirty my white socks are, I've been wearing them all day. Open your mouth! You might as well show our guest how much you adore me," she grins at him and then unceremoniously stuffs her toes into his mouth first and then guides her foot further and further into him. Right before his eyes, he sees the hem of her sneaker sock and his girlfriend's slender ankles following it. He sucks on her sock, sucks on her foot and almost forgets that they are not alone. Passionately he closes his eyes and tries to take in as much of her foot as he can. Then she withdraws her foot from him again with the words, "What is your sex?"

"Your feet are my sex," he whispers, somewhat ashamed, looking down at the floor. At the question, it has come back to his full awareness that Alex has been watching everything.

"Well, again with a little more passion. And put the Loser-L on your forehead while you're at it, come on!" shouts Clarissa sternly. She points out an L to him with her index finger and thumb.

"Your feet are my sex," Felix now replies louder, looking her in the eye and holding the L in front of his forehead, which she has never let him do before. He feels completely victimized by her, and he feels that desire for more in his body.

"Good boy. Now take off my sock and bring me new ones, they're all soaked from your slave mouth now! Off!" And so Felix crawls off to get new socks for her.

"You've really got a handle on him," Alex says when Felix has crawled out of the kitchen on all fours.

"Months of training," Clarissa grins at him in response.


Chapter 18

"Flat on the floor with you, lie on your back!" orders Clarissa in a clear, loud voice, once they have all three arrived in the bedroom. "I want to let Alex kiss me while I use you as a doormat, because that's all you are to me!" Clarissa is really getting into it now, the previous humiliations were just the preliminaries for her. Now she wants to rub Felix's nose in how horny she is for Alex. After Felix has immediately laid down on the floor in front of them in the bedroom, she puts one of her socked feet on his chest and jumps up while Felix has to tense his muscles to hold her weight and then comes to a stop with her second foot just above his caged cock on his naked skin. She pulls Alex towards her and they kiss slowly and sensually. Only softly does Felix hear the sweet kissing sounds above him as he feels her entire weight on him. He is now only Clarissa's doormat, which brings her even closer to the taller Alex. He kisses his girlfriend more and more stormily now, their breathing gets louder, the lip movements faster, the tongues penetrate deeper. Clarissa moans softly and pulls Alex even closer to her. He wraps his arms around her, even taking some weight off Felix's body, who feels the relief immediately. Loudly they make out and Felix can only watch from below. An intense horniness announces itself to him. With his hands he reaches for the feet and legs of his divine girlfriend, who is now standing on top of him. He caresses her, feels her, worships her from below. But she is quite busy with Alex. All her attention is now on her new hot lover and her pussy gets even wetter with the hot kisses she exchanges with him. Then Alex starts to undress her. He wants it to go really fast now, craving her body. She, meanwhile, undoes the buttons of his shirt to gaze at his steel-formed body. She climbs down from Felix and leads the half-naked Alex to the edge of the bed, where they sit down.

"Loser, you may take off my socks!" she calls in a stern voice over to Felix, who immediately scurries to her feet and very slowly and sensuously removes her now black sneaker socks from her feet with trembling fingers. Meanwhile, Clarissa turns her attention back to Alex. They kiss intimately again and she undoes the buttons of his black, elegant pants and pulls open the zipper. Then she whispers to him, "Look how horny I make our Cucky with my feet."

Sure enough, she is now circling one foot in the air in front of Felix's face, alternately showing him her soft, beautiful sole, then again her immaculately painted toes and the beautiful shape of her foot in profile. She creates a pull in him that is so strong that he focuses only on her foot, blocking out everything else, falling in love all over again with this beauty that is unique to him, this feminine elegance, this soft, feminine shape that her feet represent to him. He is beside himself, completely in the moment. As if mesmerized, he stares at her foot dancing in front of his eyes, drawing his gaze and making him buttery in the bulb. His cock presses against the cage, the arousal flinging itself fulminantly through his whole body, only to gather and focus again in the tip of his cock. He is completely driven by his physical lust and completely taken in by the visual sight that is presented to him there. In awe, he feasts on the aesthetic and falls forward onto his elbows, crawling to her feet, wanting nothing more than to kiss her, lick her, and let her take him. He forgets the world, everyday life, stress. For him, nothing else exists but the sight of his goddess, with whom he is so in love and for whom he wants to toil every day so that she is happy. Deeply he falls into his submissive desires, into his submissive dreams, into his self-sacrificing attitude towards Clarissa. She has undressed herself and Alex in the meantime and now they tumble over each other on the bed. Felix follows her feet, sees how the soles turn to him, then again her feet from above, how she is whirled around in the bed by Alex.

"Focus nicely on my feet," Clarissa breathes to her cuckold. "Now while your girlfriend is getting fucked nicely right in front of you."

The words pop in his ear. He gets all whipped up by the meaning of her statement. In a moment she will be fucked in front of him by another hot man. His excitement rises to immeasurability and he lunges at the feet of her lying in front of him. He kisses her passionately and with closed eyes. As if in a frenzy he kisses her instep, licks her toes and buries his face in her feet. When his eyes fall on them again, he notices how Clarissa just has Alex's hard cock in her mouth and sucks it passionately. A wave of infatuation suddenly surprises him and he can't tell why. Deeply burns this image that he now sees. The red lips of his girlfriend. The magnificent, hard cock. The sucking motions of her head. Deep goes the humiliation he is now subjected to while she sucks Alex’s cock and he himself has been locked up for months, getting only ruined orgasms from her. As if guessing his thoughts, Clarissa calls him over. He crawls to the other end of the bed, where Clarissa is just releasing Alex's privates from her mouth and jerking him off with her hand instead, keeping him completely hard. Addressing Felix, she then says in an imperious tone, "Look at this horny cock, look at it, how it's bigger and much hotter than your mini down there. He's about to fuck me. I'll let him have it. I'll let him in my pussy. For him I get all wet. Only you I don't let in anymore!" She accompanies the last sentence with a mean laugh. Felix is trembling with excitement all over his body. This verbal humiliation from her together with her laughter drive him completely insane.

"Yes, goddess," he breathes back incredibly aroused.

"You're lucky I treat you the way you deserve!"

"Oh, yes, thank you Goddess." Shakily, the words come out of him. His breathing is halting and short, his whole body bobbing and shaking on the floor in front of her. Short, soft moaning sounds escape his vocal cords. Clarissa takes Alex's cock in her mouth again in front of him, sucks it a few times and takes it deep down her throat. Then she turns back to Felix, who can barely control himself.

"Open your mouth!" she orders him and then spits into his wide open mouth. He takes in her spit.

"Thank you, Goddess." Felix can hardly think straight, he is under a spell. Inwardly, the feelings clash against his arousal.

"Now hold your stupid face out for me so I can slam into it before I let my new lover fuck me."

Felix bends his face far forward. He closes his eyes, as if in anticipation of a tender caress. He thirsts for Clarissa's humiliation. He wants to be bullied into the ground by her, he wants to let himself fall into his submissive role and give himself completely to her as a slave with whom she can do whatever she wants. She slaps him on the cheek. Then the blows pelt him from both sides. He enjoys each like as if she is caressing him. He feels her divine hand touching him again and again, slapping him, and he leans forward to her as well, unable to get enough, even though it hurts.

"Yes, that's what the loser finds horny, being nicely humiliated and beaten before his girlfriend cheats on him right in front of him too," Clarissa laughs at him.

Felix gasps with pleasure, his body can no longer keep still, he is so taken by his own inclinations, which are now being fulfilled before him in reality. He lets himself fall into the deep black hole inside him.

"Yes-a-aa," he breathes shakily and looks at Clarissa, snorting and gasping.

"Then watch closely as Alex is going to fuck me now!" All this time she has been jerking his cock with her hand and Alex is filled to bursting with horniness himself. As soon as he hears the words that mean his go-ahead, he pounces on the hot Clarissa. Completely in ecstasy, which includes not only the arousal, but especially a psychological sensation that takes place in the head, Felix watches with huge eyes as Alex inserts his cock into the pussy that he has been longing for for so long and yet will never get again. This for Felix inconceivable, indescribable, almost incomprehensible feeling in his head and in his whole body intensifies even more. He can hardly keep his body on all fours, he is shaking so much, his vocal chords keep making sounds like a whimpering dog. Then Alex gets going and penetrates his girlfriend again and again rhythmically and how deep he penetrates! Felix can hardly hold himself with excitement, bends his own pelvis back and forth again and again, as if he would fuck his girlfriend himself. His heart is pounding. He hears Clarissa's moaning, which is now getting louder and louder in his ears. Quite automatically, he takes her hand and kisses it while Alex fucks her into ecstasy. Clarissa's moans become high-pitched screams that rhythmically match Alex's thrusts. He catapults her into the sky.

"Suck my feet, you loser, look what I'm denying you twat," Clarissa cries out as if out of her mind, then moans loudly. "You stay locked up and I get fucked well!" Felix rushes to her feet and sucks them as ordered. He becomes one with her feet. The phrase "My feet are your sex", which she has repeated over and over again in the last few weeks and has always made him say himself, enters his head and makes him fall even deeper in front of her. His eyes close as he licks her soles. Suddenly his eyes begin to circle under his lids. He is in a trance. The fucking sounds, the banging, the moans of Clarissa coupled with the deeper sounds of Alex's voice crash into his ears. Deep inside him he feels the humiliation of being degraded to the loser of his own girlfriend, who now in front of him quite shamelessly lets himself be fucked by another, cheats on him, with announcement. It just drips out of his penis cage, which he now touches completely desperately with one hand and just tries to stimulate himself somehow. His hopeless situation only intensifies his excitement. Clarissa's moaning noises seem to be getting louder and louder to him now.

"Oh God," she cries out, "Oh God, this is awesome." Alex is fucking her so hard. She can hardly believe how much he is arousing her with his power. She rolls back and forth under him, rolling her eyes, just moaning to herself, her face contorted with overwhelming arousal. She only feels the hard cock in her pussy, how he moves, how he fucks her, how he takes her. Suddenly Alex speeds up even more and fucks her even harder. She opens her mouth, a loud moan comes out. She feels Felix's tongue on her soles. Alex is about to climax and she too is overcome with arousal and finally she comes to a phenomenal orgasm that completely paralyzes her head while Alex comes inside her himself in his ripping urge to fuck her. She is shaking all over, Alex holding her with his arms, holding her legs. Her hands have clawed into the mattress, shockwave-like arousal now permeates her whole body and for seconds she is as if switched off, as if in another world. She floats on the wave of excitement. In the whole body she feels this infinite relaxation, falls into herself and then wakes up again, opens her eyes and moans out loud.

"Oh God, that was awesome, that was awesome!" She is completely exhausted, yet immensely satisfied. She kisses Alex deeply, while Felix watched, deeply touched, as his girlfriend came so incredibly hard, as it has never been the case with him before. But he doesn't feel any jealousy right now, he is deeply caught up in his submissive role. With all his heart, he is happy because she is happy.

"Wow," it escapes from the fast-breathing Alex. "That was so hot, we came almost at the same time, we're already so attuned to each other."

"Yes," Clarissa beams at him and kisses him again, taking him in her arms and cuddling up to him, while a little envy does now arise in Felix and he also wishes for his girlfriend's touches. Then the two turn to him. Clarissa beckons him towards her.

"I felt you on my feet when I came, you did great," she breathes to him and strokes him over the head, knowing that Felix might just explode with horniness if his cage wasn't in the way. Intensely, he feels her hand on his head and moves his head back so that her hand is stroking all over his face.

"I think someone really deserves a treat," Clarissa then grins at him and looks demonstratively at his locked cock. Felix's eyes get all wide and he immediately looks at her begging.

"Or what do you think? Should we make him come too? He really hasn't for ages, apart from the cold milking I told you about," Clarissa laughs, looking at Alex. He grins at her and then looks at the still whimpering Felix on the floor in front of him.

"I think he wants nothing more in the world right now," Alex laughs. "But if he does, it'll be on your feet," he then says firmly and smiles at Clarissa. The latter feels a slight displeasure at the thought of actually making her boyfriend come now, but inwardly convinces herself that it also fits well with his training to give him this precious reward now, right after she has finally cheated on him live for the first time. Let him associate the horny cumming with it, she grins to herself as she hands him the key to his lock. He hardly gets the small lock open, so much he shakes. But then it finally works and he detaches himself from his cage. His little tail immediately stands up. The excitement in him now reaches its peak. He feels that he hardly needs to stimulate himself to come.

"You get to jerk off on my beautiful feet as a reward for kissing my feet so great when I cheated on you," Clarissa laughs sadistically. Then she turns back to Alex and the two of them kiss in front of Felix, while he puts his hand to himself and has moved very close to his girlfriend's feet lying on the floor in front of the edge of the bed. The beauty of her graceful, slender feet catches him again and the fact that she is just making out with Alex again does the rest. He starts jerking his stiff cock, in his head the impressions of her hot red-painted toes, her beautiful instep and her slim ankle, followed by her long slender legs together with the making out noises of the two in front of him. Now his big moment has arrived. For months he has not been allowed, for months he has labored for Clarissa, for months he has been trained by her to be of service to her from head to toe. All those hot moments with her now invade his imagination. The image burned into his mind earlier of his cock-sucking girlfriend just giving Alex a blowjob while he kissed her hot feet resurfaces, then the scene of Alex thrusting his cock into her pussy. He gives a loud moan, the horniness is now gathering in the tip of his cock, his balls are already hurting from the restraint, his face is completely distorted with ecstasy, his whole body is vibrating under the pressure of the tension that is now building up inside him, he can't control himself anymore, breathing heavily, bending forward, wanting to be as close as possible to his girlfriend's feet. Then he squirts on the back of her wonderful feet, thinking that his goddess has been fucked so nicely today.

"Aaaaaah," Felix moans, completely consumed with arousal. For seconds the sperm shoots out of him. Then he breathes heavily and snorts. The outgoing arousal makes room for all the emotions it has drowned out over the past weeks and even months. All of these now pelt Felix, he no longer knows where his head is at. He is suddenly drawn deep inside, is completely absent to the outside world. He falls backwards, breathes heavily, leans against one end of the sofa, which is not far from the bed, and groans softly. His gaze goes rigid. Meanwhile, Alex and Clarissa get up and get dressed again. Felix hardly notices any of this, however, so preoccupied is he with himself.

"I think it's better if you go now," Clarissa whispers to Alex, "It was beautiful! I hope we can do it again. But I think Felix needs me now."

Alex nods to her, kisses her again briefly, and then quietly says goodbye to her and slips out the door. Clarissa accompanies him into the hallway, hugs him once more, kisses him and closes the front door behind him. Then she immediately turns around and kneels down to the completely staring Felix.


Chapter 19

She senses his trepidation and sees in his gaze that a powerful emotional chaos is going on inside him. She takes his hand and leads him to the bed, snuggles him in the blanket and brings him a glass of water, which he gratefully takes and immediately drinks up completely. It makes him a little clearer again. But then it bursts out of him. Tears run down his cheeks. For months, the tension had been building up inside him, and even the ruined milking had finally only caused the tension to diminish for a short time, but it could never completely escape from him. Clarissa takes him in her arms and wordlessly he lies in them for minutes. She presses him tightly against her, strokes his back, cuddles him completely. Then she wipes the wetness of tears from his face.

"What do you need now?" she asks him, smiling lovingly. "That was quite a lot for us today." Completely in need of love, he hugs her again and lets her kiss him. She kisses him all over the face and holds his cheeks tightly between her two hands. She gives him a lot of security now and he feels how he slowly comes down again, how he feels better and how he can speak again.

"That was so intense today, it was totally horny, only after I came it scared me that this was going in a wrong direction," Felix says quite honestly and sensitively.

"Because the excitement was suddenly gone so suddenly and then you realized, oh, your girlfriend is now really in reality just with someone else?" she asks understandingly. She is still deeply touched by the fact that they both came so far together and that he let himself be led to live out his fantasies in real life.

"Yes," Felix replies meekly, looking at her shyly. "I don't want to lose you."

"We're just living out our cuckold fantasies right now and that's something very beautiful, I like that incredibly and you've also been so eager to do it and so happy all the time over the last few months, even though I've been keeping you hard locked. I think you just need to get that back in your head. And also, if Alex is fucking me now, that doesn't mean I don't want to be with you. We just live out our sexuality in a special way, the way we like it and not the way others do. But that's exactly what binds us together," she tells him. She always finds the right words for him. Felix is not yet completely convinced, but his fear and insecurity have disappeared again, at least to a large extent.

"I'm proud of the fact that we've already come so far, tried out so many things and are now integrating cuckolding," Clarissa whispers to him lovingly. He nods to her and smiles at her. He really likes the fact that she is always there for him at the right time, that she has developed such a strong sensitivity for him in the meantime, so that she takes care of him whenever he needs it and builds him up again and cheers him up. He thinks that's exactly how a relationship should be and that's why he feels so comfortable with her.

"Are you going to close me off again from now on, or can I still enjoy my freedom?" he then asks her with a grin, already getting back into a playful mode. The shock after his orgasm seems to be over.

"Oh no, my dear," she says, poking his nose with her finger. "I'm going to lock you away right now, you've come enough for me now. I want you nice and frustrated and submissive at my feet again."

"That's what I thought," he sighs playfully, but then smiles back at Clarissa, who then hands him the individual parts of his penis cage and looks him demonstratively in the eye. He puts it back on, locks it and hands her the key again. Fire glows in his eyes as he looks at her doing this and as he puts the key back in her hand he says, "I love you."

Her heart begins to leap and she looks deep into his eyes. "I love you just the way you are," she says, kissing her closeted boyfriend on the heart spot on his chest. Then she comes back up to him and whispers into his left ear.

"And I love how much you want to be my slave and lay the world at my feet." She bites his earlobe, kisses him stormily on the cheek as if she wants to devour him, and then licks across his neck. Felix feels completely taken by her again.

"Look what I've secured for us," she then suddenly says and takes out a condom. It is tied at the top so that the puddle of sperm can't run out. She holds it right in front of his face, dangling it in front of his eyes as if to hypnotize him with it.

"This is what Alex fucked me in and came in," she grins at him. "I wonder what we'll do best with this, mmm?"

"Ohh," Felix groans out. "I don't know..."

"Well, I do! Off on your knees in front of the bed again with you! Now you're going to kiss nicely the used condom that was in my pussy." Her voice has changed back to a sternness that makes Felix directly obey the command. Artfully, he kisses the condom.

"Thank me for cheating on you nicely and also for letting you be there live when I get fucked, you loser." She holds the Loser-L in front of his face again, right next to the used condom. The words and the sight make Felix get all horny again.

"Thank you, Goddess," he breathes rapturously, while it turns him on immensely that she's cheating on him and making him thank her for it, too. It's this topsy-turvy world, this uncanny self-abasement, that gives him the happy feelings of his life and that Clarissa keeps conditioning him to.

"Yes, fine. You want your goddess to be nicely satisfied, don't you?" she smiles at him, stroking his face nodding at her.

"Good boy. Go on, lick my divine soles while I finger myself." And with the words she drops onto her back, stimulating her clit with her fingers, feeling the tongue of the passionately licking Felix on her feet and falling into her fantasies. In the process, she imagines her future dream lifestyle: Day in, day out she is served by Felix, who is downright addicted to her feet and spends himself completely for her to make her life as pleasant as possible, while she enjoys herself with hot loverboys and is magnificently banged by big cocks.

The End.


You might also like this story...

[image: ]

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

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

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

OEBPS/image_rsrcGE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcGF.jpg
24/ y 4 SLAVE

Exploited & Cucked






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




