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Frustration fantasies

"You know what I love about you?" speaks Joelle in his calm, deep voice as he looks deep into Sally's big eyes.

"Tell me," she replies with a sly smile. She is captivated by his blue eyes, which seem to penetrate her deeply. His masculine, broad face is inches from hers. She feels the strong attraction she has for him. He still triggers that feeling of butterflies in her stomach, even though they have been together for some time. The incredible calm he radiates, his muscular, well-trained body and especially his stoic way of looking at her without a hint of uncertainty - all this triggers in her the feeling of being able to let herself fall completely with him. How many shivers have run down her spine when he simply grabbed her with his big, wide hands and did what he wanted with her. Very calmly he looks at her now and for seconds he doesn't answer her, letting the silence affect them both and literally penetrating her with his eyes. She barely withstands his gaze and jerkily moves her eyes to his full, closed lips, which she now wishes were caressing hers hotly. Quickly she looks up at him again. But by then he is already placing his warm, large hand on her right temple, caressing it, and then guiding it to her neck. He can feel Sally's heartbeat intensify. She audibly inhales and exhales deeply and looks at her hot boyfriend and lover all in love. He still owes her an answer. But he doesn't seem to care about that in the slightest. His hot lips lay on hers, she closes her eyes and feels how he kisses her long and intimately. Like a rush, the tension travels down from her lips, through her torso to her vagina, already leaving a wet imprint in her panties without her noticing. Then Joelle makes for her neck, kissing it, gently running his tongue over it, and meanwhile just putting his hand on her face, egging her on as if he had touched her pussy. Her tongue feels his palm, circling, she moistens his skin, tasting his flavor, smelling his scent, feeling like the property of him, to do with as he pleases. Softly she moans out under his warmth as he wets her breasts with kisses.

"That you let yourself fall so beautifully with me and I hold your femininity completely in my hands, that's what I love about you," he whispers to her and takes his hand from her face to look at her. The words only make her fall deeper into the warm, arousing, dark hole he opens inside her and lets her slide into. She runs her hands over his upper arms, which now seem even more muscular than they already are. She lets herself fall against his chest and wets it with kisses, sliding lower and lower in front of his erect torso and kissing her way down to his black boxers, where his hard cock is already waiting for her. He quickly takes the boxers off and presents her his fully erect member, which she now massages tenderly with her hand.

"You know, you really are the hottest man I have ever met. You are so incredibly masculine, so strong. You drive me crazy with your look. Your charisma alone makes me wet. I don't know any man who is like you. That almost doesn't exist anymore. I'm so happy I get to be with you."

After Sally says these words, she kisses the tip of his cock and takes it into her mouth. Deeply she lets his privates slide inside her. All the way, until it barely goes any further. Fervently Joelle moans from his belly. Then he grabs her by the back of the head and presses his hard, wide cock deep into her gullet again and again. Faster and deeper he thrusts into her. Then he pushes her for a few seconds completely onto his body and presses his cock very deep into her, so that already the tears shoot into her eyes. After that he fucks her mouth further with faster and faster thrusts. Shortly before cumming he pulls it out of her. She smiles at him through her tears. Her pussy is dripping with moisture. She could just feel all his power. Breathing heavily, she kisses him.

"All those other men out there are nothing compared to you," she breathes. It makes her hotter than anything when she offers herself for Joelle to have sex with. "Please fuck me," she whispers as she continues to kiss him like crazy. "Please fuck me like no other man can fuck me." Their lips press together, their tongues feeling each other in a circular dance. "Like you always do," Sally whispers excitedly.

"Would be horny if someone would watch us when I fuck you so hard," he smiles at her lustfully. He knows his girlfriend has been enjoying the thought for some time.

"Yeah, one of those losers I used to date who couldn't satisfy me in the least, like you," she whispers to him, turned on. Before she met Joelle, she already wanted to give up her search for a partner because today's men were all too soft for her. But then he suddenly came into her life and she would prefer never to let him go again.

"Maybe we should look around for such a viewer," Joelle grins at her and runs his finger along her wet pussy. She moans out loud as he does so.

"That would be so awesome, I saw the other day how many of these fuck losers there are online, surely one can watch us."

"Then we'll show him how to fuck a woman properly."

Skillfully, Joelle turns his girlfriend on her back and penetrates her tight pussy with his hard, long member. He feels her warmth, her wetness and in him rises the greed to fuck her properly as if she were his slut. Slowly he increases the pace, moving his massive, masculine pelvis back and forth over and over again, sliding deep inside her again and again. Sally moans with pleasure.

"Fuck me," she screams at him. "Fuck me."

She's already shaking all over, so turned on by Joelle. Then she feels his hand on her neck again, pushing her into the bed, and he fucks her hard. His cock is pounding into her pussy. Louder and louder are her moaning cries. Hotter and hotter the thrusts that drive through her whole body. Completely beside herself with desire, she rolls her eyes and lets herself fall completely into Joelle's hand, giving herself to him and wanting nothing so much as for him to do whatever he wants with her.

Suddenly, the image that won't let her go afterwards comes into her head: Another man kneeling in front of the bed on which they are having the hottest sex in the world and can't hold a candle to her Joelle. The only thing he is allowed to do is watch them get it on and serve them, such a really nice submissive being what they keep together as cuck slave. Sally rolls her eyes in pleasure and winces under the tension. Her body turns into a pulsating something. Joelle leads her to orgasm with his way of fucking her with his cock. With a loud moan she comes and floats on her cloud of pleasure into the vastness of the sky.

"We need to get us one of those cuckold slaves, Joelle," she smiles pointedly at him after she descends back out of the sky. The fantasy won't let her go. She can literally feel how much frustration and anger is still inside her. Anger at the weak men she has dated so far. No one could give her what she needed and for years she had believed that she wouldn't find anything better. But then Joelle came along and she realized how many years of her life she had wasted with completely unmanly beings.

"I just need this experience!" she laughs out loud, laughing at herself. Then she kisses Joelle deeply and in love.


Couple wanted

The very next day, Sally sits down at her laptop and wants to search for a cuck slave. She still has no idea what exactly she is looking for. But she does have one thing: permission from Joelle, who finds the idea entertaining, is a little amused that Sally is so into it, but isn't averse to giving it a try. He sits down in bed next to her with a cup of coffee and watches as she unceremoniously targets the platforms, which seem to spit out exactly what she's looking for.

"So you've looked before, right?", Joelle asks her with a grin. Slightly embarrassed, she blushes a little, which he finds incredibly cute about her.

"Yeah, I've had this fantasy for a really long time," she smiles at him and kisses him briefly on his beautiful lips, which leave a pleasant light coffee taste in her mouth.

"Look how many there are here on the platform looking for exactly something like us," Sally excitedly points her finger at a website. Joelle follows her gaze and reads.

Seeking alpha couple to serve.

Young student offers himself as a cuckold.

Devoted man seeks dominant couple.

Offer myself as a cleaning slave for a couple.

Mid-forties cuckold seeks young hot couple.

Numerous ad titles jump out at him, very similar to each other.

"Alpha couple," he reads aloud, almost choking on his coffee with laughter.

"That's us!", Sally joins in his laughter.

"I'd rather say I'm the alpha and you complete me to the couple," Joelle says with his mischievous grin. Then, with his warm hand, he turns her face away from the laptop, toward him, and kisses her for a long time with a stormy flick of his tongue.

"Haha, fuck you, too, pal," Sally replies laughing sarcastically.

"Your pussy is wet again, isn't it," Joelle teases her further, running his hand down to her.

"No! Well I mean yes! But we need to focus now! Get away from there!" exclaims Sally. She's all over the place. "I think it's so nice that you feel like doing this with me," she then says, conciliatory, directed at him. "But let's really see who offers themselves to us now."

Joelle laughs out loud. He thinks it's hilarious how excited Sally is.

"Oh, look, here's a cleaning slave looking. I'll click on that, he's even from the same city as us."

Submissive cleaning slave & cuckold seeks dominant alpha couple

Hello, very honored couple who found their way to my ad. I am Martin, 26 years young and feel in me the longing to serve a couple and can imagine to clean your apartment regularly as a cleaning slave. I will gladly clean naked in front of you and also endure any humiliation and degradation that you have left for me.

Ever since I can remember, I inwardly pine for a dominant woman and to be humiliated and exploited by her. I have never been in a relationship throughout my life, let alone has my mini come within the closer range of a divine vagina. As a virgin, I find the idea of being allowed to serve a pretty woman who is also taken and therefore completely unavailable to me, enormously humiliating.

The fantasy of serving a couple came to me when I watched my crush in my former class making out with her lover on the sidewalk in front of me, as if they were completely alone. I was like air to her and I imagined how hot it would be if I threw myself at her feet. Since then, this idea has not let me go.

So far I was too shy to really try it out, but I would like to give myself a jolt and put it into practice and serve an alpha couple who has use for me and takes me under their wing. I am looking for something long term at best, however I would like to try me out first anyway.

If I could arouse your interest in me, then I would be very happy if you get in touch with me and I may present myself to you soon. I am looking forward to it!

Martin

"Oh, he actually put a lot of effort into writing that," Sally says in surprise.

"Why?" asks Joelle.

"Well, others just write a few lines and barely introduce themselves or can't even get it together to write a proper sentence," his girlfriend explains to him.

"And look, he's 26 and still a virgin," she laughs out loud. "His jaw will drop when he sees us having sex. I'm going to write him up."

"Okay, so he can definitely clean up nicely here with us."

"Yeah, then I don't have to do that anymore. You never help me with that!" retorts Sally with a feigned pout.

"Well, Madame, I'll make sure you always get nice food on your plate," Joelle gets into the game.

"Maybe this one can take care of that too," Sally laughs, pointing to the ad where she now clicks the "Reply" button to compose her message to Martin.

Hello Martin,

We (Sally, 25 & Joelle, 27) are an alpha couple of your taste. You can dutifully clean our apartment while we enjoy ourselves and have fun with you. Gladly also regularly. Especially I (Sally) am in the mood for a submissive slave, because until I met my current boyfriend and grandiose lover, I was only together with limp dicks and there is already accumulated anger within me, which I very much like to let out on you - in the form of humiliation, of course. And if you like that too, all the better. So get in touch with us if you are serious - we live in the same city. We could get to know each other even tomorrow.

"Bam! Sent!" exclaims Sally triumphantly. "There, now you can ask me again if my pussy is wet," she laughs, snuggling up to her boyfriend's side.

That same evening, Martin writes back and they arrange a meeting in which he is allowed to clean the apartment on a trial basis and they get to know each other. The very next day Sally already feels a tingle in her stomach with curiosity about who exactly will appear there. Joelle grins inside and can't really imagine yet how his sweet Sally will deal with this slave....


Oh shit?!

Martin wipes the beads of sweat from his forehead when he finally arrives at Sally and Joelle's home. Inside, he is trembling. He already feels a trace of shame. For the first time, he would now surrender to his seemingly destined fate and present himself to a couple as a cuckold and cleaning slave. "Why did I even put in the ad that I'm a virgin and have never had sex?" he asks slightly annoyed with himself. "It doesn't get more embarrassing than that." But then he takes a deep breath and presses the doorbell. Not ten seconds later, he hears the buzzing and he walks slowly up the stairs of the apartment building. "Come on, it can't be that bad," he tries to mentally reassure himself. "It can't get any worse than making an absolute laughingstock of myself in front of them - and isn't that even what I want right now?" - "It's just a fetish, it's just a fetish." He tries to counteract the shallow breathing his body is performing due to his fear and takes a deep breath, gasping for air. He feels his hammering heartbeat all the way down his throat. Step by step, he slowly retracts. "Just don't break a sweat." He wipes his forehead again. "Come on, just do it, it can't be anything more than embarrassing!" he shouts to himself one last time, swinging his shoulders back and trying to get into a reasonably straight posture to mask his fear. Then he spots the open door and Sally, already waiting for him with wide, curious eyes. Their eyes meet when he's still halfway up the stairs and barely a second later Sally bursts into a loud laugh.

"Martin? Don't tell me it's you," she shouts so loudly that it resounds throughout the stairwell. Dumbfounded, Martin looks at her. "Oh no, this can't be true," he thinks to himself. He doesn't know how to react. He would like to turn his face to the side and turn on his heel, quickly run back down the stairs and far, far away. But instead, all he gets out is a quick "Hi," and stares at Sally in response, speechless.

"We've met before," she grins at him. "You were in a senior class with me, remember? You remember me, don't you?"

"Yes... yes, I remember," Martin replies quietly. Shock is visibly written all over his face. He feels the shame that now wraps itself around his heart like a blanket and that cuts him off, takes him all in and tries to pull him into a dark vortex. Sally's face reminds him of all the memories that lie buried deep inside him and that he has not brought out for a long time - for good reason. Rapidly and in a matter of seconds, without him being quite aware of it, he falls back into the young years of his school days, feeling quite insecure, quite ashamed. Images come back to him of the women having fun with boys, whom he had watched kissing, teasing, walking with each other, and he was just left out. He was the observer - the one who always pined for the beauty of women, yet was denied any sweetness in life at the hands of women and could only watch as one after another enjoyed herself with another boy. It was an agony and yet a lovely pleasure at the same time. Even then the foundation was laid in him for what he represents today. His shyness and deep fear of pretty, self-confident women turned into a passion that was to manifest itself more and more in his subsequent life. He could literally feel how women did not take him seriously, being amused about him when he showed his scatterbrainedness, submissiveness and weakness, when he became nervous in front of them. The facial expressions that contorted into a slight smirk, making little effort to hide the inner amusement from him. The mocking laughter from the background was the only attention he got thrown at his feet by his adored ones. Like a weakling, a failure and clumsy, he sometimes felt. On other days, he felt a tugging in his private parts, a desire that rose as soon as he met one of his favorites holding hands with her new boyfriend. Inwardly, then, the dreams began of what it would be like to be in the boyfriend's place himself, what it would be like to be allowed to be so close to the woman's beauty, to the youthful bloom of eroticism that he saw in her. And in these moments of his imaginings, his lust began to fully develop. It even became stronger and stronger the more often he saw the lady of his dreams with another guy. Often he could not even concentrate on the lessons because of his lust. How caught he was in himself, in his dreams and his desires, which at first did not seem strange to him at all. It seemed normal to him, or rather, he didn't even think about it, he just enjoyed it.

But then a drastic experience entered his life, which irreversibly changed his view of himself. For weeks he had been dreaming about a classmate with whom he had very few classes in common, so he was happy every time he could admire her. She was beautiful. Dark brown hair, a bright, friendly glow was always on her lips and he believed that she must have been born in heaven and then descended with her delicate little feet to beautify the world with her presence. Martin was smitten, even in love with her. Every day he dreamed of her. But then it came as it had to come. Looking happily ahead, in joyful anticipation of seeing her again in a class he was about to have, he walked along the path to the school. Not 50 meters from the school building, he suddenly spotted her. She was standing with her back turned to him and in front of her was a significantly taller guy holding her in his arms and kissing her. Like lightning it shot through Martin's limbs. He had to stop for a moment to catch himself. A brief moment later, he felt the tear in his heart from his disappointment. His dreams were shattered. But the pain did not last long. A second glance was enough to make something rise in him that he had not felt before in quality. It was no longer just the small, sweet lust of his languor that was now making itself known. No, he literally felt a deep force take possession of him, which shook and tugged inside him. A force that threatened to pull him down, with which he struggled for seconds, fighting to save himself from it, but it was no use. The force overwhelmed him, shooting through his entire body and making him feel the unbridled horniness he was experiencing in form for the very first time in his life. Slowly he passed the newly won couple, not taking his eyes off the woman of his dreams. Intensely he perceived the moment, he could literally hear the kissing sounds, yes, he could literally put himself in the guy's place, could feel how her moist lips felt, how her eyes sparkling deeply with love would make him ecstatic, if only he could be the one who looked at her so closely. Desire ignited in him and at the same time a thought process happened in parallel. He saw himself for the first time from the outside, from above, from the side, yes, he saw himself walking past the couple, gawking, with greedy gaze and hot heart full of unfulfilled longing, he saw himself walking there. The woman took no notice of him, she didn't see him at all, even the guy was far too busy with her to notice him. It was as if he wasn't even there. As if he had no way to draw attention to himself at all. He could have shouted, waved, laughed, but they would not have noticed him. He suddenly felt very small, like a worm, and at the same time the fulminant lust spread even further within him. One last look at his goddess, to whom he would have loved to build an altar to worship her, then he was over and headed for the school building. He found himself in an unbelievable emotional chaos, running faster and faster, weaving into the school's restroom area, locking himself in and surrendering to his feelings, which he did not yet understand were to shape his life. It all seemed unclear and confused to him at the time. But with the passing of years, he was able to place this experience in the course of his life: At that time he did not know the term, nor the sexual peculiarity that this term was supposed to describe, but looking back it was the first time for him to understand what submissive desire was awakened in him, by the fact that the woman of his dreams was asking for someone completely different and did not even notice him. Already at that time he was on the way to become a cuckold, but it should still take a long time before he was allowed to recognize this...

And exactly today he looks into the face of this woman again. It was Sally who had triggered this paradoxical emotional chaos in him back then, which has not let him go until today. No wonder that at the very present moment he was transported back again, to that time, after which the shame about himself and his fantasies had ripened to a climax. Standing in front of the grinning Sally, he hardly gets a word out, so much does he feel his inner world, from which shame now threatens to burst out of all seams and holes. He would love to sink into the floor in front of her, staggering and making a stuttered excuse to say goodbye to her, but he is frozen and struggles with his feelings, which are stronger than ever. He looks helplessly at Sally, who stares intently into his face. His excitement and shame is so enormous that she can just feel it herself....


Chop-chop!

"Well, come on in first," Sally says after seconds of silence, finally in a friendly voice, waving him into the apartment. "You seem very nervous. Take your shoes off first, and then we'll sit in the kitchen for a minute."

The sweet voice of her snaps Martin back out of his emotional chaos a bit and brings him back to the present moment.

"Uh, yeah, okay," he stammers uncertainly, quickly taking off his shoes, glancing nervously around the hallway, and then following Sally into the kitchen, where she had already set out the cleaning utensils for him. But first the two sit down on the comfortable chairs after Sally has put out a water for him. She senses that he needs to calm down a bit first. Meanwhile, she remembers the classes she was in with him. They had never spoken much, but she had noticed  how often his gaze wandered to her seemingly spontaneously and at random, yet revealed him by the frequency. She had never thought too much of it, though, especially since he was just such a shy, gray little mouse anyway, and she had never paid much attention to him. The other boys had interested her much more, after all.

"Yes, I'm enormously excited and it just killed me when I saw that we know each other too," Martin finally breaks the silence after taking a sip of water and calming down a bit by taking a few quick breaths.

"I can understand that," she smiles at him. "I was totally surprised too, that's why I had to laugh so loudly all at once."

"That didn't help me much either," Martin then suddenly laughs softly. Through the laughter the excessive tension falls off him a little more.

"Yes, I thought so," Sally laughs and then grins at him. "But tell me, how did you do after school?"

"Oh, I kept my head above water with a few jobs first, saved up a little money, and then decided to study psychology, where I'm still at," Martin tells her.

"Ah, so you can psychoanalyze your little secret preferences right away, too, huh?", Sally grins cheekily at him, but not in a mean way, rather in a friendly teasing way.

"Yes, exactly, something like that...", Martin replies with a smile. He really likes her open, friendly manner, and yet he senses a dynamic that makes him feel deeply beneath her, as if he were facing a superior.

"Well, maybe we can help you figure that out more, too," Sally's voice suddenly becomes more seductive, and she nods her head toward the corner of the room behind him, where cleaning buckets, rags and a vacuum cleaner stand ready. "The place isn't going to clean itself, after all," she laughs at him. "Chop, chop, get moving, we might as well keep talking while you work for me."

Without a word in return, Martin jumps up from his chair and wants to get started right away. Like a spell, her words had an effect on him. The veil of shame around his heart has lifted again a little and at the sight of Sally he realizes that he is now offered the unique chance to serve the woman whom he already elevated to his goddess years ago and to throw himself at her feet. Layer by layer, the control he has been trying to hold on to all this time slips away and he is completely taken in by the beauty of Sally, which she presents to him with her grinning, full lips. He immediately gets to work, fills the cleaning bucket with lukewarm water and starts mopping the floor. He doesn't even think of vacuuming or cleaning other areas of the kitchen first, because he wants to get on the floor as fast as he can, in front of his goddess, to show her that he wants to crawl and clean for her, like the little worm that revealed itself in him back then, when she just held her ass out to him and kissed another guy without noticing him. Martin is stuck between the past and the present, switching back and forth, seeing the beautiful, youthful Sally who barely notices him and then again the woman she has become today. Stylishly dressed, adult look and yet she has not lost any eroticism for him, on the contrary, her subtly dominant manner kindles in him an even greater fire than back then.

"Someone is hot to clean," laughs Sally, still seated at the table, surprised by Martin's abrupt appearance and his wordless shift into servant activity.

"Yes, I love to clean for such a beautiful woman, whom I secretly adored even in my school days. It was almost uncomfortable for me to sit at the table with you at eye level," Martin answers quite honestly and without beating about the bush. He simply puts his shame on the side, because this young man definitely has an interesting trait: once he gets into a situation, he can quickly let himself fall into it and become absorbed in it, even if it was previously embarrassing for him. And that's exactly what he's benefiting from now.

"Yeah, you belong on the floor with your knees," Sally grins at him, then gets up from her chair and places herself right in front of the preening Martin, who now gets to enjoy the sight of her slender, hot legs, which are tucked into tight, black leather pants that stop just short of her ankles. He looks up at her and inside he feels that tingle, that unique tingle that he always feels when he sees an attractive woman who is completely out of his league. Not in his dreams would he think of a realistic image where he could be with such a woman be at eye level, ever. He looks directly into the delicate, pretty face of Sally, who now seems to him like a pretty model looking down on the wretchedness of a man, as if he were not worthy of her gaze. The deep-seated shame about himself, about his inability to attract a woman to himself, about his inadequacy of never having had sex at 26, this profound shame now releases with a tingling in his body. Artfully, meanwhile, he continues preening, right at her feet, where she wears short beige Peds socks that don't cover the tops of her feet. Her feet look slender and Martin can hardly take his eyes off them as he moves the wet rag over the white kitchen tiles. The red nail polish on her toes shimmers through under her thin socks. With tremendous force, the awakened shame in him intensifies with the horniness of the sight of Sally, and he is almost overwhelmed by a wave of hormones that draw the blood from his head.

"And with you, anger has already built up about us men?", Martin then asks completely awkwardly and without context into the silence. He can hardly stand the tension anymore, he doesn't know how to act in front of her.

"I'll put it this way, if all you ever get is limp dicks who have nothing going for them in bed and are also otherwise just little sissy men who don't get shit done, then as a woman you'll eventually get fed up. So yes, you're quite right with me," she laughs sardonically down at him while she enjoys the view of him. She already feels the satisfaction of having a male cleaning her kitchen, while already thinking about her alpha boyfriend. Somewhat amazed at herself, she feels herself getting wet just by looking at Martin, but her vagina isn't drawn to him - quite the opposite - in her mind she's already kissing Joelle while that loser there in front of her continues to clean the kitchen.

"I'm sure I can fit in well with that kind of man," Martin smiles nervously. His gaze is magically drawn to the beauty of the slender Sally...


Hot games

Suddenly, Sally turns around in front of him. Hungry for her guidance, he looks at her feet in profile. But then he too notices that Joelle is standing in the doorway and Martin looks at him with slight shock. The first thing that runs through Martin's mind when he spots him is, "Wow, that's a real alpha." Impressed and even a little envious, he muses at Joelle's muscular arms, which show under his tight, black T-shirt. His masculine, broad face bristles with strength. His gaze hits Martin like a hammer and he barely withstands it for two seconds.

"Well, you're cleaning up nicely. I'm Joelle, Sally's boyfriend," he speaks in his deep voice in a very calm tone. He has a charisma that almost makes Martin tremble. He suddenly gets all jittery, because Joelle is really masculine, you can not only see that, you can feel it.

"Hello, I'm Martin," he barely gets the tone right out of his voice and ends in a shallow whisper, which Sally only acknowledges with a loud laugh. She literally throws herself at her alpha boyfriend's side and speaks to him so Martin can hear it too:

"Isn't that cool, little Cucky wipes the floor for us and gets nothing in return!"

"He likes it, he probably likes it even if we kiss in front of him now," Joelle gets into it. He feels how horny Sally has suddenly become. She literally clings to him and is already thirsting for his lips, which he now demonstratively presses against hers, smooching loudly. Seconds, oh what! For minutes the two stand there and kiss. Furtively, Martin casts his glance over and over again at the couple he is now cleaning for. He sees the big hand that Joelle now puts around the slender waist of Sally. Once again the flame of lust ignites in Martin and he moves faster and faster cleaning towards their feet until finally he is cleaning in front of them and even around them as they continue to make out.

"Get naked, you cuck loser!", Sally suddenly calls down to him imperiously. They both start laughing. Quickly Martin take off his clothes.

"How long have you been a virgin?", Joelle cracks a joke and Sally's sardonic and gleeful laughter rings in Martin's ears. Zack. There is his cock up to the hilt, which he is now allowed to present defenselessly to the two.

"Our Cucky is already quite horny, just from cleaning and our jokes, boah is that hot," Sally laughs on. "He's perfectly made for us." A long kiss follows her words, while Martin can hardly contain himself with humiliation. Again and again he reflexively tenses his muscle and his hard cock swells even higher, almost letting off a drop.

"Good thing you haven't gotten anywhere near a vagina with that misery cock, poor woman!" laughs Sally, demonstratively pointing at the ridiculously-small cock of her new slave. "What's that one good for? I think just for locking away and kicking in, don't you think, Cucky?" her bright voice rings in Martin's ear.

"Yes, he belongs locked away and laughed at," Martin replies fervently with heat now spreading through him.

"My Joelle has a much, much hotter one, you can't even compare it to your loser tip, there," Sally calls down to him spitefully. Her gaze bores into Martin's eyes, which are now looking upward at his mistress in a loyal, dopey manner. "Come on, spread your legs, I want to get in there!"

Surprised Martin looks at her, but then immediately opens his legs to the sides and presents her not only his hard little cock, but also his big, plump balls.

"But please not so hard, I've never done that before," he begs softly.

"Yes yes, once is always the first time. I want to kick it in there!", Sally almost nags at him. RUMS! Her pretty little foot splashes into his balls. A deep pulling pain goes through Martin's lower body and he stifles a loud scream, but his head immediately turns red in color. Martin hears the laughter of the two, as if it were from a distance, so busy is he with the trailing of the pain. Then, suddenly, he's all there again.

"Oh," he moans, breathing quickly.

"Yeah, oh," Sally mimics him. "Come on, you can get used to that if you want to serve us. I like that, hahah! Come on, slave, follow us into the bedroom, we want to make out nicely in front of you!"

Sally seems to be completely in her element, Joelle almost dances with her into the bedroom, kissing her passionately, guiding his hand inside her tight pants and feeling the moisture she is already spraying now. Martin feels like the fifth wheel no one wants as he slowly crawls after the two of them. He feels the ridiculousness, yes, the patheticness of his situation and how he presents himself to the two. For a moment, shame takes over his personality completely, he feels so puny and stupid in front of the two. As if he wasn't even there, as if he was just a nuisance and could only get the attention of Sally's beauty if he kept quiet and merely did everything she said. Inside, however, it tears him apart with horniness. In the bedroom the two make out properly, loudly kissing and making out.

"Kiss my feet, you dork, and thank me for letting you serve us while I'm here having fun with my alpha. That's what you've always wanted, to serve an alpha couple, right?" asks Sally mockingly down at him.

"Yes, dear Sally, thank you so much for allowing me to serve you both, as befits a loser like me."

"A virgin loser," Sally corrects him with a laugh, then returns her full attention to Joelle's lips. Joelle feels her hot kisses growing more and more passionate. Sally is completely turned on by the situation and gets all her satisfaction from brazenly humiliating and exposing Martin. The latter now kisses her feet completely enchanted, desiring nothing more than to now be shown by the two what real sex is and what he will never get in life. The tension builds, both in Martin's heart and in Sally's pussy. The two suddenly tear off their clothes, Joelle flings Sally onto the big bed, throws herself over her and kisses her wildly.

"Take my socks off, cuckold, you're about to see what it's like when a real alpha does it to a woman you could never have," she cries out laughing, getting horny herself at her sentence. Quickly Martin scurries to the edge of the bed and joyfully excitedly removes the socks from the wonderful feet of his adored Sally, who now presents her beautiful soles to him.

"Oah, fuck me honey, fuck me, in front of this loser, I can't wait any longer. Loser, pass us a condom, it's there in the night cabinet," Sally calls out to Martin and kisses Joelle wildly, scratching his back with her fingernails, pressing him against her and moaning loudly under the circular finger movements he now performs on her clit, Finally Martin has made it and holds out a fresh condom to them. Joelle rips it open skillfully, fills it completely and then he enters Sally's pussy with a deep moan. As soon as he feels the warm, wet pleasure grotto of his hot girlfriend he starts to fuck her deeply. Very deep and with power he presses his cock into her body. With her mouth open and her eyes twisted, Sally feels the power coming from the hard, long cock, she feels the union with her boyfriend and lets herself fall completely. Loud moaning booms in Martin's ear. As if spellbound, he watches the fuck spectacle from very close.

"Cucky, come closer to the bed, I want to show you what I think of you," Sally shouts with a moan, while she continues to be fucked by Joelle, as if she were just a doll for him, who has to take his cock inside her all day long. Martin doesn't let her tell him twice, coming close to the top of the bed, still kneeling naked on the floor. The flawless, plump, small breasts of Sally beguile him. The wild moans of the two reverberate in him again and again. Brutally, Sally suddenly pulls his face toward her. Then she slaps his face with the flat of her hand. And again and again. At the same time she moans loudly with horniness. She doesn't stop at all. One slap after the next lands in his face.

"While my alpha is allowed to fuck me beautifully with his splendid cock, you loser only get a beating, you joke of a man, you don't deserve anything else," Sally shouts in his face.

"Yes, goddess," Martin replies, completely out of his mind. His mini-tail presses itself in full hardness against the wood of the bed box over which he is now hanging. Sally continues to slap him. Joelle fucks her harder and faster. Her moans get higher and louder. Rhythmically the two fuck right in front of Martin, who feels like a real cuckold. His heart is pounding and he lets himself fall into his role, he literally enjoys the face slapping of Sally, the humiliation and being laughed at. This is exactly what gets him all hot and wild.

"Oh, look, you've got a little cunt too," Sally says, rubbing her fingers over his sensual, full lips. Martin can barely contain himself with horniness. He moans loudly, rubs violently against the bed frame and almost squirts from surprise. Sally's fingers feel sooo good on his lips. All of a sudden she sticks two of her fingers deep into his mouth.

"Suck nice, fuck loser!"

He starts sucking, almost completely wasting himself on her beautiful fingers, feeling conquered by her graceful fingers and wanting to melt on the floor in pleasure in front of Sally.

"That's all a fuckless guy like you gets. Eternal virgin, that's all I'm saying," Sally screams, half laughing, half moaning. Joelle works her tirelessly and brings her to the brink of orgasm. She cries out loudly.

"Aaah - aah - aaah," Sally rhythmically moans to the thrusts of her muscular boyfriend. Martin's eyes open again and he directly follows Joelle's thrusting into Sally's wet pussy.

"Oah, fuck," he cries out loudly, unable to contain himself. "Please, can I touch myself?" he cries desperately, his hand almost on his cock.

"Yes, jerk off nicely to not getting pussy, you loser, you can only cum pathetically into your hand because no woman wants a ridiculous worm like you in their bed," Sally really gets into it. She loves the verbal humiliation and really wants to give it to Martin. "Jerk off nicely to the fact that we have really hot sex that you will never experience, hahahah!"

Martin moans and groans, getting louder with each sentence from Sally.

"Squirt nicely the moment I make Sally climax," Joelle shouts loudly, moaning. "Don't you cum any sooner and I'll slap you!"

Desperately Martin takes his hand off his cock to also just not cum, he's about to cum but just saved it, he can literally feel the fear of Joelle's strokes that he'd rather not endure.

"The pig almost ca...- ah", it escapes Sally, but then the desire whirls her completely. Like a lightning bolt, it runs through her entire body. Her eyes twist, her mouth is wide open. Everything happens as if in slow motion for her. Her whole body trembles while Joelle holds her. She moans out loud. The warm orgasm sweeps through her body. Her pussy vibrates, it is indescribable. Martin catches sight of Sally's face contorted in complete ecstasy, brings his hand back to his cock and comes within seconds. "Oah that's horny," the inner voice kicks him over the cliff of infinite pleasure. "Nice fucking she got and I loser got to watch," the voice goads him again. For seconds Sally gasps, then she looks deeply and in love into Joelle's eyes...


The cuck test

"Penetrate me again and cum inside me nicely," she whispers seductively to him. Joelle kisses her on the mouth, snakes his tongue against hers and slowly penetrates her. He enjoys the closeness, the oneness, the power that now comes from their union. His cock is pumping, feeling his masculine energy now focused in the tip of his cock. With slapping noises, he fucks the relaxed Sally again. But this time he is completely focused on his emotional worlds, he turns off his mind completely. Faster and faster he presses himself into her hole, faster and faster he slaps against her body and faster and faster he rams his cock into her pussy with all his might. Loud moans accompany his aesthetic, fast movements, which seem impressive and natural at the same time for Martin. Then he fucks Sally so hard that she also starts moaning again and she really cheers him on with words like "Come nice in my pussy" and "I'm yours, mark me please, fuck me and squirt your seed inside me" until finally in surrender to his infinite manhood she screams loudly "Come inside me like I'm just a stupid bitch you fuck and then throw away!", Sally is beside herself, her lust is back and her eyes are rolling again. Martin is overwhelmed by Joelle's power, which makes Sally submit to him, even humiliate herself in front of him, while he is just the outsider who is allowed to watch everything, but can never get near Sally's pussy himself. The cravings of the three increase together to infinite heights and reach their peaks at the moment when Joelle, breathing loudly, almost gasping for air, lets out a deep, loud moan, pushes his pelvis forward with rough force and thus catapults his hammer-hard spanking to the limit inside Sally and comes inside her with a subsequent leering moan.

The mood in the room has shifted from deepest horniness, natural desire to sizzling intimacy. Sally leans up to Joelle and kisses him long and intimately. Martin watches the couple as if spellbound. He, too, senses how the play between the two is not only pleasurable, but unifying at the same time. He feels the connection between Sally and Joelle and is himself touched by a feeling of happiness whose origin and cause he could not have described. It is a unique moment for him that he will not soon forget. The stormy waves of eroticism have subsided and what remains is a calm body of water that follows its current quite evenly and gently.

"Come here," Sally suddenly speaks to Martin, in a very soft, calm voice, and Martin immediately jumps to her on the edge of the bed. "Look what we have here for you," she continues speaking, holding the condom in front of his face, which she has just pulled off Joelle with her own hands. Martin sees the white liquid swimming in the tip.

"That's as close as you'll ever get to my pussy," Sally grins at him as she continues to dangle the condom in front of his eyes as if she's trying to hypnotize him with it. Martin doesn't know whether to be disgusted or pleased. He's never had a stranger-appointed condom so close to his face before.

"Kiss it," Sally then commands him. "Kiss the condom that was just inside my vagina!"

Martin looks at her, startled, then his gaze falls on Joelle, who also grins at him and with raised eyebrows tells him to approach the preciousness in front of his face. Sally and Joelle both look at him expectantly. After some hesitation, Martin finally approaches the condom dangling in the air, still held over him by Sally's fingertips. He closes his eyes and kisses the rubber slowly, his face contorting a little in disgust. Inwardly, he feels a surge going on inside him, though he would have loved to comply with the command with all his pleasure. For seconds he kisses the condom and the rearing feeling calms down a bit.

"Good boy," Sally hisses at him meanwhile. "That's a good boy. Now open your mouth nicely."

"Oh no," it escapes Martin, who now realizes what she's going to drive him to. The resistance grows in him again. It now grows so great that a desperation derails his face. "I don't know if I can..." he says meekly, ashamed of wanting to resist the command.

"Do you think it's gross?", Sally asks him empathetically.

"Yes..., unfortunately...," Martin replies, looking at her meekly and hoping for mercy.

"Well, you can understand that," Joelle finally throws in his word, quite understanding and yet laughing. At this, Sally glances at him with a smile.

"But actually, you do like the idea of us making you suck out that nice alpha cum from our hot sex now, don't you?", Sally asks him with a smile.

"Yes, I find the idea insanely hot," Martin blurts out, but throughout his body he now feels the restlessness, the resistance that would make him want to stop the scene. "But I, ah, I... I can't do it, I don't think..."

Sally sees the desperation in Martin's face and is delighted to see him struggling inside. She strokes his head, whispering, "I'd feel so awesome if you did this for us, but if not, that's okay too." Her voice has taken on quite an understanding tone now, coming across as so loving and sweet to Martin in his panic that he would have loved to melt in front of her. Her hand is now cradling his head and he suddenly feels so protected and safe by the same Sally who dominated him so harshly earlier and whom he now worships like a goddess. Like a beam of light, or rather a laser beam, this feeling of security travels through his body and makes him feel calmer inside, literally atomizing his resistance a little.

"Mhm," Sally whispers now quite seductively. "And if Joelle holds your mouth open with his hands and I dribble his cum into your mouth nicely with my fingers, wouldn't that be hot?"

"Well, you can always say stop," Joelle says, smiling at Martin.

Martin thinks about it for a few seconds. He finds it incredibly nice how empathetic they both are with him now and yet want to convince him to face his cuckold task.

"Yes... okay…," Martin finally says, in an uncertain voice, but still ready to face his fate.

"Well, open your good little mouth then, my sweet cucky," Sally grins at him and brings her hand from his head to his lips, running it around them, with her fingertips, penetrating his mouth so that he can suck on them once more briefly, then Sally withdraws them from him again and he opens his mouth wide and looks up at the condom now dangling above him. The prospect of the nicely filled condom held by Sally's fingers, with her fingernails painted red, turns Martin on and at the same time he feels a sense of awe rise within him, coupled with a feeling of disgust at his upcoming task. Suddenly he feels the first warm, large hand of Joelle on his neck and chin. The second immediately follows and rests on the top of his forehead and front of his head. He feels the insistent warmth of Joelle in both places. He feels the light pressure they exert, causing his mouth to go wide as a jar. In a strange way, he feels incredibly held and supported by Joelle. With his eyes, he sees Sally slowly in the process of moving the condom with the opening towards his mouth. Inwardly, he feels a jolt, triggered by disgust, run through his body, as if he wants to step back. But the light, gentle pressure from Joelle's hands increases and although Martin could have said stop at any time or actually freed himself from Joelle's grip, he dutifully stays in place.

"Good boy," Sally whispers to him. The scene passes for Martin as if in slow motion. "Good boy, you're about to swallow that alpha sperm, Cucky."

A moan escapes Martin. A last rebellion before the inevitable taste test, which he is about to experience, arises. But then he surrenders and lets himself fall into Joelle's hands and just watches how now the first drop of the white liquid drips into his mouth. Then everything happens very quickly. Even before he can react to it, Sally rubs and presses her fingers jerkily over the condom and delivers almost the entire amount of sperm into his mouth at once. He feels the sperm on his tongue. His face contorts in disgust, he closes his eyes, feeling like he is losing control of himself, closes his mouth and quickly swallows the liquid in several attempts. He shakes and convulses, but then realizes that it wasn't quite as bad as he had feared. It's all in his head.

"Fine, swallow nicely, my little virgin," Sally laughs softly. She enjoys the look on Martin's face and even experiences feelings of happiness at the sight he is now giving her. Her pussy is already getting wet again at the thought of what she had now made him do on their first meeting.

"Test passed I would say," Joelle laughs, taking his hands off Martin and even being nice enough to squeeze a glass of water into his hand after he had disappeared for a moment.

"We'll make you a real cuckold, huh?", Sally grins at Martin, who first has to process the situation. But then she orders in a sterner tone: "Come on, thank us and kiss our feet!" and with that she transports Martin back into his deep-devote vein, which now, after the disgust has disappeared, makes itself felt in him again. Quickly Martin throws himself to the ground in front of his masters, kisses the bare, beautiful feet of his adored Sally, thanks both of them artfully and then finally also kisses the feet of Joelle, which is also a new, unfamiliar experience for him. But Joelle has also become sympathetic to him through his empathetic guidance, and so he gratefully kisses his feet as well.

"I like him a lot," Sally says to Joelle, who sees her flashing eyes and has long known that she derives immense pleasure from playing with Martin. He himself also finds the game at least amusing, if not interesting, even if it doesn't necessarily make him horny now.

"He's definitely got something," he then points to Martin kneeling in front of him.

"I want to train you," Sally then says leaning down to him. "I want to make you our personal cuckold and household servant," she laughs down at him. "What do you say we get together again?"

"I’d love to!," Martin says quite honestly, feeling so submissive in front of them.

"Good Cucky," Sally laughs. "Well, then, next week you can clean at our place again, I'd say" and grins at her newly won slave.

"So we’re going to get dressed up now and go out for a bite to eat. You can watch us get ready for a dinner date and then we'll take you downstairs," Sally leads the way.


Like old days

Martin gazes with pleasure at the couple who have just made themselves presentable before his eyes. Sally wears a short, black cocktail dress, golden, unobtrusive earrings, a matching golden necklace and slim, beautiful high heels, the clacking sounds of them on the floor drive Martin completely crazy. He was even allowed to put a golden anklet on her and wet her shoes with his kisses, before they finally went down the staircase in front of the apartment building. From the stairwell he was also allowed to take an upright position again. Arrived at the bottom still a short farewell conversation arose.

"By the way, I wanted to tell you that I really did look at you when we were at school. In my ad I did mention that there was this one moment when I first really saw myself as a submissive cuckold and...", Martin looks almost a bit shyly to the floor, but then again into Sally's eyes. "That was you making out with a guy right in front of me, standing with your back to me and not paying any attention to me at all, that triggered something in me that really has stuck with me to this day,...I don't even know why I'm telling you this, I just wanted to tell you."

Sally exchanges a quick glance with her friend, then they both start laughing.

"Well, you've found your way back to me after all these years, and as the submissive cuck-loser that you are," she grins mockingly at Martin. "Just watch us enjoy life while you slave for us and smirk at us from afar!"

She turns her head to Joelle, snuggles up to him and falls into his big, strong arms, looking up at him as he returns her loving, yet lustful gaze. Martin seethes with arousal, his gaze sliding from his goddess Sally's wonderful brown hair along her back, which now presents itself to him fully turned again, just as it did then, down to her plump, beautiful ass, which is visible in her jeans and which he saw naked just a moment ago. Joelle's hand reaches out and it's as if Martin himself feels the full sensation, firmness and beauty of her bottom in his now tingling hand. With wide eyes he follows the proceedings, hears the two kissing smacking, literally feels from a distance the eroticism that goes on between both lips, smells the fresh, hot esprit that Sally sprays and feels how a canyon opens in him that leads to the bottomless pit. Staggering, he stands at the cliff, standing in front of the couple who, tightly embraced, are now making out before his eyes for what feels like minutes. As then, he stands behind them and is not seen at all, not noticed at all. It runs through him like a shock from behind, which now lets him fall over the inner cliff into the abyssal darkness. Shocked, he falls into his deepest desires, feels his hard cock marking itself in his pants, wants to go most on all fours, but is prevented by the open road. His gaze falls on the black high heels of his goddess and he falls into the desire to throw himself at her feet, while she pays no attention to him and instead makes out with her hot boyfriend. With kisses he wants to wet her heels, wants to thank her for the honor of serving her and being trained to be a cuckold by the two of them. He wants to express so much in the moment. And yet he knows he could do whatever he wanted now, scream, dance, shout, laugh, nothing would draw the attention of his goddess to him now, who is completely enjoying herself with her lover. He suddenly feels like the little worm crawling in front of them again. As if frozen, he follows the hot couple and his inner world, which now unfolds and reality slaps him in the face with crashing brutality. And yet it all turns him on in an almost eerie and all-encompassing way. His sexuality is completely fulfilled by this moment. He can't help but realize that today's experience has led him to himself. Deep in his heart, he feels that he wants to come again and again, to offer himself as a slave to the two of them, and to fight for the attention from Sally that he has been seeking for years. He wants to throw himself into this hopeless endeavor and draws all his satisfaction from the moment when, once again, it is rubbed in his face that sex with a woman is not foreseen for him, but for someone else. Suddenly Sally turns to him laughing.

"We're going to have a nice dinner, Cucky. Next week you get to clean for us again."

Slowly, with a skillfully mean grin, she holds out her middle finger to him and winks once. Then, without another word or a second glance at Martin, the two turn and stroll away.

Martin quivers with excitement. The middle finger and the sweet wink have given him the rest. Breathing loudly, he looks after the couple. As if electrified by the horniness, he can hardly think clearly, must first orient himself. But then he rushes home. Once there, his soul burns with longing, he falls to his knees in his living room, breathes heavily, tears his pants off and gives himself over to his deepest desire as he has never done before. Wow, what a first time. Suddenly it all makes sense to him. All those years of shame and disgrace that never led him to women, only away from them, now make sense: life has kept him waiting. For him to realize his destiny. He suddenly begins to deeply embrace his inclinations, to welcome them into him, indeed he literally celebrates the moment and celebrates the courage to meet himself as he is. With a loud moan, he surrenders to himself, falling and falling, and is finally caught by a warm relaxation that glides through his body....

The End


You might also like this story...
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Unhappy submissive Alex hasn't given in to his submissive cravings for a dominant woman in years. Suddenly he discovers a fetish ad: Three beautiful female students are looking for a shared apartment slave.

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

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

The power of women is stronger than him...

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